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THE LOST WORLD

I have wrought ny sinple plan
If | give one hour of joy
To the boy who's half a nman,

O the man who's half a boy.

The Lost World

By SI R ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE

COPYRI CHT, 1912

For eword

M. E. D. Malone desires to state that
both the injunction for restraint and the
i bel action have been wi thdrawn unreservedly
by Professor G E. Challenger, who, being
satisfied that no criticismor coment in
this book is neant in an offensive spirit,
has guaranteed that he will place no

i npediment to its publication and circul ation.
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THE LOST WORLD

The Lost World

CHAPTER |

"There Are Heroisns Al Round Us"

M. Hungerton, her father, really was the npst tactless person
upon earth,--a fluffy, feathery, untidy cockatoo of a nan,
perfectly good-natured, but absolutely centered upon his own
silly self. If anything could have driven ne from d adys, it

woul d have been the thought of such a father-in-law. | am
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convinced that he really believed in his heart that | cane round
to the Chestnuts three days a week for the pleasure of his
conpany, and very especially to hear his views upon binmetallism

a subj ect upon which he was by way of being an authority.

For an hour or nore that evening | listened to his nonotonous
chirrup about bad noney driving out good, the token val ue of
silver, the depreciation of the rupee, and the true standards

of exchange.

"Suppose,” he cried with feeble violence, "that all the debts in
the world were called up sinultaneously, and i medi ate paynent

i nsi sted upon, --what under our present conditions woul d happen then?"

| gave the self-evident answer that | should be a ruined man,
upon which he junped fromhis chair, reproved ne for ny habitua
levity, which made it inpossible for himto discuss any
reasonabl e subject in ny presence, and bounced off out of the

roomto dress for a Masonic neeting.

At last | was alone with @ adys, and the noment of Fate had cone!
Al that evening | had felt like the soldier who awaits the
signal which will send himon a forlorn hope; hope of victory and

fear of repulse alternating in his nind.

She sat with that proud, delicate profile of hers outlined
against the red curtain. How beautiful she was! And yet how

al oof! W had been friends, quite good friends; but never could
get beyond the sane conradeship which I m ght have established
with one of nmy fellowreporters upon the Gazette,--perfectly
frank, perfectly kindly, and perfectly unsexual. M instincts
are all against a woman being too frank and at her ease with ne.

It is no conmplinent to a man. Were the real sex feeling begins,
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timdity and distrust are its conpanions, heritage fromold w cked
days when | ove and viol ence went often hand in hand. The bent
head, the averted eye, the faltering voice, the wincing figure--
these, and not the unshrinking gaze and frank reply, are the true
signals of passion. Even in ny short life | had | earned as much as

that--or had inherited it in that race nenory which we call instinct.

d adys was full of every wormanly quality. Sone judged her to be
cold and hard; but such a thought was treason. That delicately
bronzed skin, alnost oriental in its coloring, that raven hair,
the large liquid eyes, the full but exquisite lips,--all the
stigmata of passion were there. But | was sadly conscious that
up to now I had never found the secret of drawing it forth.
However, come what mght, | should have done with suspense and
bring matters to a head to-night. She could but refuse me, and

better be a repul sed | over than an accepted brother.

So far ny thoughts had carried me, and I was about to break the
| ong and uneasy silence, when two critical, dark eyes | ooked
round at nme, and the proud head was shaken in sniling reproof.

"I have a presentinment that you are going to propose, Ned. | do

wi sh you wouldn't; for things are so nuch nicer as they are."

| drew ny chair a little nearer. "Now, how did you know that |

was going to propose?" | asked in genui ne wonder.

"Don't wonen al ways know? Do you suppose any wonan in the world
was ever taken unawares? But--oh, Ned, our friendship has been so
good and so pleasant! Wat a pity to spoil it! Don't you feel how
splendid it is that a young man and a young woman shoul d be abl e

to talk face to face as we have tal ked?"

"l don't know, G adys. You see, | can talk face to face wth--

with the station-master." | can't imagine how that official cane
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into the matter; but in he trotted, and set us both | aughing.
"That does not satisfy me in the least. | want ny arns round you,

and your head on ny breast, and--oh, dadys, | want----

She had sprung from her chair, as she saw signs that | proposed

to denonstrate some of nmy wants. "You've spoiled everything,
Ned," she said. "It's all so beautiful and natural until this
kind of thing conmes in! It is such a pity! Wy can't you

control yoursel f?"

"I didn't invent it," | pleaded. "It's nature. It's love."
"Well, perhaps if both love, it may be different. | have never
felt it."

"But you nust--you, with your beauty, with your soul! ©Oh, d adys,

you were made for love! You nust |ove!"

"One nust wait till it cones."

"But why can't you love ne, Gadys? |Is it ny appearance, or what?"

She did unbend a little. She put forward a hand--such a gracious,
stooping attitude it was--and she pressed back nmy head. Then she

| ooked into ny upturned face with a very wistful snile.

"No it isn't that," she said at last. "You're not a conceited
boy by nature, and so | can safely tell you it is not that.

It's deeper.”

"My character?"

She nodded severely.
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"What can | do to mend it? Do sit down and talk it over.

No, really, I won't if you'll only sit down!"

She | ooked at me with a wondering distrust which was nmuch nore to
my mnd than her whol e-hearted confidence. How prinitive and
bestial it |ooks when you put it down in black and white!--and
perhaps after all it is only a feeling peculiar to nyself.

Anyhow, she sat down.

"Now tell nme what's amss with nme?"

"I'min love with sonmebody el se," said she

It was ny turn to junp out of ny chair.

"I't's nobody in particular," she explained, |aughing at the
expression of ny face: "only an ideal. |'ve never net the kind

of man | nean."

"Tell nme about him \What does he | ook |ike?"

"Ch, he might |ook very nuch like you."

"How dear of you to say that! Well, what is it that he does that
I don't do? Just say the word,--teetotal, vegetarian, aeronaut,
t heosophi st, superman. |1'Il have a try at it, dadys, if you

will only give ne an idea what woul d pl ease you."

She | aughed at the elasticity of ny character. "Well, in the

first place, | don't think my ideal would speak |ike that,"

said she. "He would be a harder, sterner man, not so ready to adapt
hinself to a silly girl's whim But, above all, he nust be a man
who coul d do, who could act, who could |ook Death in the face and

have no fear of him a nman of great deeds and strange experiences.
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It is never a man that | should | ove, but always the glories he had
won; for they would be reflected upon ne. Think of Richard Burton
Wien | read his wife's life of himl could so understand her | ove!
And Lady Stanley! D d you ever read the wonderful |ast chapter

of that book about her husband? These are the sort of nen that

a wonan could worship with all her soul, and yet be the greater

not the | ess, on account of her |ove, honored by all the world

as the inspirer of noble deeds."

She | ooked so beautiful in her enthusiasmthat | nearly brought
down the whole level of the interview. | gripped nyself hard,

and went on with the argunent.

"W can't all be Stanleys and Burtons," said |; "besides, we
don't get the chance,--at least, | never had the chance. If |
did, | should try to take it."

"But chances are all around you. It is the mark of the kind of

man | mean that he makes his own chances. You can't hold him back
I'"ve never met him and yet | seemto know himso well. There are
heroisnms all round us waiting to be done. |It's for nen to do them
and for wormen to reserve their love as a reward for such nen.

Look at that young Frenchman who went up last week in a balloon

It was blowing a gale of wind; but because he was announced to go

he insisted on starting. The wind blew himfifteen hundred niles

in twenty-four hours, and he fell in the mddle of Russia. That was
the kind of man | nmean. Think of the wonman he | oved, and how ot her
worren nust have envied her! That's what | should |ike to be,--envied

for my man."

"I'"d have done it to please you."

"But you shouldn't do it nerely to please nme. You should do it
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because you can't hel p yourself, because it's natural to you,
because the man in you is crying out for heroic expression
Now, when you described the Wgan coal explosion |ast nonth,
could you not have gone down and hel ped those people, in spite

of the choke-damp?"

"I did."

"You never said so."

"There was not hi ng worth bucki ng about."

"I didn't know." She |ooked at ne with rather nore interest.

"That was brave of you."

"I had to. If you want to wite good copy, you nust be where the

things are."

"What a prosaic notive! It seens to take all the romance out

of it. But, still, whatever your notive, | amglad that you went
down that mine." She gave ne her hand; but with such sweetness
and dignity that | could only stoop and kiss it. "I dare say

amnmerely a foolish wonan with a young girl's fancies. And yet
it is soreal with ne, so entirely part of ny very self, that |
cannot help acting uponit. |If I marry, | do want to marry a

f amous man!"

"Why should you not?" | cried. "It is women |ike you who brace
men up. Gve ne a chance, and see if | will take it! Besides, as
you say, nmen ought to MAKE their own chances, and not wait unti
they are given. Look at Cive--just a clerk, and he conquered

India! By George! |[|'Il do sonmething in the world yet!"

She | aughed at ny sudden Irish effervescence. "Wy not?" she said.
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"You have everything a man coul d have, --youth, health, strength,
education, energy. | was sorry you spoke. And now | am gl ad--so

glad--if it wakens these thoughts in you!"

"And if | do----"

Her dear hand rested |ike warm vel vet upon ny lips. "Not another
word, Sir! You should have been at the office for evening duty
hal f an hour ago; only |I hadn't the heart to renmnd you. Sone day,
per haps, when you have won your place in the world, we shall talk

it over again."

And so it was that | found nyself that foggy Novenber evening
pursui ng the Canberwell tramw th nmy heart glowing within ne, and
with the eager determnination that not another day shoul d el apse
before | should find sonme deed which was worthy of ny | ady.

But who--who in all this wide world could ever have imagi ned the
i ncredi bl e shape which that deed was to take, or the strange

steps by which | was led to the doing of it?

And, after all, this opening chapter will seemto the reader to
have nothing to do with nmy narrative; and yet there would have
been no narrative without it, for it is only when a nan goes out
into the world with the thought that there are heroisns all round
him and with the desire all alive in his heart to follow any

whi ch may come within sight of him that he breaks away as | did
fromthe Iife he knows, and ventures forth into the wonderful nystic
twilight Iand where lie the great adventures and the great rewards.
Behold ne, then, at the office of the Daily Gazette, on the staff
of which | was a nost insignificant unit, with the settled

determ nation that very night, if possible, to find the quest

whi ch should be worthy of ny dadys! Was it hardness, was it

sel fishness, that she should ask me to risk nmy life for her
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own glorification? Such thoughts may cone to m ddl e age; but

never to ardent three-and-twenty in the fever of his first |ove.

CHAPTER 1 |

"Try Your Luck with Professor Challenger"

| always |iked McArdle, the crabbed, old, round-backed,

red- headed news editor, and | rather hoped that he |iked ne.

O course, Beaunont was the real boss; but he lived in the
rarefied at nosphere of sone A ynpian height from which he could
di stinguish nothing smaller than an international crisis or a
split in the Cabinet. Sonmetinmes we saw him passing in |lonely
maj esty to his inner sanctum with his eyes staring vaguely and
his mnd hovering over the Bal kans or the Persian @ulf. He was
above and beyond us. But MArdle was his first |ieutenant, and
it was he that we knew. The old man nodded as | entered the

room and he pushed his spectacles far up on his bald forehead.

"Well, M. Mlone, fromall | hear, you seemto be doing very

well," said he in his kindly Scotch accent.

I thanked him

"The colliery explosion was excellent. So was the Southwark fire.
You have the true descreeptive touch. What did you want to see

me about ?"

"To ask a favor."

He | ooked al armed, and his eyes shunned mine. "Tut, tut! Wat is it?"

"Do you think, Sir, that you could possibly send me on some

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...0Conan%20Doyle%20-%20The%20Lost%20World.txt (10 of 251) [2/24/2004 10:29:37 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Arthur%20Conan%20D oyl €%620-%20T he%620L ost%20Worl d.txt
m ssion for the paper? | would do ny best to put it through and

get you some good copy."

"What sort of neesion had you in your mnd, M. Ml one?"

"Well, Sir, anything that had adventure and danger in it.
I really would do ny very best. The nore difficult it was, the

better it would suit ne."

"You seemvery anxious to |ose your life."

"To justify nmy life, Sir."

"Dear ne, M. Mlone, this is very--very exalted. |'mafraid the
day for this sort of thing is rather past. The expense of the
“special neesion' business hardly justifies the result, and, of
course, in any case it would only be an experienced man with a
nane that woul d command public confidence who woul d get such

an order. The big blank spaces in the map are all being filled in,
and there's no roomfor ronmance anywhere. Wit a bit, though!"

he added, with a sudden smile upon his face. "Talking of the

bl ank spaces of the nap gives ne an idea. Wat about exposing a
fraud--a nmodern Munchausen--and naki ng hi mrideecul ous? You could
show himup as the liar that he is! Eh, man, it would be fine.

How does it appeal to you?"

" Anyt hi ng- - anywhere--1 care nothing."

McArdl e was plunged in thought for some m nutes.

"I wonder whether you could get on friendly--or at |east on
talking terms with the fellow, " he said, at last. "You seemto
have a sort of genius for establishing relations with

peopl e--seenpat hy, | suppose, or ani mal magnetism or youthfu
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vitality, or something. | amconscious of it mnyself."

"You are very good, sir.

"So why should you not try your luck with Professor Challenger,

of Ennore Park?"

| dare say | looked a little startl ed.

"Challenger!" | cried. "Professor Challenger, the fanbus zool ogi st!

Wasn't he the man who broke the skull of Blundell, of the Tel egraph?”

The news editor sniled grimy.

"Do you mind? Didn't you say it was adventures you were after?"

"I't is all in the way of business, sir," | answered.

"Exactly. | don't suppose he can al ways be so violent as that.
I"mthinking that Blundell got himat the wong nmonent, maybe, or
in the wong fashion. You may have better luck, or nore tact in
handling him There's sonmething in your line there, | amsure,

and the Gazette should work it."

"I really know not hing about him" said I. | only renenber his
nane in connection with the police-court proceedings, for

striking Blundell."

"I have a few notes for your guidance, M. Ml one. |'ve had ny
eye on the Professor for sone little tinme." He took a paper from
a drawer. "Here is a summary of his record. | give it you briefly:--

" Chal | enger, George Edward. Born: Largs, N B., 1863. Educ.

Largs Acadeny; Edi nburgh University. British Miseum Assistant, 1892
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Assi st ant - Keeper of Comparative Anthropol ogy Departnment, 1893.
Resi gned after acrinoni ous correspondence sane year. Wnner of
Crayston Medal for Zool ogi cal Research. Foreign Menber of'--well,
quite a lot of things, about two inches of small type--"Societe
Bel ge, Anerican Acadeny of Sciences, La Plata, etc., etc.

Ex- Presi dent Pal aeont ol ogi cal Society. Section H, British
Associ ation'--so on, so on!--"Publications: "Some Cbservations
Upon a Series of Kalrmuck Skulls"; "Qutlines of Vertebrate
Evol uti on"; and nunerous papers, including "The underlying
fallacy of Wissmannism" which caused heated di scussion at

the Zool ogi cal Congress of Vienna. Recreations: WalKking,

Al pine clinbing. Address: Ennore Park, Kensington, W'

"There, take it with you. |'ve nothing nore for you to-night."

| pocketed the slip of paper

"One nmoment, sir," | said, as | realized that it was a pink bald
head, and not a red face, which was fronting me. "I amnot very

clear yet why | amto interviewthis gentlenman. Wat has he done?"

The face flashed back agai n.

"Went to South Anmerica on a solitary expedeetion two years ago.
Cane back last year. Had undoubtedly been to South America, but
refused to say exactly where. Began to tell his adventures in a
vague way, but sonebody started to pick holes, and he just shut

up like an oyster. Sonething wonderful happened--or the man's a
chanmpion liar, which is the nore probabl e supposeetion. Had sone
damaged phot ographs, said to be fakes. Got so touchy that he
assaul ts anyone who asks questions, and heaves reporters doun

the stairs. In ny opinion he's just a hom cidal megal omaniac with

a turn for science. That's your man, M. Malone. Now, off you
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run, and see what you can make of him You're big enough to | ook
after yourself. Anyway, you are all safe. Enployers' Liability

Act, you know. "

A grinning red face turned once nore into a pink oval, fringed

with gingery fluff; the interview was at an end.

I wal ked across to the Savage C ub, but instead of turning into

it I leaned upon the railings of Adel phi Terrace and gazed
thoughtfully for a long tine at the brown, oily river. | can
al ways think nost sanely and clearly in the open air. | took out

the list of Professor Challenger's exploits, and | read it over
under the electric lanp. Then | had what | can only regard as
an inspiration. As a Pressman, | felt sure fromwhat | had been
told that | could never hope to get into touch with this

cant ankerous Professor. But these recrimnations, twce
mentioned in his skel eton biography, could only nean that he was

a fanatic in science. Ws there not an exposed nmargi n there upon

whi ch he m ght be accessible? | would try.

| entered the club. 1t was just after el even, and the big room
was fairly full, though the rush had not yet set in. | noticed
atall, thin, angular nman seated in an armchair by the fire

He turned as | drew ny chair up to him It was the man of al
ot hers whom | should have chosen--Tarp Henry, of the staff of
Nature, a thin, dry, leathery creature, who was full, to those who

knew him of kindly humanity. | plunged instantly into ny subject.

"What do you know of Professor Chall enger?”

"Chal | enger?" He gathered his brows in scientific disapproval
"Chal | enger was the man who cane with sone cock-and-bull story

from South Anerica."
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"What story?"

"Ch, it was rank nonsense about some queer animals he had di scovered.
| believe he has retracted since. Anyhow, he has suppressed it all
He gave an interviewto Reuter's, and there was such a how that he
saw it wouldn't do. It was a discreditable business. There were
one or two folk who were inclined to take himseriously, but he soon

choked them off."

" |_bv\/?u

"Well, by his insufferable rudeness and i npossi bl e behavi or

There was poor old Wadl ey, of the Zool ogical Institute. WAdley sent
a nmessage: The President of the Zoological Institute presents

his conplinments to Professor Challenger, and would take it as a
personal favor if he would do themthe honor to come to their

next nmeeting.' The answer was unprintable.”

"You don't say?"

"Well, a bowdlerized version of it would run: ° Professor
Chal | enger presents his conplinents to the President of the
Zool ogical Institute, and would take it as a personal favor if he

would go to the devil.""

"CGood Lord!"
"Yes, | expect that's what old Wadley said. | renmenber his wail
at the meeting, which began: “In fifty years experience of

scientific intercourse---- It quite broke the old man up."

"Anyt hi ng nmore about Chal |l enger?”

"Well, I'ma bacteriologist, you know. | live in a
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ni ne- hundr ed-di ameter m croscope. | can hardly claimto take
serious notice of anything that | can see with ny naked eye.

I"'ma frontiersman fromthe extrene edge of the Knowable, and | fee
quite out of place when |I |eave ny study and conme into touch with
all you great, rough, hulking creatures. |'mtoo detached to

tal k scandal, and yet at scientific conversaziones | HAVE heard
somet hi ng of Challenger, for he is one of those nen whom nobody

can ignore. He's as clever as they make 'em-a full-charged
battery of force and vitality, but a quarrelsone, ill-conditioned
faddi st, and unscrupul ous at that. He had gone the |ength of

f aki ng some phot ographs over the South American business."

"You say he is a faddist. Wiat is his particular fad?"

"He has a thousand, but the latest is sonething about Wi ssmann

and Evolution. He had a fearful row about it in Vienna, | believe."

"Can't you tell me the point?"

"Not at the nonent, but a translation of the proceedi ngs exists.

We have it filed at the office. Wuld you care to cone?"

"It's just what | want. | have to interview the fell ow, and
need sone lead up to him |It's really awfully good of you to

give me alift. [I'll gowith you now, if it is not too late."

Hal f an hour later | was seated in the newspaper office with a
huge tonme in front of nme, which had been opened at the article
"Wei ssmann versus Darwin," with the sub heading, "Spirited
Protest at Vienna. Lively Proceedings.”" M scientific education
havi ng been sonewhat neglected, | was unable to follow the whol e

argunent, but it was evident that the English Professor had
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handl ed his subject in a very aggressive fashion, and had
t horoughly annoyed his Continental colleagues. "Protests,"
"Uproar," and "General appeal to the Chairman" were three of the
first brackets which caught ny eye. Mst of the matter night
have been witten in Chinese for any definite meaning that it

conveyed to ny brain.

"I wish you could translate it into English for ne," | said,

pathetically, to ny hel p-mate.

"Well, it is a translation."

"Then I'd better try nmy luck with the original."

"It is certainly rather deep for a layman."

"If 1 could only get a single good, neaty sentence which seened

to convey some sort of definite human idea, it would serve my turn
Ah, yes, this one will do. | seemin a vague way al npbst to
understand it. |'Il copy it out. This shall be ny link with

the terrible Professor."

"Not hing else | can do?"

"Well, yes; | propose to wite to him If | could frame the

| etter here, and use your address it would give atnosphere.”

"We' Il have the fellow round here nmaking a row and breaki ng

the furniture."

"No, no; you'll see the letter--nothing contentious, | assure you."

"Well, that's ny chair and desk. You'll find paper there. 1'd like

to censor it before it goes."
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It took sone doing, but | flatter nyself that it wasn't such a
bad job when it was finished. | read it aloud to the critica

bacteriol ogist with sonme pride in my handi work.

"DEAR PROFESSOR CHALLENGER, " it said, "As a hunble student of
Nature, | have always taken the mpst profound interest in your
specul ations as to the differences between Darwin and Wi ssnann.

I have recently had occasion to refresh nmy nenory by re-reading----"

"You infernal liar!" murnured Tarp Henry.

--"by re-reading your nasterly address at Vienna. That |lucid and
adm rabl e statement seens to be the last word in the matter

There is one sentence in it, however--nanely: | protest strongly
agai nst the insufferable and entirely dogmatic assertion that

each separate id is a m crocosm possessed of an historica
architecture el aborated slowy through the series of generations.'
Have you no desire, in view of |ater research, to nodify

this statement? Do you not think that it is over-accentuated?
Wth your permission, | would ask the favor of an interview,

as | feel strongly upon the subject, and have certain suggestions
which | could only elaborate in a personal conversation. Wth your
consent, | trust to have the honor of calling at eleven o' clock

the day after to-norrow (Wednesday) norning.

"I remain, Sir, with assurances of profound respect,
yours very truly,

EDWARD D. MALONE. "
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"How s that?" | asked, triunmphantly.

"Well if your conscience can stand it----

"I't has never failed ne yet."

"But what do you nean to do?"

"To get there. Once | amin his room| may see sone opening.
I may even go the length of open confession. |If he is a sportsman

he will be tickled."

"Tickled, indeed! He's nuch nore likely to do the tickling.

Chain mail, or an Anerican football suit--that's what you'll want.
Well, good-bye. 1'Il have the answer for you here on Wdnesday
nmorning--if he ever deigns to answer you. He is a violent,

danger ous, cantankerous character, hated by everyone who cones
across him and the butt of the students, so far as they dare
take a liberty with him Perhaps it would be best for you if

you never heard fromthe fellowat all."

CHAPTER 1| |

"He is a Perfectly Inpossible Person"

My friend' s fear or hope was not destined to be realized. Wen
call ed on Wednesday there was a letter with the West Kensington
postmark upon it, and nmy name scrawl ed across the envelope in a
handwiting which | ooked like a barbed-wire railing. The contents

were as foll ows: --

"ENMORE PARK, W
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"SIR --1 have duly received your note, in which you claimto
endorse ny views, although | am not aware that they are dependent
upon endorsenent either fromyou or anyone else. You have
ventured to use the word “speculation' with regard to ny
statenent upon the subject of Darwinism and | would call your
attention to the fact that such a word in such a connection is
of fensive to a degree. The context convinces nme, however, that
you have sinned rather through ignorance and tactl essness than
through nmalice, so | amcontent to pass the matter by. You quote
an isolated sentence fromny | ecture, and appear to have sone
difficulty in understanding it. | should have thought that only
a sub-human intelligence could have failed to grasp the point,
but if it really needs anplification | shall consent to see you
at the hour naned, though visits and visitors of every sort are
exceeding distasteful to me. As to your suggestion that | may
nmodi fy ny opinion, | would have you know that it is not ny habit to
do so after a deliberate expression of nmy mature views. You will
ki ndly show the envel ope of this letter to ny man, Austin, when
you call, as he has to take every precaution to shield ne from
the intrusive rascals who call themselves “journalists.

"Yours faithfully,

" GEORGE EDWARD CHALLENGER. "

This was the letter that | read aloud to Tarp Henry, who had cone
down early to hear the result of my venture. H's only remark
was, "There's some new stuff, cuticura or something, which is
better than arnica." Some peopl e have such extraordi nary notions

of hunor.

It was nearly half-past ten before | had received ny nessage, but
a taxicab took me round in good tinme for nmy appointnent. It was

an i nposing porticoed house at which we stopped, and the
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heavi |l y-curtai ned wi ndows gave every indication of wealth upon
the part of this formidable Professor. The door was opened by an
odd, swarthy, dried-up person of uncertain age, with a dark pil ot
jacket and brown | eather gaiters. | found afterwards that he was
the chauffeur, who filled the gaps left by a succession of
fugitive butlers. He |ooked ne up and down with a searching

I'ight blue eye.

"Expect ed?" he asked.

"An appoi nt nent. "

"Got your letter?"

I produced the envel ope.

"Right!"™ He seenmed to be a person of few words. Follow ng him
down the passage | was suddenly interrupted by a small wonman, who
st epped out from what proved to be the dining-roomdoor. She was
a bright, vivacious, dark-eyed |ady, nmore French than English in

her type.

"One nonment," she said. "You can wait, Austin. Step in here, sir.

May | ask if you have nmet ny husband before?"

"No, madam | have not had the honor."

"Then | apol ogi ze to you in advance. | nust tell you that he is
a perfectly inpossible person--absolutely inpossible. If you

are forewarned you will be the nore ready to make al |l owances."

"It is nost considerate of you, madam "

"Get quickly out of the roomif he seens inclined to be violent.
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Don't wait to argue with him Several people have been injured
through doing that. Afterwards there is a public scandal and it
reflects upon nme and all of us. | suppose it wasn't about South

America you wanted to see hinmP"

I could not lie to a I ady.

"Dear ne! That is his nmpbst dangerous subject. You won't believe
a word he says--I"msure | don't wonder. But don't tell himso,
for it makes himvery violent. Pretend to believe him and you
may get through all right. Renenber he believes it hinself.

O that you may be assured. A nore honest nman never |ived.

Don't wait any |longer or he may suspect. |If you find him
dangerous--real ly dangerous--ring the bell and hold himoff unti

| come. Even at his worst | can usually control him"

Wth these encouragi ng words the |ady handed ne over to the
taciturn Austin, who had waited |like a bronze statue of

di scretion during our short interview, and | was conducted to the
end of the passage. There was a tap at a door, a bull's bellow

fromwithin, and | was face to face with the Professor.

He sat in a rotating chair behind a broad table, which was
covered with books, maps, and diagrams. As | entered, his seat
spun round to face ne. Hi s appearance nmade ne gasp. | was
prepared for sonething strange, but not for so overpowering a
personality as this. It was his size which took one's breath
away--his size and his inposing presence. Hi s head was enornous,
the largest | have ever seen upon a human being. | am sure that
his top-hat, had | ever ventured to don it, would have slipped
over ne entirely and rested on ny shoulders. He had the face and
beard which | associate with an Assyrian bull; the forner florid,

the latter so black as alnost to have a suspicion of blue,
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spade- shaped and rippling down over his chest. The hair was
pecul i ar, plastered down in front in a |long, curving w sp over
his massive forehead. The eyes were bl ue-gray under great bl ack
tufts, very clear, very critical, and very masterful. A huge
spread of shoul ders and a chest like a barrel were the other
parts of himwhich appeared above the table, save for two
enor nous hands covered with long black hair. This and a
bel |l owi ng, roaring, runbling voice made up ny first inpression

of the notorious Professor Challenger

"Well?" said he, with a nost insolent stare. "Wat now?"

I nmust keep up ny deception for at least a little tine |onger,

otherw se here was evidently an end of the interview

"You were good enough to give ne an appointnent, sir," said |

hunbl y, produci ng his envel ope.

He took ny letter fromhis desk and laid it out before him

"Ch, you are the young person who cannot understand plain
English, are you? M general conclusions you are good enough

to approve, as | understand?"

"Entirely, sir--entirely!™ | was very enphati c.

"Dear ne! That strengthens my position very nuch, does it not?

Your age and appearance make your support doubly valuable. Well, at
| east you are better than that herd of swine in Vienna, whose
gregarious grunt is, however, not nore offensive than the isolated
effort of the British hog." He glared at me as the present

representative of the beast.

"They seemto have behaved abom nably," said I
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"l assure you that | can fight my own battles, and that | have no
possi bl e need of your synpathy. Put nme alone, sir, and with ny
back to the wall. G E. C is happiest then. Well, sir, let us
do what we can to curtail this visit, which can hardly be
agreeable to you, and is inexpressibly irksome to ne. You had,
as | have been led to believe, sone conmments to nake upon the

proposition which | advanced in ny thesis."

There was a brutal directness about his nmethods which nmade
evasion difficult. | nust still make play and wait for a
better opening. It had seened sinple enough at a distance.
Oh, ny Irish wits, could they not help me now, when | needed
hel p so sorely? He transfixed ne with two sharp, steely eyes.

"Conme, cone!" he runbl ed

"I am of course, a nmere student," said |, with a fatuous smle
"hardly nore, | might say, than an earnest inquirer. At the sane
time, it seemed to ne that you were a little severe upon

Weissmann in this matter. Has not the general evidence since

that date tended to--well, to strengthen his position?"

"What evidence?" He spoke with a nenacing cal m

"Well, of course, | amaware that there is not any what you mi ght
call DEFINITE evidence. | alluded nerely to the trend of nodern
thought and the general scientific point of view, if |I mght so

express it."

He | eaned forward with great earnestness.

"l suppose you are aware," said he, checking off points upon his

fingers, "that the cranial index is a constant factor?"
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"Naturally," said I.

"And that telegony is still sub judice?"

"Undoubtedly. "

"And that the germplasmis different fromthe parthenogenetic egg?"

"Why, surely!"™ | cried, and gloried in nmy own audacity.

"But what does that prove?" he asked, in a gentle, persuasive voice.

"Ah, what indeed?" | murnured. "Wat does it prove?"
"Shall | tell you?" he cooed.

"Pray do."

"I't proves," he roared, with a sudden blast of fury, "that

you are the dammedest inposter in London--a vile, crawing
journalist, who has no nore science than he has decency in

his conposition!"

He had sprung to his feet with a mad rage in his eyes. Even at
that monment of tension | found tinme for amazement at the

di scovery that he was quite a short man, his head not higher than
my shoul der--a stunted Hercul es whose trenendous vitality had al

run to depth, breadth, and brain.

"G bberish!" he cried, leaning forward, with his fingers on the
table and his face projecting. "That's what | have been talking
to you, sir--scientific gibberish! Did you think you could match

cunning with me--you with your wal nut of a brain? You think you
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are omi potent, you infernal scribblers, don't you? That your
prai se can make a man and your bl ame can break hin? W nust all
bow to you, and try to get a favorable word, nust we? This man
shall have a leg up, and this nman shall have a dressi ng down!
Creeping vermn, | know you! You' ve got out of your station.
Ti me was when your ears were clipped. You' ve |lost your sense of
proportion. Swollen gas-bags! |'Il keep you in your proper place
Yes, sir, you haven't got over G E. C. There's one man who is
still your master. He warned you off, but if you WLL cone, by
the Lord you do it at your own risk. Forfeit, ny good M. Ml one,
I claimforfeit! You have played a rather dangerous gane, and it

strikes nme that you have lost it.

"Look here, sir," said |, backing to the door and opening it;
"you can be as abusive as you like. But thereis alimt.

You shall not assault ne."

"Shall | not?" He was slowy advancing in a peculiarly nenacing
way, but he stopped now and put his big hands into the

si de- pockets of a rather boyish short jacket which he wore.

"l have thrown several of you out of the house. You will be the
fourth or fifth. Three pound fifteen each--that is how it averaged.
Expensi ve, but very necessary. Now, sir, why should you not

follow your brethren? | rather think you nust." He resumed his
unpl easant and steal thy advance, pointing his toes as he wal ked,

i ke a dancing naster.

I could have bolted for the hall door, but it would have been
too ignom nious. Besides, alittle glow of righteous anger was
springing up within me. | had been hopelessly in the wong

before, but this man's nenaces were putting me in the right.

"Il trouble you to keep your hands off, sir. [I'lIl not stand it."
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"Dear ne!" His black noustache lifted and a white fang tw nkl ed
in asneer. "You won't stand it, eh?"
"Don't be such a fool, Professor!" | cried. "Wat can you hope for?

I"'mfifteen stone, as hard as nails, and play center three-quarter

every Saturday for the London Irish. |'mnot the man----'

It was at that nonment that he rushed me. It was lucky that | had
opened the door, or we should have gone through it. W did a

Cat hari ne- wheel together down the passage. Sonehow we gat hered

up a chair upon our way, and bounded on with it towards the street.
My nmouth was full of his beard, our arns were | ocked, our bodies
intertwined, and that infernal chair radiated its legs all round us.
The wat chful Austin had thrown open the hall door. W went with

a back sonersault down the front steps. | have seen the two Macs
attenpt sonething of the kind at the halls, but it appears to take
some practise to do it without hurting oneself. The chair went

to matchwood at the bottom and we rolled apart into the gutter

He sprang to his feet, waving his fists and wheezing like an asthnati c.

"Had enough?" he panted.

"You infernal bully!" | cried, as | gathered nyself together

Then and there we should have tried the thing out, for he was
effervescing with fight, but fortunately I was rescued from an
odi ous situation. A policenman was beside us, his notebook in

hi s hand.

"What's all this? You ought to be ashamed" said the policeman.

It was the nost rational remark which | had heard in Ennore Park

"Well," he insisted, turning to ne, "what is it, then?"
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"This man attacked nme," said |

"Did you attack hinP" asked the policenan.

The Professor breathed hard and sai d not hing.

"It's not the first tine, either," said the policeman, severely,

shaking his head. "You were in trouble |last nonth for the sane thing.

You' ve bl ackened this young man's eye. Do you give himin charge, sir?"

I rel ented.

"No," said I, "I do not."

"What's that?" said the policeman.

"I was to blanme nyself. | intruded upon him He gave ne fair warning."

The policeman snapped up his notebook.

"Don't |let us have any nore such goings-on," said he. "Now, then
Move on, there, nove on!" This to a butcher's boy, a maid, and
one or two | oafers who had collected. He clunped heavily down
the street, driving this little flock before him The Professor

| ooked at me, and there was somet hi ng hunorous at the back of his eyes.

"Come in!" said he. "I've not done with you yet."

The speech had a sinister sound, but | followed himnone the |ess
into the house. The man-servant, Austin, |ike a wooden image,

cl osed the door behind us.

CHAPTER | V
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"I't's Just the very Biggest Thing in the Wrld"

Hardly was it shut when Ms. Challenger darted out from

the dining-room The small woman was in a furious tenper.

She barred her husband's way |i ke an enraged chicken in front of
a bulldog. It was evident that she had seen ny exit, but had not

observed ny return

"You brute, George!" she screaned. "You' ve hurt that nice young nan."

He jerked backwards with his thunb.

"Here he is, safe and sound behind ne."

She was confused, but not unduly so.

"I amso sorry, | didn't see you."

"l assure you, madam that it is all right."

"He has marked your poor face! ©h, George, what a brute you are!
Not hi ng but scandals from one end of the week to the other.
Everyone hating and making fun of you. You've finished ny patience.

This ends it."

"Dirty linen," he runbl ed.

"It's not a secret," she cried. "Do you suppose that the whol e
street--the whol e of London, for that matter---- Get away, Austin,

we don't want you here. Do you suppose they don't all talk about you?
Where is your dignity? You, a man who shoul d have been Regi us

Prof essor at a great University with a thousand students al

revering you. Were is your dignity, George?"
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"How about yours, ny dear?"

"You try ne too much. A ruffian--a conmon brawling ruffian--

that's what you have becone."

"Be good, Jessie."

"A roaring, raging bully!"

"That's done it! Stool of penance!" said he

To ny amazenent he stooped, picked her up, and placed her sitting
upon a hi gh pedestal of black marble in the angle of the hall.

It was at | east seven feet high, and so thin that she could hardly
bal ance upon it. A nore absurd object than she presented cocked
up there with her face convul sed with anger, her feet dangling,

and her body rigid for fear of an upset, | could not inmgine.

"Let nme down!" she wail ed.

"Say °pl ease.

"You brute, George! Let ne down this instant!"

"Cone into the study, M. Malone."

"Really, sir----1" said I, looking at the | ady.

"Here's M. Mal one pleading for you, Jessie.

Say "please,' and down you cone.

"Ch, you brute! Please! please!
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"You nust behave yourself, dear. M. Ml one is a Pressman

He will have it all in his rag to-norrow, and sell an extra

dozen anmpbng our neighbors. “Strange story of high life'--you

felt fairly high on that pedestal, did you not? Then a sub-title,
"dinpse of a singular nenage.' He's a foul feeder, is M. Ml one,
a carrion eater, like all of his kind--porcus ex grege diaboli--

a swne fromthe devil's herd. That's it, Ml one--what?"

"You are really intolerable!" said I, hotly.

He bell owed with |aughter.

"W shall have a coalition presently,” he booned, |ooking from
his wife to me and puffing out his enornobus chest. Then, suddenly
altering his tone, "Excuse this frivolous fanmily badi nage, M. Ml one.

| called you back for sonme nore serious purpose than to mx you

up with our little domestic pleasantries. Run away, little wonan,
and don't fret." He placed a huge hand upon each of her shoul ders.
"All that you say is perfectly true. | should be a better man if

| did what you advise, but | shouldn't be quite George

Edward Chal |l enger. There are plenty of better nen, ny dear, but
only one G E. C. So nake the best of him" He suddenly gave her
a resoundi ng kiss, which enbarrassed nme even nore than his viol ence
had done. "Now, M. Ml one," he continued, with a great accession

of dignity, "this way, if YQU please.”

We re-entered the roomwhich we had left so tumultuously ten
m nutes before. The Professor closed the door carefully behind
us, notioned me into an armchair, and pushed a cigar-box under

nmy nose.

"Real San Juan Col orado," he said. "Excitable people |Iike you

are the better for narcotics. Heavens! don't bite it! Cut--and
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cut with reverence! Now | ean back, and listen attentively to
whatever | may care to say to you. |If any remark should occur to

you, you can reserve it for some nore opportune tine.

"First of all, as to your return to ny house after your nobst
justifiable expul sion"--he protruded his beard, and stared at ne
as one who challenges and invites contradiction--"after, as

say, your well-nerited expul sion. The reason lay in your answer
to that nost officious policenman, in which | seenmed to discern
some glimering of good feeling upon your part--nore, at any

rate, than | am accustoned to associate with your profession.

In admtting that the fault of the incident lay with you, you gave
some evidence of a certain nental detachnent and breadth of view
which attracted ny favorable notice. The sub-species of the

human race to which you unfortunately bel ong has al ways been
bel ow ny nmental horizon. Your words brought you suddenly above it.
You swam up into ny serious notice. For this reason | asked you
to return with ne, as | was minded to nmake your further acquai ntance.
You will kindly deposit your ash in the small Japanese tray on the

banboo tabl e which stands at your |left el bow "

Al'l this he booned forth like a professor addressing his class.
He had swung round his revolving chair so as to face nme, and he
sat all puffed out |like an enormous bull-frog, his head | aid back
and his eyes half-covered by supercilious lids. Now he suddenly
turned hinself sideways, and all | could see of himwas tangled
hair with a red, protruding ear. He was scratching about anong
the litter of papers upon his desk. He faced ne presently with

what | ooked like a very tattered sketch-book in his hand.

"I amgoing to talk to you about South Anerica," said he.
"No comrents if you please. First of all, | w sh you to understand
that nothing | tell you nowis to be repeated in any public way

unl ess you have ny express perm ssion. That permission will, in
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all human probability, never be given. |Is that clear?"

"It is very hard," said |I. "Surely a judicious account----"'

He repl aced the notebook upon the table.

"That ends it," said he. "I wish you a very good norning."
"No, no!" | cried. "I subnmit to any conditions. So far as | can
see, | have no choice."

"None in the world," said he.

"Well, then, | promse."

"Word of honor?"

"Word of honor."

He | ooked at ne with doubt in his insolent eyes.

"After all, what do | know about your honor?" said he.

"Upon ny word, sir," | cried, angrily, "you take very great liberties!

I have never been so insulted inny life."

He seened nore interested than annoyed at ny out break

"Round- headed, " he nuttered. "Brachycephalic, gray-eyed,

bl ack- hai red, with suggestion of the negroid. Celtic, | presune?"
"I aman Irishman, sir."

"lrish Irish?"
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"Yes, sir.

"That, of course, explains it. Let nme see; you have given ne

your prom se that ny confidence will be respected? That confidence,
I may say, will be far fromconplete. But | amprepared to give
you a few indications which will be of interest. 1In the first

pl ace, you are probably aware that two years ago | made a j ourney
to South America--one which will be classical in the scientific
history of the world? The object of nmy journey was to verify sone
concl usi ons of Wallace and of Bates, which could only be done by
observing their reported facts under the sane conditions in which
they had thenselves noted them |If ny expedition had no other
results it would still have been noteworthy, but a curious incident
occurred to nme while there which opened up an entirely fresh line

of inquiry.

"You are aware--or probably, in this half-educated age, you are
not aware--that the country round sone parts of the Amazon is
still only partially explored, and that a great number of
tributaries, some of thementirely uncharted, run into the

main river. |t was ny business to visit this little-known
back-country and to exanmine its fauna, which furnished me with
the materials for several chapters for that great and nonunenta
wor k upon zool ogy which will be ny life's justification. | was
returning, nmy work acconplished, when | had occasion to spend a
night at a small Indian village at a point where a certain
tributary--the name and position of which I wthhol d--opens
into the main river. The natives were Cucama |Indians, an am abl e
but degraded race, with nental powers hardly superior to the
average Londoner. | had effected sonme cures anobng them upon ny
way up the river, and had i npressed them considerably with my
personality, so that | was not surprised to find nyself eagerly

awai ted upon ny return. | gathered fromtheir signs that soneone
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had urgent need of mny nedical services, and | followed the chief
to one of his huts. Wen | entered | found that the sufferer to
whose aid | had been sumobned had that instant expired. He was,
to ny surprise, no Indian, but a white man; indeed, | nmay say a
very white man, for he was fl axen-haired and had some
characteristics of an albino. He was clad in rags, was very
enmaci ated, and bore every trace of prolonged hardship. So far as
I could understand the account of the natives, he was a conplete
stranger to them and had come upon their village through the

woods al one and in the |ast stage of exhaustion.

"The man's knapsack | ay beside the couch, and | exanined the contents.
H s name was written upon a tab within it--Miple Wiite, Lake

Avenue, Detroit, Mchigan. It is a nanme to which | am prepared
always to lift my hat. It is not too nuch to say that it will

rank level with my own when the final credit of this business

conmes to be apportioned.

"Fromthe contents of the knapsack it was evident that this man
had been an artist and poet in search of effects. There were
scraps of verse. | do not profess to be a judge of such things,
but they appeared to nme to be singularly wanting in nerit.

There were al so sone rather conmonpl ace pictures of river scenery,
a pai nt-box, a box of colored chal ks, sone brushes, that curved
bone which lies upon ny inkstand, a volune of Baxter's " Mths and
Butterflies,' a cheap revolver, and a few cartridges. O persona
equi prrent he either had none or he had lost it in his journey.

Such were the total effects of this strange American Bohem an

"I was turning away from hi mwhen | observed that sonething
projected fromthe front of his ragged jacket. It was this
sket ch- book, which was as dil api dated then as you see it now.

I ndeed, | can assure you that a first folio of Shakespeare could
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not be treated with greater reverence than this relic has been
since it cane into ny possession. | hand it to you now, and

ask you to take it page by page and to examine the contents."

He hel ped hinmself to a cigar and | eaned back with a fiercely
critical pair of eyes, taking note of the effect which this

docunent woul d produce.

I had opened the volune with sone expectation of a revel ation,

t hough of what nature | could not imagine. The first page was

di sappoi nti ng, however, as it contained nothing but the picture

of a very fat man in a pea-jacket, with the Iegend, "Jimy Col ver
on the Mail-boat," witten beneath it. There foll owed several pages
which were filled with small sketches of Indians and their ways.
Then came a picture of a cheerful and corpulent ecclesiastic in

a shovel hat, sitting opposite a very thin European, and the
inscription: "Lunch with Fra Cristofero at Rosario." Studies of
worren and babi es accounted for several nore pages, and then there
was an unbroken series of aninmal drawi ngs with such expl anations

as "Manat ee upon Sandbank," "Turtles and Their Eggs," "Black Aj outi
under a Mriti Paln--the matter disclosing sone sort of pig-like
animal; and finally cane a doubl e page of studies of |ong-snouted
and very unpl easant saurians. | could make nothing of it, and said

so to the Professor.

"Surely these are only crocodil es?"

"Alligators! Alligators! There is hardly such a thing as a true

crocodile in South Arerica. The distinction between them---"

"I meant that | could see nothing unusual--nothing to justify

what you have said."
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He sm | ed serenely.

"Try the next page," said he.

I was still unable to synmpathize. It was a full-page sketch of a

| andscape roughly tinted in color--the kind of painting which an
open-air artist takes as a guide to a future nore el aborate effort.
There was a pal e-green foreground of feathery vegetation, which

sl oped upwards and ended in a line of cliffs dark red in color, and
curiously ribbed Iike sone basaltic formations which | have seen
They extended in an unbroken wall right across the background.

At one point was an isol ated pyram dal rock, crowned by a great
tree, which appeared to be separated by a cleft fromthe main crag.
Behind it all, a blue tropical sky. A thin green |ine of vegetation

fringed the summt of the ruddy cliff.

"Wl | ?" he asked.

