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Chapter 1

There Are Heroisms
All Round Us

Mr. Hungerton, her father, was the most tactless
person on the earth, a good-natured man, but abso-
lutely centered on himself. If anything could have
driven me from Gladys, it would have been the
thought of such a father-in-law. I am sure that he re-
ally believed that I came round to their house three
days a week only for the pleasure of his company.

For an hour or more that evening I listened to his
monotonous talk about money exchange and debts.

“Imagine,” he cried, “that all the debts in the world
were to be paid at once... what would happen then?”

I answered that I should be a ruined man!. He
jumped from his chair, complained that it was im-
possible for him to discuss any reasonable subject
with me, and ran out of the room to dress for a Ma-
sonic meeting?.

At last I was alone with Gladys, and the moment
of Fate had come! All that evening I had felt like the

! 1 should be a ruined man — MHe rpo3uT pas3opeHue
2 a Masonic meeting — MacoHCKoe cobpaHue
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soldier who awaits the signal which will send him
on a hope.

She sat against the red curtain. How beautiful
she was! And yet how aloof! We had been friends,
quite good friends; but never could I get beyond the
same friendship which I might have had with one of
my fellow-reporters upon the Gazette — a frank and
kind friendship. My nature is all against a woman
who is too frank with me. It is no compliment to a
man. Where the real feeling begins, shyness and dis-
trust are its companions. It is heritage from old days
when love and violence went often hand in hand.
The bent head, the sideward eye, the low voice...
these, and not the straight gaze and frank reply, are
the true signals of passion. Even in my short life
I had learned it.

Gladys was full of womanly qualities. Some
thought her to be cold and hard; but it was so untrue!
That bronzed skin, that raven hair, the large eyes, the
full lips... all the signs of passion were there. But I was
sadly conscious! that up to now I had never found the
secret how to conquer her. She could refuse me, but
better be a refused lover than an accepted brother.

So I was about to break the silence?, when two
critical, dark eyes looked at me. Gladys shook her
head and smiled with reproof3.

! T was sadly conscious — s ¢ TpycTbI0 OCO3HaABaJ

2 to break the silence — Hapymurs MoryaHue
3 with reproof — ¢ ynpexom
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“I have a feeling that you are going to propose,
Ned. I wish you wouldn’t.”

“How did you know that I was going to propose?”
I asked in wonder.

“Don’t women always know? But... Ned, our
friendship has been so good and so pleasant! What
a pity to spoil it! Don’t you think how splendid it is
that a young man and a young woman should be
able to talk face to face as we have talked?”

“I don’t know, Gladys. You see, I can talk face to
face with anyone. So it does not satisfy me. I want
my arms round you, and your head on my breast,
and... oh, Gladys...”

“You've spoiled everything, Ned,” she said. “Why
can’t you control yourself'?”

“I can’t. It’s nature. It’s love.”

“Well, I have never felt it.”

“But you must... you, with your beauty, with
your soul! Oh, Gladys, you were made for love! You
must love!”

“One must wait till it comes.”

“But why can’t you love me, Gladys? Is it my ap-
pearance, or what?”

“No it isn’t that,” she said with a smile. “It’s deep-
er.”

“My character?”

She nodded severely.

“What can I do, Gladys? Tell me, what’s wrong?”

! to control yourself — gep:xaTh cebs B pykax
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“I'm in love with somebody else,” she said.

I jumped out of my chair.

“It’s nobody in particular,” she explained, laugh-
ing at the expression of my face: “only an ideal. I've
never met the kind of man I mean.”

“Tell me about him. What does he look like?”

“Oh, he might look very much 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...
non-drinking, vegetarian, pilot, theosophist, super-
man. I'll have a try at it, Gladys, if you will tell me
what would please you.”

She laughed at the flexibility of my character.

“Well, in the first place, I don’t think my ideal
would speak like that,” said she. “He would be a
harder man, not so ready to adapt himself to a girl.
But, above all, he must be a man who could act,
who could look Death in the face and have no fear
of him, a man of great experiences. It is not a man
that I should love, but the glories he had won be-
cause they would be reflected upon me!”

She looked so beautiful in her enthusiasm!

“But we don’t usually get the chance of great ex-
periences... at least, I never had the chance. If I did,
I should try to take it.”

“But chances are all around you. Remember that
young Frenchman who went up last week in a balloon.
The wind blew him fifteen hundred miles in twenty-
four hours, and he fell in the middle of Russia. That
was the kind of man I mean. Think of the woman he



loved, and how other women must have envied her!
That’s what I should like to be... envied for my man.”

“I'd have done it to please you.”

“But you shouldn’t do it just to please me. You
should do it because you can’t help yourself!, be-
cause it’s natural to you. Now, when you described
the Wigan coal explosion last month, could you not
have gone down and helped those people?”

“I did.”

“You never said so.”

“There was nothing worth boasting of.”

“I didn’t know.” She looked at me with more in-
terest. “That was brave of you.”

“I had to. If you want to write a good article, you
must be where the things are.”

