From doctor Montgomery's memorandum book:

What a day!  I've made two important resolutions today:

Don't pick up strangers.

If someone asks what the doctor's business is, just tell them.

  It will save us a lot of running around ( I am sore all over) and Pendrick found out anyway.  Of course Prendick would have found out.  Come to think of it, Moreau's actions since yesterday have proven that his obsession now take precedence over logical thought.  For a man who claims to be on a quest to conquer human nature, he is singularly blind to his own obsessive behaviour.   If he had acted like a civilized human being and spent his first night introducing Prendick to our current state of affairs, instead of single-mindely sulking away like an animal with his latest catch, Prendick wouldn't have been  trying to avoid the noise, and end up waist deep in the sea, making us look out of control to the man beasts.

But we are out of control.  Pendrick's presence reminds me of everything I left behind.  I am a victim of my own obsession, but at least I realize it. Moreau does not worry about not being able to go back, as long as he can keep doing his experiments.  And for what?  He can't even publish his findings, even if he cared to, as all his work is done in secrecy.  His creatures are of no use to anyone, least of all themselves.  There is no logical reason to do what he does, except that he does it well.  I had an aunt like that, who did collage all day long, for the last ten years of her life.  When she died, no one wanted the damn things and we had to burn them all.  If Moreau dies, who will know or care about him and his 'work'?

It's enough to drive a man to drink...
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