"It is no doubt a curious formation," said | "but | am not

geol ogi st enough to say that it is wonderful."

"Wonderful!" he repeated. "It is unique. It is incredible. No one

on earth has ever dreaned of such a possibility. Now the next."

| turned it over, and gave an excl amation of surprise. There was
a full-page picture of the nost extraordinary creature that | had
ever seen. It was the wild dream of an opi um snoker, a vision

of delirium The head was |ike that of a fow, the body that of
a bloated lizard, the trailing tail was furnished with upward-
turned spi kes, and the curved back was edged with a high serrated
fringe, which | ooked |ike a dozen cocks' wattles placed behind
each other. In front of this creature was an absurd manni ki n,

or dwarf, in human form who stood staring at it.
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"Wl |, what do you think of that?" cried the Professor, rubbing

his hands with an air of triunph.

"It is nonstrous--grotesque.”

"But what made hi m draw such an ani nal ?"

"Trade gin, | should think."

"Ch, that's the best explanation you can give, is it?"

"Well, sir, what is yours?"

"The obvious one that the creature exists. That is actually

sketched fromthe life."

I shoul d have |l aughed only that | had a vision of our doing

anot her Cat hari ne-wheel down the passage.

"No doubt," said I, "no doubt," as one hunors an inbecile.
"I confess, however," | added, "that this tiny human figure
puzzles me. If it were an Indian we could set it down as

evi dence of sone pigny race in Anerica, but it appears to be

a European in a sun-hat."

The Professor snorted |ike an angry buffalo. "You really touch
the linmt," said he. "You enlarge ny view of the possible.

Cerebral paresis! Mental inertial Wnderful!"

He was too absurd to nake ne angry. Indeed, it was a waste of
energy, for if you were going to be angry with this man you woul d
be angry all the tine. | contented nyself with sniling wearily.

"It struck me that the man was snmall," said |
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"Look here!" he cried, leaning forward and dabbing a great hairy

sausage of a finger on to the picture. "You see that plant
behind the animal; | suppose you thought it was a dandelion or a
Brussel s sprout--what? Well, it is a vegetable ivory palm and

they run to about fifty or sixty feet. Don't you see that the nman
is put in for a purpose? He couldn't really have stood in front of
that brute and lived to drawit. He sketched hinself in to give a
scal e of heights. He was, we will say, over five feet high

The tree is ten tinmes bigger, which is what one woul d expect."

"Good heavens!" | cried. "Then you think the beast was---- Wy,

Charing Cross station would hardly make a kennel for such a brute!"”

"Apart from exaggeration, he is certainly a well-grown specinen,"

sai d the Professor, conplacently.

"But," | cried, "surely the whol e experience of the human race is
not to be set aside on account of a single sketch"--1 had turned
over the | eaves and ascertained that there was nothing nmore in
the book--"a single sketch by a wandering Arerican artist who may
have done it under hashish, or in the deliriumof fever, or
simply in order to gratify a freakish imagination. You can't, as

a man of science, defend such a position as that."

For answer the Professor took a book down froma shelf.

"This is an excellent nonograph by ny gifted friend, Ray Lankester!"
said he. "There is an illustration here which would interest you
Ah, yes, here it is! The inscription beneath it runs: ~Probable
appearance in |life of the Jurassic D nosaur Stegosaurus. The hind
leg alone is twice as tall as a full-grown nan.' Well, what do you

make of that?"
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He handed nme the open book. | started as | |ooked at the picture.
In this reconstructed animal of a dead world there was certainly

a very great resenblance to the sketch of the unknown artist.

"That is certainly remarkable," said I

"But you won't admit that it is final?"

"Surely it mght be a coincidence, or this Anerican nmay have seen
a picture of the kind and carried it in his menory. It would be

likely to recur to a man in a delirium?"

"Very good," said the Professor, indulgently; "we leave it at that.

I will now ask you to look at this bone." He handed over the one

whi ch he had al ready described as part of the dead nman's possessi ons.
It was about six inches |Iong, and thicker than ny thunb, with sone

i ndications of dried cartilage at one end of it.

"To what known creature does that bone bel ong?" asked the Professor

| examined it with care and tried to recall sone half-

forgotten know edge.

"I't might be a very thick human coll ar-bone," | said.

My conpani on waved his hand in contenptuous deprecation

"The human collar-bone is curved. This is straight. There is a
groove upon its surface showi ng that a great tendon played across
it, which could not be the case with a clavicle."

"Then | nmust confess that | don't know what it is.

"You need not be ashanmed to expose your ignorance, for | don't
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suppose the whol e South Kensington staff could give a nane to it."
He took a little bone the size of a bean out of a pill-box.
"So far as | ama judge this human bone is the anal ogue of the
one which you hold in your hand. That will give you sonme idea of
the size of the creature. You will observe fromthe cartil age that

this is no fossil specinmen, but recent. Wat do you say to that?"

"Surely in an el ephant----"'

He winced as if in pain.

"Don't! Don't talk of elephants in South Anerica. Even in these

days of Board school s----"

"Well, | interrupted, "any |large South Anerican aninal--a tapir,

for exanple."

"You may take it, young man, that | amversed in the el enents of
my business. This is not a conceivable bone either of a tapir or
of any other creature known to zoology. It belongs to a very

| arge, a very strong, and, by all anal ogy, a very fierce ani nal
whi ch exists upon the face of the earth, but has not yet cone

under the notice of science. You are still unconvi nced?"

"I amat |east deeply interested."

"Then your case is not hopeless. | feel that there is reason
lurking in you sonewhere, so we will patiently grope round for it.
W will now |l eave the dead Anmerican and proceed with nmy narrative
You can inagine that | could hardly come away fromthe Anazon

wi t hout probing deeper into the matter. There were indications
as to the direction fromwhich the dead travel er had cone.

I ndi an | egends woul d al one have been ny guide, for | found that

runors of a strange |and were comon anong all the riverine tribes.
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You have heard, no doubt, of Curupuri?"

"Never."

"Curupuri is the spirit of the woods, sonething terrible,
sonet hi ng nmal evol ent, sonething to be avoi ded. None can describe
its shape or nature, but it is a word of terror along the Amazon.
Now all tribes agree as to the direction in which Curupuri lives.
It was the same direction fromwhich the American had cone.
Sonething terrible lay that way. It was ny business to find out

what it was."

"What did you do?" M flippancy was all gone. This nassive nan

conpel |l ed one's attention and respect.

"l overcane the extrene reluctance of the natives--a reluctance
whi ch extends even to tal k upon the subject--and by judicious
persuasion and gifts, aided, | will admt, by some threats of
coercion, | got two of themto act as guides. After nmany
adventures which | need not describe, and after traveling a

di stance which I will not nmention, in a direction which I

wi thhold, we cane at last to a tract of country which has

never been described, nor, indeed, visited save by ny

unfortunate predecessor. Wuld you kindly | ook at this?"

He handed ne a photograph--half-plate size.

"The unsatisfactory appearance of it is due to the fact," said he,
"that on descending the river the boat was upset and the case which
contai ned the undevel oped filnms was broken, with disastrous results.
Nearly all of themwere totally ruined--an irreparabl e |oss.

This is one of the few which partially escaped. This explanation

of deficiencies or abnormalities you will kindly accept. There was
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talk of faking. | amnot in a nood to argue such a point."

The phot ograph was certainly very off-colored. An unkind critic
m ght easily have msinterpreted that dimsurface. It was a dul
gray |l andscape, and as | gradually deci phered the details of it |
realized that it represented a | ong and enornously high Iine of
cliffs exactly like an i mense cataract seen in the distance,

with a sloping, tree-clad plain in the foreground.

"I believe it is the sane place as the painted picture,” said |

"It is the sane place," the Professor answered. "I found traces

of the fellow s canp. Now |look at this."

It was a nearer view of the same scene, though the photograph was
extrenely defective. | could distinctly see the isolated,

tree-crowned pinnacle of rock which was detached fromthe crag.

"l have no doubt of it at all," said I

"Well, that is sonething gained," said he. "W progress, do we not?
Now, will you please |ook at the top of that rocky pinnacle?

Do you observe sonething there?”

"An enornous tree."

"But on the tree?"

"Alarge bird," said I

He handed ne a | ens.

"Yes," | said, peering through it, "a large bird stands on the tree.

It appears to have a considerable beak. | should say it was a pelican."
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"l cannot congratul ate you upon your eyesight," said the Professor
"It is not a pelican, nor, indeed, is it a bird. It may interest
you to know that | succeeded in shooting that particul ar speci nmen.

It was the only absol ute proof of ny experiences which | was able

to bring away with me."

"You have it, then?" Here at last was tangible corroboration

"I had it. It was unfortunately |lost with so much else in the
same boat accident which ruined ny photographs. | clutched at it
as it disappeared in the swirl of the rapids, and part of its
wing was left in ny hand. | was insensible when washed ashore,
but the m serable remant of my superb specinen was still intact;

I nowlay it before you."

From a drawer he produced what seened to nme to be the upper
portion of the wing of a large bat. It was at least two feet in

| ength, a curved bone, with a nmenbranous veil beneath it.

"A nmonstrous bat!" | suggested.
"Not hing of the sort," said the Professor, severely. "Living, as
I do, in an educated and scientific atnosphere, | could not have

concei ved that the first principles of zoology were so little known.
Is it possible that you do not know the elenmentary fact in
conparative anatony, that the wing of a bird is really the

forearm while the wing of a bat consists of three el ongated
fingers with nenbranes between? Now, in this case, the bone is
certainly not the forearm and you can see for yourself that this
is a single nenbrane hangi ng upon a single bone, and therefore

that it cannot belong to a bat. But if it is neither bird nor

bat, what is it?"
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My small stock of knowl edge was exhaust ed.

"I really do not know, " said I

He opened the standard work to which he had already referred ne.

"Here," said he, pointing to the picture of an extraordi nary

flying nonster, "is an excellent reproduction of the di norphodon,

or pterodactyl, a flying reptile of the Jurassic period. On the
next page is a diagramof the nechanismof its wing. Kindly conpare

it with the specinen in your hand."

A wave of anazenent passed over ne as | |ooked. | was convinced
There could be no getting away fromit. The curul ative proof

was overwhel mi ng. The sketch, the photographs, the narrative, and
now t he actual specinen--the evidence was conplete. | said so--I
said so warmy, for | felt that the Professor was an ill-used nman.
He | eaned back in his chair with drooping eyelids and a tol erant

smle, basking in this sudden gl eam of sunshi ne.

"It's just the very biggest thing that | ever heard of!" said |

though it was my journalistic rather than ny scientific

ent husiasmthat was roused. "It is colossal. You are a Col unbus
of science who has discovered a lost world. [I'mawfully sorry if
| seened to doubt you. It was all so unthinkable. But I

under st and evi dence when | see it, and this should be good enough

for anyone."

The Professor purred with satisfaction

"And then, sir, what did you do next?"

"It was the wet season, M. Ml one, and ny stores were exhausted.

| explored some portion of this huge cliff, but | was unable to
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find any way to scale it. The pyram dal rock upon which | saw
and shot the pterodactyl was nore accessible. Being somnething of
a cragsman, | did nmanage to get half way to the top of that.
Fromthat height | had a better idea of the plateau upon the top
of the crags. It appeared to be very large; neither to east nor
to west could | see any end to the vista of green-capped cliffs.
Below, it is a swanpy, jungly region, full of snakes, insects,

and fever. It is a natural protection to this singular country."

"Did you see any other trace of |ife?"

"No, sir, | did not; but during the week that we | ay encamped at

the base of the cliff we heard sone very strange noi ses from above."

"But the creature that the American drew? How do you account

for that?"

"W can only suppose that he nmust have nmade his way to the sumnt
and seen it there. W know, therefore, that there is a way up.

We know equally that it nust be a very difficult one, otherw se the
creatures woul d have come down and overrun the surroundi ng country.

Surely that is clear?"

"But how did they come to be there?"

"I do not think that the problemis a very obscure one," said the
Professor; "there can only be one explanation. South Anerica is,
as you may have heard, a granite continent. At this single point
in the interior there has been, in some far distant age, a great,
sudden vol cani ¢ upheaval. These cliffs, | nmay remark, are
basaltic, and therefore plutonic. An area, as |arge perhaps as
Sussex, has been lifted up en bloc with all its living contents,

and cut off by perpendicul ar precipices of a hardness which
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defies erosion fromall the rest of the continent. Wat is

the result? Wy, the ordinary laws of Nature are suspended.

The various checks which influence the struggle for existence in

the world at large are all neutralized or altered. Creatures survive

whi ch woul d ot herwi se di sappear. You will observe that both the

pt erodactyl and the stegosaurus are Jurassic, and therefore of a

great age in the order of life. They have been artificially

conserved by those strange accidental conditions."

"But surely your evidence is conclusive. You have only to lay it

before the proper authorities.”

"So in mnm sinmplicity, | had imgined," said the Professor, bitterly.
"I can only tell you that it was not so, that | was net at every
turn by incredulity, born partly of stupidity and partly of jeal ousy.
It is not ny nature, sir, to cringe to any man, or to seek to prove
a fact if my word has been doubted. After the first |I have not
condescended to show such corroborative proofs as | possess.

The subj ect becane hateful to ne--1 would not speak of it.

When nen |ike yourself, who represent the foolish curiosity

of the public, cane to disturb nmy privacy | was unable to neet
themwith dignified reserve. By nature | am | adnmt, sonewhat
fiery, and under provocation | aminclined to be violent. | fear

you may have remarked it."

I nursed ny eye and was silent.

"My wife has frequently renonstrated with nme upon the subject,

and yet | fancy that any nman of honor would feel the sane.

To-ni ght, however, | propose to give an extrene exanple of the
control of the will over the enptions. | invite you to be
present at the exhibition." He handed me a card from his desk

"You will perceive that M. Percival Waldron, a naturalist of

some popul ar repute, is announced to lecture at eight-thirty at
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the Zool ogical Institute's Hall upon “~The Record of the Ages.

I have been specially invited to be present upon the platform and
to nove a vote of thanks to the lecturer. While doing so, |

shall nmake it ny business, with infinite tact and delicacy, to
throw out a few remarks which may arouse the interest of the

audi ence and cause sonme of themto desire to go nore deeply into
the matter. Nothing contentious, you understand, but only an
indication that there are greater deeps beyond. | shall hold
mysel f strongly in |leash, and see whether by this self-restraint

| attain a nore favorable result."”

"And | may come?" | asked eagerly.

"Why, surely," he answered, cordially. He had an enornously
massi ve geni al nmanner, which was al nbst as overpowering as

his violence. Hi s smile of benevol ence was a wonderful thing,

when his cheeks woul d suddenly bunch into two red appl es, between
his hal f-closed eyes and his great black beard. "By all neans, cone.
It will be a confort to ne to know that | have one ally in the

hal I, however inefficient and ignorant of the subject he nmay be.

| fancy there will be a | arge audi ence, for Waldron, though an

absol ute charl atan, has a consi derabl e popular follow ng. Now, M.
Mal one, | have given you rather nmore of my time than | had intended.
The i ndividual mnmust not nonopolize what is neant for the world.

I shall be pleased to see you at the lecture to-night. 1In the
meantime, you will understand that no public use is to be made

of any of the material that | have given you."

"But M. MArdle--ny news editor, you know-will want to know

what | have done."

"Tell himwhat you |like. You can say, anong other things, that

if he sends anyone else to intrude upon me | shall call upon him
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with a riding-whip. But | leave it to you that nothing of all
this appears in print. Very good. Then the Zool ogica
Institute's Hall at eight-thirty to-night.” | had a |ast
i mpression of red cheeks, blue rippling beard, and intolerant

eyes, as he waved nme out of the room

CHAPTER V

"Question!"

What with the physical shocks incidental to ny first interview

wi th Professor Challenger and the nental ones whi ch accompani ed
the second, | was a somewhat denoralized journalist by the time |
found nyself in Ennore Park once nore. 1In ny aching head the one
t hought was throbbing that there really was truth in this man's
story, that it was of tremendous consequence, and that it would
work up into inconceivable copy for the Gazette when | could
obtain permssion to use it. A taxicab was waiting at the end of
the road, so | sprang into it and drove down to the office.

McArdl e was at his post as usual

"Well," he cried, expectantly, "what may it run to? |'mthinking,
young man, you have been in the wars. Don't tell ne that he

assaul ted you."

"We had a little difference at first."

"What a man it is! Wat did you do?"

"Wel |, he becane nore reasonable and we had a chat. But | got

not hi ng out of him-nothing for publication."

"I"'mnot so sure about that. You got a black eye out of him
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and that's for publication. W can't have this reign of terror,
M. Malone. W nust bring the nman to his bearings. 1'lIl have a
| eaderette on himto-norrow that will raise a blister. Just give
me the material and | will engage to brand the fellow for ever
Pr of essor Munchausen--how s that for an inset headline? Sir John
Mandevi |l | e redivivus--Cagliostro--all the inmposters and bullies

in history. 1'lIl show himup for the fraud he is."

"I wouldn't do that, sir.

"Why not ?"

"Because he is not a fraud at all."

"What!" roared McArdle. "You don't mean to say you really
believe this stuff of his about mamot hs and mast odons and great

sea sairpents?"

"Well, | don't know about that. | don't think he makes any

clainms of that kind. But | do believe he has got sonething new "

"Then for Heaven's sake, man, wite it up!"

"I"'mlonging to, but all | know he gave nme in confidence and on
condition that | didn't." | condensed into a few sentences the
Prof essor's narrative. "That's howit stands."

McArdl e | ooked deeply incredul ous.

"Well, M. Milone," he said at |ast, "about this scientific
meeting to-night; there can be no privacy about that, anyhow.

I don't suppose any paper will want to report it, for Waldron has
been reported already a dozen tinmes, and no one is aware that

Chal |l enger will speak. W may get a scoop, if we are |ucky.
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You'll be there in any case, so you'll just give us a pretty

full report. 1'll keep space up to mdnight."

My day was a busy one, and | had an early dinner at the Savage
Club with Tarp Henry, to whom | gave some account of my adventures.
He listened with a sceptical smile on his gaunt face, and roared

with laughter on hearing that the Professor had convinced ne.

"My dear chap, things don't happen like that in real life.
Peopl e don't stunbl e upon enornous discoveries and then | ose
their evidence. Leave that to the novelists. The fellowis as

full of tricks as the nonkey-house at the Zoo. It's all bosh."

"But the American poet?"

"He never existed."

"l saw his sketch-book."

"Chal | enger' s sketch-book."

"You think he drew that ani mal ?"

"OF course he did. Wo el se?"

"Wl l, then, the photographs?”

"There was nothing in the photographs. By your own adni ssion you

only saw a bird."

"A pterodactyl."

"That's what HE says. He put the pterodactyl into your head."
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"Well, then, the bones?"

"First one out of an Irish stew. Second one vanped up for
the occasion. |If you are clever and know your business you

can fake a bone as easily as you can a photograph.”

| began to feel uneasy. Perhaps, after all, | had been premature

in my acqui escence. Then | had a sudden happy thought.

"WIIl you conme to the neeting?" | asked.

Tarp Henry | ooked t hought f ul

"He is not a popular person, the genial Challenger," said he.

"A lot of people have accounts to settle with him | should say he
is about the best-hated man in London. |If the nedical students
turn out there will be no end of arag. | don't want to get into

a bear-garden.”

"You might at |east do himthe justice to hear himstate his own case."

"Well, perhaps it's only fair. Al right. |'myour man for

the evening."

When we arrived at the hall we found a nuch greater concourse

than | had expected. A line of electric broughans di scharged
their little cargoes of white-bearded professors, while the dark
stream of hunbl er pedestrians, who crowded t hrough the arched
door-way, showed that the audi ence would be popul ar as wel |

as scientific. |Indeed, it became evident to us as soon as we had
taken our seats that a youthful and even boyish spirit was abroad
in the gallery and the back portions of the hall. Looking behind
me, | could see rows of faces of the famliar nedical student type.

Apparently the great hospitals had each sent down their contingent.
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The behavi or of the audi ence at present was good-hunored,

but m schi evous. Scraps of popul ar songs were chorused with

an ent husi asm whi ch was a strange prelude to a scientific |ecture,
and there was already a tendency to personal chaff which prom sed
a jovial evening to others, however enbarrassing it mght be to

the recipients of these dubious honors.

Thus, when old Doctor Meldrum with his well-known curly-brimed
oper a- hat, appeared upon the platform there was such a universa
query of "Were DID you get that tile?" that he hurriedly renoved
it, and concealed it furtively under his chair. Wen gouty

Prof essor Wadl ey |inped down to his seat there were genera
affectionate inquiries fromall parts of the hall as to the exact
state of his poor toe, which caused hi m obvious enbarrassnent.

The greatest dempnstration of all, however, was at the entrance

of nmy new acquai ntance, Professor Challenger, when he passed down to
take his place at the extrenme end of the front row of the platform
Such a yell of welcone broke forth when his black beard first
protruded round the corner that | began to suspect Tarp Henry

was right in his surnmise, and that this assenbl age was there not
merely for the sake of the lecture, but because it had got runored

abroad that the fanous Professor would take part in the proceedings.

There was sone synpathetic | aughter on his entrance anong the
front benches of well-dressed spectators, as though the
demonstration of the students in this instance was not unwel come
to them That greeting was, indeed, a frightful outburst of
sound, the uproar of the carnivora cage when the step of the
bucket - beari ng keeper is heard in the distance. There was an
offensive tone in it, perhaps, and yet in the main it struck ne
as nmere riotous outcry, the noisy reception of one who anused and
interested them rather than of one they disliked or despised.

Chal l enger smled with weary and tolerant contenpt, as a kindly
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man woul d neet the yapping of a litter of puppies. He sat slowy
down, blew out his chest, passed his hand caressingly down his
beard, and | ooked with drooping eyelids and supercilious eyes at
the crowded hall before him The uproar of his advent had not
yet di ed away when Professor Ronald Murray, the chairman, and M.
Wal dron, the lecturer, threaded their way to the front, and the

pr oceedi ngs began.

Professor Murray will, | amsure, excuse ne if | say that he has
the common fault of nost Englishnmen of being inaudible. Wy on
earth peopl e who have sonething to say which is worth hearing
shoul d not take the slight trouble to I earn how to nake it heard
is one of the strange nysteries of nodern life. Their nethods
are as reasonable as to try to pour sone precious stuff fromthe
spring to the reservoir through a non-conducting pipe, which
could by the least effort be opened. Professor Mirray nade
several profound remarks to his white tie and to the water-carafe
upon the table, with a hunorous, tw nkling aside to the silver
candl estick upon his right. Then he sat down, and M. Wl dron,
the fanous popul ar lecturer, rose anid a general nurnmur of appl ause.
He was a stern, gaunt man, with a harsh voice, and an aggressive
manner, but he had the nmerit of knowing howto assimlate the

i deas of other nen, and to pass themon in a way which was
intelligible and even interesting to the lay public, with a

happy knack of being funny about the npbst unlikely objects,

so that the precession of the Equi nox or the fornmation of a

vertebrate became a highly hunorous process as treated by him

It was a bird' s-eye view of creation, as interpreted by science,
whi ch, in |anguage al ways clear and sonetines picturesque, he
unfol ded before us. He told us of the globe, a huge mass of
flam ng gas, flaring through the heavens. Then he pictured the

solidification, the cooling, the winkling which forned the
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mount ai ns, the steam which turned to water, the slow preparation
of the stage upon which was to be played the inexplicable dram

of life. On the origin of life itself he was discreetly vague.
That the gernms of it could hardly have survived the origina
roasting was, he declared, fairly certain. Therefore it had

cone later. Had it built itself out of the cooling, inorganic

el ements of the globe? Very likely. Had the germs of it arrived
fromoutside upon a neteor? It was hardly conceivable. On the
whol e, the wi sest man was the | east dogmatic upon the point.

We could not--or at |east we had not succeeded up to date in
maki ng organic life in our |aboratories out of inorganic materials.
The gul f between the dead and the living was somret hing which our
chem stry could not as yet bridge. But there was a higher and
subtler chem stry of Nature, which, working with great forces

over long epochs, might well produce results which were inpossible

for us. There the matter nust be |eft.

Thi s brought the lecturer to the great |adder of animal life,

begi nning | ow down in nolluscs and feeble sea creatures, then up
rung by rung through reptiles and fishes, till at last we cane to
a kangaroo-rat, a creature which brought forth its young alive,

the direct ancestor of all mammals, and presunably, therefore, of
everyone in the audience. ("No, no," froma sceptical student in
the back row ) |If the young gentleman in the red tie who cried
"No, no," and who presunmably claimed to have been hatched out of

an egg, would wait upon himafter the lecture, he would be glad

to see such a curiosity. (Laughter.) It was strange to think that
the climax of all the age-long process of Nature had been the creation
of that gentlenman in the red tie. But had the process stopped?
Was this gentleman to be taken as the final type--the be-all and
end-all of devel opnent? He hoped that he would not hurt the
feelings of the gentleman in the red tie if he maintained that,

what ever virtues that gentleman m ght possess in private life,
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still the vast processes of the universe were not fully justified
if they were to end entirely in his production. Evolution was
not a spent force, but one still working, and even greater

achi evemrents were in store

Havi ng thus, amid a general titter, played very prettily with his
interrupter, the lecturer went back to his picture of the past,
the drying of the seas, the energence of the sand-bank, the

sl uggi sh, viscous life which lay upon their margins, the
overcrowded | agoons, the tendency of the sea creatures to take
refuge upon the nud-flats, the abundance of food awaiting them
their consequent enornous growth. "Hence, |adies and gentlenen,"”
he added, "that frightful brood of saurians which still affright
our eyes when seen in the Walden or in the Sol enhofen sl ates,
but which were fortunately extinct |long before the first

appear ance of manki nd upon this planet."

"Question!" boonmed a voice fromthe platform

M. Waldron was a strict disciplinarian with a gift of acid
hunor, as exenplified upon the gentleman with the red tie, which
made it perilous to interrupt him But this interjection
appeared to himso absurd that he was at a | oss how to deal

with it. So |ooks the Shakespearean who is confronted by a
ranci d Baconi an, or the astronomer who is assailed by a flat-
earth fanatic. He paused for a nonment, and then, raising his
voi ce, repeated slowy the words: "Which were extinct before

the coming of man."

"Question!" boomed the voice once nore.

Wal dron | ooked with amazenment al ong the |ine of professors upon

the platformuntil his eyes fell upon the figure of Challenger,
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who | eaned back in his chair with closed eyes and an anused

expression, as if he were smling in his sleep

"l seel" said Waldron, with a shrug. "It is ny friend Professor

Chal | enger," and am d | aughter he renewed his lecture as if this

was a final explanation and no nore need be said.

But the incident was far frombeing closed. Watever path the

|l ecturer took anmid the wilds of the past seemed invariably to

|l ead himto sonme assertion as to extinct or prehistoric life

whi ch instantly brought the same bulls' bellow fromthe Professor
The audi ence began to anticipate it and to roar with delight when
it came. The packed benches of students joined in, and every
time Chall enger's beard opened, before any sound could cone forth,
there was a yell of "Question!" froma hundred voices, and an
answering counter cry of "Order!" and "Shane!" from as many nore.
Wal dron, though a hardened | ecturer and a strong man, becane rattl ed.
He hesitated, stamered, repeated hinself, got snarled in a | ong

sentence, and finally turned furiously upon the cause of his troubles.

"This is really intolerable!" he cried, glaring across the platform
"I must ask you, Professor Challenger, to cease these ignorant and

unmannerly interruptions.”

There was a hush over the hall, the students rigid with delight
at seeing the high gods on O ynpus quarrelling anong thensel ves.

Chal | enger levered his bulky figure slowy out of his chair.

"I must in turn ask you, M. WAldron," he said, "to cease to nake

assertions which are not in strict accordance with scientific fact."

The words unl oosed a tenpest. "Shane! Shane!"™ "Gve hima
hearing!"™ "Put himout!" "Shove himoff the platform" "Fair

play!" emerged froma general roar of amusenent or execration
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The chai rman was on his feet flapping both his hands and
bl eating excitedly. "Professor Challenger--personal--views--

|later," were the solid peaks above his clouds of inaudible nutter.
The interrupter bowed, smiled, stroked his beard, and rel apsed
into his chair. Waldron, very flushed and warlike, continued
hi s observations. Now and then, as he made an assertion, he shot

a venonous gl ance at his opponent, who seenmed to be sl unbering

deeply, with the sane broad, happy snile upon his face.

At last the lecture came to an end--1 aminclined to think

that it was a premature one, as the peroration was hurried

and di sconnected. The thread of the argument had been rudely
broken, and the audi ence was restless and expectant. Waldron sat
down, and, after a chirrup fromthe chairman, Professor Challenger
rose and advanced to the edge of the platform |In the interests

of ny paper | took down his speech verbatim

"Ladi es and Gentlenen," he began, ami d a sustained interruption
fromthe back. "I beg pardon--Ladies, Gentlenen, and Children--I
must apol ogi ze, | had inadvertently omtted a considerable
section of this audience" (tumult, during which the Professor
stood with one hand raised and his enornmous head noddi ng
sympathetically, as if he were bestowi ng a pontifical blessing
upon the crowd), "I have been selected to nove a vote of thanks
to M. Waldron for the very picturesque and inagi native address
to which we have just listened. There are points in it with
which | disagree, and it has been ny duty to indicate them as
they arose, but, none the less, M. Waldron has acconplished his
object well, that object being to give a sinple and interesting
account of what he conceives to have been the history of our planet.
Popul ar lectures are the easiest to listen to, but M. Waldron"

(here he beaned and blinked at the lecturer) "will excuse me when

| say that they are necessarily both superficial and m sl eading,
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since they have to be graded to the conprehensi on of an

i gnorant audience." (lronical cheering.) "Popular |lecturers

are in their nature parasitic." (Angry gesture of protest from
M. Waldron.) "They exploit for fame or cash the work which has
been done by their indigent and unknown brethren. One small est
new fact obtained in the |aboratory, one brick built into the
tenpl e of science, far outweighs any second-hand exposition which
passes an idle hour, but can | eave no useful result behind it.

I put forward this obvious reflection, not out of any desire to
di sparage M. Waldron in particular, but that you may not | ose
your sense of proportion and m stake the acolyte for the high priest.”
(At this point M. Waldron whispered to the chairman, who half rose
and said sonething severely to his water-carafe.) "But enough
of this!"™ (Loud and prol onged cheers.) "Let ne pass to sone
subject of wider interest. Wat is the particular point upon
which I, as an original investigator, have chall enged our

| ecturer's accuracy? It is upon the permanence of certain types
of animal life upon the earth. | do not speak upon this subject
as an amateur, nor, | nmay add, as a popular lecturer, but | speak
as one whose scientific conscience conpels himto adhere closely
to facts, when | say that M. Waldron is very wrong i n supposing
that because he has never hinself seen a so-called prehistoric
animal, therefore these creatures no longer exist. They are

i ndeed, as he has said, our ancestors, but they are, if | may use
the expression, our contenporary ancestors, who can still be
found with all their hideous and form dable characteristics if
one has but the energy and hardi hood to seek their haunts.
Creatures which were supposed to be Jurassic, nonsters who woul d
hunt down and devour our largest and fiercest mamals, still exist.”
(Cries of "Bosh!" "Prove it!" "How do YOU know?" "Question!")
"How do | know, you ask ne? | know because | have visited their
secret haunts. | know because | have seen sone of them"

(Appl ause, uproar, and a voice, "Liar!") "AmIl a liar?"
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(Ceneral hearty and noisy assent.) "Did | hear someone say that
was a liar? WII the person who called me a liar kindly stand up
that | may know hinP" (A voice, "Here he is, sir!" and an
inoffensive little person in spectacles, struggling violently,

was held up anong a group of students.) "Did you venture to cal
me aliar?" ("No, sir, no!" shouted the accused, and di sappeared
like a jack-in-the-box.) "If any person in this hall dares to
doubt ny veracity, | shall be glad to have a few words with him
after the lecture.” ("Liar!") "Wo said that?" (Again the

i nof f ensi ve one plungi ng desperately, was elevated high into the air.)
"If 1 come down anbng you----" (General chorus of "Cone, |ove, cone!"
whi ch interrupted the proceedings for sone nonents, while the

chai rman, standing up and waving both his arms, seened to be
conducting the nmusic. The Professor, with his face flushed,

his nostrils dilated, and his beard bristling, was nowin a
proper Berserk nood.) "Every great discoverer has been met with
the sanme incredulity--the sure brand of a generation of fools.
When great facts are |aid before you, you have not the intuition,
the i magi nati on which woul d hel p you to understand them You can
only throw nud at the nen who have risked their lives to open new
fields to science. You persecute the prophets! Glileo! Darwn,

and 1----" (Prol onged cheering and conplete interruption.)

Al this is frommy hurried notes taken at the time, which give
little notion of the absolute chaos to which the assenbly had by
this tinme been reduced. So terrific was the uproar that severa
| adi es had already beaten a hurried retreat. G ave and reverend
seniors seened to have caught the prevailing spirit as badly as
the students, and | saw white-bearded nen rising and shaking
their fists at the obdurate Professor. The whol e great audi ence
seethed and simrered like a boiling pot. The Professor took a
step forward and rai sed both his hands. There was sonething so

big and arresting and virile in the man that the clatter and
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shouting died gradually away before his commandi ng gesture and
his masterful eyes. He seened to have a definite nmessage.

They hushed to hear it.

"I will not detain you," he said. "It is not worth it. Truth is
truth, and the noise of a nunber of foolish young nen--and, |

fear | nust add, of their equally foolish seniors--cannot affect
the matter. | claimthat | have opened a new field of science.

You dispute it." (Cheers.) "Then | put you to the test. WII you
accredit one or nore of your own nunber to go out as your

representatives and test ny statenent in your nanme?"

M. Sunmerl ee, the veteran Professor of Conparative Anatony, rose
anong the audience, a tall, thin, bitter man, with the withered
aspect of a theologian. He w shed, he said, to ask Professor
Chal | enger whether the results to which he had alluded in his
remar ks had been obtained during a journey to the headwaters of

the Amazon nade by himtwo years before.

Pr of essor Chal | enger answered that they had.

M. Summerlee desired to know how it was that Professor
Chal | enger cl ained to have nade di scoveries in those regions
whi ch had been overl ooked by Wal |l ace, Bates, and other previous

expl orers of established scientific repute.

Pr of essor Chal | enger answered that M. Sumerl| ee appeared to be
confusing the Amazon with the Thames; that it was in reality a
somewhat |arger river; that M. Summerlee might be interested to
know that with the Oinoco, which communicated with it, sone
fifty thousand mles of country were opened up, and that in so
vast a space it was not inpossible for one person to find what

anot her had m ssed.
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M. Sunmmerl ee declared, with an acid snmile, that he fully
appreciated the difference between the Thanes and the Amazon,
which lay in the fact that any assertion about the former could be
tested, while about the latter it could not. He would be obliged
i f Professor Challenger would give the latitude and the | ongitude

of the country in which prehistoric animals were to be found.

Prof essor Chall enger replied that he reserved such information
for good reasons of his own, but would be prepared to give it
with proper precautions to a comittee chosen fromthe audi ence.

Wuld M. Sumerl ee serve on such a cormittee and test his story

in person?
M. Summerlee: "Yes, | will." (Geat cheering.)
Prof essor Challenger: "Then | guarantee that | will place in

your hands such material as will enable you to find your way.

It is only right, however, since M. Sumrerlee goes to check mny
statenent that | should have one or nore with himwho may check his.
I will not disguise fromyou that there are difficulties and dangers.

M. Sumrerlee will need a younger colleague. My | ask for vol unteers?"

It is thus that the great crisis of a man's life springs out at him
Could | have imagined when | entered that hall that | was about to

pl edge nyself to a wilder adventure than had ever cone to ne in

my dreans? But d adys--was it not the very opportunity of which

she spoke? d adys would have told ne to go. | had sprung to ny feet.
I was speaking, and yet | had prepared no words. Tarp Henry, ny
compani on, was plucking at ny skirts and | heard hi m whi spering,

"Sit down, Malone! Don't nmake a public ass of yourself." At the

sane time | was aware that a tall, thin man, with dark gingery hair,
a few seats in front of ne, was also upon his feet. He glared back

at me with hard angry eyes, but | refused to give way.
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"I will go, M. Chairman," | kept repeating over and over again.

"Nanme! Nane!" cried the audience.

"My nane is Edward Dunn Malone. | amthe reporter of the Daily

Gazette. | claimto be an absolutely unprejudiced wtness."

"VWhat is YOUR name, sir?" the chairman asked of ny tall rival

"I am Lord John Roxton. | have already been up the Amazon,
I know all the ground, and have special qualifications for

this investigation."

"Lord John Roxton's reputation as a sportsman and a traveler is,

of course, world-fanmpus,"” said the chairman; "at the sane tine it
woul d certainly be as well to have a nenber of the Press upon

such an expedition."

"Then | nove," said Professor Challenger, "that both these
gentl enen be el ected, as representatives of this nmeeting, to
acconpany Professor Summerlee upon his journey to investigate and

to report upon the truth of ny statenents.”

And so, am d shouting and cheering, our fate was deci ded, and
found nysel f borne away in the human current which swirled
towards the door, with my mind half stunned by the vast new

proj ect which had risen so suddenly before it. As | energed from
the hall | was conscious for a monment of a rush of |aughing
student s--down the pavenent, and of an armwi el ding a heavy
unbrella, which rose and fell in the midst of them Then, anid a
m xture of groans and cheers, Professor Challenger's electric
broughamslid fromthe curb, and I found nyself wal ki ng under the

silvery lights of Regent Street, full of thoughts of d adys and
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of wonder as to ny future.

Suddenly there was a touch at ny elbow. | turned, and found
mysel f 1 ooking into the hunmorous, masterful eyes of the tall, thin

man who had vol unteered to be ny conpanion on this strange quest.

"M. Mlone, | understand," said he. "W are to be
conpani ons--what? M roons are just over the road, in the Al bany.
Per haps you woul d have the ki ndness to spare nme half an hour, for

there are one or two things that | badly want to say to you."

CHAPTER VI

"I was the Flail of the Lord"

Lord John Roxton and | turned down Vigo Street together and

through the dingy portals of the fanobus aristocratic rookery.

At the end of a |ong drab passage ny new acquai nt ance pushed open

a door and turned on an electric switch. A number of |anps shining
through tinted shades bathed the whole great roombefore us in a
ruddy radi ance. Standing in the doorway and gl anci ng round ne, |
had a general inpression of extraordinary confort and el egance
conbi ned with an atnosphere of masculine virility. Everywhere there
were mngled the luxury of the wealthy man of taste and the

carel ess untidiness of the bachelor. Rich furs and strange
iridescent mats fromsone Oriental bazaar were scattered upon

the floor. Pictures and prints which even nmy unpractised eyes
coul d recogni ze as being of great price and rarity hung thick upon
the walls. Sketches of boxers, of ballet-girls, and of racehorses
alternated with a sensuous Fragonard, a nmartial Grardet, and a
dreany Turner. But amd these varied ornaments there were

scattered the trophies which brought back strongly to ny
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recoll ection the fact that Lord John Roxton was one of the great
all -round sportsmen and athletes of his day. A dark-blue oar
crossed with a cherry-pi nk one above his mantel - pi ece spoke of
the ol d Oxoni an and Leander man, while the foils and
boxi ng- gl oves above and bel ow them were the tools of a man who
had won suprenmacy with each. Like a dado round the roomwas the
jutting line of splendid heavy gane-heads, the best of their sort
fromevery quarter of the world, with the rare white rhinoceros

of the Lado Encl ave drooping its supercilious |ip above themall

In the center of the rich red carpet was a black and gold Louis
Quinze table, a lovely antique, now sacril egiously desecrated
with marks of glasses and the scars of cigar-stunps. On it stood
a silver tray of snokables and a burnished spirit-stand, from

whi ch and an adj acent siphon ny silent host proceeded to charge
two high glasses. Having indicated an armchair to me and pl aced
my refreshment near it, he handed ne a | ong, snpoth Havana.

Then, seating hinmself opposite to nme, he | ooked at ne | ong and
fixedly with his strange, tw nkling, reckless eyes--eyes of a

cold light blue, the color of a glacier |ake.

Through the thin haze of ny cigar-snoke | noted the details of a
face which was already faniliar to me from many phot ographs--the
strongl y-curved nose, the hollow, worn cheeks, the dark, ruddy
hair, thin at the top, the crisp, virile noustaches, the small,
aggressive tuft upon his projecting chin. Sonething there was of
Napol eon 111., something of Don Quixote, and yet again sonething
whi ch was the essence of the English country gentlenman, the keen,
alert, open-air lover of dogs and of horses. H s skin was of a
rich flower-pot red fromsun and wind. H's eyebrows were tufted
and over hangi ng, which gave those naturally cold eyes an al nost
feroci ous aspect, an inpression which was increased by his strong

and furrowed brow. In figure he was spare, but very strongly
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built--indeed, he had often proved that there were few nmen in
Engl and capabl e of such sustained exertions. Hi s height was a
little over six feet, but he seemed shorter on account of a
pecul i ar roundi ng of the shoul ders. Such was the famous Lord
John Roxton as he sat opposite to nme, biting hard upon his cigar

and watching nme steadily in a |l ong and enbarrassing sil ence.

"Well," said he, at last, "we've gone and done it, young fellah

my lad." (This curious phrase he pronounced as if it were all one
word--"young-fellah-me-lad.") "Yes, we've taken a junp, you an' ne.
| suppose, now, when you went into that roomthere was no such

notion in your head--what?"

"No thought of it."

"The same here. No thought of it. And here we are, up to our
necks in the tureen. Wy, |'ve only been back three weeks from
Uganda, and taken a place in Scotland, and signed the | ease and all

Pretty goin's on--what? How does it hit you?"

"Well, it is all inthe main line of ny business. | ama

journalist on the Gazette."

"Of course--you said so when you took it on. By the way, |'ve

got a small job for you, if you'll help ne."

"Wth pleasure.”

"Don't mnd takin' a risk, do you?"

"What is the risk?"

"Well, it's Ballinger--he's the risk. You' ve heard of hinP"
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"Why, young fellah, where HAVE you lived? Sir John Ballinger

is the best gentleman jock in the north country. | could hold
himon the flat at my best, but over junps he's ny naster

Well, it's an open secret that when he's out of trainin' he drinks
hard--strikin' an average, he calls it. He got deliriumon
Toosday, and has been ragin' like a devil ever since. H s room
is above this. The doctors say that it is all up with the old
dear unless sone food is got into him but as he lies in bed with
a revolver on his coverlet, and swears he will put six of the
best through anyone that conmes near him there's been a bit of a
stri ke anong the serving-nen. He's a hard nail, is Jack, and a
dead shot, too, but you can't leave a Grand National wi nner to

die |ike that--what?"

"What do you nean to do, then?" | asked.

"Well, my idea was that you and | could rush him He may be
dozin', and at the worst he can only wi ng one of us, and the

ot her should have him [If we can get his bolster-cover round his
arnms and then 'phone up a stomach-punp, we'll give the old dear

the supper of his life."

It was a rather desperate business to come suddenly into one's
day's work. | don't think that | ama particularly brave man.

I have an Irish imagination which makes the unknown and the untried
more terrible than they are. On the other hand, | was brought up
with a horror of cowardice and with a terror of such a stignma.

| dare say that | could throw nyself over a precipice, |ike the Hun
in the history books, if ny courage to do it were questioned, and
yet it would surely be pride and fear, rather than courage, which
woul d be ny inspiration. Therefore, although every nerve in ny

body shrank from the whi sky-naddened figure which | pictured in
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the room above, | still answered, in as carel ess a voice as
could command, that | was ready to go. Sone further remark of

Lord Roxton's about the danger only nade ne irritable.

"Tal king won't make it any better," said |I. "Cone on."

I rose fromny chair and he fromhis. Then with a little
confidential chuckle of laughter, he patted me two or three tines

on the chest, finally pushing ne back into ny chair.

"A'l right, sonny ny lad--you'll do," said he. | |ooked up

in surprise

"I saw after Jack Ballinger nyself this nmornin'. He blew a hole

in the skirt of nmy kimono, bless his shaky old hand, but we got a

jacket on him and he's to be all right in a week. | say, young
fellah, | hope you don't mnd--what? You see, between you an' ne
close-tiled, | ook on this South Anerican business as a mghty

serious thing, and if | have a pal with ne | want a man | can
bank on. So | sized you down, and |'m bound to say that you cane
well out of it. You see, it's all up to you and nme, for this old
Sunmerlee man will want dry-nursin' fromthe first. By the way,
are you by any chance the Mal one who is expected to get his Rugby

cap for Ireland?”

"A reserve, perhaps."

"I thought | remenbered your face. Wy, | was there when you got
that try against Richnond--as fine a swervin' run as | saw the
whol e season. I never niss a Rugby match if | can help it, for
it is the manliest game we have left. Well, | didn't ask you in
here just to talk sport. W've got to fix our business. Here are

the sailin's, on the first page of the Tinmes. There's a Booth boat
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for Para next Wednesday week, and if the Professor and you can work
it, I think we should take it--what? Very good, I'lIl fix it with him

What about your outfit?"

"My paper will see to that."

"Can you shoot ?"

"About average Territorial standard."

"Good Lord! as bad as that? It's the last thing you young fellahs
think of learnin'. You're all bees without stings, so far as

| ookin' after the hive goes. You'll look silly, sone o' these
days, when soneone cones al ong an' sneaks the honey. But you'l
need to hold your gun straight in South Anerica, for, unless our
friend the Professor is a madnan or a liar, we nay see sone queer

things before we get back. What gun have you?"

He crossed to an oaken cupboard, and as he threw it open | caught
a glinpse of glistening rows of parallel barrels, like the pipes

of an organ.

"I''"l'l see what | can spare you out of ny own battery," said he.

One by one he took out a succession of beautiful rifles, opening
and shutting themw th a snap and a clang, and then patting them
as he put themback into the rack as tenderly as a nother would

fondl e her children.