“What a prosaic motive! It seems to take all the ro-
mance out of it. But, still, I am glad that you went down
that mine. I dare say [ am a foolish woman with a young
girl’s dreams. And yet it is so real with me, that I cannot
help it. If I marry, I do want to marry a famous man!”

“Why should you not?” I cried. “Give me a
chance, and see if I will take it! I'll do something in
the world!”

She laughed at my sudden Irish excitement.

“Why not?” she said. “You have everything a man
could have... youth, health, strength, education, ener-
gy. Now I am glad if it wakens these thoughts in you!”

! you can’t help yourself — TbI HHYero He MOXKellb C
co60H mozenaThb



“And if I...”

Her dear hand rested upon my lips.

“Not another word, Sir! You should have been at
the office for evening duty half an hour ago. Some
day, perhaps, when you have won your place in the
world, we shall talk it over again.”

And so I left her with my heart glowing within
me and with the eager determination to find some
deed which was worthy of my lady. But who...
who in all this world could ever have imagined
this incredible deed I was about to take? Was it
hardness, was it selfishness, that Gladys should
ask me to risk my life for her own glorification?
Such thoughts may come in middle age but never
when you are twenty three and in the fever of
your first love.

Chapter 2

Try Your Luck With Professor
Challenger
I always liked McArdle, the crabbed!, old, red-
headed news editor, and I hoped that he liked me.

Of course, Beaumont was the real boss but he was
above and beyond us — we saw him very seldom.

! crabbed — BopwIMBBIH



And McArdle was his first lieutenant. The old man
nodded as I entered the room.

“Well, Mr. Malone, you seem to be doing very
well,” he said in his kindly Scottish accent.

I thanked him.

“The article about explosion was excellent. So
why did you want to see me?”

“To ask a favour!... Do you think, Sir, that you
could possibly send me on some mission? I would
do my best? to get you some good copy3.”

“What sort of mission, Mr. Malone?”

“Well, Sir, anything that had adventure and dan-
ger in it. The more difficult it was, the better it
would suit me.”

“You seem very anxious to lose your life.”

“To justify my life, Sir.”

“Dear me, Mr. Malone, I'm afraid the day for this
sort of thing is rather past. There’s no room for ro-
mance... Wait a bit, though!” he added, with a sud-
den smile. “What about exposing a fraud... a mod-
ern Munchausen*... and making him ridiculous?
You could show him as the liar that he is! How does
it sound to you?”

“Anything... anywhere... I don’t care.”

McArdle was plunged in thought for some minutes.

! to ask a favour — mompocuts 06 yciayre

2 to do one’s best — fenaTh BCE BO3MOXXHOE

3 copy — Marepuain i CTaTbu

4 Munchausen — Mronxraysed (umepamyphbiii nep-
COHAMC)



“You seem to have, I suppose, animal magnetism,
or youthful energy, or something... So why should
you not try your luck with Professor Challenger?”

I looked a little startled.

“Challenger!” I cried. “Professor Challenger, the
famous zoologist! The man who broke the skull of
Blundell, of the Telegraph!”

The news editor smiled grimly.

“Do you mind? Didn’t you say it was adventures
you wanted?”

“Yes, sir,” I answered.

“I don’t suppose he can always be so violent as
that. You may have better luck, or more tact in han-
dling him.”

“I really know nothing about him,” I said. “I only
remember his name in connection with the police-
court proceedings, for striking Blundell. I am not
very clear yet why I am to interview this gentleman.
What else has he done?”

“He went to South America on a expedition two
years ago. Came 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 then just shut up like an oyster. Something won-
derful happened... or the man’s a great liar. Had
some damaged photographs, said to be fakes. Now
he attacks anyone who asks questions and kicks re-
porters downstairs'. In my opinion he’s just a mani-

! to kick smb downstairs — cryckaTh KOro-1u60 ¢ JIeCTHHILIBI
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ac with a turn for science. That’s your man, Mr.
Malone. Now, go. We’ll see what you can do. You're
big enough to look after yourself.”

I left the office and entered the Savage Club and
found the very man I needed. Tarp Henry, of the
staff of Nature, a thin, dry, leathery creature, who
was full of kindly humanity.

“What do you know of Professor Challenger?”
I asked him at once.

“Challenger? He was the man who came with
some story from South America.”

“What story?”

“Oh, it was nonsense about some animals he had
discovered. I believe he has retracted! since. He gave
an interview to Reuter’s, and there was such a howl
that he saw it wouldn’t do. There were one or two
men who were inclined to take him seriously, but he
soon removed them.”

“How?”

“Well, by his rudeness and impossible behaviour.
There was poor old Wadley, of the Zoological Insti-
tute. Wadley sent a message: ‘The President of the
Zoological Institute presents his compliments to Pro-
fessor Challenger, and would take it as a personal
favour if he would do them the honour to come to
their next meeting.” The answer was unprintable.”

“Good Lord! Anything more about Challenger?”

“Well, he’s a fanatic.”

! to retract — OTKa3bIBAaThCS OT CBOMX CJIOB
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“In what particular sphere?”