"This is a Bland's .577 axite express," said he. "l got that big
fellowwith it." He glanced up at the white rhinoceros. "Ten nore

yards, and he'd woul d have added nme to H S coll ection
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“On that conical bullet his one chance hangs,

"Tis the weak one's advantage fair.

Hope you know your Gordon, for he's the poet of the horse and

the gun and the man that handl es both. Now, here's a usefu

tool --.470, telescopic sight, double ejector, point-blank up to
three-fifty. That's the rifle | used agai nst the Peruvian

sl ave-drivers three years ago. | was the flail of the Lord up in
those parts, | may tell you, though you won't find it in any

Bl ue- book. There are times, young fellah, when every one of us
must make a stand for human right and justice, or you never feel
clean again. That's why | made a little war on ny own. Declared it
mysel f, waged it nyself, ended it myself. Each of those nicks

is for a slave nurderer--a good row of them-what? That big one
is for Pedro Lopez, the king of themall, that | killed in a
backwat er of the Putomayo River. Now, here's sonething that

woul d do for you." He took out a beautiful brown-and-silver rifle.
"Wel | rubbered at the stock, sharply sighted, five cartridges to
the clip. You can trust your life to that." He handed it to ne

and cl osed the door of his oak cabi net.

"By the way," he continued, conming back to his chair, "what do

you know of this Professor Challenger?"

"I never saw himtill to-day."

"Well, neither didI. 1It's funny we should both sail under seal ed
orders froma man we don't know. He seened an uppish old bird.
H s brothers of science don't seemtoo fond of him either

How canme you to take an interest in the affair?"

I told himshortly ny experiences of the morning, and he
listened intently. Then he drew out a map of South America

and laid it on the table.

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...0Conan%20Doyle%20-%20The%20Lost%20World.txt (70 of 251) [2/24/2004 10:29:37 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Arthur%20Conan%20D oyl €%620-%20T he%620L ost%20Worl d.txt

"l believe every single word he said to you was the truth," said
he, earnestly, "and, mnd you, | have something to go on when |
speak like that. South Arerica is a place | love, and | think,
if you take it right through fromDarien to Fuego, it's the
grandest, richest, nost wonderful bit of earth upon this planet.
People don't know it yet, and don't realize what it nmay becone.
I've been up an' down it fromend to end, and had two dry
seasons in those very parts, as | told you when | spoke of the
war | nmade on the slave-dealers. WIlIl, when | was up there
heard sone yarns of the sane kind--traditions of Indians and the
like, but with sonethin' behind them no doubt. The nore you
knew of that country, young fellah, the nore you woul d understand
that anythin' was possible--ANYTHIN 1. There are just sonme narrow
wat er -l anes al ong which folk travel, and outside that it is

al | darkness. Now, down here in the Matto Grande"--he swept his
cigar over a part of the map--"or up in this corner where three
countries meet, nothin' would surprise me. As that chap said
to-night, there are fifty-thousand mles of water-way runnin
through a forest that is very near the size of Europe. You and
I could be as far away from each other as Scotland is from
Const anti nopl e, and yet each of us be in the sane great Brazilian forest.
Man has just nade a track here and a scrape there in the naze.
Why, the river rises and falls the best part of forty feet,

and half the country is a norass that you can't pass over

Way shoul dn't somethin' new and wonderful lie in such a country?
And why shouldn't we be the men to find it out? Besides," he
added, his queer, gaunt face shining with delight, "there's a
sportin' risk in every mle of it. I'mlike an old golf-ball--
I"ve had all the white paint knocked off nme | ong ago.

Life can whack me about now, and it can't |eave a mark. But a
sportin' risk, young fellah, that's the salt of existence.

Then it's worth livin' again. W're all gettin' a deal too soft
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and dull and confy. Gve nme the great waste | ands and the w de
spaces, with a gun in ny fist and sonethin' to look for that's
worth findin'. |1've tried war and steepl echasin' and aeropl anes,
but this huntin' of beasts that | ook |like a | obster-supper dream

is a brand-new sensation.” He chuckled with glee at the prospect.

Perhaps | have dwelt too | ong upon this new acquai ntance, but he
is to be ny conrade for many a day, and so | have tried to set
himdown as | first saw him wth his quaint personality and his
queer little tricks of speech and of thought. [t was only the

need of getting in the account of ny neeting which drew me at

last fromhis conmpany. | left himseated amid his pink radiance,
oiling the lock of his favorite rifle, while he still chuckled to
hi nsel f at the thought of the adventures which awaited us. It was

very clear to ne that if dangers lay before us | could not in al
Engl and have found a cooler head or a braver spirit with which to

share them

That night, wearied as | was after the wonderful happeni ngs of
the day, | sat late with MArdle, the news editor, explaining to
hi m t he whol e situation, which he thought inmportant enough to
bring next norning before the notice of Sir George Beaunont,

the chief. It was agreed that | should wite home full accounts
of ny adventures in the shape of successive letters to MArdle,
and that these should either be edited for the Gazette as they
arrived, or held back to be published | ater, according to the

wi shes of Professor Challenger, since we could not yet know what
conditions he mght attach to those directions which should guide
us to the unknown land. |In response to a telephone inquiry, we
received nothing nore definite than a ful m nation agai nst the
Press, ending up with the remark that if we would notify our boat
he woul d hand us any directions which he mght think it proper to

give us at the nonent of starting. A second question fromus
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failed to elicit any answer at all, save a plaintive bleat from
his wife to the effect that her husband was in a very violent
tenper already, and that she hoped we would do nothing to nake

it worse. Athird attenpt, later in the day, provoked a terrific
crash, and a subsequent nessage fromthe Central Exchange that
Prof essor Chall enger's receiver had been shattered. After that

we abandoned all attenpt at communi cation

And now ny patient readers, | can address you directly no | onger.
From now onwards (if, indeed, any continuation of this narrative
shoul d ever reach you) it can only be through the paper which

| represent. In the hands of the editor | |eave this account

of the events which have led up to one of the nobst renarkabl e
expeditions of all time, so that if | never return to Engl and
there shall be sone record as to how the affair came about. | am
witing these last lines in the saloon of the Booth liner

Franci sca, and they will go back by the pilot to the keeping of
M. MArdle. Let ne draw one |last picture before | close the

not ebook--a picture which is the |ast nenory of the old country
which | bear away with me. It is a wet, foggy norning in the late
spring; a thin, cold rainis falling. Three shining mackintoshed
figures are wal king down the quay, making for the gang-pl ank of
the great liner fromwhich the blue-peter is flying. 1In front of
them a porter pushes a trolley piled high with trunks, waps,

and gun-cases. Professor Summerlee, a long, nelancholy figure,
wal ks with draggi ng steps and droopi ng head, as one who is already
profoundly sorry for hinself. Lord John Roxton steps briskly,

and his thin, eager face beans forth between his hunting-cap and
his muffler. As for nyself, | amglad to have got the bustling
days of preparation and the pangs of |eave-taking behind me, and

I have no doubt that | showit in ny bearing. Suddenly, just as
we reach the vessel, there is a shout behind us. It is Professor

Chal | enger, who had promised to see us off. He runs after us, a
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puffing, red-faced, irascible figure.

"No thank you," says he; "I should nuch prefer not to go aboard.

I have only a few words to say to you, and they can very well be
said where we are. | beg you not to inagine that | amin any way

i ndebted to you for naking this journey. | would have you to
understand that it is a matter of perfect indifference to ne, and

I refuse to entertain the nost renmote sense of personal obligation
Truth is truth, and nothing which you can report can affect it in
any way, though it may excite the enotions and allay the curiosity
of a nunmber of very ineffectual people. M directions for your
instruction and guidance are in this sealed envel ope. You will

open it when you reach a town upon the Amazon which is called
Manaos, but not until the date and hour which is marked upon

the outside. Have | nmade nyself clear? | |eave the strict
observance of ny conditions entirely to your honor. No, M. Malone,
I will place no restriction upon your correspondence, since

the ventilation of the facts is the object of your journey; but

I demand that you shall give no particulars as to your exact
destination, and that nothing be actually published until your return
CGood- bye, sir. You have done sonmething to mitigate ny feelings

for the | oat hsone profession to which you unhappily bel ong.

CGood- bye, Lord John. Science is, as | understand, a seal ed book

to you; but you may congratul ate yoursel f upon the hunting-field
which awaits you. You will, no doubt, have the opportunity of
describing in the Field how you brought down the rocketing di norphodon
And good-bye to you al so, Professor Summerlee. |If you are stil
capabl e of self-inprovenent, of which I am frankly unconvi nced,

you will surely return to London a w ser man."

So he turned upon his heel, and a minute later fromthe deck
could see his short, squat figure bobbing about in the distance

as he made his way back to his train. Well, we are well down
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Channel now. There's the last bell for letters, and it's
good-bye to the pilot. W'Ill be "down, hull-down, on the old
trail" fromnow on. God bless all we | eave behind us, and send

us safely back.

CHAPTER VI |

"To-norrow we Di sappear into the Unknown"

I will not bore those whomthis narrative may reach by an account
of our |uxurious voyage upon the Booth liner, nor will | tell of
our week's stay at Para (save that | should wish to acknow edge
the great kindness of the Pereira da Pinta Conpany in hel ping us
to get together our equipment). | will also allude very briefly
to our river journey, up a wide, slownoving, clay-tinted stream
in a steamer which was little smaller than that which had carried
us across the Atlantic. Eventually we found ourselves through
the narrows of bidos and reached the town of Manaos. Here we
were rescued fromthe limted attractions of the local inn by

M. Shortman, the representative of the British and Brazilian
Tradi ng Conpany. |In his hospital Fazenda we spent our time unti
the day when we were enpowered to open the letter of instructions
given to us by Professor Challenger. Before | reach the surprising
events of that date | would desire to give a clearer sketch of ny
conrades in this enterprise, and of the associ ates whom we had

al ready gathered together in South America. | speak freely, and
I leave the use of nmy material to your own discretion, M.
McArdle, since it is through your hands that this report nust

pass before it reaches the world.

The scientific attai nnents of Professor Summerlee are too well

known for nme to trouble to recapitulate them He is better
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equi pped for a rough expedition of this sort than one woul d
imgine at first sight. H s tall, gaunt, stringy figure is
insensible to fatigue, and his dry, half-sarcastic, and often
whol | y unsynpat heti ¢ manner is uninfluenced by any change in
hi s surroundi ngs. Though in his sixty-sixth year, | have never
heard hi m express any di ssati sfaction at the occasi onal hardships
whi ch we have had to encounter. | had regarded his presence as an
encunbrance to the expedition, but, as a matter of fact, | am now
wel | convinced that his power of endurance is as great as ny own.
In tenper he is naturally acid and sceptical. Fromthe begi nning
he has never conceal ed his belief that Professor Challenger is
an absolute fraud, that we are all enbarked upon an absurd
wi | d- goose chase and that we are likely to reap nothing but
di sappoi nt ment and danger in South America, and correspondi ng
ridicule in England. Such are the views which, with nuch
passi onate distortion of his thin features and waggi ng of his
thin, goat-like beard, he poured into our ears all the way from
Sout hanpton to Manaos. Since |anding fromthe boat he has
obt ai ned sonme consol ation fromthe beauty and variety of the
insect and bird life around him for he is absolutely
whol e-hearted in his devotion to science. He spends his days
flitting through the woods with his shot-gun and his
butterfly-net, and his evenings in nmounting the many speci nmens
he has acquired. Anmong his minor peculiarities are that he is
careless as to his attire, unclean in his person, exceedingly
absent-mnded in his habits, and addicted to smoking a short
briar pipe, which is seldomout of his nmouth. He has been upon
several scientific expeditions in his youth (he was with
Robertson in Papua), and the Iife of the canp and the canoe is

nothing fresh to him

Lord John Roxton has sone points in comopn wth Professor

Sunmer | ee, and others in which they are the very antithesis to
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each other. He is twenty years younger, but has sonething of the
same spare, scraggy physique. As to his appearance, | have, as
recol l ect, described it in that portion of ny narrative which |
have | eft behind me in London. He is exceedingly neat and prim
in his ways, dresses always with great care in white drill suits
and hi gh brown npbsquito-boots, and shaves at |east once a day.
Li ke nost nen of action, he is laconic in speech, and sinks
readily into his own thoughts, but he is always quick to answer a
question or join in a conversation, talking in a queer, jerky,
hal f - hunmorous fashion. H's know edge of the world, and very
especially of South America, is surprising, and he has a
whol e-hearted belief in the possibilities of our journey which is
not to be dashed by the sneers of Professor Sunmerlee. He has a
gentl e voice and a quiet manner, but behind his tw nkling blue
eyes there lurks a capacity for furious wath and inplacable
resol ution, the nore dangerous because they are held in | eash
He spoke little of his own exploits in Brazil and Peru, but it
was a revelation to ne to find the excitenent which was caused by
hi s presence anong the riverine natives, who | ooked upon him as
their champion and protector. The exploits of the Red Chief, as
they called him had becone | egends anong them but the rea

facts, as far as | could |l earn them were amazi ng enough

These were that Lord John had found hinself sone years before in
that no-man's-land which is formed by the hal f-defined frontiers
bet ween Peru, Brazil, and Colunbia. 1In this great district the
wi I d rubber tree flourishes, and has becone, as in the Congo, a
curse to the natives which can only be compared to their forced
| abor under the Spaniards upon the old silver mnes of Darien

A handful of villainous half-breeds domi nated the country, armned
such I ndi ans as woul d support them and turned the rest into

sl aves, terrorizing themwth the nost i nhunman tortures in order

to force themto gather the india-rubber, which was then fl oated
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down the river to Para. Lord John Roxton expostul ated on behal f
of the wetched victims, and received nothing but threats and
insults for his pains. He then formally declared war agai nst
Pedro Lopez, the | eader of the slave-drivers, enrolled a band of
runaway slaves in his service, arned them and conducted a
canpai gn, which ended by his killing with his own hands the

not ori ous hal f-breed and breaki ng down the system which he represented.

No wonder that the ginger-headed man with the silky voice and the
free and easy manners was now | ooked upon with deep interest upon
the banks of the great South American river, though the feelings
he inspired were naturally nixed, since the gratitude of the
natives was equal ed by the resentnent of those who desired to
exploit them One useful result of his forner experiences was
that he could talk fluently in the Lingoa Geral, which is the
pecul i ar talk, one-third Portuguese and two-thirds Indian, which

is current all over Brazil.

I have said before that Lord John Roxton was a South Ameri conmani ac.
He coul d not speak of that great country without ardor, and this
ardor was infectious, for, ignorant as | was, he fixed ny
attention and stinulated ny curiosity. How !l wish | could
reproduce the glanour of his discourses, the peculiar nixture

of accurate know edge and of racy inmagination which gave them
their fascination, until even the Professor's cynical and
sceptical smle would gradually vanish fromhis thin face as

he listened. He would tell the history of the mighty river so
rapidly explored (for sone of the first conquerors of Peru
actually crossed the entire continent upon its waters), and yet

so unknown in regard to all that |ay behind its ever-changi ng banks.

"VWhat is there?" he would cry, pointing to the north. "Wod and
mar sh and unpenetrated jungle. Wo knows what it may shelter?

And there to the south? A wilderness of swanpy forest, where
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no white man has ever been. The unknown is up agai nst us on
every side. OQutside the narrow lines of the rivers what does
anyone know? Who will say what is possible in such a country?
Why shoul d ol d man Chal | enger not be right?" At which direct
defiance the stubborn sneer woul d reappear upon Professor
Sunmer |l ee's face, and he would sit, shaking his sardonic head

i n unsynpat hetic silence, behind the cloud of his briar-root pipe.

So nmuch, for the nonent, for nmy two white conpani ons, whose
characters and linmtations will be further exposed, as surely as
my own, as this narrative proceeds. But already we have enrolled
certain retainers who nay play no small part in what is to cone.
The first is a gigantic negro named Zanbo, who is a bl ack
Hercules, as willing as any horse, and about as intelligent.

H mwe enlisted at Para, on the recommendati on of the steanship

conpany, on whose vessels he had | earned to speak a halting English

It was at Para also that we engaged Gonez and Manuel, two

hal f-breeds fromup the river, just come down with a cargo

of redwood. They were swarthy fellows, bearded and fierce,

as active and wiry as panthers. Both of them had spent their
lives in those upper waters of the Amazon which we were about

to explore, and it was this recommendati on which had caused Lord
John to engage them One of them Gonez, had the further

advant age that he coul d speak excellent English. These nen were
willing to act as our personal servants, to cook, to row, or to
make thensel ves useful in any way at a paynent of fifteen dollars
a month. Besides these, we had engaged three Mdjo Indians from
Bolivia, who are the nost skilful at fishing and boat work of all
the river tribes. The chief of these we called Mjo, after his
tribe, and the others are known as Jose and Fernando. Three white

men, then, two hal f-breeds, one negro, and three |Indians nade up
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the personnel of the little expedition which lay waiting for its

instructions at Manaos before starting upon its singular quest.

At last, after a weary week, the day had cone and the hour

I ask you to picture the shaded sitting-roomof the Fazenda St
Ignatio, two mles inland fromthe town of Manaos. Qutside |ay
the yellow, brassy glare of the sunshine, with the shadows of the
pal mtrees as black and definite as the trees thenselves. The air
was calm full of the eternal hum of insects, a tropical chorus

of many octaves, fromthe deep drone of the bee to the high,

keen pipe of the nosquito. Beyond the veranda was a snall

cl eared garden, bounded with cactus hedges and adorned with
clunps of flowering shrubs, round which the great blue butterflies
and the tiny humming-birds fluttered and darted in crescents of
sparkling light. Wthin we were seated round the cane table,

on which lay a seal ed envel ope. Inscribed uponit, in the jagged

handwiting of Professor Challenger, were the words:--

"Instructions to Lord John Roxton and party. To be opened at

Manaos upon July 15th, at 12 o' clock precisely.”

Lord John had placed his watch upon the table beside him

"W have seven nore mnutes,"” said he. "The old dear is very precise."

Prof essor Sumerl ee gave an acid snmile as he picked up the

envel ope in his gaunt hand.

"What can it possibly natter whether we open it now or in seven
m nutes?" said he. "It is all part and parcel of the same system
of quackery and nonsense, for which | regret to say that the

witer is notorious."
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"Ch, come, we nust play the gane accordin' to rules," said Lord John
"It's old man Chal l enger's show and we are here by his good wll,
so it would be rotten bad formif we didn't follow his instructions

to the letter."

"A pretty business it is!" cried the Professor, bitterly.

"I't struck ne as preposterous in London, but |I'm bound to say
that it seens even nore so upon cl oser acquaintance. | don't
know what is inside this envel ope, but, unless it is sonething
pretty definite, |I shall be nuch tenpted to take the next down-
river boat and catch the Bolivia at Para. After all, | have
sonme nore responsible work in the world than to run about

di sproving the assertions of a lunatic. Now, Roxton, surely

it istime."

"Time it is," said Lord John. "You can blow the whistle."

He took up the envel ope and cut it with his penknife. Fromit
he drew a fol ded sheet of paper. This he carefully opened out
and flattened on the table. It was a blank sheet. He turned
it over. Again it was blank. W |ooked at each other in a
bewi | dered sil ence, which was broken by a di scordant burst of

derisive laughter from Professor Sunmerl ee

"It is an open adnmission," he cried. "Wat nmore do you want?
The fellowis a self-confessed hunbug. W have only to return

hone and report himas the brazen inposter that he is."

"I'nvisible ink!" | suggested.

"I don't think!" said Lord Roxton, holding the paper to the light.
"No, young fellah ny lad, there is no use deceiving yourself.

I"l'l go bail for it that nothing has ever been witten upon
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this paper."

"May | cone in?" boomed a voice fromthe veranda

The shadow of a squat figure had stol en across the patch of sunlight.
That voice! That nonstrous breadth of shoulder! W sprang to our
feet with a gasp of astoni shnent as Challenger, in a round, boyish
strawhat with a colored ribbon--Challenger, with his hands in his

j acket - pockets and his canvas shoes daintily pointing as he wal ked- -
appeared in the open space before us. He threw back his head, and
there he stood in the golden glowwith all his old Assyrian

| uxuriance of beard, all his native insolence of drooping eyelids

and intol erant eyes.

"I fear," said he, taking out his watch, "that | ama few mnutes
too late. Wen | gave you this envelope | nust confess that |
had never intended that you should open it, for it had been ny
fixed intention to be with you before the hour. The unfortunate
del ay can be apportioned between a blundering pilot and an

intrusive sandbank. | fear that it has given ny coll eague,

Pr of essor Sumerl ee, occasion to bl asphene.”

"I am bound to say, sir," said Lord John, with some sternness of
voi ce, "that your turning up is a considerable relief to us, for
our nission seemed to have come to a premature end. Even now |

can't for the life of ne understand why you should have worked it

in so extraordi nary a manner."

I nstead of answering, Professor Challenger entered, shook hands
with nyself and Lord John, bowed w th ponderous insol ence to
Prof essor Summrerl ee, and sank back into a basket-chair, which

creaked and swayed beneath his weight.

"I's all ready for your journey?" he asked.
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"We can start to-norrow. "

"Then so you shall. You need no chart of directions now, since
you wi Il have the inestinable advantage of my own gui dance.
Fromthe first | had determined that | would nyself preside over
your investigation. The npost elaborate charts would, as you
will readily admit, be a poor substitute for nmy own intelligence
and advice. As to the small ruse which |I played upon you in the
matter of the envelope, it is clear that, had | told you all ny
intentions, | should have been forced to resist unwel come

pressure to travel out with you."

"Not fromne, sir!" exclainmed Professor Sumerl ee, heartily.

"So long as there was anot her ship upon the Atlantic."

Chal | enger waved himaway with his great hairy hand.

"Your common sense will, | amsure, sustain my objection and
realize that it was better that | should direct ny own novenents
and appear only at the exact nmonent when ny presence was needed.
That nmoment has now arrived. You are in safe hands. You will

not now fail to reach your destination. Fromhenceforth | take
command of this expedition, and | nmust ask you to conpl ete your
preparations to-night, so that we nmay be able to nake an early
start in the norning. M/ time is of value, and the same thing
may be said, no doubt, in a | esser degree of your own. | propose,
therefore, that we push on as rapidly as possible, until | have

demonstrat ed what you have conme to see."”

Lord John Roxton has chartered a | arge steam | aunch, the Esneral da,
which was to carry us up the river. So far as clinate goes, it

was i mmaterial what tinme we chose for our expedition, as the
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tenperature ranges from seventy-five to ninety degrees both
sumrer and winter, with no appreciable difference in heat.
In nmoi sture, however, it is otherw se; from Decenber to May is
the period of the rains, and during this tinme the river slowy
rises until it attains a height of nearly forty feet above its
|l owwater mark. It floods the banks, extends in great |agoons
over a nonstrous waste of country, and fornms a huge district,
called locally the Gapo, which is for the nost part too marshy
for foot-travel and too shallow for boating. About June the
waters begin to fall, and are at their | owest at Cctober
or Novenber. Thus our expedition was at the time of the dry
season, when the great river and its tributaries were nore or

less in a nornmal condition

The current of the river is a slight one, the drop being not

greater than eight inches in a mle. No streamcould be nore
conveni ent for navigation, since the prevailing wind is

sout h-east, and sailing boats nay make a continuous progress to

the Peruvian frontier, dropping down again with the current.

In our own case the excellent engines of the Esneral da coul d

di sregard the sluggish flow of the stream and we made as rapid
progress as if we were navigating a stagnant |ake. For three

days we steanmed north-westwards up a stream which even here, a
thousand mles fromits nouth, was still so enornous that from

its center the two banks were nere shadows upon the distant skyline.
On the fourth day after |eaving Manaos we turned into a tributary
which at its nouth was little smaller than the main stream

It narrowed rapidly, however, and after two nore days' steamn ng

we reached an Indian village, where the Professor insisted that

we should | and, and that the Esneral da shoul d be sent back to Manaos.
We shoul d soon come upon rapids, he expl ai ned, which would rmake its
further use inpossible. He added privately that we were now

approachi ng the door of the unknown country, and that the fewer
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whom we took into our confidence the better it would be. To this
end al so he made each of us give our word of honor that we woul d
publish or say nothing which would give any exact clue as to the
wher eabouts of our travels, while the servants were all solemly
sworn to the same effect. It is for this reason that | am
conpelled to be vague in ny narrative, and I would warn ny readers
that in any map or diagramwhich | may give the relation of places
to each other may be correct, but the points of the compass are
carefully confused, so that in no way can it be taken as an actua
guide to the country. Professor Challenger's reasons for secrecy
may be valid or not, but we had no choice but to adopt them
for he was prepared to abandon the whol e expedition rather than

nmodi fy the conditions upon which he woul d gui de us.

It was August 2nd when we snapped our last link with the outer
worl d by bidding farewell to the Esneral da. Since then four days
have passed, during which we have engaged two | arge canoes from
the Indians, made of so |ight a material (skins over a banboo
framework) that we should be able to carry themround any obstacle.
These we have | oaded with all our effects, and have engaged two
addi tional Indians to help us in the navigation. | understand
that they are the very two--Ataca and |petu by name--who
acconpani ed Professor Chall enger upon his previous journey.

They appeared to be terrified at the prospect of repeating it,

but the chief has patriarchal powers in these countries, and

if the bargain is good in his eyes the clansnman has little

choice in the matter.

So to-norrow we di sappear into the unknown. This account | am
transmtting down the river by canoe, and it may be our |ast word
to those who are interested in our fate. | have, according to
our arrangenent, addressed it to you, ny dear M. MArdle, and

leave it to your discretion to delete, alter, or do what you like
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with it. Fromthe assurance of Professor Chall enger's nanner--and
in spite of the continued scepticismof Professor Sumrerl ee--|
have no doubt that our |eader will nmake good his statenment, and

that we are really on the eve of some nost renarkabl e experiences

CHAPTER VI |

"The Qutlying Pickets of the New Worl d"

Qur friends at hone nay well rejoice with us, for we are at our
goal, and up to a point, at |east, we have shown that the
statenment of Professor Challenger can be verified. W have not,
it is true, ascended the plateau, but it |lies before us, and even
Prof essor Sunmerlee is in a nore chastened nood. Not that he
will for an instant admit that his rival could be right, but he
is less persistent in his incessant objections, and has sunk for
the nost part into an observant silence. | nust hark back
however, and continue ny narrative fromwhere | dropped it.

We are sending home one of our local Indians who is injured,

and | amcommitting this letter to his charge, with considerable

doubts in my mnd as to whether it will ever conme to hand.

VWen | wote | ast we were about to | eave the Indian village where
we had been deposited by the Esneralda. | have to begin ny
report by bad news, for the first serious personal trouble

(I pass over the incessant bickerings between the Professors)
occurred this evening, and m ght have had a tragi c ending.

I have spoken of our English-speaking hal f-breed, Gonez--a fine
worker and a willing fellow, but afflicted, | fancy, with the
vice of curiosity, which is common enough anong such men. On the
| ast evening he seens to have hid hinself near the hut in which
we were discussing our plans, and, being observed by our huge

negro Zanbo, who is as faithful as a dog and has the hatred which
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all his race bear to the hal f-breeds, he was dragged out and
carried into our presence. Gonez whipped out his knife, however,
and but for the huge strength of his captor, which enabled himto
disarmhimw th one hand, he would certainly have stabbed him

The matter has ended in reprimands, the opponents have been
conpel |l ed to shake hands, and there is every hope that all wll

be well. As to the feuds of the two | earned nen, they are
continuous and bitter. It nust be admitted that Challenger is
provocative in the |ast degree, but Sumrerl ee has an acid tongue,
whi ch makes matters worse. Last night Challenger said that he
never cared to wal k on the Thanes Enbanknent and | ook up the river,
as it was always sad to see one's own eventual goal. He is

convi nced, of course, that he is destined for Westm nster Abbey.
Sunmer | ee rejoi ned, however, with a sour smle, by saying

that he understood that M| bank Prison had been pulled down.
Chal | enger's conceit is too colossal to allow himto be

really annoyed. He only smled in his beard and repeated

"Really! Really!" in the pitying tone one would use to a child.

I ndeed, they are children both--the one w zened and cant anker ous,
the other form dable and overbearing, yet each with a brain which
has put himin the front rank of his scientific age. Brain, character,
soul --only as one sees nore of |ife does one understand how distinct

is each.

The very next day we did actually nmake our start upon this

remar kabl e expedition. W found that all our possessions fitted
very easily into the two canoes, and we divided our personnel,

six in each, taking the obvious precaution in the interests of
peace of putting one Professor into each canoe. Personally, |

was with Challenger, who was in a beatific hunor, noving about as
one in a silent ecstasy and beam ng benevol ence fromevery feature.
I have had some experience of himin other npods, however, and

shall be the less surprised when the thunderstorns suddenly
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come up amidst the sunshine. |If it is inpossible to be at your
ease, it is equally inmpossible to be dull in his conpany, for one
is always in a state of half-tremul ous doubt as to what sudden

turn his form dabl e temper may take.

For two days we made our way up a good-sized river some hundreds
of yards broad, and dark in color, but transparent, so that one
could usually see the bottom The affluents of the Anazon are,
half of them of this nature, while the other half are whitish
and opaque, the difference dependi ng upon the class of country

t hrough whi ch they have flowed. The dark indicate vegetable
decay, while the others point to clayey soil. Tw ce we cane
across rapids, and in each case nade a portage of half a mle or
so to avoid them The woods on either side were prinmeval, which
are nore easily penetrated than woods of the second growth, and
we had no great difficulty in carrying our canoes through them
How shall | ever forget the solemn nystery of it? The height of
the trees and the thickness of the bol es exceeded anythi ng which
I inny tow-bred |ife could have inmagi ned, shooting upwards in
magni fi cent colums until, at an enornous distance above our
heads, we could dimy discern the spot where they threw out their
si de-branches into Gothic upward curves which coal esced to form
one great matted roof of verdure, through which only an

occasi onal golden ray of sunshine shot downwards to trace a thin
dazzling line of light amidst the majestic obscurity. As we

wal ked noi sel essly amid the thick, soft carpet of decaying
vegetation the hush fell upon our souls which comes upon us in
the twilight of the Abbey, and even Professor Challenger's
full-chested notes sank into a whisper. Alone, | should have
been ignorant of the names of these giant growths, but our nen of
sci ence pointed out the cedars, the great silk cotton trees, and
the redwood trees, with all that profusion of various plants

whi ch has made this continent the chief supplier to the human
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race of those gifts of Nature which depend upon the vegetable
world, while it is the nost backward in those products which cone
fromanimal life. Vivid orchids and wonderful colored |ichens
snol dered upon the swarthy tree-trunks and where a wanderi ng
shaft of light fell full upon the gol den allamanda, the scarl et
star-clusters of the tacsonia, or the rich deep blue of iponaea,
the effect was as a dream of fairyland. |In these great wastes of
forest, life, which abhors darkness, struggles ever upwards to
the light. Every plant, even the smaller ones, curls and withes
to the green surface, twining itself round its stronger and
taller brethren in the effort. dinbing plants are nonstrous and
| uxuriant, but others which have never been known to clinb

el sewhere learn the art as an escape fromthat somber shadow, so
that the conmon nettle, the jasmine, and even the jacitara palm
tree can be seen circling the stens of the cedars and striving to
reach their crowmns. O animal life there was no novenent am d
the mpjestic vaulted aisles which stretched fromus as we wal ked,
but a constant novenent far above our heads told of that

mul titudi nous world of snake and nonkey, bird and sl oth, which
lived in the sunshine, and | ooked down in wonder at our tiny, dark,
stunbling figures in the obscure depths imreasurably bel ow t hem
At dawn and at sunset the how er nonkeys screaned together and
the parrakeets broke into shrill chatter, but during the hot
hours of the day only the full drone of insects, |like the beat of
a distant surf, filled the ear, while nothing noved am d the

sol emn vistas of stupendous trunks, fading away into the darkness
which held us in. Once sone bandy-I|egged, lurching creature, an
ant-eater or a bear, scuttled clunsily am d the shadows. It was the

only sign of earth life which | sawin this great Amazonian forest.

And yet there were indications that even human life itself was
not far fromus in those nysterious recesses. On the third day

out we were aware of a singular deep throbbing in the air,
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rhythm c and sol etm, conming and going fitfully throughout

the norning. The two boats were paddling within a few yards
of each other when first we heard it, and our Indians remained
motionless, as if they had been turned to bronze, listening

intently with expressions of terror upon their faces.

"What is it, then?" | asked.

"Druns," said Lord John, carelessly; "war druns. | have heard

t hem before."

"Yes, sir, war druns," said Gonez, the half-breed. "WId Indians,
bravos, not nmansos; they watch us every mle of the way; kill us

if they can.”

"How can they watch us?" | asked, gazing into the dark,

nmot i onl ess voi d.

The hal f-breed shrugged his broad shoul ders.

"The | ndi ans know. They have their own way. They watch us.

They talk the drumtalk to each other. Kill us if they can."

By the afternoon of that day--ny pocket diary shows ne that it
was Tuesday, August 18th--at |east six or seven druns were

t hrobbi ng fromvarious points. Sonetinmes they beat quickly,
sometinmes slowy, sometines in obvious question and answer, one
far to the east breaking out in a high staccato rattle, and being
followed after a pause by a deep roll fromthe north. There was
somet hi ng i ndescri bably nerve-shaki ng and nmenacing in that
constant nutter, which seened to shape itself into the very
syl l abl es of the hal f-breed, endlessly repeated, "W will Kil

you if we can. We will kill you if we can.” No one ever noved in
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the silent woods. All the peace and soothing of quiet Nature |ay

in that dark curtain of vegetation, but away from behind there

canme ever the one nessage fromour fellowman. "W will kill you
if we can," said the nmen in the east. "W will kill you if we
can," said the nmen in the north.

Al'l day the drums runbl ed and whi spered, while their nenace
reflected itself in the faces of our colored conpanions. Even the
hardy, swaggering hal f-breed seenmed cowed. | |earned, however
that day once for all that both Sumrerl ee and Chal | enger

possessed that hi ghest type of bravery, the bravery of the
scientific mind. Theirs was the spirit which upheld Darw n anmong
the gauchos of the Argentine or \Wallace anong the head-hunters

of Malaya. It is decreed by a nerciful Nature that the human brain
cannot think of two things simultaneously, so that if it be
steeped in curiosity as to science it has no roomfor nerely
personal considerations. All day am d that incessant and
mysterious nenace our two Professors watched every bird upon the
wi ng, and every shrub upon the bank, with many a sharp wordy
contention, when the snarl of Sumrerlee canme quick upon the deep
grow of Challenger, but with no nore sense of danger and no nore
reference to drumbeating Indians than if they were seated
together in the snoking-roomof the Royal Society's Club in St

Janmes's Street. Once only did they condescend to di scuss them

"M ranha or Ammjuaca canni bals," said Challenger, jerking his

thunb towards the reverberati ng wood.

"No doubt, sir," Sumerlee answered. "Like all such tribes,
shal | expect to find them of poly-synthetic speech and of

Mongol i an type."

"Pol ysynthetic certainly," said Challenger, indulgently. "I am

not aware that any other type of |anguage exists in this continent,
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and | have notes of nmore than a hundred. The Mongolian theory

| regard with deep suspicion."

"l shoul d have thought that even a |imted know edge of

conparative anatony woul d have helped to verify it," said

Sunmer |l ee, bitterly.

Chal | enger thrust out his aggressive chin until he was all beard
and hat-rim "No doubt, sir, alimted know edge woul d have

that effect. Wen one's know edge i s exhaustive, one cones to

other conclusions."” They glared at each other in rmutual defiance,
while all round rose the distant whisper, "W will kill you--we
will kill you if we can.”

That ni ght we noored our canoes with heavy stones for anchors in
the center of the stream and made every preparation for a
possi bl e attack. Nothing cane, however, and with the dawn we
pushed upon our way, the drumbeating dying out behind us.

About three o'clock in the afternoon we cane to a very steep rapid,
nmore than a mle long--the very one in which Professor Chall enger
had suffered di saster upon his first journey. | confess that the
sight of it consoled nme, for it was really the first direct
corroboration, slight as it was, of the truth of his story.

The Indians carried first our canoes and then our stores through
the brushwood, which is very thick at this point, while we four
whites, our rifles on our shoul ders, wal ked between them and any
danger coming fromthe woods. Before evening we had successfully
passed the rapids, and nmade our way sone ten mles above them
where we anchored for the night. At this point | reckoned that
we had cone not less than a hundred miles up the tributary from

the main stream

It was in the early forenoon of the next day that we made the
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great departure. Since dawn Professor Chall enger had been
acutely uneasy, continually scanning each bank of the river.
Suddenly he gave an exclamation of satisfaction and pointed to a
single tree, which projected at a peculiar angle over the side of

the stream

"What do you make of that?" he asked.

"It is surely an Assai palm" said Sumerl ee.

"Exactly. It was an Assai palmwhich | took for ny |andmark

The secret opening is half a mle onwards upon the other side of
the river. There is no break in the trees. That is the wonder
and the nystery of it. There where you see |light-green rushes

i nstead of dark-green undergrowth, there between the great cotton
woods, that is ny private gate into the unknown. Push through,

and you will understand.”

It was indeed a wonderful place. Having reached the spot marked
by a Iine of |ight-green rushes, we poled out two canoes through
them for sone hundreds of yards, and eventually energed into a
pl acid and shal |l ow stream running clear and transparent over a
sandy bottom It may have been twenty yards across, and was
banked in on each side by npbst |uxuriant vegetation. No one who
had not observed that for a short distance reeds had taken the
pl ace of shrubs, could possibly have guessed the existence of

such a streamor dreaned of the fairyland beyond.

For a fairyland it was--the nost wonderful that the inmagination
of man could conceive. The thick vegetati on net overhead,
interlacing into a natural pergola, and through this tunnel of
verdure in a golden twilight flowed the green, pellucid river,
beautiful in itself, but marvel ous fromthe strange tints thrown

by the vivid Iight fromabove filtered and tenpered in its fall.
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Clear as crystal, nmotionless as a sheet of glass, green as the
edge of an iceberg, it stretched in front of us under its leafy
archway, every stroke of our paddl es sending a thousand ripples
across its shining surface. It was a fitting avenue to a | and
of wonders. All sign of the Indians had passed away, but ani nal
life was nore frequent, and the tameness of the creatures showed
that they knew nothing of the hunter. Fuzzy little black-velvet
monkeys, with snowwhite teeth and gl eam ng, nocking eyes,
chattered at us as we passed. Wth a dull, heavy splash an
occasi onal cayman plunged in fromthe bank. Once a dark, clunsy
tapir stared at us froma gap in the bushes, and then | unbered
away through the forest; once, too, the yellow, sinuous formof a
great puma whi sked am d the brushwood, and its green, balefu
eyes glared hatred at us over its tawny shoulder. Bird |ife was
abundant, especially the wading birds, stork, heron, and ibis
gathering in little groups, blue, scarlet, and white, upon every
|l og which jutted fromthe bank, while beneath us the crysta

water was alive with fish of every shape and col or

For three days we nade our way up this tunnel of hazy

green sunshine. On the |onger stretches one could hardly
tell as one | ooked ahead where the distant green water ended
and the distant green archway began. The deep peace of this

strange wat erway was unbroken by any sign of nan

"No I ndian here. Too nuch afraid. Curupuri,” said Gonez.

"Curupuri is the spirit of the woods," Lord John expl ai ned.
"It's a nane for any kind of devil. The poor beggars think that
there is sonething fearsone in this direction, and therefore they

avoid it."

On the third day it becane evident that our journey in the canoes
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coul d not last much |longer, for the streamwas rapidly grow ng
more shallow. Twi ce in as many hours we stuck upon the bottom
Finally we pulled the boats up anpong the brushwood and spent the
ni ght on the bank of the river. |In the nmorning Lord John and
made our way for a couple of mles through the forest, keeping
parallel with the stream but as it grew ever shall ower we
returned and reported, what Professor Challenger had al ready
suspected, that we had reached the highest point to which the
canoes could be brought. W drew themup, therefore, and
conceal ed them anong the bushes, blazing a tree with our axes, so
that we should find them again. Then we distributed the various
burdens anobng us--guns, ammunition, food, a tent, blankets, and
the rest--and, shoul dering our packages, we set forth upon the

nmore | aborious stage of our journey.

An unfortunate quarrel between our pepper-pots marked the outset
of our new stage. Challenger had fromthe nonent of joining us
i ssued directions to the whole party, nuch to the evident

di scontent of Summerlee. Now, upon his assigning some duty to
his fell ow Professor (it was only the carrying of an aneroid

baroneter), the matter suddenly canme to a head.

"May | ask, sir," said Sumrerlee, with vicious calm "in what

capacity you take it upon yourself to issue these orders?"

Chal | enger gl ared and bri stl ed.

"I do it, Professor Summerlee, as |eader of this expedition."

"I am conpelled to tell you, sir, that I do not recognize you in

that capacity."

"I ndeed!" Chal | enger bowed with unwi el dy sarcasm "Perhaps you

woul d define ny exact position."
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"Yes, sir. You are a nman whose veracity is upon trial, and this

committee is here to try it. You walk, sir, with your judges."

"Dear ne!" said Challenger, seating hinself on the side of one of
the canoes. "In that case you will, of course, go on your way,
and | will follow at ny leisure. If | amnot the |eader you

cannot expect ne to lead."

Thank heaven that there were two sane nen--Lord John Roxton

and nyself--to prevent the petulance and folly of our |earned
Prof essors from sendi ng us back enpty-handed to London.

Such argui ng and pl eadi ng and expl ai ni ng before we coul d get
themmol lified! Then at |ast Summerlee, with his sneer and his
pi pe, woul d nmove forwards, and Chall enger would cone rolling and
grunbling after. By some good fortune we discovered about this
time that both our savants had the very poorest opinion of Dr.
Il'lingworth of Edi nburgh. Thenceforward that was our one safety,
and every strained situation was relieved by our introducing the
nane of the Scotch zool ogi st, when both our Professors would form
a tenporary alliance and friendship in their detestation and

abuse of this conmmon rival

Advancing in single file along the bank of the stream we soon
found that it narrowed down to a nere brook, and finally that it
lost itself in a great green norass of sponge-like nbsses, into
whi ch we sank up to our knees. The place was horribly haunted

by clouds of npbsquitoes and every formof flying pest, so we were
glad to find solid ground again and to nmake a circuit anong the
trees, which enabled us to outflank this pestilent norass, which

droned like an organ in the distance, so loud was it with insect life.

On the second day after |eaving our canoes we found that the
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whol e character of the country changed. Qur road was
persistently upwards, and as we ascended the woods becamne
thinner and |l ost their tropical |uxuriance. The huge trees of
the alluvial Amazonian plain gave place to the Phoeni x and coco
pal ms, growing in scattered clunps, with thick brushwood between.
In the danper hollows the Mauritia palnms threw out their gracefu
drooping fronds. W traveled entirely by conpass, and once or
twice there were di fferences of opinion between Chall enger and
the two Indians, when, to quote the Professor's indignant words,
the whol e party agreed to "trust the fallacious instincts of
undevel oped savages rather than the highest product of nodern
European culture." That we were justified in doing so was shown
upon the third day, when Chall enger adnmtted that he recognized
several |andmarks of his former journey, and in one spot we
actual |y cane upon four fire-blackened stones, which nust have

mar ked a canpi ng- pl ace.

The road still ascended, and we crossed a rock-studded sl ope

whi ch took two days to traverse. The vegetation had again
changed, and only the vegetable ivory tree remained, with a

great profusion of wonderful orchids, anmong which | learned to
recogni ze the rare Nuttonia Vexillaria and the glorious pink and
scarl et blossons of Cattleya and odontogl ossum Cccasi onal brooks
with pebbly bottonms and fern-draped banks gurgl ed down the shall ow
gorges in the hill, and offered good canpi ng-grounds every eveni ng
on the banks of sone rock-studded pool, where swarns of little

bl ue- backed fish, about the size and shape of English trout,

gave us a delicious supper.

On the ninth day after |eaving the canoes, having done, as
reckon, about a hundred and twenty mles, we began to enmerge from
the trees, which had grown snmaller until they were nmere shrubs.

Their place was taken by an i mense wi | derness of banboo, which
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grew so thickly that we could only penetrate it by cutting a
pat hway with the machetes and bill hooks of the Indians. 1t took
us a long day, traveling fromseven in the norning till eight at
night, with only two breaks of one hour each, to get through
this obstacle. Anything nore nmonotonous and wearying could not be
i magi ned, for, even at the nost open places, | could not see nore
than ten or twelve yards, while usually my vision was linmited to
the back of Lord John's cotton jacket in front of ne, and to the
yellow wall within a foot of ne on either side. From above cane
one thin knife-edge of sunshine, and fifteen feet over our heads
one saw the tops of the reeds swayi ng agai nst the deep blue sky.
I do not know what kind of creatures inhabit such a thicket, but
several tinmes we heard the plunging of large, heavy animals quite
close to us. Fromtheir sounds Lord John judged themto be some
formof wild cattle. Just as night fell we cleared the belt of
banboos, and at once formed our canp, exhausted by the

i nt erm nabl e day.

Early next morning we were again afoot, and found that the
character of the country had changed once again. Behind us was
the wall of banboo, as definite as if it marked the course of
ariver. |In front was an open plain, sloping slightly upwards
and dotted with clunps of tree-ferns, the whole curving before

us until it ended in a | ong, whal e-backed ridge. This we reached
about m dday, only to find a shall ow valley beyond, rising once
again into a gentle incline which led to a | ow, rounded sky-1line.
It was here, while we crossed the first of these hills, that an

i nci dent occurred which may or may not have been inportant.

Prof essor Chall enger, who with the two local Indians was in the van
of the party, stopped suddenly and pointed excitedly to the right.
As he did so we saw, at the distance of a mile or so, sonething

whi ch appeared to be a huge gray bird flap slowmy up fromthe
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ground and skimsmoothly off, flying very |ow and straight, unti

it was | ost among the tree-ferns.

"Did you see it?" cried Challenger, in exultation. "Sumerlee, did

you see it?"

Hi s coll eague was staring at the spot where the creature had di sappear ed.

"What do you claimthat it was?" he asked.

"To the best of ny belief, a pterodactyl."

Sunmer | ee burst into derisive |laughter "A pter-fiddlestick!" said he.

"I't was a stork, if ever | saw one."

Chal | enger was too furious to speak. He sinply swing his pack
upon his back and continued upon his march. Lord John cane abreast
of me, however, and his face was nore grave than was his wont.

He had his Zeiss glasses in his hand.

"I focused it before it got over the trees," said he. "I won't
undertake to say what it was, but 1'll risk ny reputation as a
sportsman that it wasn't any bird that ever | clapped eyes on in

my life."

So there the matter stands. Are we really just at the edge of
the unknown, encountering the outlying pickets of this lost world
of which our |eader speaks? | give you the incident as it
occurred and you will know as nuch as | do. It stands al one, for

we saw not hing nore which could be call ed remarkabl e.

And now, mny readers, if ever | have any, | have brought you up
the broad river, and through the screen of rushes, and down the

green tunnel, and up the Iong slope of palmtrees, and through
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t he banboo brake, and across the plain of tree-ferns. At |ast
our destination lay in full sight of us. Wen we had crossed
the second ridge we saw before us an irregul ar, pal m studded
plain, and then the line of high red cliffs which | have seen
in the picture. There it lies, even as | wite, and there can
be no question that it is the sanme. At the nearest point it is
about seven niles fromour present canp, and it curves away,
stretching as far as | can see. Challenger struts about |ike
a prize peacock, and Summerlee is silent, but still sceptical
Anot her day shoul d bring sone of our doubts to an end.

Meanwhi | e, as Jose, whose armwas pierced by a broken banboo,

insists upon returning, | send this letter back in his charge,
and only hope that it may eventually conme to hand. | will wite
again as the occasion serves. | have enclosed with this a rough

chart of our journey, which may have the effect of naking the

account rather easier to understand.

CHAPTER | X

"Who coul d have Foreseen it?"

A dreadful thing has happened to us. Wo could have foreseen it?

I cannot foresee any end to our troubles. It may be that we are
condemed to spend our whole lives in this strange, inaccessible place.
I amstill so confused that | can hardly think clearly of the facts

of the present or of the chances of the future. To ny astounded

senses the one seens nost terrible and the other as black as night.

No men have ever found thenselves in a worse position; nor is
there any use in disclosing to you our exact geographica
situation and asking our friends for a relief party. Even if
they could send one, our fate will in all human probability be

decided long before it could arrive in South Anerica.
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We are, in truth, as far fromany human aid as if we were in

the moon. If we are to win through, it is only our own qualities
whi ch can save us. | have as conpanions three remarkabl e nen, nen
of great brain-power and of unshaken courage. There lies our one
and only hope. It is only when | | ook upon the untroubl ed faces

of ny conrades that | see sone glimer through the darkness.
Qutwardly | trust that | appear as unconcerned as they. Inwardly I

amfilled with apprehension

Let me give you, with as nmuch detail as | can, the sequence of

events which have led us to this catastrophe.

When | finished ny last letter | stated that we were within seven
mles froman enornmous line of ruddy cliffs, which encircled,
beyond all doubt, the plateau of which Professor Chall enger spoke.
Their height, as we approached them seened to ne in sone places

to be greater than he had stated--running up in parts to at |east

a thousand feet--and they were curiously striated, in a nmanner
which is, | believe, characteristic of basaltic upheavals.

Somet hing of the sort is to be seen in Salisbury Crags at Edi nburgh
The sunmmt showed every sign of a luxuriant vegetation, with bushes
near the edge, and farther back many high trees. There was no

i ndication of any life that we could see.

That night we pitched our canp i medi ately under the cliff--a

most wild and desol ate spot. The crags above us were not nerely
per pendi cul ar, but curved outwards at the top, so that ascent was
out of the question. dCdose to us was the high thin pinnacle of
rock which | believe | nentioned earlier in this narrative. It is
like a broad red church spire, the top of it being level with the
pl ateau, but a great chasm gapi ng between. On the summit of it

there grew one high tree. Both pinnacle and cliff were
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conparatively | ow-sonme five or six hundred feet, | should think

"I't was on that," said Professor Challenger, pointing to this

tree, "that the pterodactyl was perched. | clinbed half-way up
the rock before | shot him | aminclined to think that a good
nmount ai neer |ike nyself could ascend the rock to the top, though

he woul d, of course, be no nearer to the plateau when he had done so."

As Chal | enger spoke of his pterodactyl | gl anced at Professor
Sunmerlee, and for the first time | seenmed to see sonme signs of a
dawni ng credulity and repentance. There was no sneer upon his
thin lips, but, on the contrary, a gray, drawn | ook of excitenent
and amazenent. Challenger sawit, too, and reveled in the first

taste of victory.

"COfF course," said he, wth his clunsy and ponderous sarcasm
"Professor Sumerlee will understand that when | speak of a
pterodactyl | nmean a stork--only it is the kind of stork which
has no feathers, a |eathery skin, nmenbranous wi ngs, and teeth in
its jaws." He grinned and blinked and bowed until his colleague

turned and wal ked away.

In the norning, after a frugal breakfast of coffee and nani oc--we
had to be econonical of our stores--we held a council of war as

to the best method of ascending to the plateau above us.

Chal | enger presided with a solemity as if he were the Lord Chief
Justice on the Bench. Picture himseated upon a rock, his absurd
boyi sh straw hat tilted on the back of his head, his supercilious
eyes dom nating us fromunder his drooping lids, his great black
beard waggi ng as he slowy defined our present situation and our

future novenents.

Beneat h hi myou ni ght have seen the three of us--nyself,
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sunburnt, young, and vigorous after our open-air tranp;

Sunmer | ee, solemm but still critical, behind his eternal pipe;

Lord John, as keen as a razor-edge, with his supple, alert figure

| eaning upon his rifle, and his eager eyes fixed eagerly upon

the speaker. Behind us were grouped the two swarthy hal f-breeds
and the little knot of Indians, while in front and above us towered

those huge, ruddy ribs of rocks which kept us from our goal

"l need not say," said our |eader, "that on the occasion of ny
|ast visit | exhausted every neans of clinbing the cliff, and
where | failed | do not think that anyone else is likely to
succeed, for | am sonmething of a mountaineer. | had none of the
appl i ances of a rock-clinber with nme, but | have taken the
precaution to bring themnow. Wth their aid | ampositive
could clinb that detached pinnacle to the summit; but so | ong as
the main cliff overhangs, it is vain to attenpt ascending that.

I was hurried upon nmy last visit by the approach of the rainy
season and by the exhaustion of ny supplies. These considerations
limted my time, and | can only claimthat | have surveyed about
six miles of the cliff to the east of us, finding no possible

way up. Wsat, then, shall we now do?"

"There seenms to be only one reasonabl e course," said Professor Summrerl ee.
"If you have explored the east, we should travel along the base of the

cliff to the west, and seek for a practicable point for our ascent."

"That's it," said Lord John. "The odds are that this plateau is of
no great size, and we shall travel round it until we either find an

easy way up it, or conme back to the point fromwhich we started."

"l have al ready explained to our young friend here," said
Chal | enger (he has a way of alluding to me as if | were a schoo

child ten years old), "that it is quite inpossible that there
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shoul d be an easy way up anywhere, for the sinple reason that if
there were the summit woul d not be isolated, and those conditions
woul d not obtain which have effected so singular an interference
with the general laws of survival. Yet | adnmit that there may
very well be places where an expert human clinber may reach the
sunmit, and yet a cunbrous and heavy ani mal be unable to descend.

It is certain that there is a point where an ascent is possible."”

"How do you know that, sir?" asked Sumrerl ee, sharply.

"Because ny predecessor, the Anerican Maple Wite, actually nade
such an ascent. How otherw se could he have seen the nonster

whi ch he sketched in his notebook?"

"There you reason sonmewhat ahead of the proved facts," said the
stubborn Sumerlee. "I adnmit your plateau, because | have seen
it; but I have not as yet satisfied nyself that it contains any

formof |ife whatever."

"What you admt, sir, or what you do not admt, is really of

i nconcei vably small inportance. | amglad to perceive that the

pl ateau itself has actually obtruded itself upon your intelligence."
He glanced up at it, and then, to our amazenent, he sprang fromhis
rock, and, seizing Summerlee by the neck, he tilted his face into
the air. "Now sir!" he shouted, hoarse with excitement. "Do

help you to realize that the plateau contains sone animal |ife?"

I have said that a thick fringe of green overhung the edge of the cliff.
Qut of this there had energed a black, glistening object. As it cane
slowy forth and overhung the chasm we saw that it was a very |arge
snake with a peculiar flat, spade-like head. It wavered and qui vered
above us for a minute, the morning sun gl eam ng upon its sl eek,

sinuous coils. Then it slowy drew i nwards and di sappear ed.
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Sunmer | ee had been so interested that he had stood unresisting
while Challenger tilted his head into the air. Now he shook his

col | eague off and canme back to his dignity.

"l should be gl ad, Professor Challenger," said he, "if you could
see your way to make any remarks which may occur to you w thout
seizing me by the chin. Even the appearance of a very ordinary

rock python does not appear to justify such a liberty."

"But there is |ife upon the plateau all the same,"” his coll eague
replied in triunph. "And now, having denonstrated this inportant
conclusion so that it is clear to anyone, however prejudiced or
obtuse, | am of opinion that we cannot do better than break up

our canp and travel to westward until we find sone neans of ascent."

The ground at the foot of the cliff was rocky and broken so that
the going was slow and difficult. Suddenly we cane, however,
upon sonet hi ng which cheered our hearts. It was the site of an
ol d encanmprent, with several enpty Chicago neat tins, a bottle

| abel ed "Brandy," a broken tin-opener, and a quantity of other
travel ers' debris. A crunpled, disintegrated newspaper reveal ed

itself as the Chicago Denocrat, though the date had been obliterated.

"Not mine," said Challenger. "It rmust be Maple Wiite's."

Lord John had been gazing curiously at a great tree-fern which

over shadowed the encanpnent. "I say, look at this," said he.

"I believe it is neant for a sign-post."

A slip of hard wood had been nailed to the tree in such a way as

to point to the westward.

"Most certainly a sign-post,"” said Challenger. "Wuat else?
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Fi ndi ng hi nsel f upon a dangerous errand, our pioneer has |eft
this sign so that any party which follows himmay know t he way he
has taken. Perhaps we shall cone upon sone other indications as

we proceed."

We did indeed, but they were of a terrible and nbst unexpected nature.
I medi ately beneath the cliff there grew a consi derabl e patch of high
banboo, like that which we had traversed in our journey. Many of
these stens were twenty feet high, with sharp, strong tops, so that
even as they stood they made form dabl e spears. W were passing

al ong the edge of this cover when ny eye was caught by the gl eam of
sonmet hing white within it. Thrusting in nmy head between the stens,

I found nyself gazing at a fleshless skull. The whol e skel eton was
there, but the skull had detached itself and |ay some feet nearer to

t he open.

Wth a few blows fromthe machetes of our Indians we cleared the
spot and were able to study the details of this old tragedy.
Only a few shreds of clothes could still be distinguished, but
there were the remai ns of boots upon the bony feet, and it was
very clear that the dead man was a European. A gold watch by
Hudson, of New York, and a chain which held a styl ographic pen,

| ay anong the bones. There was also a silver cigarette-case,
with "J. C, fromA E S.," upon the lid. The state of the
met al seened to show that the catastrophe had occurred no great

time before.

"Who can he be?" asked Lord John. "Poor devil! every bone in his

body seems to be broken."

"And the banboo grows through his smashed ribs," said Sunmerl ee
"It is a fast-growing plant, but it is surely inconceivable that
this body could have been here while the canes grew to be twenty

feet in length."

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...0Conan%20Doyle%20-%20The%20Lost%20World.txt (106 of 251) [2/24/2004 10:29:37 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Arthur%20Conan%20D oyl €%620-%20T he%620L ost%20Worl d.txt

"As to the man's identity," said Professor Challenger, "I have no
doubt what ever upon that point. As | nade ny way up the river
before | reached you at the fazenda | instituted very particul ar
inquiries about Maple White. At Para they knew not hi ng.
Fortunately, | had a definite clew, for there was a particul ar
picture in his sketch-book whi ch showed himtaking lunch with a
certain ecclesiastic at Rosario. This priest | was able to find,
and t hough he proved a very argunentative fellow, who took it
absurdly amiss that | should point out to himthe corrosive

ef fect which nodern science nmust have upon his beliefs, he none
the | ess gave ne sone positive information. Maple Wite passed
Rosario four years ago, or two years before | saw his dead body.
He was not alone at the tinme, but there was a friend, an Anmerican
naned James Col ver, who remained in the boat and did not neet
this ecclesiastic. | think, therefore, that there can be no doubt

that we are now | ooki ng upon the remains of this James Col ver."

"Nor," said Lord John, "is there nmuch doubt as to how he net

his death. He has fallen or been chucked fromthe top, and so
been inmpal ed. How el se could he cone by his broken bones, and
how coul d he have been stuck through by these canes with their

poi nts so hi gh above our heads?"

A hush cane over us as we stood round these shattered renmai ns and
realized the truth of Lord John Roxton's words. The beetling

head of the cliff projected over the cane-brake. Undoubtedly he

had fallen from above. But had he fallen? Had it been an accident?
O --already om nous and terrible possibilities began to formround

t hat unknown | and.

We noved off in silence, and continued to coast round the |line

of cliffs, which were as even and unbroken as sone of those
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monstrous Antarctic ice-fields which | have seen depicted as
stretching fromhorizon to horizon and towering high above the

mast - heads of the exploring vessel

In five mles we sawno rift or break. And then suddenly we
percei ved sonething which filled us with new hope. 1In a hollow
of the rock, protected fromrain, there was drawn a rough arrow

in chalk, pointing still to the westwards.

"Mapl e White again," said Professor Challenger. "He had sone

presentinment that worthy footsteps would follow cl ose behind him™"

"He had chal k, then?"

"A box of colored chal ks was anbng the effects | found in

hi s knapsack. | remenber that the white one was worn to a stunp.”

"That is certainly good evidence," said Sumerlee. "W can only

accept his guidance and follow on to the westward."

We had proceeded sone five nore nmiles when again we saw a white
arrow upon the rocks. It was at a point where the face of the
cliff was for the first time split into a narrow cleft. Inside the
cleft was a second gui dance mark, which pointed right up it with
the tip somewhat elevated, as if the spot indicated were above

the | evel of the ground.

It was a solemm place, for the walls were so gigantic and the

slit of blue sky so narrow and so obscured by a double fringe

of verdure, that only a dimand shadowy |ight penetrated to

the bottom W had had no food for many hours, and were very
weary with the stony and irregul ar journey, but our nerves were
too strung to allow us to halt. W ordered the canp to be pitched,

however, and, leaving the Indians to arrange it, we four, wth
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the two hal f-breeds, proceeded up the narrow gorge.

It was not nmore than forty feet across at the mouth, but it
rapidly closed until it ended in an acute angle, too straight
and snooth for an ascent. Certainly it was not this which our
pi oneer had attenpted to indicate. W made our way back--the
whol e gorge was not nore than a quarter of a nile deep--and
then suddenly the quick eyes of Lord John fell upon what we
were seeking. Hi gh up above our heads, amid the dark shadows,
there was one circle of deeper gloom Surely it could only be

the opening of a cave.

The base of the cliff was heaped with | oose stones at the spot,

and it was not difficult to clamnmber up. Wen we reached it, all
doubt was renoved. Not only was it an opening into the rock, but
on the side of it there was marked once again the sign of the arrow
Here was the point, and this the means by which Maple White and his

ill-fated conrade had nade their ascent.

We were too excited to return to the canp, but nust nmake our
first exploration at once. Lord John had an electric torch in
hi s knapsack, and this had to serve us as light. He advanced,
throwing his little clear circlet of yellow radi ance before him

while in single file we followed at his heels.

The cave had evidently been water-worn, the sides being snooth
and the floor covered with rounded stones. It was of such a size
that a single man could just fit through by stooping. For fifty
yards it ran alnost straight into the rock, and then it ascended
at an angle of forty-five. Presently this incline became even

st eeper, and we found oursel ves clinbing upon hands and knees
anmong | oose rubbl e which slid frombeneath us. Suddenly an

excl amati on broke from Lord Roxton

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...0Conan%20Doyle%20-%20The%20Lost%20World.txt (109 of 251) [2/24/2004 10:29:38 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Arthur%20Conan%20D oyl €%620-%20T he%620L ost%20Worl d.txt

"It's bl ocked!" said he.

Clustering behind himwe saw in the yellow field of light a wall

of broken basalt which extended to the ceiling.

"The roof has fallen in!"

In vain we dragged out some of the pieces. The only effect was
that the | arger ones became detached and threatened to roll down
the gradient and crush us. It was evident that the obstacle was
far beyond any efforts which we could make to renove it. The road

by which Maple Wiite had ascended was no | onger avail abl e.

Too much cast down to speak, we stunbled down the dark tunnel and

made our way back to the canp.

One incident occurred, however, before we left the gorge, which

is of inportance in view of what cane afterwards.

We had gathered in a little group at the bottom of the chasm
some forty feet beneath the mouth of the cave, when a huge rock
roll ed suddenly downwards--and shot past us with trenmendous force.
It was the narrowest escape for one or all of us. W could not
oursel ves see whence the rock had come, but our half-breed
servants, who were still at the opening of the cave, said that

it had fl own past them and nust therefore have fallen from

the summit. Looking upwards, we could see no sign of novenent
above us amidst the green jungle which topped the cliff.

There could be little doubt, however, that the stone was ai nmed

at us, so the incident surely pointed to hunmanity--and mal evol ent

humani ty--upon the pl ateau

We withdrew hurriedly fromthe chasm our mnds full of this new
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devel opment and its bearing upon our plans. The situation was
difficult enough before, but if the obstructions of Nature were
i ncreased by the deliberate opposition of man, then our case was
i ndeed a hopel ess one. And yet, as we | ooked up at that
beautiful fringe of verdure only a few hundreds of feet above
our heads, there was not one of us who could conceive the idea

of returning to London until we had explored it to its depths.

On discussing the situation, we determ ned that our best course
was to continue to coast round the plateau in the hope of finding
sone ot her means of reaching the top. The line of cliffs, which
had decreased considerably in height, had already begun to trend
fromwest to north, and if we could take this as representing the
arc of a circle, the whole circunference could not be very great.
At the worst, then, we should be back in a few days at our

starting-point.

We nade a march that day which total ed sonme two-and-twenty nil es,
wi t hout any change in our prospects. | may nmention that our
aneroid shows us that in the continual incline which we have
ascended since we abandoned our canoes we have risen to no | ess
than three thousand feet above sea-level. Hence there is a
consi der abl e change both in the tenperature and in the vegetation
W have shaken off sone of that horrible insect life which is

the bane of tropical travel. A few palns still survive, and nmany
tree-ferns, but the Amazoni an trees have been all |eft behind.

It was pleasant to see the convol vul us, the passion-flower, and
the begonia, all reninding ne of hone, here anobng these

i nhospitable rocks. There was a red begonia just the sane col or
as one that is kept in a pot in the window of a certain villa

in Streatham-but | amdrifting into private renini scence.

That night--1 amstill speaking of the first day of our
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ci rcumavi gation of the plateau--a great experience awaited us,
and one which for ever set at rest any doubt which we could have

had as to the wonders so near us.

You will realize as you read it, nmy dear M. MArdle, and
possibly for the first tine that the paper has not sent nme on a
wi | d- goose chase, and that there is inconceivably fine copy
waiting for the world whenever we have the Professor's |eave to
make use of it. | shall not dare to publish these articles

unl ess | can bring back nmy proofs to England, or | shall be

hail ed as the journalistic Muinchausen of all tine. | have no
doubt that you feel the sanme way yourself, and that you woul d not
care to stake the whole credit of the Gazette upon this adventure
until we can nmeet the chorus of criticismand scepticism which
such articles nust of necessity elicit. So this wonderfu

i nci dent, which would make such a headline for the ol d paper,

must still wait its turn in the editorial drawer.

And yet it was all over in a flash, and there was no sequel to it,

save in our own convictions.

What occurred was this. Lord John had shot an ajouti--which is a
smal |, pig-like animal--and, half of it having been given to the
I ndi ans, we were cooking the other half upon our fire. There is
a chill inthe air after dark, and we had all drawn close to

the blaze. The night was noonl ess, but there were sone stars,
and one could see for a little distance across the plain.

Wel |, suddenly out of the darkness, out of the night, there swooped
something with a swish |ike an aeropl ane. The whol e group of us
were covered for an instant by a canopy of |eathery w ngs, and
had a nonentary vision of a |ong, snake-like neck, a fierce, red,
greedy eye, and a great snapping beak, filled, to ny amazenent,
with little, gleaming teeth. The next instant it was gone--and

so was our dinner. A huge black shadow, twenty feet across,

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...0Conan%20Doyle%20-%20The%20Lost%20World.txt (112 of 251) [2/24/2004 10:29:38 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Arthur%20Conan%20D oyl €%620-%20T he%620L ost%20Worl d.txt

skimred up into the air; for an instant the nonster w ngs blotted
out the stars, and then it vani shed over the brow of the cliff
above us. W all sat in anmazed silence round the fire, like the
heroes of Virgil when the Harpies cane down upon them It was

Sunmer | ee who was the first to speak

"Professor Challenger," said he, in a solem voice, which
quavered with enmption, "I owe you an apology. Sir, | amvery

much in the wong, and | beg that you will forget what is past."

It was handsonely said, and the two nen for the first tinme shook hands.
So much we have gained by this clear vision of our first pterodactyl.

It was worth a stolen supper to bring two such nen together

But if prehistoric |life existed upon the plateau it was not

super abundant, for we had no further glinpse of it during the
next three days. During this time we traversed a barren and
forbidding country, which alternated between stony desert and
desol ate marshes full of many wild-fow, upon the north and

east of the cliffs. Fromthat direction the place is really

i naccessible, and, were it not for a hardish | edge which runs at
the very base of the precipice, we should have had to turn back
Many times we were up to our waists in the slime and bl ubber of
an old, sem-tropical swanp. To nmake matters worse, the place
seened to be a favorite breedi ng-place of the Jaracaca snake, the
nmost venonous and aggressive in South America. Again and again
these horrible creatures came withing and springing towards us
across the surface of this putrid bog, and it was only by keeping
our shot-guns for ever ready that we could feel safe fromthem
One funnel -shaped depression in the norass, of a livid green in
color fromsonme lichen which festered init, will always remain
as a nightmare menory in ny mind. It seens to have been a

speci al nest of these vermns, and the slopes were alive with
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them all withing in our direction, for it is a peculiarity

of the Jaracaca that he will always attack nan at first sight.
There were too many for us to shoot, so we fairly took to our
heel s and ran until we were exhausted. | shall always renenber
as we | ooked back how far behind we coul d see the heads and necks
of our horrible pursuers rising and falling am d the reeds.

Jaracaca Swanp we nanmed it in the map which we are constructing.

The cliffs upon the farther side had lost their ruddy tint, being
chocol ate-brown in color; the vegetation was nore scattered al ong
the top of them and they had sunk to three or four hundred feet
in height, but in no place did we find any point where they could
be ascended. |If anything, they were nore inpossible than at the
first point where we had net them Their absolute steepness is

i ndicated in the photograph which | took over the stony desert.

"Surely," said |, as we discussed the situation, "the rain nust
find its way down sonehow. There are bound to be water-channels

in the rocks."

"Qur young friend has glinpses of lucidity," said Professor

Chal | enger, patting ne upon the shoul der.

"The rain must go sonewhere," | repeated

"He keeps a firmgrip upon actuality. The only drawback is that
we have conclusively proved by ocul ar denobnstration that there

are no water channels down the rocks."

"Where, then, does it go?" | persisted.

"I think it may be fairly assuned that if it does not cone

outwards it nmust run inwards."
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"Then there is a lake in the center."”

"So | shoul d suppose.”

"It is nore than likely that the | ake may be an old crater,"

said Summerlee. "The whole formation is, of course, highly vol canic.
But, however that nmay be, | should expect to find the surface of the

pl ateau slope inwards with a consi derabl e sheet of water in the center,
whi ch may drain off, by some subterranean channel, into the narshes

of the Jaracaca Swanp."

"Or evaporation mght preserve an equilibrium™" remarked
Chal | enger, and the two | earned nmen wandered off into one of
their usual scientific argunents, which were as conprehensible as

Chinese to the | ayman

On the sixth day we conpleted our first circuit of the cliffs,
and found oursel ves back at the first canp, beside the isolated
pi nnacl e of rock. W were a disconsolate party, for nothing
coul d have been nore minute than our investigation, and it was
absolutely certain that there was no single point where the nost
active human being coul d possibly hope to scale the cliff.

The place which Maple Wiite's chal k-marks had indicated as his

own neans of access was now entirely inpassabl e.

What were we to do now? Qur stores of provisions, supplenmented by
our guns, were holding out well, but the day nust conme when they
woul d need replenishment. 1In a couple of nonths the rains m ght
be expected, and we should be washed out of our canp. The rock
was harder than nmarble, and any attenpt at cutting a path for so
great a height was nore than our tine or resources would adnit.

No wonder that we | ooked gloonily at each other that night, and

sought our blankets with hardly a word exchanged. | renenber
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that as | dropped off to sleep nmy last recollection was that
Chal | enger was squatting, |ike a nonstrous bull-frog, by the fire,
hi s huge head in his hands, sunk apparently in the deepest thought,

and entirely oblivious to the good-night which | w shed him

But it was a very different Chall enger who greeted us in the
nor ni ng--a Chal |l enger with contentnment and sel f-congratul ation
shining fromhis whol e person. He faced us as we assenbl ed for
breakfast with a deprecating fal se nodesty in his eyes, as who
shoul d say, "I know that | deserve all that you can say, but |
pray you to spare ny blushes by not saying it." H s beard
bristled exultantly, his chest was thrown out, and his hand was
thrust into the front of his jacket. So, in his fancy, may he
see hinself sonetines, gracing the vacant pedestal in Trafal gar

Square, and adding one nore to the horrors of the London streets.

"Bureka!" he cried, his teeth shining through his beard.
"Gentl enmen, you may congratul ate me and we nay congratul ate

each other. The problemis solved."

"You have found a way up?"

"l venture to think so."

"And where?"

For answer he pointed to the spire-like pinnacle upon our right.

Qur faces--or mine, at least--fell as we surveyed it. That it
could be clinbed we had our conpanion's assurance. But a horrible

abyss lay between it and the plateau

"W can never get across," | gasped.
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"W can at least all reach the summit," said he. "Wen we are up
I may be able to show you that the resources of an inventive mnd

are not yet exhausted."

After breakfast we unpacked the bundle in which our |eader had
brought his clinbing accessories. Fromit he took a coil of the
strongest and |ightest rope, a hundred and fifty feet in |length,
with clinmbing irons, clanps, and other devices. Lord John was
an experienced mount ai neer, and Sumerl| ee had done sone rough
climbing at various tines, so that | was really the novice at
rock-work of the party; but ny strength and activity may have

made up for ny want of experience.

It was not in reality a very stiff task, though there were
monents which made ny hair bristle upon ny head. The first half
was perfectly easy, but fromthere upwards it becane continually
steeper until, for the last fifty feet, we were literally
clinging with our fingers and toes to tiny |edges and crevices in
the rock. | could not have acconplished it, nor could Sumerl ee,
i f Challenger had not gained the sumit (it was extraordinary to
see such activity in so unwieldy a creature) and there fixed the
rope round the trunk of the considerable tree which grew there.
Wth this as our support, we were soon able to scramble up the
jagged wall until we found oursel ves upon the small grassy

platform some twenty-five feet each way, which forned the sumit.

The first inpression which | received when | had recovered ny
breath was of the extraordinary view over the country which we
had traversed. The whole Brazilian plain seenmed to |ie beneath
us, extending away and away until it ended in dimblue msts upon
the farthest sky-line. In the foreground was the |ong sl ope,
strewn with rocks and dotted with tree-ferns; farther off in the

m ddl e di stance, |ooking over the saddl e-back hill, | could just
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see the yell ow and green mass of banboos through which we had
passed; and then, gradually, the vegetation increased until it
fornmed the huge forest which extended as far as the eyes could

reach, and for a good two thousand mles beyond.

I was still drinking in this wonderful panorama when the heavy

hand of the Professor fell upon my shoul der.

"This way, ny young friend," said he; "vestigia nulla retrorsum

Never | ook rearwards, but always to our glorious goal."

The | evel of the plateau, when | turned, was exactly that on

whi ch we stood, and the green bank of bushes, with occasi ona
trees, was so near that it was difficult to realize how

i naccessible it remained. At a rough guess the gulf was forty
feet across, but, so far as | could see, it mght as well have
been forty mles. | placed one armround the trunk of the tree
and | eaned over the abyss. Far down were the snmall dark figures
of our servants, looking up at us. The wall was absolutely

preci pitous, as was that which faced ne.

"This is indeed curious,” said the creaking voice of Professor Summerl ee.

I turned, and found that he was examining with great interest the

tree to which | clung. That snmooth bark and those small, ribbed
| eaves seened familiar to nmy eyes. "Wuy," | cried, "it's a beech!"
"Exactly," said Sumerlee. "A fellowcountryman in a far |and."

"Not only a fell owcountryman, my good sir," said Chall enger

"but also, if I may be allowed to enlarge your simle, an ally of

the first value. This beech tree will be our saviour."

"By George!" cried Lord John, "a bridge!"
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"Exactly, my friends, a bridge! 1t is not for nothing that

| expended an hour last night in focusing ny mnd upon

the situation. | have sone recollection of once renarking

to our young friend here that G E. C is at his best when

his back is to the wall. Last night you will admit that all

our backs were to the wall. But where will-power and intellect
go together, there is always a way out. A drawbridge had to be

found which could be dropped across the abyss. Behold it!"

It was certainly a brilliant idea. The tree was a good sixty
feet in height, and if it only fell the right way it would easily
cross the chasm Chal l enger had slung the canp axe over his

shoul der when he ascended. Now he handed it to ne.

"Qur young friend has the thews and sinews," said he. "I think
he will be the nost useful at this task. | nust beg, however,
that you will kindly refrain fromthinking for yourself, and that

you wi Il do exactly what you are told."

Under his direction | cut such gashes in the sides of the trees
as would ensure that it should fall as we desired. It had

al ready a strong, natural tilt in the direction of the plateau,
so that the matter was not difficult. Finally | set to work in
earnest upon the trunk, taking turn and turn with Lord John
Inalittle over an hour there was a | oud crack, the tree swayed
forward, and then crashed over, burying its branches anong the
bushes on the farther side. The severed trunk rolled to the very
edge of our platform and for one terrible second we all thought
it was over. It balanced itself, however, a few inches fromthe

edge, and there was our bridge to the unknown.

Al'l of us, without a word, shook hands with Professor Chall enger,
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who raised his straw hat and bowed deeply to each in turn

"I claimthe honor," said he, "to be the first to cross to the
unknown | and--a fitting subject, no doubt, for sone future

hi storical painting."

He had approached the bridge when Lord John laid his hand upon

hi s coat.
"My dear chap," said he, "I really cannot allowit."
"Cannot allowit, sir!" The head went back and the beard forward

"When it is a matter of science, don't you know, | follow your
| ead because you are by way of bein' a man of science. But it's

up to you to follow ne when you cone into ny departnent.”

"Your departnment, sir?"

"W all have our professions, and soldierin' is nmine. W are,
accordin' to ny ideas, invadin' a new country, which nay or may
not be chock-full of enemies of sorts. To barge blindly into it
for want of a little combpn sense and patience isn't nmy notion

of managenent."

The renonstrance was too reasonabl e to be disregarded.

Chal | enger tossed his head and shrugged his heavy shoul ders.

"Well, sir, what do you propose?”

"For all | know there may be a tribe of cannibals waitin' for
lunch-tinme anong those very bushes,” said Lord John, | ooking
across the bridge. "It's better to | earn wi sdom before you get

into a cookin'-pot; so we will content ourselves wth hopin' that
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there is no trouble waitin' for us, and at the sane time we wll
act as if there were. Malone and | will go down again, therefore,
and we will fetch up the four rifles, together with Gonez and
the other. One nman can then go across and the rest will cover
himw th guns, until he sees that it is safe for the whole crowd

to cone along."

Chal | enger sat down upon the cut stunp and groaned his

i mpati ence; but Sumrerlee and | were of one nind that Lord John

was our | eader when such practical details were in question

The clinb was a nore sinple thing now that the rope dangl ed down
the face of the worst part of the ascent. Wthin an hour we had
brought up the rifles and a shot-gun. The hal f-breeds had ascended
al so, and under Lord John's orders they had carried up a bale of
provisions in case our first exploration should be a | ong one.

We had each bandoliers of cartridges.

"Now, Challenger, if you really insist upon being the first man

in," said Lord John, when every preparation was conpl ete.

"I am nmuch indebted to you for your gracious perm ssion," said
the angry Professor; for never was a nan so intol erant of every
formof authority. "Since you are good enough to allowit, |

shall nost certainly take it upon nyself to act as pioneer upon

this occasion."

Seating hinself with a | eg overhangi ng the abyss on each side,
and his hatchet slung upon his back, Chall enger hopped his way
across the trunk and was soon at the other side. He clanbered

up and waved his arms in the air.

"At last!" he cried; "at last!"

| gazed anxiously at him wth a vague expectation that sone
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terrible fate would dart at himfromthe curtain of green
behind him But all was quiet, save that a strange, many-
colored bird flew up fromunder his feet and vani shed anmong

the trees.

Sunmer | ee was the second. His wiry energy is wonderful in so frai
a frane. He insisted upon having two rifles slung upon his back,
so that both Professors were arned when he had nmade his transit.

| cane next, and tried hard not to | ook down into the horrible
gul f over which | was passing. Summerlee held out the butt-end

of his rifle, and an instant later | was able to grasp his hand.

As to Lord John, he wal ked across--actually wal ked w t hout support!

He must have nerves of iron

And there we were, the four of us, upon the dream and, the | ost
world, of Maple White. To all of us it seenmed the nonent of our
suprenme triunph. Wo could have guessed that it was the prel ude
to our suprene disaster? Let nme say in a few words how the

crushing blow fell upon us.

We had turned away fromthe edge, and had penetrated about fifty
yards of close brushwood, when there came a frightful rending
crash frombehind us. Wth one inpul se we rushed back the way

that we had come. The bridge was gone!

Far down at the base of the cliff | saw, as | |ooked over, a
tangl ed mass of branches and splintered trunk. It was our
beech tree. Had the edge of the platformcrunbled and |et

it through? For a nonment this explanation was in all our minds.
The next, fromthe farther side of the rocky pinnacle before us
a swarthy face, the face of Gonez the hal f-breed, was

slowy protruded. Yes, it was Gonez, but no | onger the Gonez

of the denure smle and the mask-1ike expression. Here was a
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face with flashing eyes and distorted features, a face convul sed

with hatred and with the mad joy of gratified revenge.

"Lord Roxton!" he shouted. "Lord John Roxton!"

"Well," said our conpanion, "here | am"

A shriek of laughter came across the abyss.

"Yes, there you are, you English dog, and there you will remain!
I have waited and waited, and now has cone ny chance. You found
it hard to get up; you will find it harder to get down. You cursed

fools, you are trapped, every one of you!"

We were too astounded to speak. W could only stand there staring
in amazenent. A great broken bough upon the grass showed whence
he had gained his |everage to tilt over our bridge. The face had

vani shed, but presently it was up again, nore frantic than before.

"W nearly killed you with a stone at the cave," he cried; "but
this is better. It is slower and nore terrible. Your bones wll
whiten up there, and none will know where you lie or cone to
cover them As you lie dying, think of Lopez, whomyou shot five
years ago on the Putomayo River. | amhis brother, and, cone
what will | will die happy now, for his nmenory has been avenged."

A furious hand was shaken at us, and then all was quiet.

Had the hal f-breed sinply wought his vengeance and then escaped,
all mght have been well with him It was that foolish,
irresistible Latin inpulse to be dramatic which brought his

own downfall. Roxton, the man who had earned hinself the nanme of
the Flail of the Lord through three countries, was not one who
coul d be safely taunted. The hal f-breed was descending on the

farther side of the pinnacle; but before he could reach the ground
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Lord John had run al ong the edge of the plateau and gai ned a point
fromwhich he could see his man. There was a single crack of his
rifle, and, though we saw nothing, we heard the scream and then
the distant thud of the falling body. Roxton canme back to us with

a face of granite.

"I have been a blind sinpleton,"” said he, bitterly, "It's ny
folly that has brought you all into this trouble. | should have
renenbered that these people have | ong nmenories for blood-feuds,

and have been nore upon ny guard."

"What about the other one? It took two of themto |ever that tree

over the edge."

"I could have shot him but | let himgo. He nay have had no
part in it. Perhaps it would have been better if | had killed

him for he nust, as you say, have lent a hand."

Now that we had the clue to his action, each of us could cast

back and renmenber sone sinister act upon the part of the

hal f - breed--his constant desire to know our plans, his arrest
outsi de our tent when he was over-hearing them the furtive

| ooks of hatred which fromtime to time one or other of us

had surprised. W were still discussing it, endeavoring to adjust
our mnds to these new conditions, when a singular scene in the

pl ain bel ow arrested our attention

A man in white clothes, who could only be the surviving half-
breed, was running as one does run when Death is the pacenaker.
Behind him only a few yards in his rear, bounded the huge
ebony figure of Zanbo, our devoted negro. Even as we | ooked,
he sprang upon the back of the fugitive and flung his arns

round his neck. They rolled on the ground together. An instant
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aft erwar ds Zanbo rose, | ooked at the prostrate man, and then,
wavi ng his hand joyously to us, cane running in our direction.

The white figure lay notionless in the nmddle of the great plain.

Qur two traitors had been destroyed, but the mschief that they

had done lived after them By no possible nmeans could we get back
to the pinnacle. W had been natives of the world; now we were
natives of the plateau. The two things were separate and apart.
There was the plain which led to the canoes. Yonder, beyond the
viol et, hazy horizon, was the streamwhich | ed back to civilization
But the Iink between was missing. No human ingenuity coul d suggest
a nmeans of bridging the chasm which yawned between oursel ves and
our past lives. One instant had altered the whol e conditions of

our exi stence.

It was at such a nonent that | |earned the stuff of which ny
three conrades were conposed. They were grave, it is true, and
thoughtful, but of an invincible serenity. For the nmonment we
could only sit anpbng the bushes in patience and wait the com ng
of Zanbo. Presently his honest black face topped the rocks and

his Hercul ean figure emerged upon the top of the pinnacle.

"What | do now?" he cried. "You tell me and | do it."

It was a question which it was easier to ask than to answer.
One thing only was clear. He was our one trusty link with the

outside world. On no account nust he | eave us.

"No no!" he cried. "I not |eave you. Watever conme, you al ways
find me here. But no able to keep Indians. Already they say too
much Curupuri live on this place, and they go hone. Now you

| eave themnme no able to keep them"

It was a fact that our Indians had shown in nany ways of |ate

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...0Conan%20Doyle%20-%20The%20Lost%20World.txt (125 of 251) [2/24/2004 10:29:38 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Arthur%20Conan%20D oyl €%620-%20T he%620L ost%20Worl d.txt

that they were weary of their journey and anxious to return
We realized that Zanbo spoke the truth, and that it would be

i npossi ble for himto keep them

"Make themwait till to-nmorrow, Zanbo," | shouted; "then | can

send letter back by them™

"Very good, sarr! | promse they wait till to-nmorrow, said the negro.

"But what | do for you now?"

There was plenty for himto do, and admrably the faithful fellow
didit. First of all, under our directions, he undid the rope
fromthe tree-stunmp and threw one end of it across to us. It was
not thicker than a clothes-line, but it was of great strength,

and t hough we could not nmake a bridge of it, we mght well find

it invaluable if we had any clinbing to do. He then fastened his
end of the rope to the package of supplies which had been carried
up, and we were able to drag it across. This gave us the neans

of life for at | east a week, even if we found nothing el se.

Finally he descended and carried up two ot her packets of m xed
goods--a box of ammunition and a nunmber of other things, all of

whi ch we got across by throwing our rope to himand hauling it back
It was evening when he at last clinbed down, with a final assurance

that he woul d keep the Indians till next norning.

And so it is that | have spent nearly the whole of this our first
ni ght upon the plateau witing up our experiences by the Iight of

a single candle-lantern.

We supped and canped at the very edge of the cliff, quenching
our thirst with two bottles of Apollinaris which were in one of
the cases. It is vital to us to find water, but | think even Lord

John hinself had had adventures enough for one day, and none of us
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felt inclined to make the first push into the unknown. W forbore

to light a fire or to make any unnecessary sound.

To-morrow (or to-day, rather, for it is already dawn as | wite)
we shall make our first venture into this strange |and. Wen
shall be able to wite again--or if | ever shall wite again--I
know not. Meanwhile, | can see that the Indians are still in
their place, and | amsure that the faithful Zanmbo will be here

presently to get ny letter. | only trust that it will conme to hand.

P.S.--The nore | think the nore desperate does our position seem
| see no possible hope of our return. |If there were a high tree
near the edge of the plateau we mght drop a return bridge

across, but there is none within fifty yards. Qur united
strength could not carry a trunk which would serve our purpose.
The rope, of course, is far too short that we could descend by it.

No, our position is hopel ess--hopel ess!

CHAPTER X

"The nost Wonderful Things have Happened"

The nost wonderful things have happened and are continually
happening to us. Al the paper that | possess consists of five
ol d note-books and a | ot of scraps, and | have only the one

styl ographic pencil; but so long as | can nmove ny hand | wll
continue to set down our experiences and inpressions, for, since
we are the only nen of the whole hunman race to see such things,

it is of enormous inportance that | should record them whil st
they are fresh in ny nenory and before that fate which seens to
be constantly inpending does actually overtake us. Wether Zanbo

can at |last take these letters to the river, or whether | shal
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mysel f in sone miracul ous way carry them back with ne, or,
finally, whether sonme daring explorer, com ng upon our tracks
with the advantage, perhaps, of a perfected nonopl ane, shoul d
find this bundle of manuscript, in any case | can see that what |

amwiting is destined to imortality as a classic of true adventure.

On the norning after our being trapped upon the plateau by

the villainous Gomez we began a new stage in our experiences.

The first incident in it was not such as to give me a very
favorabl e opinion of the place to which we had wandered. As |
roused nyself froma short nap after day had dawned, ny eyes fel
upon a nost singul ar appearance upon my own leg. My trouser had

sl i pped up, exposing a few inches of ny skin above ny sock

On this there rested a large, purplish grape. Astonished at the
sight, | leaned forward to pick it off, when, to my horror, it burst
between ny finger and thunb, squirting blood in every direction

My cry of disgust had brought the two professors to ny side.

"Most interesting,"” said Sumrerlee, bending over ny shin.

"An enornmous bl ood-tick, as yet, | believe, unclassified."

"The first-fruits of our labors,"” said Challenger in his boom ng,

pedantic fashion. "W cannot do less than call it |xodes Ml oni
The very small inconveni ence of being bitten, my young friend,
cannot, | amsure, weigh with you as against the glorious

privilege of having your nanme inscribed in the deathless rol
of zoology. Unhappily you have crushed this fine specinmen at

the nonent of satiation."

"Filthy vermn!l" | cried.

Prof essor Chal |l enger raised his great eyebrows in protest, and

pl aced a soot hi ng paw upon ny shoul der
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"You should cultivate the scientific eye and the detached
scientific mind," said he. "To a nman of philosophic tenperanent
like nmyself the blood-tick, with its lancet-Iike proboscis and
its distending stomach, is as beautiful a work of Nature as the
peacock or, for that matter, the aurora borealis. It pains me to
hear you speak of it in so unappreciative a fashion. No doubt,

with due diligence, we can secure sone ot her specinen."”

"There can be no doubt of that," said Sumrerlee, grimy, "for one

has just disappeared behind your shirt-collar."

Chal | enger sprang into the air bellowing like a bull, and tore
frantically at his coat and shirt to get themoff. Sumerlee and
I laughed so that we could hardly help him At |ast we exposed
that nonstrous torso (fifty-four inches, by the tailor's tape).

H s body was all matted with black hair, out of which jungle we
pi cked the wandering tick before it had bitten him But the
bushes round were full of the horrible pests, and it was clear

that we nust shift our canp.

But first of all it was necessary to make our arrangenments wth
the faithful negro, who appeared presently on the pinnacle with a
number of tins of cocoa and biscuits, which he tossed over to us.
O the stores which remai ned bel ow he was ordered to retain as
much as would keep himfor two nonths. The Indians were to have
the remai nder as a reward for their services and as paynment for
taking our letters back to the Amazon. Sone hours | ater we saw
themin single file far out upon the plain, each with a bundle on
hi s head, naking their way back al ong the path we had cone.

Zanmbo occupied our little tent at the base of the pinnacle, and

there he remained, our one link with the world bel ow

And now we had to decide upon our inmredi ate novenents. W shifted
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our position fromanong the tick-Iaden bushes until we came to a
smal | clearing thickly surrounded by trees upon all sides.

There were sonme flat slabs of rock in the center, with an

excellent well close by, and there we sat in cleanly confort

while we made our first plans for the invasion of this new country.
Birds were calling anmong the foliage--especially one with a
pecul i ar whoopi ng cry which was new to us--but beyond these

sounds there were no signs of life.

Qur first care was to neke some sort of list of our own stores,

so that we might know what we had to rely upon. What with the

thi ngs we had oursel ves brought up and those which Zanbo had sent
across on the rope, we were fairly well supplied. Mst inportant
of all, in view of the dangers which m ght surround us, we had our
four rifles and one thousand three hundred rounds, also a shot-gun,
but not nore than a hundred and fifty nedium pellet cartridges.

In the matter of provisions we had enough to last for severa
weeks, with a sufficiency of tobacco and a few scientific

i mpl ements, including a large tel escope and a good fi el d-gl ass.
Al these things we collected together in the clearing, and as

a first precaution, we cut down with our hatchet and knives a
nunber of thorny bushes, which we piled round in a circle sone
fifteen yards in diameter. This was to be our headquarters for
the tinme--our place of refuge agai nst sudden danger and the

guard- house for our stores. Fort Challenger, we called it.