“There are lots of examples, but the latest is
something about Weissmann and Evolution. He had
a fearful row about it in Vienna, I believe. There is a
translation of the proceedings at our office. Would
you like to have a look?”

“It’s just what I need! I have to interview the fel-
low. I'll go with you now, if it is not too late.”

Half an hour later I was seated in the newspaper
office with a huge tome in front of me, reading the
article “Weissmann versus Darwin.” I couldn’t make
out a word as if it were written in Chinese, but it
was evident that the English Professor had spoken
in a very aggressive way, and had thoroughly an-
noyed his Continental colleagues.

“I wish you could translate it into English for
me,” I said, pathetically, to my friend.

“Well, it is a translation.”

“All T need is a single good sentence which con-
veys some sort of definite human idea. Ah, yes, this
one will do. I even seem to understand it. I'll copy it
out. This shall be my link with the terrible Pro-
fessor.”

“Nothing else I can do?”

“Well, yes; I am going to write to him. If I could
use your address it would give atmosphere.”

“Well, that’s my chair and desk. You'll find paper
there.”

It took some time and when it was finished it
wasn’t such a bad job. I read it aloud to Tarp Henry.
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“DEAR PROFESSOR CHALLENGER,” it said, “As a
modest student of Nature, I have always been inter-
ested in your speculations, especially about the dif-
ferences between Darwin and Weissmann...”

“You liar!” murmured Tarp Henry.

“... But there is one sentence in your speech at
Vienna, namely: ‘I protest strongly against the in-
sufferable and entirely dogmatic assertion that each
separate id is a microcosm possessed of an histori-
cal architecture elaborated slowly through the se-
ries of generations.”! With your permission, I would
ask the favour of an interview, as I don’t quite un-
derstand it and have certain suggestions which I
could only tell you in a personal conversation. With
your consent, I trust to have the honour of calling
at eleven o’clock the day after tomorrow (Wednes-
day) morning.

Yours very truly, EDWARD D. MALONE.”

“But what do you mean to do?” Tarp Henry
asked.

“To get there. Once I am in his room I may see
some variants. If he is a sportsman he will like it.”

1 T protest strongly against the insufferable and en-
tirely dogmatic assertion that each separate id is a mi-
crocosm possessed of an historical architecture elabo-
rated slowly through the series of generations.” — ‘A xa-
TErOpUYeCKd BO3Pa’Kal MPOTUB HEIPUEMJIEMOTO M CBEpPX-
JIOTMaTUYECKOTO YTBEPXKAEHUsA, OYATO KaXKAbIil 060co6IeH-
HBII UHAUBUZ €CTh MUKPOKOCM, 00JIa/JaloIUi NCTOPUYECKU
CJIOXKUBIINMCSI CTPOEHUEM OpPraHK3Ma, BbIpabaThIBaBIIMMCS
MIOCTENEHHO B TeYeHNe MHOTHX ITOKOJIEeHUM .
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“Indeed a sportsman! Chain mail!, or an Ameri-
can football suit... that’s what you’ll need. Well,
good-bye. I'll have the answer for you here on
Wednesday morning... if he ever answers you. He is
a dangerous character. Perhaps it would be best for
you if you never heard from the fellow at all.”

Chapter 3

He Is a Perfectly
Impossible Person

However when I called on Wednesday there was
a letter with the West Kensington postmark upon it,
and my name scrawled across the envelope. The
contents were as follows:

“SIR, — I have duly received your note, in which
you claim to support my views. You quote an isolat-
ed sentence from my lecture, and appear to have
some difficulty in understanding it. I should have
thought that only a stupid person could have failed
to grasp the point, but if it really needs explanation
I shall see you at the hour named. As for your sug-
gestions I would have you know that it is not my
habit to change my views. You will kindly show the
envelope of this letter to my man, Austin, when you

! chain mail — xospuyra
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call, as he has to take every precaution to protect
me from the intrusive people who call themselves
‘journalists’.

Yours faithfully, GEORGE EDWARD CHALLENGER.”

This was the letter that I read aloud to Tarp
Henry. His only remark was that I should take along
some haemostatic'. Some people have such extraor-
dinary sense of humor.

A taxicab took me round in good time for my ap-
pointment. It was an imposing house at which we
stopped. The door was opened by an odd person of
uncertain age. He looked me up and down with a
searching light blue eye.

“Expected?” he asked.

“An appointment.” I showed the envelope.

“Right!” He seemed to be a person of few words.
I entered and saw a small woman. She was a bright,
dark-eyed lady, more French than English in her
type.

“One moment,” she said. “You can wait, Austin.
May I ask if you have met my husband before?”

“No, madam, I have not had the honour.”

“Then I apologize to you in advance?. I must tell
you that he is an impossible person... absolutely im-
possible. Get quickly out of the room if he seems to be
violent. Don’t argue with him. Several people have
been injured. Afterwards there is a public scandal and

! haemostatic — KpoBOOCTaHaBIHBAIOLIEE CPEACTBO
2 in advance — 3apaHee
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