IT was mi dday before we had made oursel ves secure, but the heat
was not oppressive, and the general character of the plateau, both
inits tenperature and in its vegetation, was al nost tenperate

The beech, the oak, and even the birch were to be found anong

the tangle of trees which girt us in. One huge gingko tree,
topping all the others, shot its great |inbs and mai denhair

foliage over the fort which we had constructed. |In its shade
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we continued our discussion, while Lord John, who had quickly

taken command in the hour of action, gave us his views.

"So long as neither man nor beast has seen or heard us, we are
safe," said he. "Fromthe tinme they know we are here our
troubl es begin. There are no signs that they have found us out
as yet. So our gane surely is tolie lowfor a tinme and spy out
the land. W want to have a good | ook at our nei ghbors before we

get on visitin' terns."

"But we nust advance," | ventured to remark

"By all means, sonny ny boy! W wll advance. But with
common sense. W nust never go so far that we can't get back
to our base. Above all, we nust never, unless it is life or

death, fire off our guns."

"But YOU fired yesterday," said Sumerl ee.

"Well, it couldn't be hel ped. However, the wi nd was strong and
bl ew outwards. It is not likely that the sound coul d have
traveled far into the plateau. By the way, what shall we cal

this place? | suppose it is up to us to give it a nane?"

There were several suggestions, nore or |ess happy, but

Chal | enger's was fi nal

"It can only have one nane," said he. "It is called after the

pi oneer who discovered it. It is Maple Wiite Land."

Mapl e White Land it becane, and so it is named in that chart
whi ch has beconme my special task. So it will, | trust, appear

in the atlas of the future
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The peaceful penetration of Maple White Land was the pressing
subj ect before us. W had the evidence of our own eyes that the
pl ace was inhabited by some unknown creatures, and there was that
of Maple Wiite's sketch-book to show that nore dreadful and nore
dangerous nonsters mght still appear. That there m ght al so
prove to be human occupants and that they were of a nal evol ent
character was suggested by the skel eton inpal ed upon the banboos,
whi ch coul d not have got there had it not been dropped from above.
Qur situation, stranded w thout possibility of escape in such a
|l and, was clearly full of danger, and our reasons endorsed every
measure of caution which Lord John's experience coul d suggest.
Yet it was surely inpossible that we should halt on the edge of
this world of nmystery when our very souls were tingling with

i npatience to push forward and to pluck the heart fromit.

We therefore blocked the entrance to our zareba by filling it up
with several thorny bushes, and left our canp with the stores
entirely surrounded by this protecting hedge. W then slowy and
cautiously set forth into the unknown, follow ng the course of
the little streamwhich flowed fromour spring, as it should

al ways serve us as a guide on our return

Hardly had we started when we came across signs that there were

i ndeed wonders awaiting us. After a few hundred yards of thick
forest, containing nany trees which were quite unknown to ne, but
whi ch Summrerl ee, who was the botanist of the party, recognized as
forns of conifera and of cycadaceous plants whi ch have | ong
passed away in the world below, we entered a regi on where the
stream wi dened out and formed a consi derable bog. High reeds of
a peculiar type grew thickly before us, which were pronounced to
be equi setacea, or mare's-tails, with tree-ferns scattered
anongst them all of themswaying in a brisk wind. Suddenly Lord

John, who was wal king first, halted with uplifted hand.
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"Look at this!" said he. "By George, this nust be the trail of

the father of all birds!"

An enornous three-toed track was inprinted in the soft nud before us.
The creature, whatever it was, had crossed the swanp and had passed
oninto the forest. W all stopped to exam ne that nonstrous spoor
If it were indeed a bird--and what animal could | eave such a mark?--
its foot was so nuch larger than an ostrich's that its hei ght upon
the same scal e nust be enornous. Lord John | ooked eagerly round him

and slipped two cartridges into his el ephant-gun.

"I'"ll stake nmy good nane as a shikarree," said he, "that the
track is a fresh one. The creature has not passed ten m nutes.
Look how the water is still oozing into that deeper print!

By Jove! See, here is the mark of a little one!"

Sure enough, smaller tracks of the same general form were running

parallel to the |large ones

"But what do you nake of this?" cried Professor Sumerl ee,
triunmphantly, pointing to what |ooked |ike the huge print of a

five-fingered human hand appearing anong the three-toed marks.

"Weal den!" cried Challenger, in an ecstasy. "l've seen themin
the Wealden clay. It is a creature wal king erect upon three-toed
feet, and occasionally putting one of its five-fingered forepaws

upon the ground. Not a bird, ny dear Roxton--not a bird."

"A beast ?"

"No; a reptile--a dinosaur. Nothing else could have |eft such
a track. They puzzled a worthy Sussex doctor sone ninety years

ago; but who in the world could have hoped--hoped--to have seen a
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sight |ike that?"

H s words died away into a whisper, and we all stood in
mot i onl ess amazement. Followi ng the tracks, we had left the
norass and passed through a screen of brushwood and trees.
Beyond was an open glade, and in this were five of the nost
extraordi nary creatures that | have ever seen. Crouching down

anong the bushes, we observed them at our |eisure.

There were, as | say, five of them two being adults and three
young ones. In size they were enornous. Even the babies were as
big as el ephants, while the two | arge ones were far beyond al
creatures | have ever seen. They had sl ate-colored skin, which
was scaled like a lizard's and shi mered where the sun shone

upon it. Al five were sitting up, bal ancing thensel ves upon their
broad, powerful tails and their huge three-toed hind-feet, while
with their small five-fingered front-feet they pulled down the
branches upon which they browsed. | do not know that | can bring
their appearance hone to you better than by saying that they

| ooked |i ke nonstrous kangaroos, twenty feet in length, and with

skins |ike black crocodil es.

I do not know how | ong we stayed notionl ess gazing at this

mar vel ous spectacle. A strong wind blew towards us and we were
wel | conceal ed, so there was no chance of discovery. Fromtine
totime the little ones played round their parents in unw el dy
ganbol s, the great beasts bounding into the air and falling with
dull thuds upon the earth. The strength of the parents seened to
be limtless, for one of them having some difficulty in reaching
a bunch of foliage which grew upon a consi derabl e-sized tree, put
his fore-legs round the trunk and tore it down as if it had been
a sapling. The action seenmed, as | thought, to show not only the

great devel opnent of its nuscles, but also the small one of its
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brain, for the whole weight cane crashing down upon the top of
it, and it uttered a series of shrill yelps to show that, big as
it was, there was a linmt to what it could endure. The incident
made it think, apparently, that the nei ghborhood was dangerous,
for it slowy lurched off through the wood, followed by its mate
and its three enornous infants. W saw the shimering slaty

gl eam of their skins between the tree-trunks, and their heads
undul ati ng hi gh above the brush-wood. Then they vani shed from

our sight.

| 1 ooked at ny conrades. Lord John was standing at gaze with his
finger on the trigger of his el ephant-gun, his eager hunter's
soul shining fromhis fierce eyes. Wat would he not give for
one such head to place between the two crossed oars above the
mant el pi ece in his snuggery at the Al bany! And yet his reason
held himin, for all our exploration of the wonders of this
unknown | and depended upon our presence being conceal ed from

its inhabitants. The two professors were in silent ecstasy.

In their excitenent they had unconsciously seized each other by
the hand, and stood like two little children in the presence of a
marvel, Chall enger's cheeks bunched up into a seraphic smle, and
Sunmer | ee' s sardonic face softening for the nonent into wonder

and reverence.

"Nunc dimttis!" he cried at last. "What will they say in

Engl and of this?"

"My dear Summerlee, | will tell you with great confidence exactly
what they will say in England,"” said Challenger. "They will say
that you are an infernal liar and a scientific charlatan, exactly

as you and others said of ne."

"In the face of photographs?"
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"Faked, Summerlee! Cunsily faked!"

"In the face of speci nmens?"

"Ah, there we may have theml Ml one and his filthy Fleet Street
crew may be all yel ping our praises yet. August the twenty-eighth--
the day we saw five live iguanodons in a glade of Maple Wite Land.

Put it down in your diary, nmy young friend, and send it to your rag."

"And be ready to get the toe-end of the editorial boot in
return," said Lord John. "Things |look a bit different fromthe
| atitude of London, young fellah ny lad. There's many a nman who
never tells his adventures, for he can't hope to be believed.
Wio's to blane then? For this will seema bit of a dreamto

ourselves in a month or two. WHAT did you say they were?"

"l guanodons, " said Sumerlee. "You'll find their footmarks al
over the Hastings sands, in Kent, and in Sussex. The South of
Engl and was alive with them when there was plenty of good | ush
green-stuff to keep them going. Conditions have changed, and the

beasts died. Here it seens that the conditions have not changed,

and the beasts have |ived."

"I'f ever we get out of this alive, | nust have a head with me,"
said Lord John. "Lord, how sone of that Sonalil and-Uganda crowd
woul d turn a beautiful pea-green if they sawit! | don't know

what you chaps think, but it strikes ne that we are on nighty

thinice all this time."

I had the same feeling of nystery and danger around us. In the
gl oom of the trees there seenmed a constant nenace and as we
| ooked up into their shadowy foliage vague terrors crept into

one's heart. It is true that these nonstrous creatures which we
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had seen were |unbering, inoffensive brutes which were unlikely
to hurt anyone, but in this world of wonders what other survivals
m ght there not be--what fierce, active horrors ready to pounce
upon us fromtheir lair anong the rocks or brushwood? | knew
little of prehistoric life, but | had a clear renmenbrance of one
book which | had read in which it spoke of creatures who woul d
live upon our lions and tigers as a cat lives upon mce. Wat if

these also were to be found in the woods of Maple Wite Land!

It was destined that on this very norning--our first in the new
country--we were to find out what strange hazards |ay around us.
It was a | oathsonme adventure, and one of which | hate to think

If, as Lord John said, the glade of the iguanodons will remain
with us as a dream then surely the swanp of the pterodactyls wll

forever be our nightmare. Let me set down exactly what occurred.

We passed very slowy through the woods, partly because Lord
Roxton acted as scout before he would |l et us advance, and partly
because at every second step one or other of our professors would
fall, with a cry of wonder, before sone flower or insect which
presented himwith a new type. W may have traveled two or three
mles in all, keeping to the right of the line of the stream
when we came upon a consi derable opening in the trees. A belt

of brushwood led up to a tangle of rocks--the whol e plateau was
strewn with boul ders. We were wal king slowy towards these
rocks, among bushes whi ch reached over our waists, when we became
aware of a strange | ow gabbling and whistling sound, which filled
the air with a constant clanor and appeared to cone from sone
spot imredi ately before us. Lord John held up his hand as a
signal for us to stop, and he nade his way sw ftly, stooping and
running, to the line of rocks. W saw himpeep over them and
give a gesture of amazement. Then he stood staring as if

forgetting us, so utterly entranced was he by what he saw.
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Finally he waved us to come on, holding up his hand as a signa
for caution. His whole bearing nade ne feel that sonething

wonder ful but dangerous |ay before us.

Creeping to his side, we | ooked over the rocks. The place into
whi ch we gazed was a pit, and may, in the early days, have been
one of the smaller volcanic blowholes of the plateau. It was
bow - shaped and at the bottom sonme hundreds of yards from where
we | ay, were pools of green-scumed, stagnant water, fringed
with bullrushes. It was a weird place in itself, but its
occupants nmade it seemlike a scene fromthe Seven Circles of Dante.
The place was a rookery of pterodactyls. There were hundreds of
them congregated within view. Al the bottomarea round the
wat er - edge was alive with their young ones, and w th hi deous

mot her s broodi ng upon their |eathery, yellow sh eggs. Fromthis
crawl i ng fl apping nmass of obscene reptilian life came the
shocking clanmor which filled the air and the nephitic, horrible,
musty odor which turned us sick. But above, perched each upon
its own stone, tall, gray, and withered, nore |ike dead and dried
speci nmens than actual living creatures, sat the horrible nales,
absolutely notionless save for the rolling of their red eyes or
an occasional snap of their rat-trap beaks as a dragon-fly went
past them Their huge, nenbranous wi ngs were cl osed by folding
their fore-arns, so that they sat |ike gigantic old womnen,

wr apped in hi deous web-col ored shawls, and with their ferocious
heads protrudi ng above them Large and snall, not |less than a

thousand of these filthy creatures lay in the holl ow before us.

Qur professors would gladly have stayed there all day, so
entranced were they by this opportunity of studying the life of a
prehistoric age. They pointed out the fish and dead birds |ying
about among the rocks as proving the nature of the food of these

creatures, and | heard them congratul ati ng each other on having
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cleared up the point why the bones of this flying dragon are
found in such great nunbers in certain well-defined areas, as in
the Canmbridge G een-sand, since it was now seen that, |ike penguins,

they lived in gregarious fashion

Fi nal ly, however, Challenger, bent upon proving some point which
Sunmer | ee had contested, thrust his head over the rock and nearly
brought destruction upon us all. |In an instant the nearest male
gave a shrill, whistling cry, and flapped its twenty-foot span of
| eathery wings as it soared up into the air. The females and
young ones huddl ed together beside the water, while the whole
circle of sentinels rose one after the other and sailed off into
the sky. It was a wonderful sight to see at |east a hundred
creatures of such enornous size and hi deous appearance all
swooping like swallows with swift, shearing w ng-strokes above
us; but soon we realized that it was not one on which we could
afford to linger. At first the great brutes flew round in a huge
ring, as if to nake sure what the exact extent of the danger

m ght be. Then, the flight grew | ower and the circle narrower,
until they were whizzing round and round us, the dry, rustling
flap of their huge slate-colored wings filling the air with a

vol unme of sound that nade ne think of Hendon aerodrone upon a

race day.

"Make for the wood and keep together," cried Lord John, clubbing

his rifle. "The brutes nean m schief."”

The nonent we attenpted to retreat the circle closed in upon us,
until the tips of the wings of those nearest to us nearly touched
our faces. W beat at themw th the stocks of our guns, but

there was nothing solid or vulnerable to strike. Then suddenly

out of the whizzing, slate-colored circle a |l ong neck shot out, and

a fierce beak nade a thrust at us. Another and another foll owed.
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Sunmer | ee gave a cry and put his hand to his face, fromwhich the
bl ood was streaning. | felt a prod at the back of ny neck, and
turned dizzy with the shock. Challenger fell, and as | stooped
to pick himup | was again struck from behind and dropped on the
top of him At the same instant | heard the crash of Lord John's
el ephant -gun, and, |ooking up, saw one of the creatures with a
broken wi ng struggling upon the ground, spitting and gurgling at
us with a w de-opened beak and bl ood-shot, goggl ed eyes, |ike sone
devil in a nedieval picture. |Its conrades had fl own higher at the

sudden sound, and were circling above our heads.

"Now, " cried Lord John, "now for our |ives!"

We staggered through the brushwood, and even as we reached the
trees the harpies were on us again. Sunmmrerlee was knocked down,
but we tore himup and rushed anong the trunks. Once there we
were safe, for those huge wings had no space for their sweep
beneath the branches. As we |inped honewards, sadly maul ed and
di sconfited, we sawthemfor a long tine flying at a great height
agai nst the deep blue sky above our heads, soaring round and
round, no bigger than wood-pigeons, with their eyes no doubt
still follow ng our progress. At |last, however, as we reached

the thicker woods they gave up the chase, and we saw t hem no nore.

A nost interesting and convincing experience," said Chall enger,
as we halted beside the brook and he bathed a swoll en knee.
"We are exceptionally well infornmed, Summerlee, as to the habits

of the enraged pterodactyl."

Sunmer | ee was wi ping the blood froma cut in his forehead, while
I was tying up a nasty stab in the nuscle of the neck. Lord John
had the shoul der of his coat torn away, but the creature's teeth

had only grazed the flesh
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"It is worth noting," Challenger continued, "that our young
friend has received an undoubted stab, while Lord John's coat
could only have been torn by a bite. In my own case, | was

beat en about the head by their wings, so we have had a remarkabl e

exhi bition of their various nethods of offence.”

"I't has been touch and go for our lives," said Lord John,
gravely, "and | could not think of a nore rotten sort of death
than to be outed by such filthy vermin. | was sorry to fire mny

rifle, but, by Jove! there was no great choice."

"W should not be here if you hadn't,"” said |, with conviction

"It may do no harm" said he. "Anpbng these woods there nust be
many | oud cracks fromsplitting or falling trees which would be
just like the sound of a gun. But now, if you are of ny opinion,
we have had thrills enough for one day, and had best get back to
the surgical box at the canp for some carbolic. Wo knows what

venom t hese beasts may have in their hideous jaws?"

But surely no men ever had just such a day since the world began.
Sone fresh surprise was ever in store for us. Wen, follow ng
the course of our brook, we at |ast reached our glade and saw
the thorny barricade of our camp, we thought that our adventures
were at an end. But we had sonething nore to think of before we
could rest. The gate of Fort Challenger had been untouched, the
wal | s were unbroken, and yet it had been visited by some strange
and powerful creature in our absence. No foot-mark showed a trace
of its nature, and only the overhangi ng branch of the enornous

gi nko tree suggested how it m ght have conme and gone; but of its
mal evol ent strength there was anpl e evidence in the condition of
our stores. They were strewn at randomall over the ground, and

one tin of neat had been crushed into pieces so as to extract
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the contents. A case of cartridges had been shattered into
mat chwood, and one of the brass shells lay shredded into pieces
beside it. Again the feeling of vague horror came upon our
soul s, and we gazed round with frightened eyes at the dark
shadows which lay around us, in all of which sonme fearsone shape
m ght be lurking. How good it was when we were hailed by the
voi ce of Zanbo, and, going to the edge of the plateau, saw him

sitting grinning at us upon the top of the opposite pinnacle.

"All well, Massa Challenger, all well!" he cried. "M stay here.

No fear. You always find ne when you want."

H s honest bl ack face, and the i mense view before us, which
carried us half-way back to the affluent of the Amazon, hel ped us
to remenber that we really were upon this earth in the twentieth
century, and had not by sone magi ¢ been conveyed to sonme raw
planet in its earliest and wildest state. How difficult it was
to realize that the violet |ine upon the far horizon was well
advanced to that great river upon which huge steaners ran, and
folk talked of the small affairs of life, while we, marooned
anong the creatures of a bygone age, could but gaze towards it

and yearn for all that it neant!

One other nenory remains with ne of this wonderful day, and with
it 1 will close this letter. The two professors, their tenpers
aggravated no doubt by their injuries, had fallen out as to

whet her our assailants were of the genus pterodactylus or

di nor phodon, and hi gh words had ensued. To avoid their wangling
I noved sone little way apart, and was seated snoking upon the

trunk of a fallen tree, when Lord John strolled over in ny direction

"l say, Malone," said he, "do you renenber that place where those

beasts were?"
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"Very clearly.”

"A sort of volcanic pit, was it not?"

"Exactly," said I.

"Did you notice the soil ?"

"Rocks. "

"But round the water--where the reeds were?"

"It was a bluish soil. It |ooked like clay."

"Exactly. A volcanic tube full of blue clay."

"What of that?" | asked

"Ch, nothing, nothing," said he, and strolled back to where the

voi ces of the contending nen of science rose in a prolonged duet,
the high, strident note of Sumrerlee rising and falling to the
sonorous bass of Challenger. | should have thought no nore of

Lord John's remark were it not that once again that night |

heard himnutter to hinself: "Blue clay--clay in a volcanic tube!"
They were the | ast words | heard before | dropped into an

exhaust ed sl eep.

CHAPTER Xl

"For once | was the Hero"

Lord John Roxton was right when he thought that sone specially

toxic quality mght lie in the bite of the horrible creatures
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whi ch had attacked us. On the norning after our first adventure
upon the plateau, both Sumrerlee and | were in great pain and
fever, while Challenger's knee was so bruised that he could
hardly linp. W kept to our canp all day, therefore, Lord John
busying hinself, with such help as we could give him in raising
t he hei ght and thickness of the thorny walls which were our

only defense. | renenber that during the whole |ong day | was
haunted by the feeling that we were closely observed, though by

whom or whence | could give no guess.

So strong was the inpression that | told Professor Chall enger of
it, who put it down to the cerebral excitenment caused by my fever.
Again and again | glanced round swiftly, with the conviction that
I was about to see sonething, but only to neet the dark tangle of
our hedge or the solemm and cavernous gl oom of the great trees

whi ch arched above our heads. And yet the feeling grew ever
stronger in nmy own mnd that sonething observant and sonet hi ng

mal evol ent was at our very elbow | thought of the Indian
superstition of the Curupuri--the dreadful, lurking spirit of

the woods--and | could have inmagined that his terrible presence

haunt ed t hose who had i nvaded his npbst renpte and sacred retreat.

That night (our third in Maple Wiite Land) we had an experience
which left a fearful inpression upon our mnds, and rmade us

t hankful that Lord John had worked so hard in making our

retreat inpregnable. W were all sleeping round our dying fire
when we were aroused--or, rather, | should say, shot out of our
sl unmbers--by a succession of the nost frightful cries and screans
to which | have ever listened. | know no sound to which |I could
conpare this amazing tunult, which seened to cone from sone spot
within a few hundred yards of our canmp. It was as ear-splitting
as any whistle of a railway-engine; but whereas the whistle is a

cl ear, mechanical, sharp-edged sound, this was far deeper in volune
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and vibrant with the utternost strain of agony and horror. W cl apped
our hands to our ears to shut out that nerve-shaking appeal. A cold
sweat broke out over ny body, and ny heart turned sick at the nisery
of it. Al the wes of tortured life, all its stupendous indictnent
of high heaven, its innunerable sorrows, seened to be centered and
condensed into that one dreadful, agonized cry. And then, under

this high-pitched, ringing sound there was another, nore intermttent,
a | ow, deep-chested | augh, a growing, throaty gurgle of merrinent
which formed a grotesque acconpani nent to the shriek with which it

was bl ended. For three or four minutes on end the fearsone duet
continued, while all the foliage rustled with the rising of

startled birds. Then it shut off as suddenly as it began. For a
long tine we sat in horrified silence. Then Lord John threw a bundl e
of twigs upon the fire, and their red glare lit up the intent faces

of my conpanions and flickered over the great boughs above our heads.

"What was it?" | whispered

"W shall know in the norning," said Lord John. "It was close

to us--not farther than the gl ade.”

"W have been privileged to overhear a prehistoric tragedy, the

sort of drama which occurred anbng the reeds upon the border of

sonme Jurassic | agoon, when the greater dragon pinned the |esser
anong the slinme," said Challenger, with nore solemity than | had
ever heard in his voice. "It was surely well for man that he

cane late in the order of creation. There were powers abroad in
earlier days which no courage and no nechani smof his could have net.
What could his sling, his throwi ng-stick, or his arrow avail him
agai nst such forces as have been | oose to-night? Even with a

modern rifle it would be all odds on the nobnster."

"I think I should back my little friend," said Lord John,
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caressing his Express. "But the beast would certainly have a

good sporting chance."

Summer | ee rai sed his hand.

"Hush!" he cried. "Surely |I hear something?"

Fromthe utter silence there enmerged a deep, regul ar pat-pat.

It was the tread of sone animal--the rhythm of soft but heavy pads
pl aced cautiously upon the ground. It stole slowy round the
canmp, and then halted near our gateway. There was a |ow, sibilant
rise and fall--the breathing of the creature. Only our feeble
hedge separated us fromthis horror of the night. Each of us

had seized his rifle, and Lord John had pulled out a small bush

to nmake an enbrasure in the hedge.

"By George!" he whispered. "I think | can see it!"

| stooped and peered over his shoul der through the gap. Yes,
could see it, too. In the deep shadow of the tree there was a
deeper shadow yet, black, inchoate, vague--a crouching form ful
of savage vigor and nmenace. It was no higher than a horse, but
the dimoutline suggested vast bulk and strength. That hissing
pant, as regular and full-voluned as the exhaust of an engine,
spoke of a nobnstrous organism Once, as it noved, | thought |
saw the glint of two terrible, greenish eyes. There was an

uneasy rustling, as if it were crawming slowy forward.

"I believe it is going to spring!" said |, cocking nmy rifle.

"Don't fire! Don't fire!" whispered Lord John. "The crash of a
gun in this silent night would be heard for mles. Keep it as a

| ast card."
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"If it gets over the hedge we're done," said Summerlee, and his

voi ce crackled into a nervous | augh as he spoke.

"No, it must not get over," cried Lord John; "but hold your
fire to the last. Perhaps | can nake sonething of the fell ow

1"l chance it, anyhow "

It was as brave an act as ever | saw a nman do. He stooped to

the fire, picked up a blazing branch, and slipped in an instant
through a sallyport which he had nade in our gateway. The thing
moved forward with a dreadful snarl. Lord John never hesitated,
but, running towards it with a quick, |light step, he dashed the
flami ng wood into the brute's face. For one nonent | had a

vision of a horrible mask like a giant toad's, of a warty,

| eprous skin, and of a | oose nouth all besl obbered with fresh bl ood.
The next, there was a crash in the underwood and our dreadfu

vi sitor was gone.

"l thought he wouldn't face the fire," said Lord John, |aughing,

as he canme back and threw his branch anong t he faggots.

"You shoul d not have taken such a risk!" we all cried.

"There was nothin' else to be done. |If he had got anpbng us we
shoul d have shot each other in tryin' to down him On the other
hand, if we had fired through the hedge and wounded hi m he woul d
soon have been on the top of us--to say nothin' of giving
ourselves away. On the whole, | think that we are jolly well out

of it. What was he, then?"

CQur | earned nmen | ooked at each other with sonme hesitation

"Personally, | amunable to classify the creature with any
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certainty,"” said Summerlee, lighting his pipe fromthe fire.

"In refusing to cormit yourself you are but showi ng a proper
scientific reserve," said Challenger, with nassive condescension
"I amnot nyself prepared to go farther than to say in genera
terms that we have al nost certainly been in contact to-night with
some form of carnivorous dinosaur. | have already expressed ny

anticipation that something of the sort m ght exist upon this plateau."

"W have to bear in mnd," remarked Sunmerlee, that there are many
prehistoric forns which have never cone down to us. |t would be
rash to suppose that we can give a name to all that we are likely

to neet."”

"Exactly. A rough classification may be the best that we can attenpt.
To-nmorrow sone further evidence may help us to an identification

Meantime we can only renew our interrupted slunbers.™

"But not without a sentinel," said Lord John, with decision
"W can't afford to take chances in a country like this.

Two- hour spells in the future, for each of us."

"Then 1'1l just finish my pipe in starting the first one," said
Prof essor Summerlee; and fromthat time onwards we never trusted

oursel ves again without a watchnman.

In the norning it was not |ong before we discovered the source
of the hideous uproar which had aroused us in the night.

The i guanodon gl ade was the scene of a horrible butchery.

From the pools of bl ood and the enornous |unps of flesh
scattered in every direction over the green sward we i nmagi ned
at first that a nunber of animals had been killed, but on
exam ning the remains nore closely we discovered that all this

carnage canme from one of these unwi el dy nonsters, which had been
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literally torn to pieces by sone creature not |arger, perhaps,

but far nore ferocious, than itself.

Qur two professors sat in absorbed argunent, exam ning piece
after piece, which showed the narks of savage teeth and of

enor nous cl aws.

"Qur judgnent nust still be in abeyance," said Professor

Chal l enger, with a huge slab of whitish-colored flesh across

his knee. "The indications would be consistent with the presence
of a saber-toothed tiger, such as are still found anbng the breccia
of our caverns; but the creature actually seen was undoubtedly of

a larger and nore reptilian character. Personally, | should

pronounce for allosaurus.”

"Or negal osaurus," said Sumerl ee.

"Exactly. Any one of the larger carnivorous dinosaurs woul d neet
the case. Anpbng themare to be found all the nost terrible types

of animal life that have ever cursed the earth or blessed a nmuseum"
He | aughed sonorously at his own conceit, for, though he had little
sense of hunor, the crudest pleasantry fromhis ow |ips noved him

al ways to roars of appreciation

"The |l ess noise the better," said Lord Roxton, curtly. "W don't
know who or what may be near us. |If this fellah cones back for
hi s breakfast and catches us here we won't have so nmuch to |augh at.

By the way, what is this mark upon the iguanodon's hide?"

On the dull, scaly, slate-colored skin sonewhere above the
shoul der, there was a singular black circle of some substance
whi ch | ooked |ike asphalt. None of us could suggest what it

meant, though Summer| ee was of opinion that he had seen
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sonet hing sinlar upon one of the young ones two days before.
Chal | enger sai d nothing, but |ooked ponpous and puffy, as if he

could if he would, so that finally Lord John asked his opinion direct.

"If your lordship will graciously permt me to open ny nouth,

I shall be happy to express ny sentinents," said he, with

el aborate sarcasm | amnot in the habit of being taken to task
in the fashion which seens to be customary with your | ordship.

I was not aware that it was necessary to ask your perni ssion

before smling at a harm ess pl easantry.”

It was not until he had received his apol ogy that our touchy
friend would suffer hinself to be appeased. Wen at last his
ruffled feelings were at ease, he addressed us at some length from
his seat upon a fallen tree, speaking, as his habit was, as if he

were inparting nost precious information to a class of a thousand.

"Wth regard to the marking," said he, "I aminclined to agree
with ny friend and col | eague, Professor Sunmerlee, that the
stains are fromasphalt. As this plateau is, inits very nature,
hi ghly vol canic, and as asphalt is a substance which one

associ ates with Plutonic forces, | cannot doubt that it exists in
the free liquid state, and that the creatures may have cone in
contact with it. A much nore inportant problemis the question
as to the existence of the carnivorous nonster which has left its
traces in this glade. W know roughly that this plateau is not

| arger than an average English county. Wthin this confined
space a certain nunber of creatures, nostly types which have
passed away in the world bel ow, have |ived together for

i nnunerabl e years. Now, it is very clear to nme that in so long a
peri od one woul d have expected that the carnivorous creatures,

mul ti plyi ng unchecked, woul d have exhausted their food supply and
have been conpelled to either nodify their flesh-eating habits

or die of hunger. This we see has not been so. W can only
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i magi ne, therefore, that the balance of Nature is preserved by
some check which Iimts the nunbers of these ferocious creatures.
One of the many interesting problens, therefore, which await our
solution is to discover what that check nay be and how it operates.
I venture to trust that we may have some future opportunity for

the cl oser study of the carnivorous dinosaurs."”

"And | venture to trust we nmay not," | observed.

The Professor only raised his great eyebrows, as the school master

meets the irrel evant observation of the naughty boy.

"Per haps Professor Sumerlee may have an observation to nake," he
said, and the two savants ascended together into sone rarefied
scientific atnosphere, where the possibilities of a nodification
of the birth-rate were wei ghed agai nst the decline of the food

supply as a check in the struggle for existence.

That norning we mapped out a small portion of the plateau,

avoi ding the swanp of the pterodactyls, and keeping to the east
of our brook instead of to the west. In that direction the
country was still thickly wooded, with so rmuch undergrow h that

our progress was very sl ow.

I have dwelt up to now upon the terrors of Maple Wite Land; but
there was another side to the subject, for all that norning we
wander ed anong |l ovely flowers--nostly, as | observed, white or
yellow in color, these being, as our professors explained, the
primtive flower-shades. |In many places the ground was
absolutely covered with them and as we wal ked ankl e-deep on that
wonder ful vyielding carpet, the scent was al nbst intoxicating in
its sweetness and intensity. The honely English bee buzzed

everywhere around us. Many of the trees under which we passed
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had their branches bowed down with fruit, sone of which were of
famliar sorts, while other varieties were new. By observing
whi ch of them were pecked by the birds we avoided all danger of
poi son and added a delicious variety to our food reserve. |In the
jungl e which we traversed were numerous hard-trodden pat hs made
by the wild beasts, and in the nore marshy places we saw a
profusi on of strange footnmarks, including many of the iguanodon
Once in a grove we observed several of these great creatures
grazing, and Lord John, with his glass, was able to report that
they also were spotted with asphalt, though in a different place
to the one which we had exanmined in the norning. What this

phenonmenon neant we coul d not inagine.

We saw nmany snmall aninmals, such as porcupines, a scaly ant-eater,
and a wild pig, piebald in color and with |ong curved tusks.

Once, through a break in the trees, we saw a cl ear shoul der of
green hill sone distance away, and across this a | arge dun-col ored
ani mal was traveling at a considerable pace. It passed so swiftly
that we were unable to say what it was; but if it were a deer, as
was clainmed by Lord John, it nust have been as |large as those
monstrous Irish elk which are still dug up fromtime to time in

the bogs of my native | and.

Ever since the nysterious visit which had been paid to our camp
we always returned to it with sone msgivings. However, on this

occasion we found everything in order

That evening we had a grand di scussi on upon our present situation
and future plans, which | nust describe at sone length, as it |ed
to a new departure by which we were enabled to gain a nore

conpl ete know edge of Maple Wiite Land than night have cone in
many weeks of exploring. It was Sumerl ee who opened the debate.
Al'l day he had been querul ous in manner, and now sone remark of

Lord John's as to what we should do on the nmorrow brought all his
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bitterness to a head.

"What we ought to be doing to-day, to-norrow, and all the tine,"
said he, "is finding some way out of the trap into which we
have fallen. You are all turning your brains towards getting into

this country. | say that we should be schenming howto get out of it.

"I am surprised, sir," boonmed Challenger, stroking his majestic
beard, "that any man of science should conmt hinmself to so
ignoble a sentinent. You are in a |land which offers such an

i nducerment to the anbitious naturalist as none ever has since the
wor | d began, and you suggest leaving it before we have acquired

nore than the nost superficial know edge of it or of its contents.

| expected better things of you, Professor Summerlee."

"You nust renenber," said Sumrerlee, sourly, "that | have a | arge
class in London who are at present at the mercy of an extrenely
inefficient locumtenens. This nmakes ny situation different from
yours, Professor Challenger, since, so far as | know, you have

never been entrusted with any responsi bl e educational work."

"Quite so," said Challenger. "I have felt it to be a sacril ege
to divert a brain which is capable of the highest origina
research to any |l esser object. That is why | have sternly set

my face against any proffered schol astic appoi ntrent."

"For exanpl e?" asked Summerlee, with a sneer; but Lord John

hast ened to change the conversati on.

"I must say," said he, "that | think it would be a m ghty poor
thing to go back to London before | know a great deal nore of

this place than | do at present."
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"I could never dare to walk into the back office of ny paper and
face old McArdle,"” said I. (You will excuse the frankness of this
report, will you not, sir?) "He'd never forgive ne for |eaving
such unexhausted copy behind nme. Besides, so far as | can see it

is not worth discussing, since we can't get down, even if we wanted."

"Qur young friend makes up for many obvious nmental |acunae by
sonme neasure of primtive common sense, remarked Chall enger

"The interests of his deplorable profession are immterial to us;
but, as he observes, we cannot get down in any case, so it is a

wast e of energy to discuss it."

"It is a waste of energy to do anything else," growl ed Summerl ee
from behind his pipe. "Let me rem nd you that we came here upon

a perfectly definite mssion, entrusted to us at the neeting of
the Zoological Institute in London. That mssion was to test the
truth of Professor Challenger's statenents. Those statenents,

as | ambound to admt, we are nowin a position to endorse.

Qur ostensible work is therefore done. As to the detail which
remains to be worked out upon this plateau, it is so enornous

that only a large expedition, with a very special equipnent,

could hope to cope with it. Should we attenpt to do so oursel ves,
the only possible result nust be that we shall never return with
the inportant contribution to science which we have al ready gai ned.
Pr of essor Chal | enger has devi sed neans for getting us on to this

pl ateau when it appeared to be inaccessible; | think that we shoul d
now call upon himto use the sane ingenuity in getting us back to

the world fromwhich we cane.”

I confess that as Summerlee stated his view it struck nme as

al t oget her reasonable. Even Challenger was affected by the
consideration that his enem es woul d never stand confuted if the
confirmation of his statenents shoul d never reach those who had

doubt ed t hem
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"The problem of the descent is at first sight a form dable one,"
said he, "and yet | cannot doubt that the intellect can solve it.
| am prepared to agree with our colleague that a protracted stay
in Maple White Land is at present inadvisable, and that the
question of our return will soon have to be faced. | absolutely
refuse to | eave, however, until we have nmade at |east a
superficial examnation of this country, and are able to take

back with us sonething in the nature of a chart."

Prof essor Sunmerlee gave a snort of inpatience.

"W have spent two |ong days in exploration," said he, "and we
are no wiser as to the actual geography of the place than when
we started. It is clear that it is all thickly wooded, and it
woul d take nonths to penetrate it and to learn the relations of
one part to another. |If there were sone central peak it would
be different, but it all slopes dowwards, so far as we can see.
The farther we go the less likely it is that we will get any

general view"

It was at that nonment that | had ny inspiration. M eyes chanced
to |ight upon the enornmous gnarled trunk of the gingko tree which
cast its huge branches over us. Surely, if its bole exceeded
that of all others, its height nmust do the sane. |If the rim of
the plateau was i ndeed the highest point, then why should this

m ghty tree not prove to be a watchtower which commanded the
whol e country? Now, ever since | ran wild as a lad in Ireland
have been a bold and skilled tree-clinber. M conrades night be
my masters on the rocks, but | knew that | would be suprenme anong
those branches. Could | only get ny legs on to the | owest of the
gi ant off-shoots, then it would be strange indeed if | could not

make nmy way to the top. M conrades were delighted at ny idea.
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"Qur young friend," said Challenger, bunching up the red apples
of his cheeks, "is capable of acrobatic exertions which would be
i mpossible to a man of a nore solid, though possibly of a nore

commandi ng, appearance. | applaud his resolution.”

"By George, young fellah, you' ve put your hand on it!" said Lord
John, clapping me on the back. "How we never canme to think of it
before | can't imagine! There's not nore than an hour of daylight
left, but if you take your notebook you may be able to get sone
rough sketch of the place. If we put these three ammnition

cases under the branch, I will soon hoist you on to it."

He stood on the boxes while | faced the trunk, and was gently

rai sing me when Chal | enger sprang forward and gave ne such a
thrust with his huge hand that he fairly shot me into the tree
Wth both arms cl asping the branch, | scranbled hard with my
feet until | had worked, first nmy body, and then ny knees, onto it.
There were three excellent off-shoots, |ike huge rungs of a

| adder, above ny head, and a tangle of conveni ent branches
beyond, so that | clanbered onwards with such speed that | soon

| ost sight of the ground and had nothing but foliage beneath ne.
Now and then | encountered a check, and once | had to shin up a
creeper for eight or ten feet, but | made excellent progress, and
the booni ng of Challenger's voice seened to be a great distance
beneath me. The tree was, however, enornous, and, | ooking
upwards, | could see no thinning of the | eaves above ny head.
There was sone thick, bush-like clunp which seened to be a
parasite upon a branch up which | was swarmng. | |eaned nmy head
round it in order to see what was beyond, and | nearly fell out

of the tree in nmy surprise and horror at what | saw.

A face was gazing into nmine--at the distance of only a foot or two.

The creature that owned it had been crouchi ng behind the parasite,
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and had | ooked round it at the same instant that | did. It was

a human face--or at least it was far nore human than any nonkey's
that | have ever seen. It was long, whitish, and bl otched with
pi npl es, the nose flattened, and the | ower jaw projecting, with

a bristle of coarse whiskers round the chin. The eyes, which
were under thick and heavy brows, were bestial and ferocious,

and as it opened its nmouth to snarl what sounded |ike a curse at
me | observed that it had curved, sharp canine teeth. For an
instant | read hatred and nenace in the evil eyes. Then, as quick
as a flash, cane an expression of overpowering fear. There was

a crash of broken boughs as it dived wildly down into the tangle
of green. | caught a glinpse of a hairy body |ike that of a

reddi sh pig, and then it was gone amid a swirl of |eaves and branches.

"What's the matter?" shouted Roxton from bel ow. "Anything w ong
with you?"
"Did you see it?" | cried, with ny arms round the branch and al

nmy nerves tingling.

"W heard a row, as if your foot had slipped. Wat was it?"

I was so shocked at the sudden and strange appearance of this
ape-man that | hesitated whether | should not clinb down again
and tell ny experience to ny conpanions. But | was already so
far up the great tree that it seened a humiliation to return

wi t hout having carried out ny m ssion.

After a | ong pause, therefore, to recover ny breath and mny
courage, | continued nmy ascent. Once | put ny wei ght upon a
rotten branch and swung for a few seconds by ny hands, but in the
main it was all easy clinbing. Gadually the | eaves thinned

around me, and | was aware, fromthe wi nd upon ny face, that |
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had topped all the trees of the forest. | was deternined,
however, not to | ook about me before | had reached the very
hi ghest point, so | scranmbled on until | had got so far that the
topnost branch was bendi ng beneath nmy weight. There | settled
into a convenient fork, and, bal ancing nyself securely, | found
mysel f | ooki ng down at a nost wonderful panorama of this strange

country in which we found oursel ves.

The sun was just above the western sky-line, and the eveni ng was
a particularly bright and clear one, so that the whole extent of
the plateau was visible beneath ne. It was, as seen fromthis
hei ght, of an oval contour, with a breadth of about thirty mles
and a width of twenty. |Its general shape was that of a shall ow
funnel, all the sides sloping down to a considerable |ake in

the center. This |ake may have been ten miles in circunference,
and lay very green and beautiful in the evening light, with a
thick fringe of reeds at its edges, and with its surface broken
by several yell ow sandbanks, which gl eamed gol den in the

mel | ow sunshine. A nunber of |ong dark objects, which were too
|large for alligators and too long for canoes, |ay upon the edges
of these patches of sand. Wth ny glass | could clearly see that

they were alive, but what their nature might be | could not inagine.

Fromthe side of the plateau on which we were, slopes of

woodl and, with occasional gl ades, stretched down for five or six
mles to the central lake. | could see at ny very feet the gl ade
of the iguanodons, and farther off was a round opening in the
trees which marked the swanp of the pterodactyls. On the side
facing nme, however, the plateau presented a very different aspect.
There the basalt cliffs of the outside were reproduced upon the
inside, formng an escarpnent about two hundred feet high, with

a woody sl ope beneath it. Along the base of these red cliffs,

some di stance above the ground, | could see a nunber of dark
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hol es through the glass, which |I conjectured to be the nouths
of caves. At the opening of one of these sonething white was
shi mering, but | was unable to nake out what it was. | sat
charting the country until the sun had set and it was so dark
that | could no | onger distinguish details. Then |I clinbed down
to ny conpanions waiting for ne so eagerly at the bottom of the
great tree. For once | was the hero of the expedition. Alone
had thought of it, and alone | had done it; and here was the
chart which woul d save us a nonth's blind gropi ng anong

unknown dangers. Each of them shook nme sol emmly by the hand.

But before they discussed the details of ny map | had to tel

them of ny encounter with the ape-nman anong the branches.

"He has been there all the tinme," said |

"How do you know that ?" asked Lord John

"Because | have never been wi thout that feeling that something

mal evol ent was watching us. | nentioned it to you, Professor Challenger."”

"Qur young friend certainly said sonething of the kind. He is
al so the one anbng us who is endowed with that Celtic tenperanent

whi ch woul d make hi m sensitive to such inpressions.”

"The whol e theory of tel epathy----" began Summerlee, filling his pipe.

"I's too vast to be now di scussed," said Challenger, wth decision

"Tell me, now," he added, with the air of a bishop addressing a

Sunday- school, "did you happen to observe whether the creature

could cross its thunb over its pal m?"

"No, indeed."
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"Had it a tail?"

"Was the foot prehensile?"

"I do not think it could have nade off so fast anobng the branches

if it could not get a grip with its feet."

"In South Anerica there are, if ny nenory serves me--you wl|l
check the observation, Professor Sumrerlee--sone thirty-six
speci es of nonkeys, but the anthropoid ape is unknown. It is

cl ear, however, that he exists in this country, and that he is

not the hairy, gorilla-like variety, which is never seen out of
Africa or the East." (I was inclined to interpolate, as | |ooked
at him that | had seen his first cousin in Kensington.) "This is
a whi skered and colorless type, the latter characteristic pointing
to the fact that he spends his days in arboreal seclusion

The question which we have to face is whether he approaches nore
closely to the ape or the man. In the latter case, he may well
approxi mate to what the vulgar have called the “nissing |ink.

The solution of this problemis our imediate duty."

"It is nothing of the sort," said Sumrerlee, abruptly. "Now that,
through the intelligence and activity of M. Ml one" (I cannot help
quoting the words), "we have got our chart, our one and only

i medi ate duty is to get ourselves safe and sound out of this

awful pl ace."

"The flesh-pots of civilization," groaned Chall enger

"The ink-pots of civilization, sir. It is our task to put on
record what we have seen, and to | eave the further exploration

to others. You all agreed as much before M. Ml one got us the chart."”
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"Well," said Challenger, "I adnit that my mind will be nore at
ease when | am assured that the result of our expedition has been
conveyed to our friends. How we are to get down fromthis place
I have not as yet an idea. | have never yet encountered any
probl em however, which ny inventive brain was unable to sol ve,
and | promise you that to-nmorrow | will turn ny attention to the

question of our descent.” And so the natter was allowed to rest.

But that evening, by the light of the fire and of a single candle,
the first map of the lost world was el aborated. Every detai

which | had roughly noted fromny watch-tower was drawn out in
its relative place. Challenger's pencil hovered over the great

bl ank whi ch mar ked t he | ake.

"What shall we call it?" he asked.

"Why shoul d you not take the chance of perpetuating your own

nane?" said Sumerlee, with his usual touch of acidity.

"I trust, sir, that my name will have other and nore persona
clai ns upon posterity," said Chall enger, severely. "Any ignoranus
can hand down his worthl ess menory by inposing it upon a mountain

or ariver. | need no such nonunent."”

Sumrerlee, with a twisted smle, was about to nmake sone fresh

assault when Lord John hastened to intervene.

"It's up to you, young fellah, to name the | ake," said he.
"You saw it first, and, by George, if you choose to put " Lake

Mal one' on it, no one has a better right."

"By all means. Let our young friend give it a name," said Challenger
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"Then, said I, blushing, | dare say, as | said it, "let it be

naned Lake d adys."

"Don't you think the Central Lake would be nore descriptive?"

remar ked Sumrer| ee.

"I should prefer Lake d adys."

Chal | enger | ooked at me synpathetically, and shook his great head

in nock disapproval. "Boys will be boys," said he. "Lake d adys

let it be.™

CHAPTER XI |

"I't was Dreadful in the Forest"

| have said--or perhaps | have not said, for my menory plays me
sad tricks these days--that | glowed with pride when three such
men as ny conrades thanked ne for having saved, or at |east
greatly hel ped, the situation. As the youngster of the party,

not nerely in years, but in experience, character, know edge, and

all that goes to nake a man, | had been overshadowed fromthe first.
And now | was coming into ny owmn. | warned at the thought.
Al as! for the pride which goes before a fall! That little gl ow

of self-satisfaction, that added nmeasure of self-confidence, were
to lead ne on that very night to the nost dreadful experience
of nmy life, ending with a shock which turns ny heart sick when

think of it.

It came about in this way. | had been unduly excited by the
adventure of the tree, and sl eep seemed to be inpossible.
Sunmer | ee was on guard, sitting hunched over our small fire,

a quaint, angular figure, his rifle across his knees and his
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poi nted, goat-like beard waggi ng with each weary nod of his head.
Lord John lay silent, wapped in the South Anerican poncho which
he wore, while Challenger snored with a roll and rattle which
reverberated through the woods. The full moon was shining
brightly, and the air was crisply cold. What a night for a wal k!
And then suddenly cane the thought, "Wy not?" Suppose | stole
softly away, suppose | nmade nmy way down to the central | ake,
suppose | was back at breakfast with some record of the place--
would I not in that case be thought an even nore worthy associate?
Then, if Sumrerlee carried the day and some neans of escape were
found, we should return to London with first-hand know edge of

the central nystery of the plateau, to which I alone, of al

men, woul d have penetrated. | thought of G adys, with her "There
are heroisns all round us." | seenmed to hear her voice as she
said it. | thought also of McArdle. What a three colum article

for the paper! What a foundation for a career! A correspondentship
in the next great war mght be within ny reach. 1 clutched at a
gun--ny pockets were full of cartridges--and, parting the thorn
bushes at the gate of our zareba, quickly slipped out. M |ast

gl ance showed ne the unconsci ous Sumrerlee, mpost futile of

sentinels, still nodding away |i ke a queer nechanical toy in front

of the snouldering fire.

I had not gone a hundred yards before | deeply repented ny rashness.
I may have said sonewhere in this chronicle that | amtoo

i magi native to be a really courageous man, but that | have an
overpowering fear of seeming afraid. This was the power which

now carried ne onwards. | sinply could not slink back with

not hi ng done. Even if ny conrades should not have m ssed ne, and
shoul d never know of ny weakness, there would still remain sone
intolerable self-shane in my own soul. And yet | shuddered at

the position in which I found nyself, and would have given all |

possessed at that noment to have been honorably free of the
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whol e busi ness.

It was dreadful in the forest. The trees grew so thickly and

their foliage spread so widely that | could see nothing of the
nmoon-1ight save that here and there the high branches made a
tangled filigree against the starry sky. As the eyes becane nore
used to the obscurity one | earned that there were different

degrees of darkness anong the trees--that sonme were dinmy

vi sible, while between and anong them there were coal - bl ack
shadowed patches, like the nouths of caves, fromwhich | shrank

in horror as | passed. | thought of the despairing yell of the
tortured i guanodon--that dreadful cry which had echoed through

the woods. | thought, too, of the glinpse | had in the |ight of
Lord John's torch of that bloated, warty, blood-slavering nuzzle.
Even now | was on its hunting-ground. At any instant it m ght
spring upon ne fromthe shadows--this nanel ess and horri bl e nonster
| stopped, and, picking a cartridge fromny pocket, | opened the
breech of ny gun. As | touched the lever nmy heart |eaped wthin ne.

It was the shot-gun, not the rifle, which I had taken

Again the inpulse to return swept over ne. Here, surely, was a
nmost excel l ent reason for my failure--one for which no one would
think the less of me. But again the foolish pride fought against
that very word. | could not--nust not--fail. After all, ny
rifle would probably have been as usel ess as a shot-gun agai nst
such dangers as | might neet. |If | were to go back to canp to
change nmy weapon | could hardly expect to enter and to | eave
again wi thout being seen. In that case there would be

expl anations, and nmy attenpt would no | onger be all my own.

After a little hesitation, then, | screwed up nmy courage and

continued upon my way, my usel ess gun under my arm

The darkness of the forest had been al arm ng, but even worse
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was the white, still flood of moonlight in the open gl ade of
the i guanodons. Hid anmong the bushes, | |ooked out at it. None of
the great brutes were in sight. Perhaps the tragedy which had
befall en one of themhad driven themfromtheir feeding-ground.
In the misty, silvery night I could see no sign of any living thing.
Taki ng courage, therefore, | slipped rapidly across it, and anobng
the jungle on the farther side | picked up once again the brook
which was nmy guide. It was a cheery conpani on, gurgling and
chuckling as it ran, like the dear old trout-streamin the West
Country where | have fished at night in ny boyhood. So long as
| followed it down | nust cone to the | ake, and so long as
followed it back | nust cone to the canp. Oten | had to | ose
sight of it on account of the tangled brush-wood, but | was al ways

within earshot of its tinkle and spl ash.

As one descended the sl ope the woods becane thinner, and bushes,
wi th occasional high trees, took the place of the forest.

I could nake good progress, therefore, and | could see without
bei ng seen. | passed close to the pterodactyl swanp, and as
did so, with a dry, crisp, leathery rattle of w ngs, one of
these great creatures--it was twenty feet at least fromtip to
tip--rose up fromsomewhere near me and soared into the air.

As it passed across the face of the nmoon the |ight shone clearly
t hrough the menmbranous wings, and it |ooked like a flying
skel et on agai nst the white, tropical radiance. | crouched | ow
anong the bushes, for | knew from past experience that with a
single cry the creature could bring a hundred of its |oathsone
mat es about ny ears. It was not until it had settled again that

| dared to steal onwards upon ny journey.

The ni ght had been exceedingly still, but as | advanced | becane
conscious of a low, runbling sound, a continuous nurmur,

somewhere in front of ne. This grew |louder as | proceeded, unti
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at last it was clearly quite close to ne. Wen | stood stil
the sound was constant, so that it seemed to cone from sone
stationary cause. It was like a boiling kettle or the bubbling
of sonme great pot. Soon | canme upon the source of it, for in the
center of a small clearing | found a | ake--or a pool, rather,
for it was not larger than the basin of the Trafal gar Square
fountai n--of sonme black, pitch-like stuff, the surface of which
rose and fell in great blisters of bursting gas. The air above
it was shimrering with heat, and the ground round was so hot that
I could hardly bear to lay my hand on it. It was clear that the
great vol cani c outburst which had raised this strange pl ateau so
many years ago had not yet entirely spent its forces. Blackened rocks
and nounds of lava | had already seen everywhere peeping out from
am d the |uxuriant vegetation which draped them but this asphalt
pool in the jungle was the first sign that we had of actua
existing activity on the slopes of the ancient crater. | had no
time to examine it further for | had need to hurry if I were to be

back in canp in the norning.

It was a fearsone wal k, and one which will be with nme so |long as
menory holds. 1In the great noonlight clearings | slunk al ong
anong the shadows on the margin. |In the jungle | crept forward,
stopping with a beating heart whenever | heard, as | often did,

the crash of breaking branches as sone wild beast went past.

Now and t hen great shadows | oomed up for an instant and were
gone--great, silent shadows which seened to prow upon padded feet.
How often | stopped with the intention of returning, and yet every
time ny pride conquered ny fear, and sent ne on again until ny

obj ect should be attained.

At last (my watch showed that it was one in the norning) | saw
the gl eam of water anmid the openings of the jungle, and ten

mnutes later | was among the reeds upon the borders of the
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central lake. | was exceedingly dry, so | lay down and took a
| ong draught of its waters, which were fresh and cold. There was
a broad pathway with many tracks upon it at the spot which I had
found, so that it was clearly one of the drinking-places of
the animals. Close to the water's edge there was a huge isol ated
block of lava. Up this | clinbed, and, lying on the top, | had

an excellent view in every direction.

The first thing which | saw filled ne with amazenent. Wen
described the view fromthe sunmt of the great tree, | said that

on the farther cliff | could see a nunber of dark spots, which

appeared to be the nouths of caves. Now, as | |ooked up at the
same cliffs, | saw discs of light in every direction, ruddy,
clearly-defined patches, like the port-holes of a liner in

the darkness. For a nonment | thought it was the |ava-glow from
some vol canic action; but this could not be so. Any vol canic action
woul d surely be down in the hollow and not hi gh anong the rocks.
What, then, was the alternative? It was wonderful, and yet it

must surely be. These ruddy spots nust be the reflection of

fires within the caves--fires which could only be lit by the

hand of nman. There were human bei ngs, then, upon the plateau

How gl oriously ny expedition was justified! Here was news indeed

for us to bear back with us to London

For along tine | lay and watched these red, quivering bl otches

of light. | suppose they were ten nmiles off fromne, yet even

at that distance one could observe how, fromtime to time, they

twi nkl ed or were obscured as soneone passed before them Wat would
I not have given to be able to crawl up to them to peep in, and

to take back some word to ny conrades as to the appearance and
character of the race who lived in so strange a place! It was

out of the question for the nonent, and yet surely we coul d not

| eave the plateau until we had sone definite know edge upon the point.
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Lake d adys--ny own | ake--lay |like a sheet of quicksilver before
me, with a reflected nmoon shining brightly in the center of it.

It was shallow, for in nmany places | saw | ow sandbanks protruding
above the water. Everywhere upon the still surface | could see
signs of life, sonetinmes nere rings and ripples in the water,
sometines the gl eamof a great silver-sided fish in the air,
sonetinmes the arched, slate-colored back of some passing nonster
Once upon a yell ow sandbank | saw a creature |ike a huge swan,
with a clumsy body and a high, flexible neck, shuffling about
upon the margin. Presently it plunged in, and for sone tine |
coul d see the arched neck and darting head undul ati ng over the water

Then it dived, and | saw it no npre.

My attention was soon drawn away fromthese distant sights and
brought back to what was going on at ny very feet. Two creatures
like large armadi || os had cone down to the drinking-place, and
were squatting at the edge of the water, their long, flexible
tongues like red ribbons shooting in and out as they | apped.

A huge deer, with branching horns, a nagnificent creature which
carried itself like a king, cane down with its doe and two fawns
and drank beside the armadillos. No such deer exist anywhere

el se upon earth, for the noose or el ks which I have seen woul d
hardly have reached its shoulders. Presently it gave a warning
snort, and was off with its famly anpong the reeds, while the
armadil 1l os al so scuttled for shelter. A new coner, a nost

monstrous ani mal, was comning down the path.

For a monent | wondered where | could have seen that ungainly
shape, that arched back with triangular fringes along it, that
strange bird-1like head held close to the ground. Then it cane
back, to nme. It was the stegosaurus--the very creature which
Mapl e White had preserved in his sketch-book, and which had been

the first object which arrested the attention of Chall enger
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There he was--perhaps the very speci men which the American arti st

had encountered. The ground shook beneath his trenendous weight,

and his gul pi ngs of water resounded through the still night.

For five minutes he was so close to ny rock that by stretching out

my hand | coul d have touched the hi deous wavi ng hackl es upon his back

Then he | unbered away and was | ost anong the boul ders.

Looking at my watch, | saw that it was hal f-past two o' cl ock, and
high tinme, therefore, that | started upon ny honeward journey.
There was no difficulty about the direction in which |I should
return for all along | had kept the little brook upon ny left,

and it opened into the central |ake within a stone's-throw of the
boul der upon which | had been lying. | set off, therefore, in
high spirits, for |I felt that | had done good work and was
bringing back a fine budget of news for ny conpanions. Forenpst of
all, of course, were the sight of the fiery caves and the certainty
that sone troglodytic race inhabited them But besides that |
coul d speak from experience of the central lake. | could testify
that it was full of strange creatures, and | had seen severa

land forns of prineval |ife which we had not before encountered.

| reflected as | wal ked that few men in the world coul d have spent

a stranger night or added nore to human know edge in the course of it.

I was pl oddi ng up the slope, turning these thoughts over in ny
m nd, and had reached a point which may have been half-way to
hone, when my mind was brought back to ny own position by a
strange noi se behind me. It was sonething between a snore and
a grow, |ow, deep, and exceedingly nenacing. Sonme strange
creature was evidently near me, but nothing could be seen, so
hast ened nore rapidly upon my way. | had traversed half a mle
or so when suddenly the sound was repeated, still behind nme, but
| ouder and nore nenaci ng than before. M heart stood stil

within ne as it flashed across nme that the beast, whatever it
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was, nmust surely be after ME My skin grew cold and ny hair

rose at the thought. That these nonsters should tear each other
to pieces was a part of the strange struggle for existence,

but that they should turn upon nodern nman, that they should
deliberately track and hunt down the predom nant hunman, was a
staggering and fearsonme thought. | remenbered again the

bl ood- besl obbered face which we had seen in the glare of Lord
John's torch, like sonme horrible vision fromthe deepest circle

of Dante's hell. Wth nmy knees shaking beneath nme, | stood and
glared with starting eyes down the noonlit path which | ay behind mne.
Al was quiet as in a dream | andscape. Silver clearings and the
bl ack patches of the bushes--nothing else could | see. Then from
out of the silence, immnent and threatening, there canme once nore
that low, throaty croaking, far |ouder and cl oser than before.
There could no | onger be a doubt. Sonething was on ny trail, and

was closing in upon nme every m nute.

| stood Iike a man paral yzed, still staring at the ground which

had traversed. Then suddenly | saw it. There was novenent anong
the bushes at the far end of the clearing which | had just traversed.
A great dark shadow di sengaged itself and hopped out into the clear
moonlight. | say "hopped" advisedly, for the beast noved like a
kangar oo, springing along in an erect position upon its powerful

hind | egs, while its front ones were held bent in front of it.

It was of enornous size and power, like an erect elephant, but its

movenents, in spite of its bulk, were exceedingly alert. For a

monent, as | saw its shape, | hoped that it was an i guanodon,
which | knew to be harm ess, but, ignorant as | was, | soon saw
that this was a very different creature. Instead of the gentle,

deer-shaped head of the great three-toed | eaf-eater, this beast
had a broad, squat, toad-like face |like that which had al arnmed us
in our canp. His ferocious cry and the horrible energy of his

pursuit both assured me that this was surely one of the great
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fl esh-eating dinosaurs, the nost terrible beasts which have ever

wal ked this earth. As the huge brute | oped along it dropped forward
upon its fore-paws and brought its nose to the ground every twenty
yards or so. It was smelling out ny trail. Sonetinmes, for an
instant, it was at fault. Then it would catch it up again and

conme bounding swiftly along the path | had taken

Even now when | think of that nightrmare the sweat breaks out upon
my brow. What could | do? M useless fowing-piece was in my hand.
What help could | get fromthat? | |ooked desperately round for
sone rock or tree, but I was in a bushy jungle w th nothing higher
than a sapling within sight, while |I knew that the creature behind
me could tear down an ordinary tree as though it were a reed.

My only possible chance lay in flight. | could not nove swftly
over the rough, broken ground, but as | |ooked round ne in despair
I saw a wel | -nmarked, hard-beaten path which ran across in front

of me. We had seen several of the sort, the runs of various wld
beasts, during our expeditions. Al ong this | could perhaps hold
my own, for I was a fast runner, and in excellent condition

Fl i ngi ng away ny useless gun, | set nyself to do such a half-nile
as | have never done before or since. M linbs ached, ny chest
heaved, | felt that ny throat would burst for want of air, and yet
with that horror behind me | ran and | ran and ran. At l|ast |
paused, hardly able to nove. For a nonent | thought that | had
thrown himoff. The path lay still behind me. And then suddenly,
with a crashing and a rending, a thudding of giant feet and a
panti ng of nonster |ungs the beast was upon me once nmore. He was

at ny very heels. | was |ost.

Madman that | was to linger so long before | fled! Up to then he
had hunted by scent, and his novenent was slow. But he had
actually seen ne as | started to run. Fromthen onwards he had

hunted by sight, for the path showed himwhere | had gone. Now, as
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he cane round the curve, he was springing in great bounds.

The noonl i ght shone upon his huge projecting eyes, the row of
enornous teeth in his open mouth, and the gl eam ng fringe of

cl aws upon his short, powerful forearms. Wth a screamof terror

I turned and rushed wildly down the path. Behind ne the thick,
gaspi ng breat hing of the creature sounded | ouder and | ouder

H s heavy footfall was beside me. Every instant | expected to fee
his grip upon ny back. And then suddenly there canme a crash--1 was

falling through space, and everythi ng beyond was darkness and rest.

As | energed from my unconsci ousness--which could not, | think,
have |l asted nore than a few m nutes--1 was aware of a nost
dreadful and penetrating snell. Putting out ny hand in the

darkness | cane upon something which felt Iike a huge |unp of

meat, while ny other hand cl osed upon a | arge bone. Up above ne
there was a circle of starlit sky, which showed me that | was

lying at the bottomof a deep pit. Slowy | staggered to ny feet
and felt nyself all over. | was stiff and sore fromhead to

foot, but there was no linb which would not nove, no joint which
woul d not bend. As the circunstances of ny fall came back into

my confused brain, | |ooked up in terror, expecting to see that
dreadful head sil houetted against the paling sky. There was no
sign of the nonster, however, nor could | hear any sound from above.
I began to walk slowy round, therefore, feeling in every direction
to find out what this strange place could be into which |I had been

so opportunely precipitated.

It was, as | have said, a pit, with sharply-sloping walls and a
| evel bottom about twenty feet across. This bottomwas littered
with great gobbets of flesh, nbst of which was in the |ast state
of putridity. The atnosphere was poi sonous and horri bl e.

After tripping and stunbling over these |unps of decay, | cane

suddenl y agai nst sonething hard, and | found that an upright post
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was firmy fixed in the center of the hollow It was so high that
I could not reach the top of it with my hand, and it appeared to be

covered with grease

Suddenly | remenbered that | had a tin box of wax-vestas in

my pocket. Striking one of them | was able at last to form some
opinion of this place into which I had fallen. There could be no
question as to its nature. It was a trap--nade by the hand of nan.
The post in the center, sonme nine feet |ong, was sharpened

at the upper end, and was black with the stale blood of the
creatures who had been inpaled upon it. The renmins scattered
about were fragments of the victins, which had been cut away in
order to clear the stake for the next who m ght blunder in.

I remenbered that Challenger had declared that nan coul d not exi st
upon the plateau, since with his feeble weapons he could not hold
hi s own agai nst the nonsters who roaned over it. But now it was
cl ear enough how it could be done. |In their narrow nouthed caves
the natives, whoever they m ght be, had refuges into which the
huge saurians could not penetrate, while with their devel oped
brains they were capable of setting such traps, covered with
branches, across the paths which narked the run of the animals as
woul d destroy themin spite of all their strength and activity.

Man was al ways the master.

The sloping wall of the pit was not difficult for an active man
to clinb, but | hesitated long before | trusted nyself within
reach of the dreadful creature which had so nearly destroyed ne.
How did | know that he was not lurking in the nearest clunp of
bushes, waiting for ny reappearance? | took heart, however, as
recal l ed a conversation between Chal |l enger and Sunmerl ee upon the
habits of the great saurians. Both were agreed that the nonsters
were practically brainless, that there was no roomfor reason in

their tiny cranial cavities, and that if they have di sappeared
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fromthe rest of the world it was assuredly on account of their
own stupidity, which made it inpossible for themto adapt

t hensel ves to changi ng conditions.

To lie in wait for me now would nmean that the creature had
appr eci at ed what had happened to nme, and this in turn would argue
sonme power connecting cause and effect. Surely it was nore
likely that a brainless creature, acting solely by vague
predatory instinct, would give up the chase when | di sappeared,
and, after a pause of astonishnent, would wander away in search

of sonme other prey? | clanbered to the edge of the pit and

| ooked over. The stars were fading, the sky was whitening, and
the cold wind of norning blew pleasantly upon ny face. | could
see or hear nothing of nmy eneny. Slowy | clinbed out and sat for
a while upon the ground, ready to spring back into nmy refuge if any
danger shoul d appear. Then, reassured by the absolute stillness
and by the growing light, | took my courage in both hands and
stol e back along the path which |I had cone. Sone distance down

it | picked up ny gun, and shortly afterwards struck the brook
which was ny guide. So, with many a frightened backward gl ance,

| nmade for hone.

And suddenly there cane sonething to rem nd me of ny absent conpani ons.
In the clear, still nmorning air there sounded far away the sharp,

hard note of a single rifle-shot. | paused and |istened, but

there was nothing nmore. For a nmoment | was shocked at the thought

that sone sudden danger night have befallen them But then a

sinmpler and nore natural explanation came to ny nind. It was now
broad daylight. No doubt my absence had been noticed. They had

i magi ned, that | was lost in the woods, and had fired this shot

to guide me hone. It is true that we had nade a strict resol ution
against firing, but if it seemed to themthat | mght be in danger

they would not hesitate. It was for ne nowto hurry on as fast as
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possi ble, and so to reassure them

I was weary and spent, so ny progress was not so fast as

wi shed; but at last | cane into regions which | knew. There was
the swanp of the pterodactyls upon my left; there in front of ne
was the gl ade of the iguanodons. Now | was in the |last belt of
trees which separated me from Fort Challenger. | raised ny voice
in a cheery shout to allay their fears. No answering greeting

came back to me. My heart sank at that om nous stillness.

I quickened ny pace into a run. The zareba rose before nme, even

as | had left it, but the gate was open. | rushed in. |In the cold,
morning light it was a fearful sight which nmet nmy eyes. Qur effects
were scattered in wild confusion over the ground; ny conrades had

di sappeared, and close to the snoul dering ashes of our fire the

grass was stained crimson with a hideous pool of bl ood.

I was so stunned by this sudden shock that for a time | nust
have nearly lost ny reason. | have a vague recollection, as
one renenbers a bad dream of rushing about through the woods
all round the enpty canp, calling wildly for my comnpani ons.

No answer came back fromthe silent shadows. The horrible

t hought that | night never see themagain, that | night find
mysel f abandoned all alone in that dreadful place, with no
possi bl e way of descending into the world below, that | mght
live and die in that nightmare country, drove ne to desperation
I could have torn ny hair and beaten my head in ny despair.
Only nowdid | realize how !l had | earned to | ean upon ny
conpani ons, upon the serene sel f-confidence of Chall enger,

and upon the masterful, hunorous cool ness of Lord John Roxton
Wthout them!| was like a child in the dark, hel pless and powerl ess.

I did not know which way to turn or what | should do first.

After a period, during which | sat in bewlderment, |I set nyself
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to try and di scover what sudden nisfortune could have befallen
my conpani ons. The whol e di sordered appearance of the canp
showed that there had been sone sort of attack, and the rifle-
shot no doubt narked the time when it had occurred. That there
shoul d have been only one shot showed that it had been all over
in an instant. The rifles still lay upon the ground, and one
of them-Lord John's--had the enpty cartridge in the breech
The bl ankets of Chall enger and of Summerl| ee beside the fire
suggested that they had been asleep at the tine. The cases of
amuni tion and of food were scattered about in a wild litter,
together with our unfortunate caneras and plate-carriers, but
none of themwere mssing. On the other hand, all the exposed
provi sions--and | renenbered that there were a consi derabl e
quantity of them-were gone. They were aninmals, then, and not
natives, who had nade the inroad, for surely the latter would

have | eft nothi ng behi nd.

But if animals, or sone single terrible aninmal, then what had
becone of ny conrades? A ferocious beast would surely have
destroyed themand left their remains. It is true that there was
t hat one hi deous pool of blood, which told of violence. Such a
monster as had pursued ne during the night could have carried
away a victimas easily as a cat would a nouse. |In that case the
ot hers would have followed in pursuit. But then they would
assuredly have taken their rifles with them The nore | tried to
think it out with ny confused and weary brain the | ess could

find any plausible explanation. | searched round in the forest,
but could see no tracks which could help ne to a concl usi on

Once | lost nyself, and it was only by good |uck, and after an

hour of wandering, that | found the canp once nore.

Suddenly a thought came to nme and brought sone little confort to

my heart. | was not absolutely alone in the world. Down at the
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bottom of the cliff, and within call of me, was waiting the
faithful Zanbo. | went to the edge of the plateau and | ooked over.
Sure enough, he was squatting anmong his bl ankets beside his fire
in his little canp. But, to ny anazenent, a second man was seated
in front of him For an instant ny heart |eaped for joy, as
t hought that one of ny conrades had nade his way safely down.
But a second gl ance dispelled the hope. The rising sun shone
red upon the man's skin. He was an Indian. | shouted |oudly
and waved ny handkerchief. Presently Zanbo | ooked up, waved his
hand, and turned to ascend the pinnacle. 1In a short tinme he was
standing close to me and listening with deep distress to the story

which | told him

"Devil got themfor sure, Massa Malone,"” said he. "You got
into the devil's country, sah, and he take you all to hinself.
You take advice, Massa Mal one, and conme down quick, else he get

you as well."

"How can | cone down, Zanbo?"

"You get creepers fromtrees, Massa Mal one. Throw them over here.

I make fast to this stunp, and so you have bridge."

"W have thought of that. There are no creepers here which could

bear us."

"Send for ropes, Massa Ml one."

"Who can | send, and where?"

"Send to Indian villages, sah. Plenty hide rope in Indian village.

I ndi an down bel ow; send him"

"Who i s he?
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"One of our Indians. Oher ones beat himand take away his pay.

He cone back to us. Ready now to take letter, bring rope,--anything."

To take a letter! Wiy not? Perhaps he m ght bring hel p; but

in any case he would ensure that our lives were not spent for
not hi ng, and that news of all that we had won for Science

shoul d reach our friends at hone. | had two conpleted letters
already waiting. | would spend the day in witing a third, which
woul d bring my experiences absolutely up to date. The Indian could
bear this back to the world. | ordered Zambo, therefore, to come
again in the evening, and | spent ny miserable and lonely day in
recording ny own adventures of the night before. | also drew up
a note, to be given to any white nerchant or captain of a

st eam boat whomthe Indian could find, inploring themto see that
ropes were sent to us, since our |ives nust depend upon it.

These documents | threw to Zanbo in the evening, and also ny
purse, which contained three English sovereigns. These were to
be given to the Indian, and he was prom sed twice as rmuch if he

returned with the ropes.

So now you w |l understand, ny dear M. MArdle, howthis
conmuni cati on reaches you, and you will also know the truth, in
case you never hear again fromyour unfortunate correspondent.
To-night | amtoo weary and too depressed to make ny pl ans.
To-nmorrow | nust think out some way by which | shall keep in
touch with this camp, and yet search round for any traces of ny

unhappy friends.

CHAPTER XI |

"A Sight which | shall Never Forget"
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Just as the sun was setting upon that nelancholy night | saw the
lonely figure of the Indian upon the vast plain beneath me, and
wat ched him our one faint hope of salvation, until he di sappeared
in the rising msts of evening which lay, rose-tinted fromthe

setting sun, between the far-off river and ne.

It was quite dark when | at last turned back to our stricken
camp, and my last vision as | went was the red gl eam of Zanbo's
fire, the one point of light in the wide world bel ow, as was

his faithful presence in nmy own shadowed soul. And yet | felt
happi er than | had done since this crushing bl ow had fallen upon
me, for it was good to think that the world should know what we
had done, so that at the worst our names should not perish with
our bodies, but should go down to posterity associated with the

result of our | abors.

It was an awesone thing to sleep in that ill-fated canp; and yet
it was even nore unnerving to do so in the jungle. One or the
other it nust be. Prudence, on the one hand, warned ne that |
shoul d remain on guard, but exhausted Nature, on the other,
declared that | should do nothing of the kind. | clinbed up on
to alinb of the great gingko tree, but there was no secure perch

on its rounded surface, and | should certainly have fallen off

and broken ny neck the nonent | began to doze. | got down,
therefore, and pondered over what | should do. Finally, | closed
the door of the zareba, |it three separate fires in a triangle,

and having eaten a hearty supper dropped off into a profound sl eep,
fromwhich | had a strange and nost wel come awakening. 1In the
early norning, just as day was breaking, a hand was |aid upon

my arm and starting up, with all my nerves in a tingle and ny
hand feeling for a rifle, | gave a cry of joy as in the cold gray

light | saw Lord John Roxton kneeling beside ne.
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It was he--and yet it was not he. | had left himcalmin his
bearing, correct in his person, primin his dress. Now he was
pal e and wi |l d-eyed, gasping as he breathed |ike one who has run
far and fast. H's gaunt face was scratched and bl oody, his
clothes were hanging in rags, and his hat was gone. | stared in
amazenent, but he gave me no chance for questions. He was

grabbing at our stores all the tinme he spoke.

"Qui ck, young fellah! Quick!" he cried. "Every monent counts.
Get the rifles, both of them | have the other two. Now, all the
cartridges you can gather. Fill up your pockets. Now, sone food.

Hal f a dozen tins will do. That's all right! Don't wait to talk

or think. Get a npbve on, or we are done!"

Still hal f-awake, and unable to inmagine what it all m ght nean,
found nyself hurrying madly after himthrough the wood, a rifle
under each armand a pile of various stores in my hands. He dodged
in and out through the thickest of the scrub until he canme to a
dense clunp of brush-wood. |Into this he rushed, regardl ess of

thorns, and threw hinself into the heart of it, pulling me down

by his side.
"There!" he panted. "I think we are safe here. They'll nake for
the canp as sure as fate. It will be their first idea. But this

shoul d puzzle 'em

"What is it all?" | asked, when |I had got nmy breath. "Where are

the professors? And who is it that is after us?"

"The ape-nen," he cried. "My God, what brutes! Don't raise your
voi ce, for they have |ong ears--sharp eyes, too, but no power of
scent, so far as | could judge, so | don't think they can sniff

us out. \Where have you been, young fellah? You were well out of it.
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In a few sentences | whispered what | had done.

"Pretty bad," said he, when he had heard of the dinosaur and the pit.
"It isn't quite the place for a rest cure. Wat? But | had no idea
what its possibilities were until those devils got hold of us.
The man-eatin' Papuans had ne once, but they are Chesterfields

conpared to this crowd."

"How did it happen?" | asked.

"It was in the early nornin'. Qur learned friends were just stirrin'
Hadn't even begun to argue yet. Suddenly it rained apes. They came
down as thick as apples out of a tree. They had been assenblin

in the dark, | suppose, until that great tree over our heads was
heavy with them | shot one of themthrough the belly, but before
we knew where we were they had us spread-eagl ed on our backs. | cal
them apes, but they carried sticks and stones in their hands and
jabbered talk to each other, and ended up by tyin' our hands wth
creepers, so they are ahead of any beast that | have seen in

my wanderin's. Ape-nen--that's what they are--Mssin' Links, and

I wish they had stayed mssin'. They carried off their wounded
conrade--he was bleedin' like a pig--and then they sat around us,
and if ever | saw frozen nurder it was in their faces. They were
big fellows, as big as a man and a deal stronger. Curious glassy
gray eyes they have, under red tufts, and they just sat and gl oated
and gl oated. Challenger is no chicken, but even he was cowed.

He managed to struggle to his feet, and yelled out at themto have
done with it and get it over. | think he had gone a bit off his
head at the suddenness of it, for he raged and cursed at them

like a lunatic. |If they had been a row of his favorite Pressmen

he coul d not have sl anged them worse. "

"Well, what did they do?" | was enthralled by the strange story
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whi ch ny conpani on was whi spering into ny ear, while all the tine
his keen eyes were shooting in every direction and his hand

grasping his cocked rifle.

"I thought it was the end of us, but instead of that it started
themon a new line. They all jabbered and chattered together.

Then one of them stood out beside Challenger. You'll smle,

young fellah, but 'pon ny word they m ght have been ki nsnen.

I couldn't have believed it if | hadn't seen it with my own eyes.
This old ape-man--he was their chief--was a sort of red Challenger,
with every one of our friend' s beauty points, only just a trifle
more so. He had the short body, the big shoul ders, the round chest,
no neck, a great ruddy frill of a beard, the tufted eyebrows,

the “What do you want, damm you!' | ook about the eyes, and the
whol e catal ogue. \When the ape-man stood by Chall enger and put his
paw on his shoulder, the thing was conplete. Sumrerlee was a bit
hysterical, and he laughed till he cried. The ape-nmen | aughed too--
or at |east they put up the devil of a cacklin'--and they set to
work to drag us off through the forest. They wouldn't touch the
guns and t hi ngs--thought them dangerous, | expect--but they carried
away all our |oose food. Sumrerlee and | got sone rough handlin'

on the way--there's nmy skin and ny clothes to prove it--for they
took us a bee-line through the branbles, and their own hides are
like leather. But Challenger was all right. Four of themcarried

hi m shoul der hi gh, and he went |ike a Roman enperor. Wat's that?"

It was a strange clicking noise in the distance not unlike castanets.

"There they go!" said ny conpanion, slipping cartridges into the
second doubl e barrelled "Express." "Load themall up, young
fellah nmy lad, for we're not going to be taken alive, and don't
you think it! That's the row they nmake when they are excited.

By George! they'll have sonething to excite themif they put us up
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The "Last Stand of the Grays' won't be init. "Wth their
rifles grasped in their stiffened hands, md a ring of the dead

and dyin',' as sone fathead sings. Can you hear them now?"

"Very far away."

"That little lot will do no good, but | expect their search
parties are all over the wood. Well, | was telling you ny tale
of woe. They got us soon to this town of theirs--about a
thousand huts of branches and | eaves in a great grove of trees
near the edge of the cliff. |It's three or four mles fromhere.
The filthy beasts fingered ne all over, and | feel as if | should
never be clean again. They tied us up--the fell ow who handl ed ne
could tie like a bosun--and there we lay with our toes up,
beneath a tree, while a great brute stood guard over us with a
club in his hand. Wwen | say "we' | nean Summerl| ee and nysel f.

A d Challenger was up a tree, eatin' pines and havin' the tinme of
his life. 1'mbound to say that he managed to get some fruit to
us, and with his own hands he | oosened our bonds. |[|f you'd seen
himsitting up in that tree hob-nobbin' with his twin
brother--and singin' in that rollin" bass of his, "Ring out, wild
bells,' cause nusic of any kind seened to put '"emin a good
hunor, you'd have smiled; but we weren't in nuch nood for

| aughi n', as you can guess. They were inclined, within limts,
to let himdo what he |iked, but they drewthe line pretty
sharply at us. It was a nighty consolation to us all to know

that you were runnin' | oose and had the archives in your keepin'

"Wl l, now, young fellah, I'll tell you what will surprise you
You say you saw signs of nmen, and fires, traps, and the I|ike.
Well, we have seen the natives thensel ves. Poor devils they
were, down-faced little chaps, and had enough to make them so.
It seens that the humans hold one side of this plateau--over

yonder, where you saw the caves--and the ape-nen hold this side,
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and there is bloody war between themall the time. That's the
situation, so far as | could followit. Well, yesterday the

ape-nen got hold of a dozen of the humans and brought themin

as prisoners. You never heard such a jabberin' and shriekin' in
your life. The nen were little red fellows, and had been bitten

and clawed so that they could hardly wal k. The ape-nmen put two

of themto death there and then--fairly pulled the armoff one of
them-it was perfectly beastly. Plucky little chaps they are,

and hardly gave a squeak. But it turned us absolutely sick
Sunmer | ee fainted, and even Chall enger had as nmuch as he coul d stand.

I think they have cleared, don't you?"

We |istened intently, but nothing save the calling of the birds broke

the deep peace of the forest. Lord Roxton went on with his story.

"I Think you have had the escape of your life, young fellah ny | ad.
It was catchin' those Indians that put you clean out of their heads,
el se they woul d have been back to the canp for you as sure as fate
and gathered you in. O course, as you said, they have been watchin
us fromthe beginnin' out of that tree, and they knew perfectly well
that we were one short. However, they could think only of this new
haul ; so it was I, and not a bunch of apes, that dropped in on you
in the norning. Well, we had a horrid business afterwards. M God!
what a nightmare the whole thing is! You renmenber the great bristle
of sharp canes down bel ow where we found the skel eton of the Anerican?
Well, that is just under ape-town, and that's the junpin'-off place
of their prisoners. | expect there's heaps of skeletons there, if

we | ooked for "em They have a sort of clear parade-ground on

the top, and they make a proper cerenony about it. One by one the
poor devils have to junp, and the gane is to see whether they are
nmerely dashed to pieces or whether they get skewered on the canes.

They took us out to see it, and the whole tribe lined up on the edge.

Four of the Indians junped, and the canes went through 'emlike
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knittin' needles through a pat of butter. No wonder we found that
poor Yankee's skeleton with the canes growin' between his ribs.

It was horrible--but it was doocedly interestin' too. W were al
fascinated to see themtake the dive, even when we thought it would

be our turn next on the spring-board.

"Well, it wasn't. They kept six of the Indians up for to-day--
that's how | understood it--but | fancy we were to be the

star performers in the show. Challenger might get off, but
Sunmerlee and | were in the bill. Their |anguage is nore than
half signs, and it was not hard to followthem So I thought it
was tinme we made a break for it. | had been plottin' it out a
bit, and had one or two things clear in ny mind. It was all on
me, for Sunmerl ee was usel ess and Chal | enger not nuch better

The only tinme they got together they got slangin' because they
couldn't agree upon the scientific classification of these

red- headed devils that had got hold of us. One said it was the
dryopi thecus of Java, the other said it was pithecanthropus.
Madness, | call it--Loonies, both. But, as | say, | had thought
out one or two points that were helpful. One was that these
brutes could not run as fast as a man in the open. They have
short, bandy |egs, you see, and heavy bodies. Even Chall enger
could give a fewyards in a hundred to the best of them and you
or | would be a perfect Shrubb. Another point was that they knew
not hin' about guns. | don't believe they ever understood how the
fellow | shot cane by his hurt. |If we could get at our guns

there was no sayin' what we coul d do.

"So | broke away early this mornin', gave nmy guard a kick in the
tumy that laid himout, and sprinted for the canp. There | got

you and the guns, and here we are."

"But the professors!" | cried, in consternation
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"Well, we nust just go back and fetch "em | couldn't bring 'em
with me. Challenger was up the tree, and Sumerl ee was not fit
for the effort. The only chance was to get the guns and try

a rescue. O course they may scupper them at once in revenge.

I don't think they would touch Challenger, but |I wouldn't answer
for Sunmerlee. But they would have had himin any case. O that
I amcertain. So | haven't made matters any worse by boltin'

But we are honor bound to go back and have themout or see it

through with them So you can make up your soul, young fellah ny

lad, for it will be one way or the other before evenin'."

| have tried to imtate here Lord Roxton's jerky talk, his short,
strong sentences, the hal f-hunorous, half-reckless tone that ran
through it all. But he was a born | eader. As danger thickened
his jaunty manner woul d increase, his speech becone nore racy,
his cold eyes glitter into ardent life, and his Don Quixote

moust ache bristle with joyous excitenent. Hi s |ove of danger,
his intense appreciation of the drama of an adventure--all the
nmore intense for being held tightly in--his consistent view that
every peril inlife is a formof sport, a fierce gane betw xt you
and Fate, with Death as a forfeit, nmade hima wonderful conpanion
at such hours. If it were not for our fears as to the fate of
our conpanions, it would have been a positive joy to throw nyself
with such a man into such an affair. W were rising from our

brushwood hi di ng- pl ace when suddenly | felt his grip upon nmy arm

"By George!" he whispered, "here they cone!"

From where we |lay we could | ook down a brown aisle, arched with
green, formed by the trunks and branches. Along this a party of
the ape-nen were passing. They went in single file, with bent |egs
and rounded backs, their hands occasionally touching the ground,

their heads turning to left and right as they trotted al ong.
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Their crouching gait took away fromtheir height, but | should
put themat five feet or so, with long arns and enornous chests.
Many of themcarried sticks, and at the distance they |ooked Iike
a line of very hairy and deforned human beings. For a noment |
caught this clear glinpse of them Then they were | ost anong

t he bushes.

"Not this tinme," said Lord John, who had caught up his rifle.
"Qur best chance is to lie quiet until they have given up the search.
Then we shall see whether we can't get back to their town and hit

"emwhere it hurts nbst. Gve 'eman hour and we'll march."

We filled in the tine by opening one of our food tins and naking

sure of our breakfast. Lord Roxton had had not hing but somne

fruit since the norning before and ate |like a starving nman.

Then, at last, our pockets bulging with cartridges and a rifle in
each hand, we started off upon our m ssion of rescue. Before |eaving
it we carefully marked our little hiding-place anong the brush-wood
and its bearing to Fort Challenger, that we might find it again if

we needed it. W slunk through the bushes in silence until we cane
to the very edge of the cliff, close to the old canp. There we

hal ted, and Lord John gave nme sone idea of his plans.

"So long as we are anpbng the thick trees these swi ne are our
masters, said he. They can see us and we cannot see them But in
the open it is different. There we can nove faster than they.

So we nust stick to the open all we can. The edge of the plateau
has fewer large trees than further inland. So that's our |ine

of advance. Go slowly, keep your eyes open and your rifle ready.
Above all, never let themget you prisoner while there is a

cartridge left--that's my last word to you, young fellah."

When we reached the edge of the cliff | |ooked over and saw our
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good ol d bl ack Zanbo sitting snoking on a rock belowus. | would
have given a great deal to have hailed himand told himhow we
were placed, but it was too dangerous, |est we should be heard.
The woods seened to be full of the ape-men; again and again we
heard their curious clicking chatter. At such times we pl unged
into the nearest clunp of bushes and lay still until the sound
had passed away. Qur advance, therefore, was very slow, and two
hours at |east nust have passed before | saw by Lord John's
cautious novenents that we must be close to our destination

He notioned to ne to lie still, and he craw ed forward hi nsel f.

In a mnute he was back again, his face quivering wth eagerness.

"Conme!" said he. "Come quick! | hope to the Lord we are not too

| at e al ready!

I found nyself shaking with nervous excitenent as | scranbl ed
forward and | ay down beside him | ooking out through the bushes

at a clearing which stretched before us.

It was a sight which | shall never forget until my dying day--so
weird, so inpossible, that | do not know how | amto nake you
realize it, or howin a few years | shall bring nyself to believe
init if I live to sit once nore on a |ounge in the Savage C ub
and | ook out on the drab solidity of the Embanknent. | know that
it will seemthen to be some wild nightnmare, sonme deliriumof fever
Yet | will set it down now, while it is still fresh in ny nenory,
and one at least, the nman who lay in the danp grasses by ny side,

will knowif | have |ied.

A wi de, open space |lay before us--sonme hundreds of yards
across--all green turf and | ow bracken growing to the very edge
of the cliff. Round this clearing there was a seni-circle of
trees with curious huts built of foliage piled one above the

ot her among the branches. A rookery, with every nest alittle
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house, woul d best convey the idea. The openings of these huts
and the branches of the trees were thronged with a dense nob of
ape- people, whomfromtheir size | took to be the fermal es and
infants of the tribe. They fornmed the background of the picture,
and were all |ooking out with eager interest at the sanme scene

whi ch fasci nated and bew | dered us.

In the open, and near the edge of the cliff, there had assenbl ed

a crowmd of some hundred of these shaggy, red-haired creatures,

many of them of immense size, and all of themhorrible to | ook upon
There was a certain discipline anong them for none of them

attenpted to break the line which had been formed. |In front

there stood a small group of Indians--little, clean-linbed, red

fellows, whose skins glowed |ike polished bronze in the strong sunlight.
Atall, thin white man was standi ng beside them his head bowed,

his arns fol ded, his whole attitude expressive of his horror

and dejection. There was no m staking the angul ar form of

Pr of essor Sunmer| ee.

In front of and around this dejected group of prisoners were severa
ape- nen, who watched themclosely and nade all escape inpossible.
Then, right out fromall the others and close to the edge of the
cliff, were two figures, so strange, and under other circunstances
so ludicrous, that they absorbed nmy attention. The one was our
conrade, Professor Challenger. The remains of his coat still hung
in strips fromhis shoulders, but his shirt had been all torn out,
and his great beard nmerged itself in the black tangle which

covered his nmighty chest. He had lost his hat, and his hair,

whi ch had grown |l ong in our wanderings, was flying in wld disorder.
A single day seened to have changed him fromthe highest product

of nmodern civilization to the nbst desperate savage in South America
Besi de him stood his nmaster, the king of the ape-men. In all things

he was, as Lord John had said, the very i mge of our Professor,
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save that his coloring was red instead of black. The sane short,

broad figure, the sane heavy shoul ders, the sane forward hang of

the arns, the sane bristling beard nmerging itself in the hairy chest.
Only above the eyebrows, where the sloping forehead and | ow, curved

skul | of the ape-nan were in sharp contrast to the broad brow and
magni fi cent crani um of the European, could one see any narked difference.

At every other point the king was an absurd parody of the Professor.

Al this, which takes me so long to describe, inpressed itself

upon me in a few seconds. Then we had very different things to
think of, for an active drama was in progress. Two of the

ape- nen had sei zed one of the Indians out of the group and

dragged himforward to the edge of the cliff. The king raised

his hand as a signal. They caught the nan by his leg and arm and
swung himthree times backwards and forwards with trenendous vi ol ence.
Then, with a frightful heave they shot the poor wetch over

the precipice. Wth such force did they throw himthat he curved
high in the air before beginning to drop. As he vani shed from sight,
the whol e assenbly, except the guards, rushed forward to the edge

of the precipice, and there was a | ong pause of absolute silence,
broken by a mad yell of delight. They sprang about, tossing their
long, hairy arms in the air and howing with exultation. Then they
fell back fromthe edge, fornmed thenselves again into |line, and

waited for the next victim

This time it was Summrerlee. Two of his guards caught him by the
wists and pulled himbrutally to the front. H s thin figure and
long Iinbs struggled and fluttered |like a chicken being dragged
froma coop. Challenger had turned to the king and waved his
hands frantically before him He was beggi ng, pleading,
inmploring for his conrade's life. The ape-nman pushed hi mroughly
asi de and shook his head. It was the |ast conscious novenent he

was to nmake upon earth. Lord John's rifle cracked, and the king
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sank down, a tangled red sprawling thing, upon the ground.

"Shoot into the thick of them  Shoot! sonny, shoot!" cried

my conpani on.

There are strange red depths in the soul of the nbst comonpl ace nan.
I am tenderhearted by nature, and have found my eyes npist many a
time over the scream of a wounded hare. Yet the blood |ust was on
me now. | found nyself on ny feet enptying one magazi ne, then the
other, clicking open the breech to re-load, snapping it to again,
whil e cheering and yelling with pure ferocity and joy of slaughter

as | did so. Wth our four guns the two of us made a horribl e havoc.
Both the guards who held Summer| ee were down, and he was staggering
about |ike a drunken man in his amazenment, unable to realize that

he was a free man. The dense nob of ape-nmen ran about in
bewi | derment, marveling whence this stormof death was coning or

what it m ght nean. They waved, gesticul ated, screanmed, and tripped
up over those who had fallen. Then, with a sudden inpul se, they al
rushed in a howing crowmd to the trees for shelter, |eaving the
ground behind them spotted with their stricken conrades. The prisoners

were left for the nonent standing alone in the mddle of the clearing.

Chal | enger's quick brain had grasped the situation. He seized
the bewi | dered Summerlee by the arm and they both ran towards us.
Two of their guards bounded after themand fell to two bullets
fromLord John. W ran forward into the open to neet our friends,
and pressed a |oaded rifle into the hands of each. But Summerl ee
was at the end of his strength. He could hardly totter

Al ready the ape-nen were recovering fromtheir panic. They were
com ng through the brushwood and threatening to cut us off.
Chal |l enger and | ran Sunmerl ee al ong, one at each of his

el bows, while Lord John covered our retreat, firing again and

agai n as savage heads snarled at us out of the bushes. For a
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mle or more the chattering brutes were at our very heels.
Then the pursuit slackened, for they | earned our power and woul d
no longer face that unerring rifle. Wen we had at |ast reached

the canp, we | ooked back and found oursel ves al one.

So it seened to us; and yet we were mistaken. W had hardly

cl osed the thornbush door of our zareba, clasped each other's
hands, and thrown oursel ves panting upon the ground beside our
spring, when we heard a patter of feet and then a gentle,
plaintive crying fromoutside our entrance. Lord Roxton rushed
forward, rifle in hand, and threw it open. There, prostrate upon
their faces, lay the little red figures of the four surviving

I ndians, trenmbling with fear of us and yet inploring our protection
Wth an expressive sweep of his hands one of thempointed to the
woods around them and indicated that they were full of danger
Then, darting forward, he threw his arns round Lord John's | egs,

and rested his face upon them

"By George!" cried our peer, pulling at his noustache in great
perplexity, "l say--what the deuce are we to do with these peopl e?

Get up, little chappie, and take your face off my boots."

Sunmer | ee was sitting up and stuffing some tobacco into his old briar.

"We've got to see themsafe," said he. "You' ve pulled us all out

of the jaws of death. M/ word! it was a good bit of work!"

"Admirable!" cried Challenger. "Adnmirable! Not only we as

i ndi vi dual s, but European science collectively, owe you a deep
debt of gratitude for what you have done. | do not hesitate to
say that the disappearance of Professor Sumerl|lee and nysel f
woul d have | eft an appreciable gap in nodern zool ogi cal history.

Qur young friend here and you have done nost excellently well."
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He beamed at us with the old paternal smle, but European science
woul d have been sonmewhat amazed coul d they have seen their chosen
child, the hope of the future, with his tangled, unkenpt head,
his bare chest, and his tattered clothes. He had one of the
meat-tins between his knees, and sat with a large piece of cold
Australian nutton between his fingers. The Indian |ooked up at
him and then, with a little yelp, cringed to the ground and

clung to Lord John's | eg.

"Don't you be scared, ny bonnie boy," said Lord John, patting the
matted head in front of him "He can't stick your appearance,
Chal | enger; and, by George! | don't wonder. Al right, little

chap, he's only a human, just the sane as the rest of us."

"Really, sir!" cried the Professor

"Well, it's lucky for you, Challenger, that you ARE a little out

of the ordinary. |f you hadn't been so |ike the king----"

"Upon ny word, Lord John, you allow yourself great |atitude."

"Well, it's a fact."

"l beg, sir, that you will change the subject. Your remarks are
irrelevant and unintelligible. The question before us is what are
we to do with these Indians? The obvious thing is to escort them

hone, if we knew where their hone was."

"There is no difficulty about that," said |. "They live in

the caves on the other side of the central |ake."

"Qur young friend here knows where they live. | gather that it

is sone distance."
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"A good twenty mles," said I

Sumrer | ee gave a groan

"I, for one, could never get there. Surely | hear those brutes

still how ing upon our track."

As he spoke, fromthe dark recesses of the woods we heard far
away the jabbering cry of the ape-nmen. The |ndians once nore set

up a feeble wail of fear.

"W nust nove, and nove quick!" said Lord John. "You help
Sunmer | ee, young fellah. These Indians will carry stores.

Now, then, cone along before they can see us."

In less than hal f-an-hour we had reached our brushwood retreat
and conceal ed ourselves. Al day we heard the excited calling of
the ape-nen in the direction of our old canp, but none of them
came our way, and the tired fugitives, red and white, had a |ong,
deep sleep. | was dozing nyself in the eveni ng when somneone

pl ucked nmy sleeve, and | found Chal |l enger kneeling beside ne.

"You keep a diary of these events, and you expect eventually to

publish it, M. Milone," said he, with solemity.

"I amonly here as a Press reporter,"” | answered.

"Exactly. You may have heard sone rather fatuous remarks of
Lord John Roxton's which seened to inply that there was sone--

sone resenbl ance----"

"Yes, | heard them"

"l need not say that any publicity given to such an idea--any
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levity in your narrative of what occurred--would be exceedingly

offensive to ne. "

"I will keep well within the truth."

"Lord John's observations are frequently exceedingly fanciful,
and he is capable of attributing the nost absurd reasons to the
respect which is always shown by the nost undevel oped races to

dignity and character. You foll ow ny neani ng?"

"Entirely."

"I leave the matter to your discretion.” Then, after a |ong
pause, he added: "The king of the ape-nmen was really a
creature of great distinction--a nmost renarkably handsone and

intelligent personality. Didit not strike you?"

"A nost remarkable creature,” said I.

And the Professor, nuch eased in his mnd, settled down to his

sl unber once nore.

CHAPTER XI'V

"Those Were the Real Conquests”

We had inmagined that our pursuers, the ape-nen, knew nothing of our
brush-wood hi di ng-pl ace, but we were soon to find out our m stake.
There was no sound in the woods--not a | eaf noved upon the trees,
and all was peace around us--but we should have been warned by our
first experience how cunningly and how patiently these creatures
can watch and wait until their chance cones. Whatever fate may be

mne through life, | amvery sure that | shall never be nearer death
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than | was that norning. But | will tell you the thing in its due order.

We all awoke exhausted after the terrific enmotions and scanty

food of yesterday. Summerlee was still so weak that it was an
effort for himto stand; but the old man was full of a sort of
surly courage which woul d never admit defeat. A council was

held, and it was agreed that we should wait quietly for an hour

or two where we were, have our much-needed breakfast, and then
make our way across the plateau and round the central |ake to the
caves where ny observations had shown that the Indians |ived.

We relied upon the fact that we could count upon the good word

of those whom we had rescued to ensure a warm wel cone from

their fellows. Then, with our mssion acconplished and possessing
a fuller know edge of the secrets of Maple Wite Land, we should
turn our whole thoughts to the vital problem of our escape and return
Even Chal l enger was ready to admt that we should then have done
all for which we had conme, and that our first duty fromthat tine
onwards was to carry back to civilization the amazing di scoveries

we had made

We were able now to take a nore leisurely view of the Indians
whom we had rescued. They were small nmen, wiry, active, and
well-built, with lank black hair tied up in a bunch behind their
heads with a | eathern thong, and |l eathern also were their

| oin-clothes. Their faces were hairless, well formed, and
good- hunmored. The | obes of their ears, hanging ragged and

bl oody, showed that they had been pierced for sonme ornanents
which their captors had torn out. Their speech, though
unintelligible to us, was fluent ampong thensel ves, and as they
poi nted to each other and uttered the word "Accal a" many tines
over, we gathered that this was the name of the nation
Qccasionally, with faces which were convulsed with fear and

hatred, they shook their clenched hands at the woods round and
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cried: "Doda! Doda!" which was surely their termfor their enenies.

VWhat do you make of them Chall enger?" asked Lord John. "One thing
is very clear to ne, and that is that the little chap with the front

of his head shaved is a chief anmobng them™

It was indeed evident that this man stood apart fromthe others,
and that they never ventured to address himw t hout every sign of
deep respect. He seened to be the youngest of themall, and yet,
so proud and high was his spirit that, upon Challenger laying his
great hand upon his head, he started |like a spurred horse and,

with a quick flash of his dark eyes, noved further away from

the Professor. Then, placing his hand upon his breast and

hol ding hinself with great dignity, he uttered the word "Maretas"
several times. The Professor, unabashed, seized the nearest Indian
by the shoul der and proceeded to | ecture upon himas if he were a

potted specinen in a class-room

"The type of these people,"” said he in his sonorous fashion,
"whet her judged by cranial capacity, facial angle, or any other
test, cannot be regarded as a | ow one; on the contrary, we nust
pl ace it as considerably higher in the scale than many South
American tribes which I can nmention. On no possible supposition
can we explain the evolution of such a race in this place.

For that matter, so great a gap separates these ape-nen fromthe
primtive animls which have survived upon this plateau, that it
is inadm ssible to think that they could have devel oped where we

find them"

"Then where the dooce did they drop fron?" asked Lord John

"A question which will, no doubt, be eagerly discussed in every

scientific society in Europe and Anerica," the Professor answered.
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"My own reading of the situation for what it is worth--" he inflated
hi s chest enormously and | ooked insolently around himat the words--
"is that evolution has advanced under the peculiar conditions of
this country up to the vertebrate stage, the old types surviving
and living on in conpany with the newer ones. Thus we find such
nodern creatures as the tapir--an aninmal with quite a respectable

| ength of pedigree--the great deer, and the ant-eater in the

compani onship of reptilian forns of jurassic type. So much is clear.
And now cone the ape-nen and the Indian. Wat is the scientific
mind to think of their presence? | can only account for it by an
invasion fromoutside. It is probable that there existed an
anthropoid ape in South Anerica, who in past ages found his way

to this place, and that he devel oped into the creatures we have
seen, some of which"--here he | ooked hard at me--"were of an
appearance and shape which, if it had been acconpani ed by
corresponding intelligence, would, | do not hesitate to say,

have reflected credit upon any living race. As to the Indians

I cannot doubt that they are nore recent inmmgrants from bel ow.
Under the stress of famine or of conquest they have nade their

way up here. Faced by ferocious creatures which they had never
before seen, they took refuge in the caves which our young friend
has descri bed, but they have no doubt had a bitter fight to hold
their own against wild beasts, and especially against the ape-nen
who would regard themas intruders, and wage a nercil ess war upon
themwi th a cunning which the | arger beasts would | ack. Hence the
fact that their numbers appear to be limted. Well, gentlenen,

have | read you the riddle aright, or is there any point which

you woul d query?"

Prof essor Sumerl ee for once was too depressed to argue, though
he shook his head violently as a token of general disagreenent.
Lord John nerely scratched his scanty locks with the remark that

he couldn't put up a fight as he wasn't in the same weight or class.
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For my own part | performed ny usual role of bringing things down
to a strictly prosaic and practical level by the remark that one

of the Indians was m ssing.

"He has gone to fetch sone water," said Lord Roxton. "W fitted

himup with an enpty beef tin and he is off."

"To the old canp?" | asked.

"No, to the brook. It's anong the trees there. It can't be nore
than a couple of hundred yards. But the beggar is certainly

taking his tinme."

"I'"l'l go and look after him" said I. | picked up ny rifle and
strolled in the direction of the brook, leaving nmy friends to |ay
out the scanty breakfast. It may seemto you rash that even for
so short a distance | should quit the shelter of our friendly

thi cket, but you will remenber that we were many nmiles from
Ape-town, that so far as we knew the creatures had not discovered
our retreat, and that in any case with arifle in ny hands | had

no fear of them | had not yet |earned their cunning or their strength.

| could hear the nurmur of our brook somewhere ahead of ne, but
there was a tangle of trees and brushwood between ne and it.

I was nmaking ny way through this at a point which was just out of
sight of ny conpanions, when, under one of the trees, | noticed
somet hing red huddl ed anmong the bushes. As | approached it, |
was shocked to see that it was the dead body of the m ssing Indian.
He lay upon his side, his linbs drawn up, and his head screwed
round at a nost unnatural angle, so that he seenmed to be | ooking
straight over his own shoulder. | gave a cry to warn ny friends
that sonething was anmiss, and running forwards | stooped over

the body. Surely ny guardi an angel was very near ne then, for

sonme instinct of fear, or it may have been sone faint rustle
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of |l eaves, made me gl ance upwards. Qut of the thick green
foliage which hung | ow over ny head, two |ong nuscul ar arns
covered with reddish hair were slowy descending. Another instant
and the great stealthy hands woul d have been round ny throat.

| sprang backwards, but quick as | was, those hands were

qui cker still. Through ny sudden spring they missed a fata

grip, but one of them caught the back of nmy neck and the other

one ny face. | threw ny hands up to protect ny throat, and the
next nonent the huge paw had slid down nmy face and cl osed over them
I was lifted lightly fromthe ground, and | felt an intol erable
pressure forcing ny head back and back until the strain upon the
cervical spine was nore than | could bear. M senses swam but

I still tore at the hand and forced it out frommy chin.

Looking up | saw a frightful face with cold inexorable

light blue eyes |ooking down into nmine. There was sonething
hypnotic in those terrible eyes. | could struggle no |onger.

As the creature felt me growlinp in his grasp, two white canines
gl eaned for a nonment at each side of the vile nouth, and the grip
tightened still nore upon ny chin, forcing it always upwards and back
A thin, oval-tinted mst fornmed before ny eyes and little silvery
bells tinkled in ny ears. Dully and far off | heard the crack of
arifle and was feebly aware of the shock as | was dropped to the

earth, where | lay without sense or notion.

I awoke to find nmyself on ny back upon the grass in our lair
within the thicket. Someone had brought the water fromthe
brook, and Lord John was sprinkling ny head with it, while
Chal | enger and Summrerl ee were propping me up, with concern in
their faces. For a nonment | had a glinpse of the human spirits
behind their scientific masks. It was really shock, rather than
any injury, which had prostrated ne, and in half-an-hour, in
spite of aching head and stiff neck, | was sitting up and ready

for anyt hi ng.
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"But you've had the escape of your life, young fellah ny |ad,"
said Lord Roxton. "Wen | heard your cry and ran forward, and
saw your head tw sted hal f-off and your stohwassers kickin' in

the air, | thought we were one short. | nissed the beast in ny
flurry, but he dropped you all right and was off |ike a streak

By George! | wish | had fifty nen with rifles. 1'd clear out the
whol e infernal gang of themand | eave this country a bit cleaner

than we found it."

It was clear now that the ape-nmen had in some way marked us down,
and that we were watched on every side. W had not so nuch to
fear fromthemduring the day, but they would be very likely to
rush us by night; so the sooner we got away fromtheir

nei ghborhood the better. On three sides of us was absolute
forest, and there we mght find ourselves in an anbush. But on
the fourth side--that which sloped down in the direction of the

| ake--there was only | ow scrub, with scattered trees and

occasi onal open glades. It was, in fact, the route which | had
mysel f taken in nmy solitary journey, and it led us straight for

the Indian caves. This then nust for every reason be our road.

One great regret we had, and that was to | eave our old canp

behi nd us, not only for the sake of the stores which renai ned
there, but even nore because we were | osing touch with Zanbo, our
link with the outside world. However, we had a fair supply of
cartridges and all our guns, so, for atinme at |least, we could

| ook after ourselves, and we hoped soon to have a chance of
returning and restoring our comuni cations with our negro.

He had faithfully pronised to stay where he was, and we had not a

doubt that he would be as good as his word.

It was in the early afternoon that we started upon our journey.
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The young chi ef wal ked at our head as our guide, but refused
indignantly to carry any burden. Behind himcame the two
surviving Indians with our scanty possessions upon their backs.
We four white nmen walked in the rear with rifles | oaded and ready.
As we started there broke fromthe thick silent woods behind us
a sudden great ululation of the ape-nen, which may have been a
cheer of triunph at our departure or a jeer of contenpt at
our flight. Looking back we saw only the dense screen of trees,
but that |long-drawn yell told us how many of our enem es | urked
anong them W saw no sign of pursuit, however, and soon we had

got into nore open country and beyond their power.

As | tranped along, the rearnost of the four, | could not help
smling at the appearance of ny three conpanions in front. Ws this
the |uxurious Lord John Roxton who had sat that evening in the

Al bany am dst his Persian rugs and his pictures in the pink

radi ance of the tinted lights? And was this the inposing

Pr of essor who had swell ed behind the great desk in his nassive
study at Ennore Park? And, finally, could this be the austere and
primfigure which had risen before the neeting at the Zool ogi ca
Institute? No three tranps that one could have nmet in a Surrey

| ane coul d have | ooked nore hopel ess and bedraggled. W had, it

is true, been only a week or so upon the top of the plateau, but

all our spare clothing was in our canp bel ow, and the one week

had been a severe one upon us all, though least to me who had not
to endure the handling of the ape-nen. M three friends had all

| ost their hats, and had now bound handkerchi efs round their heads,
their clothes hung in ribbons about them and their unshaven grimy
faces were hardly to be recogni zed. Both Sumerl ee and Chal |l enger
were linping heavily, while | still dragged ny feet from weakness
after the shock of the norning, and ny neck was as stiff as a board
fromthe nmurderous grip that held it. W were indeed a sorry crew,

and | did not wonder to see our Indian conpanions glance back at us
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occasionally with horror and anmazenent on their faces.

In the late afternoon we reached the margin of the |ake, and as
we emerged fromthe bush and saw the sheet of water stretching
before us our native friends set up a shrill cry of joy and

poi nted eagerly in front of them It was indeed a wonderfu

sight which lay before us. Sweeping over the glassy surface was
a great flotilla of canoes comi ng straight for the shore upon

whi ch we stood. They were sone niles out when we first saw t hem
but they shot forward with great sw ftness, and were soon so near
that the rowers could distinguish our persons. Instantly a

t hunderous shout of delight burst fromthem and we saw themrise
fromtheir seats, waving their paddles and spears nmadly in the air.
Then bending to their work once nore, they flew across the

i nterveni ng water, beached their boats upon the sloping sand,

and rushed up to us, prostrating thenmselves with | oud cries of
greeting before the young chief. Finally one of them an elderly
man, with a necklace and bracel et of great |ustrous glass beads
and the skin of some beautiful nottled anber-col ored ani mal sl ung
over his shoulders, ran forward and enbraced nost tenderly the
yout h whom we had saved. He then | ooked at us and asked sone
questions, after which he stepped up with rmuch dignity and
enbraced us also each in turn. Then, at his order, the whole
tribe lay down upon the ground before us in honmage. Personally I
felt shy and unconfortable at this obsequi ous adoration, and

read the sane feeling in the faces of Roxton and Summerl ee, but

Chal | enger expanded |like a flower in the sun

"They may be undevel oped types," said he, stroking his beard
and | ooking round at them "but their deportment in the
presence of their superiors mght be a | esson to sone of our
nmor e advanced Europeans. Strange how correct are the instincts

of the natural man!"
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It was clear that the natives had cone out upon the war-path, for
every man carried his spear--a | ong banboo tipped with bone--his
bow and arrows, and sonme sort of club or stone battle-axe slung
at his side. Their dark, angry glances at the woods from which
we had come, and the frequent repetition of the word "Doda," nade
it clear enough that this was a rescue party who had set forth to
save or revenge the old chief's son, for such we gathered that
the youth must be. A council was now held by the whole tribe
squatting in a circle, whilst we sat near on a slab of basalt and
wat ched their proceedings. Two or three warriors spoke, and
finally our young friend nade a spirited harangue w th such

el oquent features and gestures that we could understand it all as

clearly as if we had known his | anguage.

"What is the use of returning?" he said. "Sooner or |ater the
thing nust be done. Your conrades have been nurdered. Wat if

| have returned safe? These others have been done to deat h.

There is no safety for any of us. W are assenbl ed now and ready."
Then he pointed to us. "These strange men are our friends.

They are great fighters, and they hate the ape-nmen even as we do.
They command, " here he pointed up to heaven, "the thunder and

the lightning. Wen shall we have such a chance again? Let us go
forward, and either die now or live for the future in safety.

How el se shall we go back unashamed to our wonmen?"

The little red warriors hung upon the words of the speaker, and
when he had finished they burst into a roar of applause, waving
their rude weapons in the air. The old chief stepped forward to
us, and asked us sonme questions, pointing at the sane tine to
the woods. Lord John nmade a sign to himthat he should wait for

an answer and then he turned to us.

"Well, it's up to you to say what you will do," said he; "for my
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part | have a score to settle with these nonkey-folk, and if it
ends by wiping themoff the face of the earth | don't see that
the earth need fret about it. I'mgoin with our little red pals
and | nean to see themthrough the scrap. Wat do you say,

young fellah?"

"Of course | will cone.™

"And you, Challenger?"

"I will assuredly co-operate.”

"And you, Sunmerlee?"

"W seemto be drifting very far fromthe object of this
expedition, Lord John. | assure you that | little thought when
I eft my professional chair in London that it was for the purpose

of heading a raid of savages upon a col ony of anthropoid apes."”

"To such base uses do we cone," said Lord John, smling. "But we

are up against it, so what's the decision?"

"I't seens a nost questionable step," said Summerl ee,
argunentative to the last, "but if you are all going, | hardly

see how | can remain behind. "

"Then it is settled,"” said Lord John, and turning to the chief he

nodded and sl apped his rifle.

The old fellow clasped our hands, each in turn, while his nen
cheered | ouder than ever. It was too late to advance that night,
so the Indians settled down into a rude bivouac. On all sides
their fires began to glimer and snmoke. Sone of them who had

di sappeared into the jungle cane back presently driving a young
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i guanodon before them Like the others, it had a daub of asphalt
upon its shoulder, and it was only when we saw one of the natives
step forward with the air of an owner and give his consent to the
beast's slaughter that we understood at |ast that these great
creatures were as nuch private property as a herd of cattle, and
that these synbols which had so perpl exed us were nothing nore
than the marks of the owner. Helpless, torpid, and vegetari an,
with great linbs but a mnute brain, they could be rounded up and
driven by a child. In a few minutes the huge beast had been cut
up and sl abs of hi mwere hangi ng over a dozen canmp fires,
together with great scaly ganoid fish which had been speared in

t he | ake.

Sunmer | ee had lain down and sl ept upon the sand, but we others
roamed round the edge of the water, seeking to | earn sonething
nmore of this strange country. Twi ce we found pits of blue clay,
such as we had already seen in the swanp of the pterodactyls.
These were old vol canic vents, and for sone reason excited the
greatest interest in Lord John. Wat attracted Chall enger, on
the ot her hand, was a bubbling, gurgling nud geyser, where sone
strange gas formed great bursting bubbles upon the surface.

He thrust a hollowreed into it and cried out with delight like a
school boy then he was able, on touching it with a lighted match,
to cause a sharp explosion and a blue flame at the far end of
the tube. Still nore pleased was he when, inverting a | eathern
pouch over the end of the reed, and so filling it with the gas,

he was able to send it soaring up into the air.

"An inflammabl e gas, and one markedly lighter than the atnosphere.
I shoul d say beyond doubt that it contained a considerable
proportion of free hydrogen. The resources of G E. C. are not
yet exhausted, ny young friend. | may yet show you how a great

mnd nolds all Nature to its use." He swelled with sone secret
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pur pose, but woul d say no nore.

There was not hi ng whi ch we coul d see upon the shore which seened to
me so wonderful as the great sheet of water before us. CQur nunbers
and our noise had frightened all living creatures away, and save for
a few pterodactyls, which soared round hi gh above our heads while
they waited for the carrion, all was still around the canp. But it
was di fferent out upon the rose-tinted waters of the central | ake.

It boiled and heaved with strange life. Geat slate-colored backs
and high serrated dorsal fins shot up with a fringe of silver, and
then rolled down into the depths again. The sand-banks far out

were spotted with uncouth crawling forms, huge turtles, strange
saurians, and one great flat creature like a withing, palpitating
mat of bl ack greasy |eather, which flopped its way slowy to the | ake.
Here and there high serpent heads projected out of the water, cutting
swiftly through it with a little collar of foamin front, and a

I ong swirling wake behind, rising and falling in graceful,

swan-1i ke undul ations as they went. It was not until one of

these creatures wiggled on to a sand-bank within a few hundred

yards of us, and exposed a barrel -shaped body and huge flippers

behi nd the | ong serpent neck, that Challenger, and Summerl ee, who

had j oi ned us, broke out into their duet of wonder and adm ration

"Pl esi osaurus! A fresh-water plesiosaurus!" cried Sumrerl ee.
"That | should have lived to see such a sight! W are bl essed,

my dear Chal |l enger, above all zool ogists since the world began!"”

It was not until the night had fallen, and the fires of our
savage allies glowed red in the shadows, that our two nen of
sci ence coul d be dragged away fromthe fascinations of that
primeval |ake. Even in the darkness as we |ay upon the strand,
we heard fromtine to tine the snort and plunge of the huge

creatures who |ived therein.
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At earliest dawn our canp was astir and an hour | ater we had
started upon our nenorable expedition. Oten in nmy dreans have
thought that | mght live to be a war correspondent. |n what

wi | dest one could | have conceived the nature of the canpaign
which it should be ny ot to report! Here then is my first

despatch froma field of battle:

Qur nunbers had been reinforced during the night by a fresh batch
of natives fromthe caves, and we may have been four or five
hundred strong when we made our advance. A fringe of scouts was
thrown out in front, and behind themthe whole force in a solid
columm made their way up the long slope of the bush country unti
we were near the edge of the forest. Here they spread out into

a long straggling line of spearmen and bowren. Roxton and
Sunmer | ee took their position upon the right flank, while
Chal l enger and | were on the left. It was a host of the stone
age that we were acconpanying to battle--we with the |ast word of

the gunsmth's art fromSt. Janmes' Street and the Strand.

We had not long to wait for our enenmy. A wld shrill clanor
rose fromthe edge of the wood and suddenly a body of ape-nen
rushed out with clubs and stones, and nmade for the center of the
Indian line. It was a valiant nove but a foolish one, for the
great bandy-I|egged creatures were slow of foot, while their
opponents were as active as cats. It was horrible to see the
fierce brutes with foam ng nouths and gl aring eyes, rushing and
grasping, but forever mssing their elusive enenies, while arrow
after arrow buried itself in their hides. One great fellow ran
past me roaring with pain, with a dozen darts sticking fromhis
chest and ribs. In mercy | put a bullet through his skull, and
he fell sprawling among the aloes. But this was the only shot
fired, for the attack had been on the center of the line, and the

I ndi ans there had needed no help of ours in repulsing it. O al
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the ape-nen who had rushed out into the open, | do not think that

one got back to cover.

But the matter was nmore deadly when we canme anmong the trees. For an
hour or nore after we entered the wood, there was a desperate
struggle in which for a time we hardly held our own. Springing out
fromanong the scrub the ape-nen with huge clubs broke in upon the

I ndians and often felled three or four of them before they could

be speared. Their frightful blows shattered everything upon which
they fell. One of them knocked Sumrerlee's rifle to matchwood

and the next would have crushed his skull had an |ndian not

st abbed the beast to the heart. Oher ape-nen in the trees above

us hurled down stones and | ogs of wood, occasionally dropping

bodily on to our ranks and fighting furiously until they were fell ed.
Once our allies broke under the pressure, and had it not been for
the execution done by our rifles they would certainly have taken

to their heels. But they were gallantly rallied by their old

chief and came on with such a rush that the ape-men began in turn

to give way. Sumrerlee was weaponl ess, but | was enptying mny
magazi ne as quick as | could fire, and on the further flank we

heard the continuous cracking of our companion's rifles.

Then in a nonent cane the panic and the coll apse. Screanm ng and
how i ng, the great creatures rushed away in all directions

t hrough the brushwood, while our allies yelled in their savage
delight, following swiftly after their flying enenmies. Al the
feuds of countless generations, all the hatreds and cruelties of
their narrow history, all the nmenories of ill-usage and
persecuti on were to be purged that day. At last nan was to be
supreme and the man-beast to find forever his allotted pl ace.

Fly as they would the fugitives were too slow to escape fromthe
active savages, and fromevery side in the tangl ed woods we heard

the exultant yells, the twanging of bows, and the crash and thud
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as ape-men were brought down fromtheir hiding-places in the trees.

I was following the others, when | found that Lord John and

Chal | enger had cone across to join us.

"It's over," said Lord John. "I think we can |eave the tidying up

to them Perhaps the less we see of it the better we shall sleep."

Chal | enger's eyes were shining with the lust of slaughter.

"W have been privileged," he cried, strutting about |ike a
gamecock, "to be present at one of the typical decisive battles
of history--the battles which have determ ned the fate of

the world. Whsat, ny friends, is the conquest of one nation

by another? It is meaningless. Each produces the sanme result.
But those fierce fights, when in the dawn of the ages the
cave-dwel l ers held their own against the tiger folk, or the

el ephants first found that they had a naster, those were the rea
conquests--the victories that count. By this strange turn of
fate we have seen and hel ped to deci de even such a contest.

Now upon this plateau the future nmust ever be for man."

It needed a robust faith in the end to justify such tragic neans.
As we advanced together through the woods we found the ape-nen
lying thick, transfixed with spears or arrows. Here and there a
little group of shattered |Indians marked where one of the

ant hropoi ds had turned to bay, and sold his life dearly. A ways in
front of us we heard the yelling and roaring which showed the
direction of the pursuit. The ape-nen had been driven back to
their city, they had nade a | ast stand there, once again they had
been broken, and now we were in time to see the final fearfu

scene of all. Sone eighty or a hundred nales, the |ast

survivors, had been driven across that same little clearing which
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led to the edge of the cliff, the scene of our own exploit two
days before. As we arrived the Indians, a semcircle of
spearnen, had closed in on them and in a mnute it was over,
Thirty or forty died where they stood. The others, screamnm ng and
cl awi ng, were thrust over the precipice, and went hurtling down,
as their prisoners had of old, on to the sharp banboos six
hundred feet below. It was as Challenger had said, and the reign
of man was assured forever in Maple Wiite Land. The nales were
exterm nated, Ape Town was destroyed, the fenal es and young were
driven away to live in bondage, and the long rivalry of untold

centuries had reached its bl oody end.

For us the victory brought much advantage. Once again we were
able to visit our canp and get at our stores. Once nore also we
were able to comunicate with Zanbo, who had been terrified by
the spectacle from afar of an aval anche of apes falling fromthe

edge of the cliff.

"Cone away, Massas, cone away!" he cried, his eyes starting from

his head. "The debbil get you sure if you stay up there."

"It is the voice of sanity!" said Summerlee with conviction

"W have had adventures enough and they are neither suitable to

our character or our position. | hold you to your word, Chall enger
From now onwards you devote your energies to getting us out of

this horrible country and back once nore to civilization.”

CHAPTER XV

"Qur Eyes have seen Great Wnders"

I wite this fromday to day, but | trust that before | conme to

the end of it, | may be able to say that the |ight shines, at
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| ast, through our clouds. W are held here with no clear means
of making our escape, and bitterly we chafe against it. Yet,
can well imagine that the day nay conme when we nmay be gl ad that
we were kept, against our will, to see sonmething nore of the

wonders of this singular place, and of the creatures who inhabit it.

The victory of the Indians and the anni hilation of the ape-nen,
mar ked the turning point of our fortunes. Fromthen onwards, we
were in truth masters of the plateau, for the natives | ooked upon us
with a mxture of fear and gratitude, since by our strange powers
we had aided themto destroy their hereditary foe. For their own
sakes they woul d, perhaps, be glad to see the departure of such
form dabl e and incal cul abl e people, but they have not thensel ves
suggested any way by which we nmay reach the plains bel ow

There had been, so far as we could follow their signs, a

tunnel by which the place could be approached, the | ower exit of
whi ch we had seen frombelow. By this, no doubt, both ape-nen
and I ndians had at different epochs reached the top, and Maple
White with his conpanion had taken the sane way. Only the year
bef ore, however, there had been a terrific earthquake, and the
upper end of the tunnel had fallen in and conpl etely di sappear ed.
The 1 ndi ans now could only shake their heads and shrug their

shoul ders when we expressed by signs our desire to descend.

It may be that they cannot, but it may al so be that they will

not, help us to get away.

At the end of the victorious canpaign the surviving ape-fol k were
driven across the plateau (their wailings were horrible) and
established in the nei ghborhood of the Indian caves, where they
woul d, from now onwards, be a servile race under the eyes of
their nmasters. It was a rude, raw, prineval version of the Jews
in Babylon or the Israelites in Egypt. At night we could hear

fromanmd the trees the |long-drawn cry, as sone primtive Ezekiel
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mourned for fallen greatness and recalled the departed glories of
Ape Town. Hewers of wood and drawers of water, such were they

from now onwar ds

We had returned across the plateau with our allies tw days after
the battle, and nade our canp at the foot of their cliffs. They would
have had us share their caves with them but Lord John would by
no neans consent to it considering that to do so would put us in
their power if they were treacherously disposed. W kept our

i ndependence, therefore, and had our weapons ready for any
energency, while preserving the nost friendly relations. W also
continually visited their caves, which were nost renmarkable

pl aces, though whet her nade by nan or by Nature we have never
been able to deternmine. They were all on the one stratum
hol | owed out of sone soft rock which | ay between the vol canic
basalt formng the ruddy cliffs above them and the hard granite

which formed their base.

The openi ngs were about eighty feet above the ground, and were
led up to by long stone stairs, so narrow and steep that no | arge
ani mal could nmount them |Inside they were warm and dry, running
in straight passages of varying length into the side of the hill,
with snmooth gray walls decorated with many excell ent pictures
done with charred sticks and representing the various ani mals of
the plateau. |If every living thing were swept fromthe country
the future explorer would find upon the walls of these caves
anpl e evidence of the strange fauna--the di nosaurs, iguanodons,

and fish |izards--which had |ived so recently upon earth.

Since we had | earned that the huge i guanodons were kept as tane
herds by their owners, and were sinply wal ki ng neat-stores, we had
conceived that man, even with his primtive weapons, had established

hi s ascendancy upon the plateau. W were soon to discover that it
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was not so, and that he was still there upon tol erance.

It was on the third day after our form ng our canp near the

I ndi an caves that the tragedy occurred. Challenger and Sunmerl ee
had gone of f together that day to the | ake where sone of the
natives, under their direction, were engaged in harpooning

speci mens of the great lizards. Lord John and | had remrained in
our canp, while a nunber of the Indians were scattered about upon
the grassy slope in front of the caves engaged in different ways.
Suddenly there was a shrill cry of alarm wth the word "Stoa"
resoundi ng froma hundred tongues. Fromevery side nmen, wonen,
and children were rushing wildly for shelter, swarmng up the

staircases and into the caves in a nad stanpede

Looki ng up, we could see themwaving their arns fromthe rocks
above and beckoning to us to join themin their refuge. W had
bot h seized our nmagazine rifles and ran out to see what the
danger could be. Suddenly fromthe near belt of trees there
broke forth a group of twelve or fifteen Indians, running for
their lives, and at their very heels two of those frightful
monsters whi ch had di sturbed our canp and pursued me upon ny
solitary journey. In shape they were |like horrible toads, and
moved in a succession of springs, but in size they were of an
incredible bulk, larger than the | argest el ephant. W had never
before seen them save at night, and indeed they are nocturna
ani mal s save when disturbed in their lairs, as these had been
We now stood amazed at the sight, for their blotched and warty
skins were of a curious fish-like iridescence, and the sunlight

struck themw th an ever-varyi ng rai nbow bl oom as they noved.

We had little tine to watch them however, for in an instant they
had overtaken the fugitives and were making a dire slaughter
anong them Their nethod was to fall forward with their ful

wei ght upon each in turn, |eaving himcrushed and mangl ed, to
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bound on after the others. The wetched |Indians screamed with
terror, but were hel pless, run as they would, before the

rel entl ess purpose and horrible activity of these nonstrous creatures.
One after another they went down, and there were not hal f-a-dozen
surviving by the tinme ny conpanion and | could come to their help.
But our aid was of little avail and only involved us in the sane peril.
At the range of a couple of hundred yards we enptied our magazi nes,
firing bullet after bullet into the beasts, but with no nore effect
than if we were pelting themw th pellets of paper. Their slow
reptilian natures cared nothing for wounds, and the springs of
their lives, with no special brain center but scattered throughout
their spinal cords, could not be tapped by any nbdern weapons.

The nost that we could do was to check their progress by
distracting their attention with the flash and roar of our guns,
and so to give both the natives and ourselves tine to reach the
steps which led to safety. But where the conical explosive

bullets of the twentieth century were of no avail, the poisoned
arrows of the natives, dipped in the juice of strophanthus and
steeped afterwards in decayed carrion, could succeed. Such arrows
were of little avail to the hunter who attacked the beast, because
their action in that torpid circulation was slow, and before its
powers failed it could certainly overtake and slay its assail ant.
But now, as the two nonsters hounded us to the very foot of the
stairs, a drift of darts cane whistling fromevery chink in the
cliff above them In a minute they were feathered with them

and yet with no sign of pain they clawed and sl obbered with

i npotent rage at the steps which would Iead themto their victins,
mounting clunsily up for a few yards and then sliding down again

to the ground. But at last the poison worked. One of them gave

a deep runbling groan and dropped his huge squat head on to the earth.
The ot her bounded round in an eccentric circle with shrill, wailing
cries, and then lying down withed in agony for some m nutes before

it also stiffened and lay still. Wth yells of triunph the Indians
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came flocking down fromtheir caves and danced a frenzi ed dance

of victory round the dead bodies, in mad joy that two nore of the
nost dangerous of all their enem es had been slain. That night
they cut up and renoved the bodies, not to eat--for the poison

was still active--but |est they should breed a pestilence.

The great reptilian hearts, however, each as |arge as a cushion,
still lay there, beating slowy and steadily, with a gentle rise
and fall, in horrible independent life. It was only upon the third

day that the ganglia ran down and the dreadful things were still.

Sone day, when | have a better desk than a neat-tin and nore

hel pful tools than a worn stub of pencil and a last, tattered
note-book, | will wite sonme fuller account of the Accal a

I ndi ans--of our |ife anongst them and of the glinpses which we
had of the strange conditions of wondrous Maple Wite Land.
Menory, at least, will never fail ne, for so long as the breath
of lifeis in ne, every hour and every action of that period will
stand out as hard and clear as do the first strange happeni ngs of
our childhood. No new inpressions could efface those which are
so deeply cut. Wien the tine conmes | will describe that wondrous
moonl it night upon the great |ake when a young ichthyosaurus--a
strange creature, half seal, half fish, to look at, with
bone-covered eyes on each side of his snout, and a third eye
fixed upon the top of his head--was entangled in an |Indian net,
and nearly upset our canoe before we towed it ashore; the sane

ni ght that a green water-snake shot out fromthe rushes and
carried off inits coils the steersman of Chall enger's canoe.

I will tell, too, of the great nocturnal white thing--to this day
we do not know whether it was beast or reptile--which lived in a
vile swanp to the east of the lake, and flitted about with a
faint phosphorescent glimrer in the darkness. The Indians were
so terrified at it that they would not go near the place, and,

though we twi ce nade expeditions and saw it each time, we could
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not make our way through the deep marsh in which it lived. | can
only say that it seenmed to be larger than a cow and had the
strangest nmusky odor. | will tell also of the huge bird which
chased Challenger to the shelter of the rocks one day--a great
running bird, far taller than an ostrich, with a vulture-Ilike
neck and cruel head which nmade it a wal king death. As Chall enger
clinmbed to safety one dart of that savage curving beak shore off the
heel of his boot as if it had been cut with a chisel. This time
at | east nodern weapons prevailed and the great creature, twelve
feet fromhead to foot--phororachus its nane, according to our
panting but exultant Professor--went down before Lord Roxton's
rifleina flurry of waving feathers and kicking linbs, with two
renorsel ess yell ow eyes glaring up fromthe nmidst of it. My I
live to see that flattened vicious skull in its own niche anid
the trophies of the Albany. Finally, | will assuredly give sone
account of the toxodon, the giant ten-foot guinea pig, with
projecting chisel teeth, which we killed as it drank in the gray

of the nmorning by the side of the |ake.

Al this | shall some day wite at fuller |ength, and am dst
these nore stirring days | would tenderly sketch in these |ovely
sunmer eveni ngs, when with the deep blue sky above us we lay in
good conradeshi p anong the |ong grasses by the wood and narvel ed
at the strange fow that swept over us and the quaint new
creatures which crept fromtheir burrows to watch us, while above
us the boughs of the bushes were heavy with luscious fruit, and
bel ow us strange and |l ovely fl owers peeped at us from anmong the
her bage; or those long noonlit nights when we |ay out upon the
shimrering surface of the great |ake and watched with wonder and
awe the huge circles rippling out fromthe sudden splash of some
fantastic nonster; or the greenish gleam far down in the deep
wat er, of sonme strange creature upon the confines of darkness.

These are the scenes which ny nmind and ny pen will dwell upon in
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every detail at some future day.

But, you will ask, why these experiences and why this delay, when
you and your conrades shoul d have been occupi ed day and night in the
devi sing of sone neans by which you could return to the outer worl d?
My answer is, that there was not one of us who was not working for
this end, but that our work had been in vain. One fact we had
very speedily discovered: The Indians would do nothing to help us.
In every other way they were our friends--one mght al nost say our
devot ed sl aves--but when it was suggested that they should help us
to nmake and carry a plank which would bridge the chasm or when we
wi shed to get fromthemthongs of |leather or liana to weave ropes
which mght help us, we were net by a good-hunored, but an
invincible, refusal. They would smile, twinkle their eyes, shake
their heads, and there was the end of it. Even the old chief net
us with the sane obstinate denial, and it was only Maretas, the
youngst er whom we had saved, who | ooked wistfully at us and told
us by his gestures that he was grieved for our thwarted w shes.
Ever since their crowning triunph with the ape-nen they | ooked
upon us as supernmen, who bore victory in the tubes of strange
weapons, and they believed that so long as we remained with them
good fortune would be theirs. Alittle red-skinned wife and a
cave of our own were freely offered to each of us if we would but
forget our own people and dwell forever upon the plateau. So far
all had been kindly, however far apart our desires mght be; but

we felt well assured that our actual plans of a descent nust be
kept secret, for we had reason to fear that at the |ast they m ght

try to hold us by force.

In spite of the danger from di nosaurs (which is not great save at
night, for, as | may have said before, they are nostly nocturna
in their habits) | have twice in the last three weeks been over

to our old canp in order to see our negro who still kept watch
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and ward below the cliff. M eyes strained eagerly across the
great plain in the hope of seeing afar off the help for which we
had prayed. But the |ong cactus-strewn levels still stretched

away, enpty and bare, to the distant |line of the cane-brake.

"They will soon come now, Massa Mal one. Before another week pass
I ndi an cone back and bring rope and fetch you down." Such was the

cheery cry of our excellent Zanbo.

I had one strange experience as | cane fromthis second visit

whi ch had involved ny being away for a night from ny conpanions.

I was returning along the well-renenbered route, and had reached

a spot within a mle or so of the marsh of the pterodactyls, when

| saw an extraordi nary object approaching ne. It was a man who

wal ked inside a framework made of bent canes so that he was

encl osed on all sides in a bell-shaped cage. As | drew nearer

was nmore amazed still to see that it was Lord John Roxton. When he
saw ne he slipped fromunder his curious protection and cane towards

me | aughi ng, and yet, as | thought, with sonme confusion in his manner.

"Well, young fellah," said he, "who would have thought of neetin

you up here?"

"VWhat in the world are you doi ng?" | asked.

"Visitin' my friends, the pterodactyls,"” said he.

"But why?"

"Interestin' beasts, don't you think? But unsociabl e!
Nasty rude ways with strangers, as you nay renenber. So |
rigged this franmework which keeps them from bein' too pressin

in their attentions."
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"But what do you want in the swanp?"

He | ooked at ne with a very questioning eye, and | read

hesitation in his face.

"Don't you think other people besides Professors can want to
know t hi ngs?" he said at last. "I'mstudyin' the pretty dears.

That's enough for you."

"No of fense," said |

Hi s good- hunor returned and he | aughed.

"No offense, young fellah. 1'mgoin' to get a young devi

chick for Challenger. That's one of ny jobs. No, | don't want
your conpany. |'msafe in this cage, and you are not. So |ong,
and 1'll be back in canp by night-fall."

He turned away and | left himwandering on through the wood with

his extraordi nary cage around him

If Lord John's behavior at this tinme was strange, that of
Chal | enger was nore so. | may say that he seened to possess an
extraordinary fascination for the Indian wonen, and that he

al ways carried a | arge spreadi ng pal mbranch with which he beat
themoff as if they were flies, when their attentions becane

too pressing. To see himwalking like a comc opera Sultan, with
this badge of authority in his hand, his black beard bristling
in front of him his toes pointing at each step, and a train of
wi de-eyed Indian girls behind him clad in their slender drapery
of bark cloth, is one of the nost grotesque of all the pictures
which I will carry back with ne. As to Sunmmrerlee, he was

absorbed in the insect and bird life of the plateau, and spent
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his whole time (save that considerable portion which was devoted
to abusing Challenger for not getting us out of our difficulties)

in cleaning and nounting his specinens.

Chal | enger had been in the habit of wal king off by hinself every
morning and returning fromtime to time with | ooks of portentous
sol emmity, as one who bears the full weight of a great enterprise
upon his shoul ders. One day, palmbranch in hand, and his crowd
of adoring devotees behind him he |l ed us down to his hidden

wor k- shop and took us into the secret of his plans.

The place was a snmall clearing in the center of a pal mgrove.

In this was one of those boiling mud geysers which | have

al ready described. Around its edge were scattered a number of

| eat hern thongs cut fromiguanodon hide, and a | arge coll apsed
menbr ane whi ch proved to be the dried and scraped stomach of one
of the great fish lizards fromthe |ake. This huge sack had been
sewn up at one end and only a snmall orifice left at the other
Into this opening several banboo canes had been inserted and the
other ends of these canes were in contact with conical clay
funnel s which collected the gas bubbling up through the nud of
the geyser. Soon the flaccid organ began to slowy expand and
show such a tendency to upward nmovenents that Chall enger fastened
the cords which held it to the trunks of the surrounding trees.
In hal f an hour a good-sized gas-bag had been forned, and the
jerking and straining upon the thongs showed that it was capable
of considerable lift. Challenger, like a glad father in the
presence of his first-born, stood smiling and stroking his beard,
in silent, self-satisfied content as he gazed at the creation of

his brain. 1t was Summerl| ee who first broke the sil ence.

"You don't nean us to go up in that thing, Challenger?" said he,

in an acid voice
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"I mean, ny dear Summrerlee, to give you such a denonstration of
its powers that after seeing it you will, | amsure, have no

hesitation in trusting yourself to it."

"You can put it right out of your head now, at once," said
Sunmer | ee with decision, "nothing on earth would induce ne to
commit such a folly. Lord John, | trust that you will not

count enance such madness?"

"Dooced ingenious, | call it," said our peer. "lI'd like to see

how it works."

"So you shall," said Challenger. "For some days | have exerted
my whol e brain force upon the problem of how we shall descend
fromthese cliffs. W have satisfied ourselves that we cannot
climb down and that there is no tunnel. W are also unable to
construct any kind of bridge which nay take us back to the

pi nnacl e fromwhich we cane. How then shall | find a neans to
convey us? Sone little tinme ago | had remarked to our young
friend here that free hydrogen was evolved fromthe geyser

The idea of a balloon naturally followed. | was, | wll admt,
somewhat baffled by the difficulty of discovering an envel ope to
contain the gas, but the contenplation of the i Mmense entrails of

these reptiles supplied ne with a solution to the problem

Behold the result!"

He put one hand in the front of his ragged jacket and pointed

proudly with the other.

By this tine the gas-bag had swollen to a goodly rotundity and

was jerking strongly upon its | ashings.

"M dsumrer madness!" snorted Summerl| ee.
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Lord John was delighted with the whole idea. "Cdever old dear,
ain't he?" he whispered to ne, and then | ouder to Chall enger.

"What about a car?"

"The car will be ny next care. | have already planned howit is
to be made and attached. Meanwhile | will sinply show you how

capabl e ny apparatus is of supporting the weight of each of us.”

"Al'l of us, surely?"

"No, it is part of ny plan that each in turn shall descend as in

a parachute, and the balloon be drawn back by neans which | shal

have no difficulty in perfecting. |If it will support the weight
of one and let himgently down, it will have done all that is
required of it. | will now show you its capacity in that direction."

He brought out a lunp of basalt of a considerable size,
constructed in the mddle so that a cord could be easily attached
toit. This cord was the one which we had brought with us on to
the plateau after we had used it for clinbing the pinnacle.

It was over a hundred feet long, and though it was thin it was
very strong. He had prepared a sort of collar of |eather wth nmany
straps depending fromit. This collar was placed over the done
of the balloon, and the hangi ng thongs were gat hered together

bel ow, so that the pressure of any weight woul d be diffused over
a consi derabl e surface. Then the lunp of basalt was fastened to
the thongs, and the rope was allowed to hang fromthe end of it,

bei ng passed three times round the Professor's arm

"I will now," said Challenger, with a smle of pleased
anticipation, "denonstrate the carrying power of mny balloon." As

he said so he cut with a knife the various |lashings that held it.
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Never was our expedition in nore inmnent danger of conplete

anni hilation. The inflated nmenbrane shot up with frightfu

velocity into the air. 1In an instant Challenger was pulled off

his feet and dragged after it. | had just tinme to throw ny arns
round his ascendi ng wai st when | was nyself whipped up into the air.
Lord John had me with a rat-trap grip round the legs, but | felt
that he also was conmng off the ground. For a nonent | had a

vi sion of four adventurers floating like a string of sausages

over the land that they had explored. But, happily, there were
limts to the strain which the rope would stand, though none
apparently to the lifting powers of this infernal machine. There was
a sharp crack, and we were in a heap upon the ground with coils of
rope all over us. Wen we were able to stagger to our feet we saw
far off in the deep blue sky one dark spot where the |unp of

basalt was speeding upon its way.

"Splendid!'" cried the undaunted Chall enger, rubbing his injured arm

"A nost thorough and satisfactory denonstration! | could not have
anticipated such a success. Wthin a week, gentlenen, | promse
that a second balloon will be prepared, and that you can count upon

taking in safety and confort the first stage of our honeward journey."
So far | have witten each of the foregoing events as it occurred.

Now | am rounding off my narrative fromthe old canp, where Zanbo

has waited so long, with all our difficulties and dangers left |ike

a dream behi nd us upon the sumit of those vast ruddy crags which
tower above our heads. W have descended in safety, though in a

nost unexpected fashion, and all is well with us. In six weeks

or two nmonths we shall be in London, and it is possible that this
letter may not reach you nuch earlier than we do oursel ves.

Al ready our hearts yearn and our spirits fly towards the great

nmot her city which holds so nuch that is dear to us.

It was on the very evening of our perilous adventure with
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Chal | enger's hone-nmade ball oon that the change cane in our fortunes.
I have said that the one person from whom we had had sone sign of
synpathy in our attenpts to get away was the young chi ef whom we
had rescued. He alone had no desire to hold us against our wll
in a strange land. He had told us as nuch by his expressive

| anguage of signs. That evening, after dusk, he cane down to our
little canp, handed ne (for sone reason he had al ways shown his
attentions to ne, perhaps because | was the one who was nearest
his age) a small roll of the bark of a tree, and then pointing
solemly up at the row of caves above him he had put his finger
to his lips as a sign of secrecy and had stol en back again to

hi s peopl e.

| took the slip of bark to the firelight and we examined it together
It was about a foot square, and on the inner side there was a

si ngul ar arrangenment of lines, which | here reproduce:

They were neatly done in charcoal upon the white surface, and

| ooked to nme at first sight Iike sone sort of rough musical score.

"VWhatever it is, | can swear that it is of inmportance to us,"

saidl. "I could read that on his face as he gave it."

"Unl ess we have cone upon a primtive practical joker," Sumrerlee
suggested, "which | should think woul d be one of the nost

el ementary devel opnents of nman."

"It is clearly sone sort of script," said Challenger.

"Looks like a guinea puzzle conpetition,” remarked Lord John,
craning his neck to have a look at it. Then suddenly he

stretched out his hand and seized the puzzle.
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"By George!" he cried, "I believe |I've got it. The boy guessed
right the very first tine. See here! How nany marks are on that
paper? Eighteen. Well, if you come to think of it there are

ei ght een cave openings on the hill-side above us."

"He pointed up to the caves when he gave it to ne," said |

"Well, that settles it. This is a chart of the caves. What!
Ei ghteen of themall in a row, sonme short, sone deep, sone
branching, same as we saw them |It's a map, and here's a cross

onit. What's the cross for? It is placed to mark one that is

much deeper than the others."

"One that goes through,” | cried.

"l believe our young friend has read the riddle," said Chall enger
"If the cave does not go through I do not understand why this
person, who has every reason to nean us well, should have drawn
our attention to it. But if it does go through and conmes out at
the correspondi ng point on the other side, we should not have nore

than a hundred feet to descend."”

"A hundred feet!" grunbled Sumerl ee.

"Well, our rope is still nore than a hundred feet long," | cried.

"Surely we could get down."

"How about the Indians in the cave?" Summerl| ee objected.

"There are no Indians in any of the caves above our heads," said |
"They are all used as barns and store-houses. Wy should we not

go up now at once and spy out the |and?"

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...0Conan%20Doyle%20-%20The%20Lost%20World.txt (226 of 251) [2/24/2004 10:29:38 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Arthur%20Conan%20D oyl €%620-%20T he%620L ost%20Worl d.txt
There is a dry bitum nous wood upon the pl ateau--a speci es of
araucaria, according to our botanist--which is always used by the
I ndians for torches. Each of us picked up a faggot of this, and
we nmade our way up weed-covered steps to the particul ar cave
which was marked in the drawing. It was, as | had said, enpty,
save for a great nunber of enornous bats, which flapped round our
heads as we advanced into it. As we had no desire to draw the
attention of the Indians to our proceedings, we stunbled along in
the dark until we had gone round several curves and penetrated a
consi derabl e distance into the cavern. Then, at last, we |it
our torches. It was a beautiful dry tunnel with snooth gray walls
covered with native synbols, a curved roof which arched over our
heads, and white glistening sand beneath our feet. W hurried
eagerly along it until, with a deep groan of bitter
di sappoi ntnment, we were brought to a halt. A sheer wall of rock
had appeared before us, with no chink through which a nouse coul d

have slipped. There was no escape for us there.

We stood with bitter hearts staring at this unexpected obstacle.
It was not the result of any convulsion, as in the case of the
ascending tunnel. The end wall was exactly |ike the side ones.

It was, and had al ways been, a cul -de-sac.

"Never mnd, ny friends," said the indomnitable Challenger.

"You have still nmy firmpromse of a balloon."

Sunmer | ee gr oaned.

"Can we be in the wong cave?" | suggest ed.

"No use, young fellah," said Lord John, with his finger on the chart.
"Seventeen fromthe right and second fromthe left. This is the

cave sure enough."
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I looked at the mark to which his finger pointed, and | gave a

sudden cry of joy.

"l believe | have it! Follow ne! Follow ne!"

I hurried back along the way we had cone, ny torch in ny hand.

"Here," said |, pointing to sone matches upon the ground, "is

where we it up.”

"Exactly."

"Well, it is marked as a forked cave, and in the darkness we
passed the fork before the torches were lit. On the right side

as we go out we should find the | onger arm™"

It was as | had said. W had not gone thirty yards before a

great black opening loomed in the wall. W turned into it to

find that we were in a nmuch | arger passage than before. Along it

we hurried in breathless inpatience for many hundreds of yards.
Then, suddenly, in the black darkness of the arch in front of us

we saw a gleamof dark red light. W stared in amazenent.

A sheet of steady flane seened to cross the passage and to bar

our way. We hastened towards it. No sound, no heat, no movenent
came fromit, but still the great |um nous curtain gl owed before us,
silvering all the cave and turning the sand to powdered jewels,

until as we drew closer it discovered a circul ar edge.

"The nmoon, by George!" cried Lord John. "W are through, boys!

We are through!"

It was indeed the full noon which shone strai ght down the
aperture which opened upon the cliffs. It was a small rift, not

| arger than a window, but it was enough for all our purposes.
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As we craned our necks through it we could see that the descent was
not a very difficult one, and that the | evel ground was no very
great way below us. It was no wonder that from bel ow we had not
observed the place, as the cliffs curved overhead and an ascent
at the spot woul d have seenmed so inpossible as to discourage
close inspection. W satisfied ourselves that with the hel p of
our rope we could find our way down, and then returned, rejoicing,

to our canmp to make our preparations for the next evening.

VWhat we did we had to do quickly and secretly, since even at this

| ast hour the Indians might hold us back. Qur stores we would

| eave behind us, save only our guns and cartridges. But Challenger
had some unwi el dy stuff which he ardently desired to take with him
and one particul ar package, of which | may not speak, which gave

us nore | abor than any. Slowly the day passed, but when the
darkness fell we were ready for our departure. Wth nuch | abor

we got our things up the steps, and then, |ooking back, took one

| ast I ong survey of that strange |and, soon | fear to be vulgarized,
the prey of hunter and prospector, but to each of us a drean and

of glanour and ronmance, a | and where we had dared nuch, suffered
much, and | earned nuch--OUR | and, as we shall ever fondly call it.
Al ong upon our |eft the neighboring caves each threw out its ruddy
cheery firelight into the gloom Fromthe sl ope bel ow us rose the
voi ces of the Indians as they | aughed and sang. Beyond was the

| ong sweep of the woods, and in the center, shimrering vaguely
through the gloom was the great |ake, the nother of strange nonsters.
Even as we | ooked a high whickering cry, the call of sone weird
animal, rang clear out of the darkness. It was the very voice of
Mapl e White Land bi ddi ng us good-bye. W turned and plunged into

the cave which |l ed to hone.

Two hours later, we, our packages, and all we owned, were at the

foot of the cliff. Save for Challenger's |luggage we had never
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a difficulty. Leaving it all where we descended, we started at
once for Zanbo's canp. |In the early norning we approached it,
but only to find, to our amazenent, not one fire but a dozen upon
the plain. The rescue party had arrived. There were twenty
Indians fromthe river, with stakes, ropes, and all that could be
useful for bridging the chasm At |east we shall have no
difficulty nowin carrying our packages, when to-norrow we begin

to nmake our way back to the Amazon

And so, in hunble and thankful npod, | close this account.
Qur eyes have seen great wonders and our souls are chastened

by what we have endured. Each is in his own way a better and

deeper man. It may be that when we reach Para we shall stop
torefit. If we do, this letter will be a mail ahead. |If not,
it will reach London on the very day that | do. In either case,

my dear M. MArdle, | hope very soon to shake you by the hand.

CHAPTER XVI

"A Procession! A Procession!"

I should wish to place upon record here our gratitude to all our
friends upon the Amazon for the very great kindness and
hospitality which was shown to us upon our return journey.

Very particularly would | thank Senhor Penal osa and other officials
of the Brazilian Government for the special arrangenents by which
we were hel ped upon our way, and Senhor Pereira of Para, to whose
forethought we owe the conplete outfit for a decent appearance in
the civilized world which we found ready for us at that town.

It seened a poor return for all the courtesy which we encountered
that we shoul d deceive our hosts and benefactors, but under the
circunstances we had really no alternative, and | hereby tel

themthat they will only waste their tine and their noney if they
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attenpt to follow upon our traces. Even the names have been
altered in our accounts, and | amvery sure that no one, fromthe
nmost careful study of them could conme within a thousand mniles of

our unknown | and.

The excitement which had been caused through those parts of South
America which we had to traverse was i nmagi ned by us to be purely
|l ocal, and | can assure our friends in England that we had no

noti on of the uproar which the nere runor of our experiences had
caused through Europe. It was not until the Ivernia was within
five hundred mles of Southanpton that the wrel ess nessages from
paper after paper and agency after agency, offering huge prices
for a short return nessage as to our actual results, showed us
how strai ned was the attention not only of the scientific world
but of the general public. 1t was agreed anong us, however, that
no definite statenent should be given to the Press until we had
met the menbers of the Zool ogical Institute, since as delegates it
was our clear duty to give our first report to the body from which
we had received our comm ssion of investigation. Thus, although
we found Sout hanpton full of Pressmen, we absolutely refused to
gi ve any information, which had the natural effect of focussing
public attention upon the neeting which was advertised for the
eveni ng of November 7th. For this gathering, the Zool ogi cal Hal
whi ch had been the scene of the inception of our task was found
to be far too small, and it was only in the Queen's Hall in Regent
Street that accommodation could be found. It is now conmon

know edge the pronoters might have ventured upon the Al bert Hal

and still found their space too scanty.

It was for the second evening after our arrival that the great
nmeeting had been fixed. For the first, we had each, no doubt,
our own pressing personal affairs to absorb us. O mine | cannot

yet speak. It may be that as it stands further fromne | may
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think of it, and even speak of it, with less emotion. | have
shown the reader in the beginning of this narrative where lay the
springs of ny action. It is but right, perhaps, that | should
carry on the tale and show al so the results. And yet the day may
cone when | would not have it otherwise. At |least | have been
driven forth to take part in a wondrous adventure, and | cannot

but be thankful to the force that drove ne.

And now | turn to the last suprene eventful noment of our adventure.
As | was racking my brain as to how | should best describe it, ny
eyes fell upon the issue of my own Journal for the norning of the
8th of Novenber with the full and excellent account of ny friend
and fell owreporter Macdona. What can | do better than transcribe
his narrative--head-lines and all? | admt that the paper was
exuberant in the matter, out of conplinent to its own enterprise

in sending a correspondent, but the other great dailies were hardly

less full in their account. Thus, then, friend Mac in his report:

THE NEW WORLD
GREAT MEETI NG AT THE QUEEN S HALL
SCENES OF UPROAR
EXTRAORDI NARY | NCI DENT
VWHAT WAS | T?
NOCTURNAL RI OT I N REGENT STREET

( Speci al )

"The much-di scussed neeting of the Zoological Institute, convened
to hear the report of the Cormittee of Investigation sent out

| ast year to South Anerica to test the assertions nmade by

Prof essor Chall enger as to the continued exi stence of prehistoric

life upon that Continent, was held last night in the greater
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Queen's Hall, and it is safe to say that it is likely to be a red
letter date in the history of Science, for the proceedi ngs were
of so remarkabl e and sensational a character that no one present
is ever likely to forget them" (Ch, brother scribe Macdona, what
a monstrous opening sentence!) "The tickets were theoretically
confined to nmenbers and their friends, but the latter is an
elastic term and long before eight o' clock, the hour fixed for
the commencenent of the proceedings, all parts of the Great Hal
were tightly packed. The general public, however, which nost
unreasonably entertained a grievance at havi ng been excl uded,
storned the doors at a quarter to eight, after a prol onged nel ee
in which several people were injured, including Inspector Scoble
of H Division, whose |eg was unfortunately broken. After this
unwar r ant abl e i nvasi on, which not only filled every passage, but
even intruded upon the space set apart for the Press, it is
estimated that nearly five thousand people awaited the arrival of
the travelers. Wen they eventually appeared, they took their
places in the front of a platformwhich already contained all the
| eading scientific nmen, not only of this country, but of France
and of Germany. Sweden was al so represented, in the person of
Prof essor Sergius, the fanmous Zool ogi st of the University of Upsal a.
The entrance of the four heroes of the occasion was the signa
for a remarkabl e denonstration of wel come, the whol e audi ence
rising and cheering for some mnutes. An acute observer m ght,
however, have detected sone signs of dissent amid the appl ause,
and gathered that the proceedings were likely to becone nore
lively than harnonious. It nay safely be prophesied, however,
that no one could have foreseen the extraordi nary turn which they

were actually to take.

"Of the appearance of the four wanderers little need be said,
since their photographs have for sone tine been appearing in al

the papers. They bear few traces of the hardships which they are
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said to have undergone. Professor Challenger's beard may be nore
shaggy, Professor Summerlee's features nore ascetic, Lord John
Roxton's figure nore gaunt, and all three nay be burned to a
darker tint than when they |eft our shores, but each appeared to
be in nost excellent health. As to our own representative, the
wel | -known athlete and international Rugby football player, E D
Mal one, he | ooks trained to a hair, and as he surveyed the crowd
a smle of good-hunored contentment pervaded his honest but

honely face.”" (Al right, Mac, wait till | get you al one!)

"When qui et had been restored and the audi ence resuned their
seats after the ovation which they had given to the travelers,
the chairman, the Duke of Durham addressed the neeting. ~He
woul d not,' he said, “stand for nore than a noment between that
vast assenbly and the treat which |lay before them It was not
for himto anticipate what Professor Sumerlee, who was the
spokesman of the commttee, had to say to them but it was common
runor that their expedition had been crowned by extraordinary
success.' (Applause.) “Apparently the age of romance was not
dead, and there was common ground upon whi ch the w | dest

i magi ni ngs of the novelist could neet the actual scientific

i nvestigations of the searcher for truth. He would only add,
before he sat down, that he rejoiced--and all of them would
rejoice--that these gentlenmen had returned safe and sound from
their difficult and dangerous task, for it cannot be denied that
any disaster to such an expedition would have inflicted a
well-nigh irreparable loss to the cause of Zool ogi cal science.

(Great applause, in which Professor Challenger was observed to join.)

"Professor Sumerlee's rising was the signal for another
extraordi nary out break of enthusiasm which broke out again at
i nterval s throughout his address. That address will not be given

in extenso in these colums, for the reason that a full account
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of the whol e adventures of the expedition is being published as
a supplement fromthe pen of our own special correspondent.
Sone general indications will therefore suffice. Having described
the genesis of their journey, and paid a handsone tribute to his
friend Professor Challenger, coupled with an apology for the
incredulity with which his assertions, now fully vindicated, had
been recei ved, he gave the actual course of their journey,
carefully w t hhol ding such information as would aid the public in
any attenpt to |locate this remarkabl e plateau. Having described,
in general terms, their course fromthe main river up to the tine
that they actually reached the base of the cliffs, he enthralled
his hearers by his account of the difficulties encountered by the
expedition in their repeated attenpts to mount them and finally
descri bed how they succeeded in their desperate endeavors,
whi ch cost the lives of their two devoted hal f-breed servants."
(This amazing reading of the affair was the result of Summrerlee's

endeavors to avoid raising any questionable matter at the neeting.)

"Havi ng conducted his audience in fancy to the sumrit, and

mar ooned them there by reason of the fall of their bridge, the

Pr of essor proceeded to describe both the horrors and the
attractions of that remarkable land. O personal adventures he
said little, but laid stress upon the rich harvest reaped by
Science in the observations of the wonderful beast, bird, insect,
and plant life of the plateau. Peculiarly rich in the col eoptera
and in the | epidoptera, forty-six new species of the one and

ni nety-four of the other had been secured in the course of a

few weeks. It was, however, in the larger animals, and especially
in the |arger animals supposed to have been long extinct, that the
interest of the public was naturally centered. O these he was
able to give a goodly list, but had little doubt that it would be
| argel y extended when the place had been nore thoroughly investi gated.

He and his compani ons had seen at |east a dozen creatures, nost of

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...0Conan%20Doyle%20-%20The%20Lost%20World.txt (235 of 251) [2/24/2004 10:29:38 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Arthur%20Conan%20D oyl €%620-%20T he%620L ost%20Worl d.txt
them at a distance, which corresponded with nothing at present
known to Science. These would in tine be duly classified
and exam ned. He instanced a snake, the cast skin of which,
deep purple in color, was fifty-one feet in length, and
mentioned a white creature, supposed to be mamualian, which gave
forth well-nmarked phosphorescence in the darkness; also a | arge
bl ack nmoth, the bite of which was supposed by the Indians to be
hi ghl y poi sonous. Setting aside these entirely new forns of
life, the plateau was very rich in known prehistoric fornms,
dating back in sone cases to early Jurassic tinmes. Anobng these
he mentioned the gigantic and grotesque stegosaurus, seen once by
M. Mal one at a drinking-place by the |ake, and drawn in the
sket ch-book of that adventurous Anerican who had first penetrated
this unknown world. He described al so the iguanodon and the
pterodactyl--two of the first of the wonders which they
had encountered. He then thrilled the assenbly by some account
of the terrible carnivorous dinosaurs, which had on nore than one
occasi on pursued nenbers of the party, and which were the nost
form dable of all the creatures which they had encountered.
Thence he passed to the huge and ferocious bird, the phororachus,
and to the great elk which still roanms upon this upland. It was
not, however, until he sketched the nysteries of the central |ake
that the full interest and enthusiasm of the audi ence were aroused.
One had to pinch oneself to be sure that one was awake as one
heard this sane and practical Professor in cold neasured
tones describing the nonstrous three-eyed fish-lizards and the
huge wat er-snakes which inhabit this enchanted sheet of water.
Next he touched upon the Indians, and upon the extraordinary
col ony of anthropoid apes, which nmight be | ooked upon as an
advance upon the pithecant hropus of Java, and as coning therefore
nearer than any known formto that hypothetical creation, the
m ssing link. Finally he described, anongst some merriment, the

i ngeni ous but highly dangerous aeronautic invention of Professor
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Chal | enger, and wound up a nost nenorabl e address by an account
of the methods by which the conmittee did at last find their way

back to civilization.

"It had been hoped that the proceedings would end there, and that
a vote of thanks and congratul ati on, noved by Professor Sergius,
of Upsala University, would be duly seconded and carried; but it
was soon evident that the course of events was not destined to
flow so smoothly. Synptons of opposition had been evident from
time to time during the evening, and now Dr. Janes I|llingworth, of
Edi nburgh, rose in the center of the hall. Dr. Illingwrth asked

whet her an anendnment shoul d not be taken before a resol ution

"THE CHAIRMAN: “Yes, sir, if there nust be an anendment.'

"DR. | LLI NGANORTH: " Your Grace, there nust be an anendnent.'

"THE CHAIRMAN: "“Then let us take it at once.

" PROFESSOR SUMVERLEE (springing to his feet): “Mght | explain
your Grace, that this man is ny personal eneny ever since our
controversy in the Quarterly Journal of Science as to the true

nat ure of Bathybi us?

"THE CHAIRMAN: | fear | cannot go into personal matters. Proceed.'

"Dr. Illingworth was inperfectly heard in part of his remarks on
account of the strenuous opposition of the friends of the explorers.
Sone attenpts were also nade to pull himdown. Being a man of

enor nous physi que, however, and possessed of a very powerful

voi ce, he dominated the tunult and succeeded in finishing

his speech. It was clear, fromthe nonent of his rising, that

he had a nunber of friends and synpathizers in the hall, though

they forned a mnority in the audience. The attitude of the
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greater part of the public m ght be described as one of

attentive neutrality.

"Dr. Illingworth began his remarks by expressing his high
appreciation of the scientific work both of Professor Chall enger
and of Professor Summerlee. He nuch regretted that any persona

bi as shoul d have been read into his remarks, which were entirely
dictated by his desire for scientific truth. H s position, in
fact, was substantially the same as that taken up by Professor
Sunmerlee at the last neeting. At that |ast neeting Professor
Chal | enger had nade certain assertions which had been queried by
his colleague. Now this colleague cane forward hinself with the
sanme assertions and expected themto remai n unquestioned. Was this
reasonabl e? ("Yes,' "No,' and prolonged interruption, during

whi ch Professor Chall enger was heard fromthe Press box to ask

| eave fromthe chairman to put Dr. Illingworth into the street.)

A year ago one nman said certain things. Now four men said other
and nore startling ones. Wis this to constitute a final proof
where the matters in question were of the nobst revolutionary and

i ncredi bl e character? There had been recent exanples of travelers
arriving fromthe unknown with certain tales which had been too
readily accepted. Was the London Zoological Institute to place
itself in this position? He admtted that the nenbers of the
committee were men of character. But hunman nature was very conpl ex.
Even Professors mght be misled by the desire for notoriety.

Li ke noths, we all | ove best to flutter in the light.

Heavy-gane shots liked to be in a position to cap the tales of
their rivals, and journalists were not averse from sensati ona
coups, even when inagination had to aid fact in the process.

Each nenmber of the conmittee had his own notive for naking the
nmost of his results. (" Shane! shane!') He had no desire to be
offensive. ("You are!' and interruption.) The corroboration of

these wondrous tales was really of the nost slender description
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VWhat did it anpbunt to? Sone photographs. {Was it possible that in
this age of ingeni ous mani pul ati on phot ographs coul d be accepted

as evidence?} Wat nore? W have a story of a flight and a descent
by ropes which precluded the production of |arger specinmens. It was
i ngeni ous, but not convincing. It was understood that Lord John
Roxton claimed to have the skull of a phororachus. He could

only say that he would like to see that skull.

"LORD JOHN ROXTON: “Is this fellowcalling ne a liar?" (Uproar.)

"THE CHAI RMAN. " Order! order! Dr. Illingworth, | must direct you

to bring your remarks to a conclusion and to nove your anendnent.'’

"DR. | LLI NGNMORTH: "~ Your Grace, | have nore to say, but | bowto
your ruling. | nove, then, that, while Professor Sumerl ee be
thanked for his interesting address, the whole matter shall be
regarded as “non-proven,' and shall be referred back to a larger,

and possibly nore reliable Cormittee of Investigation.'

"It is difficult to describe the confusion caused by this amendnent.
A large section of the audi ence expressed their indignation at such
a slur upon the travelers by noisy shouts of dissent and cries of,
"Don't put it!" “Wthdrawl' “Turn himout!' On the other hand,
the mal contents--and it cannot be denied that they were fairly
numer ous- - cheered for the anendnent, with cries of “Oder!’

“Chair!' and "Fair play!'" A scuffle broke out in the back benches,
and bl ows were freely exchanged anmong the nedical students who
crowded that part of the hall. It was only the noderating

i nfluence of the presence of |arge nunbers of |adies which
prevented an absolute riot. Suddenly, however, there was a

pause, a hush, and then conplete silence. Professor Chall enger

was on his feet. Hi s appearance and nanner are peculiarly

arresting, and as he raised his hand for order the whole
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audi ence settled down expectantly to give hima hearing.

"It will be within the recollection of many present,' said

Prof essor Challenger, “that simlar foolish and unmannerly scenes
mar ked the |last neeting at which | have been able to address them
On that occasion Professor Summerlee was the chief offender, and
though he is now chastened and contrite, the matter could not be
entirely forgotten. | have heard to-night simlar, but even nore

of fensive, sentinments fromthe person who has just sat down, and
though it is a conscious effort of self-effacement to come down

to that person's nental level, | will endeavor to do so, in order
to allay any reasonabl e doubt which could possibly exist in the

m nds of anyone.' (Laughter and interruption.) | need not rem nd
this audi ence that, though Professor Sumerlee, as the head of the
Conmittee of Investigation, has been put up to speak to-night,

still it is | who amthe real prinme nmover in this business, and

that it is mainly to ne that any successful result nust be ascri bed.
I have safely conducted these three gentlenen to the spot nentioned,
and | have, as you have heard, convinced them of the accuracy of

my previous account. W had hoped that we should find upon our
return that no one was so dense as to dispute our joint conclusions.
Warned, however, by my previous experience, | have not come without
such proofs as mmy convince a reasonable man. As expl ai ned by

Prof essor Sumerl ee, our canmeras have been tanpered with by the ape-
men when they ransacked our canp, and nost of our negatives ruined.
(Jeers, laughter, and “Tell us another!' fromthe back.) I have
menti oned the ape-nen, and | cannot forbear from saying that sone
of the sounds which now neet ny ears bring back nost vividly to

my recollection nmy experiences with those interesting creatures.
(Laughter.) “In spite of the destruction of so many inval uable
negatives, there still remains in our collection a certain nunber

of corroborative photographs showi ng the conditions of |ife upon

the plateau. Did they accuse them of having forged these photographs?
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(A voice, "Yes,' and considerable interruption which ended in
several nmen being put out of the hall.) "~The negatives were open
to the inspection of experts. But what other evidence had they?
Under the conditions of their escape it was naturally inpossible
to bring a | arge ambunt of baggage, but they had rescued Professor
Sunmerl ee's collections of butterflies and beetles, containing

many new species. Was this not evidence? (Several voices, "No.')

"Who said no?'

"DR. I LLINGAMORTH (rising): ~CQur point is that such a collection

m ght have been nade in other places than a prehistoric plateau.'

(Appl ause.)

"PROFESSOR CHALLENGER: " No doubt, sir, we have to bow to your
scientific authority, although |I mnmust admt that the name

is unfamliar. Passing, then, both the photographs and the

ent onol ogi cal collection, | cone to the varied and accurate

i nformati on which we bring with us upon points which have never
bef ore been el ucidated. For exanple, upon the donmestic habits of
the pterodactyl--"(A voice: ~Bosh,' and uproar)--'1 say, that
upon the domestic habits of the pterodactyl we can throw a fl ood
of light. | can exhibit to you fromny portfolio a picture of

that creature taken fromlife which would convince you----

"DR I LLI NGAORTH:  "No picture could convince us of anything.'

"PROFESSOR CHALLENGER: "You would require to see the thing itself?

"DR. | LLI NGWORTH: "~ Undoubtedl y.'

"PROFESSOR CHALLENGER: " And you woul d accept that?

"DR | LLI NGAORTH (| aughi ng): ~Beyond a doubt.
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"It was at this point that the sensation of the evening arose--a
sensation so dramatic that it can never have been paralleled in
the history of scientific gatherings. Professor Challenger
raised his hand in the air as a signal, and at once our

coll eague, M. E. D. Mal one, was observed to rise and to nmake his
way to the back of the platform An instant |ater he re-appeared
in conmpany of a gigantic negro, the two of them bearing between
them a | arge square packing-case. It was evidently of great

wei ght, and was slowy carried forward and placed in front of

the Professor's chair. Al sound had hushed in the audi ence

and everyone was absorbed in the spectacle before them

Pr of essor Chal |l enger drew off the top of the case, which forned

a sliding lid. Peering dowmn into the box he snapped his fingers
several tinmes and was heard fromthe Press seat to say, ~Cone,
then, pretty, pretty!' in a coaxing voice. An instant |ater,
with a scratching, rattling sound, a nost horrible and | oat hsone
creature appeared from bel ow and perched itself upon the side of
the case. Even the unexpected fall of the Duke of Durhaminto
the orchestra, which occurred at this monent, could not distract
the petrified attention of the vast audi ence. The face of the
creature was like the wildest gargoyle that the inmagi nation of a
mad nedi eval buil der could have conceived. It was nalicious,
horrible, with two small red eyes as bright as points of

burning coal. |Its long, savage nouth, which was hel d hal f-open,
was full of a double row of shark-like teeth. |Its shoul ders were
hunped, and round them were draped what appeared to be a faded
gray shawl. It was the devil of our childhood in person. There was
a turnmoil in the audi ence--soneone screaned, two ladies in the
front row fell senseless fromtheir chairs, and there was a
general novenent upon the platformto follow their chairnman into
the orchestra. For a monent there was danger of a general panic.
Pr of essor Chal l enger threw up his hands to still the conmotion,

but the nmovement alarnmed the creature beside him |Its strange
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shawl suddenly unfurled, spread, and fluttered as a pair of

| eathery wings. |Its owner grabbed at its legs, but too late to
hold it. It had sprung fromthe perch and was circling slowy
round the Queen's Hall with a dry, leathery flapping of its
ten-foot wings, while a putrid and insidious odor pervaded

the room The cries of the people in the galleries, who were

al arnmed at the near approach of those gl ow ng eyes and that

mur der ous beak, excited the creature to a frenzy. Faster and
faster it flew, beating against walls and chandeliers in a blind
frenzy of alarm ~The window For heaven's sake shut that w ndow
roared the Professor fromthe platform dancing and winging his
hands in an agony of apprehension. Alas, his warning was too | ate!
In a noment the creature, beating and bumping along the wall like a
huge noth within a gas-shade, came upon the opening, squeezed its
hi deous bul k through it, and was gone. Professor Challenger fel
back into his chair with his face buried in his hands, while the
audi ence gave one long, deep sigh of relief as they realized that

the incident was over

"Then--oh! how shall one describe what took place then--when the
full exuberance of the majority and the full reaction of the
mnority united to make one great wave of enthusiasm which
rolled fromthe back of the hall, gathering volune as it cane,
swept over the orchestra, submerged the platform and carried the
four heroes away upon its crest?" (Good for you, Mac!) "If the
audi ence had done less than justice, surely it nade anpl e anends.
Every one was on his feet. Every one was noving, shouting,
gesticulating. A dense crowd of cheering men were round the four
travelers. “Up with them up with them' cried a hundred voices.
In a noment four figures shot up above the crowd. |In vain they
strove to break | oose. They were held in their lofty places

of honor. It would have been hard to let themdown if it had

been wi shed, so dense was the crowd around them ~Regent Street!
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Regent Street!' sounded the voices. There was a swirl in the
packed nultitude, and a slow current, bearing the four upon their
shoul ders, made for the door. Qut in the street the scene was
extraordi nary. An assenbl age of not |ess than a hundred thousand
peopl e was waiting. The close-packed throng extended fromthe
other side of the Langham Hotel to Oxford G rcus. A roar of

accl amation greeted the four adventurers as they appeared, high
above the heads of the people, under the vivid electric | anps
outside the hall. ~A procession! A procession!' was the cry.

In a dense phal anx, blocking the streets fromside to side, the
crowd set forth, taking the route of Regent Street, Pall Mall

St. Janes's Street, and Piccadilly. The whole central traffic

of London was held up, and nmany collisions were reported between
the denonstrators upon the one side and the police and taxi-cabnen
upon the other. Finally, it was not until after nidnight that
the four travelers were rel eased at the entrance to Lord John
Roxton's chanbers in the Al bany, and that the exuberant crowd,
havi ng sung "They are Jolly Good Fellows' in chorus, concluded
their programwith “~God Save the King.' So ended one of the nost

remar kabl e eveni ngs that London has seen for a considerable tine."

So far ny friend Macdona; and it may be taken as a fairly
accurate, if florid, account of the proceedings. As to the main
incident, it was a bewildering surprise to the audi ence, but not,
I need hardly say, to us. The reader will remenber how | mnet
Lord John Roxton upon the very occasion when, in his protective
crinoline, he had gone to bring the "Devil's chick" as he called
it, for Professor Challenger. | have hinted also at the trouble
whi ch the Professor's baggage gave us when we | eft the plateau,
and had | described our voyage | mght have said a good deal of
the worry we had to coax with putrid fish the appetite of our
filthy conpanion. |f | have not said much about it before, it

was, of course, that the Professor's earnest desire was that no

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...0Conan%20Doyle%20-%20The%20Lost%20World.txt (244 of 251) [2/24/2004 10:29:38 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Arthur%20Conan%20D oyl €%620-%20T he%620L ost%20Worl d.txt

possi bl e runmor of the unanswerabl e argument which we carried
shoul d be allowed to | eak out until the nmonment came when his

enem es were to be confuted.

One word as to the fate of the London pterodactyl. Nothing can
be said to be certain upon this point. There is the evidence of
two frightened wonmen that it perched upon the roof of the Queen's
Hal | and remained there |ike a diabolical statue for some hours.
The next day it came out in the evening papers that Private

Ml es, of the Coldstream Guards, on duty outside Marl borough
House, had deserted his post without | eave, and was therefore
courtmartialed. Private Mles' account, that he dropped his
rifle and took to his heels down the Mall because on | ooking up
he had suddenly seen the devil between himand the nmoon, was not
accepted by the Court, and yet it may have a direct bearing upon
the point at issue. The only other evidence which |I can adduce
is fromthe log of the SS. Friesland, a Dutch-Anerican |iner,

whi ch asserts that at nine next norning, Start Point being at the
time ten mles upon their starboard quarter, they were passed by
sonet hing between a flying goat and a nonstrous bat, which was
headi ng at a prodi gi ous pace south and west. [If its homi ng
instinct led it upon the right Iine, there can be no doubt that
sonewhere out in the wastes of the Atlantic the |ast European

pt erodactyl found its end.

And d adys--oh, ny dadys!--d adys of the nystic | ake, now to be
re-named the Central, for never shall she have imortality
through ne. Did | not always see sone hard fiber in her nature?
Did | not, even at the time when | was proud to obey her behest,
feel that it was surely a poor |ove which could drive a lover to
his death or the danger of it? Did | not, in ny truest thoughts,
al ways recurring and al ways di sm ssed, see past the beauty of the

face, and, peering into the soul, discern the twi n shadows of
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sel fi shness and of fickleness gloomng at the back of it? D d she
| ove the heroic and the spectacular for its own noble sake, or

was it for the glory which nmight, without effort or sacrifice, be
refl ected upon herself? O are these thoughts the vain w sdom

whi ch cones after the event? It was the shock of ny life. For a
monent it had turned me to a cynic. But already, as | wite, a
week has passed, and we have had our nonmentous interview with

Lord John Roxton and--well, perhaps things mght be worse.

Let me tell it in a fewwrds. No letter or telegramhad cone to
me at Sout hanpton, and | reached the little villa at Streatham
about ten o'clock that night in a fever of alarm Was she dead
or alive? Where were all ny nightly dreans of the open arns, the
smling face, the words of praise for her man who had risked his
life to hunor her whinf? Already | was down fromthe high peaks
and standing flat-footed upon earth. Yet sone good reasons given
mght still lift ne to the clouds once nore. | rushed down the
garden path, hamrered at the door, heard the voice of d adys

wi thin, pushed past the staring maid, and strode into the
sitting-room She was seated in a | ow settee under the shaded
standard | anp by the piano. |In three steps | was across the room

and had both her hands in m ne.

"dadys!" | cried, "d adys!"

She | ooked up with amazenent in her face. She was altered in sone
subtle way. The expression of her eyes, the hard upward stare,

the set of the lips, was new to ne. She drew back her hands.

"VWhat do you nmean?" she said.

"dadys!" | cried. "What is the matter? You are ny d adys, are

you not--little d adys Hungerton?"
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"No," said she, "I am d adys Potts. Let me introduce you to
my husband. "
How absurd life is! | found nyself nechanically bow ng and

shaki ng hands with a little ginger-haired man who was coiled up
in the deep armchair which had once been sacred to ny own use.

We bobbed and grinned in front of each other

"Father lets us stay here. W are getting our house ready,"

sai d d adys.

"Ch, yes," said I

"You didn't get ny letter at Para, then?"

"No, | got no letter."

"Ch, what a pity! It would have nade all clear."

"It is quite clear," said I

"I've told WIlliamall about you," said she. "W have no secrets.
| amso sorry about it. But it couldn't have been so very deep
could it, if you could go off to the other end of the world and

| eave me here alone. You're not crabby, are you?"

"No, no, not at all. | think I'"lIl go."

"Have sone refreshnent,"” said the little nan, and he added, in a
confidential way, "It's always like this, ain't it? And nust be
unl ess you had pol ygamy, only the other way round; you understand."

He | aughed like an idiot, while | nmade for the door.
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I was through it, when a sudden fantastic inpul se cane upon ne,
and | went back to ny successful rival, who | ooked nervously at

the electric push.

"WIIl you answer a question?" | asked.

"Well, within reason," said he

"How did you do it? Have you searched for hidden treasure, or
di scovered a pole, or done tinme on a pirate, or flown the
Channel, or what? Where is the gl amour of romance? How did you

get it?"

He stared at ne with a hopel ess expression upon his vacuous,

good- natured, scrubby little face.

"Don't you think all thisis alittle too personal ?" he said.

"Well, just one question," |I cried. "Wat are you? Wat is

your profession?"

"I ama solicitor's clerk," said he. "Second man at Johnson and

Merival e's, 41 Chancery Lane."

"Good-night!" said I, and vanished, like all disconsolate and
br oken- hearted heroes, into the darkness, with grief and rage

and laughter all simrering within me |like a boiling pot.

One nore little scene, and | have done. Last night we all supped
at Lord John Roxton's roons, and sitting together afterwards we
smoked i n good conradeship and tal ked our adventures over. |t was
strange under these altered surroundings to see the old, well-known
faces and figures. There was Challenger, with his smle of

condescensi on, his drooping eyelids, his intolerant eyes, his
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aggressi ve beard, his huge chest, swelling and puffing as he laid

down the law to Summerlee. And Summerlee, too, there he was with

his short briar between his thin nmoustache and his gray goat's-

beard, his worn face protruded in eager debate as he queried all

Chal | enger's propositions. Finally, there was our host, with his

rugged, eagle face, and his cold, blue, glacier eyes with al ways

a shimer of devilnment and of hunor down in the depths of them

Such is the last picture of themthat | have carried away.

It was after supper, in his own sanctum-the room of the pink
radi ance and the innunerabl e trophies--that Lord John Roxton had
sonmething to say to us. Froma cupboard he had brought an old

cigar-box, and this he laid before himon the table.

"There's one thing," said he, "that maybe | shoul d have spoken

about before this, but | wanted to know a little nore clearly

where | was. No use to raise hopes and | et them down agai n.

But it's facts, not hopes, with us now. You may renenber that day
we found the pterodactyl rookery in the swanp--what? Well, sonethin
inthe lie of the Iand took ny notice. Perhaps it has escaped you,
sol wll tell you. It was a volcanic vent full of blue clay."

The Professors nodded.

"Well, now, in the whole world |I've only had to do with one pl ace
that was a vol canic vent of blue clay. That was the great De
Beers Di anond M ne of Kinberley--what? So you see | got di anponds
into my head. | rigged up a contraption to hold off those
stinking beasts, and | spent a happy day there with a spud.

This is what | got."

He opened his cigar-box, and tilting it over he poured about

twenty or thirty rough stones, varying fromthe size of beans to

that of chestnuts, on the table.
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"Perhaps you think I should have told you then. Well, so
should, only I know there are a lot of traps for the unwary, and
that stones may be of any size and yet of little value where
col or and consistency are clean off. Therefore, | brought them
back, and on the first day at home | took one round to Spink's,

and asked himto have it roughly cut and val ued."

He took a pill-box fromhis pocket, and spilled out of it a
beautiful glittering dianond, one of the finest stones that |

have ever seen.

"There's the result,"” said he. "He prices the lot at a m ni mum
of two hundred thousand pounds. O course it is fair shares
between us. | won't hear of anythin' else. WlIl, Challenger,

what will you do with your fifty thousand?"

"If you really persist in your generous view, " said the
Prof essor, "I should found a private nmuseum which has |ong been

one of my dreans."

"And you, Sunmerl|ee?"

"I would retire fromteaching, and so find tine for ny fina

classification of the chalk fossils."

"Il use my own," said Lord John Roxton, "in fitting a
wel | -formed expedition and havi ng anot her | ook at the dear
old plateau. As to you, young fellah, you, of course, wll

spend yours in gettin' married."

"Not just yet," said |, with a rueful smle. "I think, if you

will have me, that | would rather go with you."

Lord Roxton said nothing, but a brown hand was stretched out to
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me across the table.
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