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< Continued From Mwdw.l 
CH.r professors would gladly have 

•eay*d there all day. eo entranced 
were they by this opportunity of 

Studying the life of a prehistoric 
age. They pointed out the fish and 
the dead birds lying about among the 
rocks as proving the nature of the 

food of these creatures, and l heard 
them congratulating each other on 

having cleared up the point why the 
bones of tills flying dragon are found 
In such great numbers in certain well- 
defined areas, as In the Cambridge 
Green-sand, since it was now se-.n 
that, like penguins, they lived in gre- 
garious fashion. 

Finally, however. Challenger, bent 
upon proving sgme point, which Sum- 
tnerlee had contest eel, thrust his head 
over the rock and nearly brought de- 
struction-.upon us all. In an instant | 
the nearesLmale gave a shrill, whis- 
tling cry. and flapped its twenty-foot 
span of leathery wings as it soared up 
into the air. The females and young 
ones huddled together beside the 
water, while the whole circle of senti- 
nels rose one after the other and 
sailed oft into the sky. It was a 

wonderful sight to see at least a hun- 
dred creatures of such enormous size 
and hideous appearance all swooping 
like swallows with swift, sheaving 
wing-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 libge 
ring, as If to make sure what the 
exact extent of the danger might he. 
Then, the flight grew lower and the 
circle narrower, until they were whiz- 
zing round and round us. the dry. 
rustling flap of their huge slate-col- 
ored wings tilling the air with a vol- 
ume of sound that made me think of 
Hendon aerodrome upon a race day. 

“Make for the wood and keep to- 

gether.” cried Lord John, clubbing 
his rifle. “The brutes mean mis- 
chief.” 

The moment we attempted to re- 

treat the circle closed in upon us, 

until the tips of the wings of those 
nearest to ns nearly touched our 

faces. TVe heat at them with the 
stocks of our guns, but there was 

nothing solid or vulnerable to strike. 
Then suddenly out of the whizzing, 
slate-colored circle a long neck shot 

out, and a fierce beak made a thrust 
at us. Another and another followed. 
Summeiiee gave a cry and put his 

band to his face, from which the 
blood was streaming. I felt a prod 
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By O. O. M'INTYRE. 
On th9 Atlantic. March 1.—I’m off 

again to Paris. “Let's go to Europe!” 
said the highly Important member of 

my household. “Let’s!” said I. And 
two days later we were on our way In 

the M&uretania — swlfteet of the 
trans-Atlantic grayhounds. 

I've crossed In the Mauretania, be- 

fore and found It a game, sturdy 
lark—bucking mountainous waves 

with a sort of joyousness. It gives 
you the impression of having ft good 
time. Our deck steward Musker calls 
her:"A rippin' little blighter!” 

A rather swank crowd Is aboard. 
Several dukes and lords and their 
ladies. Also Gertrude Lawrence, the 

actress,-•Sir Alfred Butt, Arthur Hop 
•Uins, Dudley Field Malone, Adolph 
dKttkor, and, O, yes, a Mr. Cox with 
two man servants and Mrs. Cox with 
two rnaids. Their servant problem 
aeoins to be solved. 

My first day aboard ship Is gen- 
erally a squefcmlsh one. I stick to my 
cabin. And it wasn't pleasant to 

stumble upon a three-letter word 

meaning grease in a cross-word puz- 
zle. I ventured out once and found 
passengers parading In life jackets 
for drill and cantered back to bed 
again. 

I couldn't even smile when Ger- 
trude Lawrence explained that a five 
letter word meaning a kick in the 

pants was a flask. Our captain is 
A. H. Rost row, who commanded the 

Garpathla In the heroic rescue of the 
Titanic survivors many years ago. 

There are varying emotions at the 

pier when a ship sails. Weeping. 
Gay shouting and fluttering of col- 
ored 'kerchiefs. But the most amus- 

ing thing to me was an excited fel- 
low who called from the dork as the 

ship nosed out Into the Hudson: “O, 
Tkey, did you forget your order 
book!” 

Many are aboard T know. Among 
the first T saw was Zoe Berkley, 
queen of the Park Row “sob sisters" 
who is on her way to Bucharest to 

see another queen—the queen of 
Roumanla. Miss Beckley and I used 
to be Simon Legreed by the same 

city editor on the old New York Ev- 
ening Mall. 

The most pathetic, group on a ship 
It seems to me Is the ship's orches 
tra. They carry on valiantly as the 
whip skids along—striking rancid 
notes with every lurch of the vessel. 
Now and then the leader pute up a 

card “By Request"—a bit of hocus 
po.cus, I believe. I do not believe they 
ever get a request except not to play. 

T am always rather entranced by 
the English servants, “Very good, 
sir." and the rising Infection of their 
“Thank you!” They know how to 
give a certain dignity to a rather 
humble calling. Yet I do not believe 
any servant. In the world compares 
wl'h the old-fashtoncd, loyal South- 
ern darkey for service and comfort. 
They have all the English servant 
has—and more. 

Grossing last summer there was a 

rush of passengers to the bar when 
the boat passed the three-mile limit. 
Nothing of this sort happened aboard 
the Mauretania. It may be, however, 
that a poor start will make a good 
ffn'sh. You do feel far from home 
however, beyond the three-mile limit 
when you see cocktails at *0 cents 
each and bottles of beer 15 cents 
each. I’m laughing. 

A sudden squall belched up from 
nowhere In the late afternoon. The 
ominous noise of closing portholes, 
tightening life boats and slamming 
doors Is never pleasant but this 
proved only a slight gale and we 

wero soon headed for the vast deep. 
T never start on a trip without suf- 
fering neurotic reactions. I want to 
Vick myself for coming and think of 
g thousand things left undone. But 
on a beat you are conscious that you 
ean do nothing about It. You cannot 
♦ urn back and no doubt soon I will 
tie thrilling to the Journey. 

tCoerilshL Jaar. » 
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at the back of m.v neck, and turned 
dizzy with the shock. Challenger fell, 
and a# l stooped to pick him up I 
was again struck from behind and 
dropped on the top of him. At the 
same instant [ heard the crash of 
Lord John's elephant gun. and, look- 
ing up. saw one of the creatures with 
a broken, wing struggling upon the 
ground, spitting and gurgling at us 
with a wide opened beak and blood- 
shot, goggled eyes, like some devil in 
a medieval picture. Its comrades had 
flown higher at the sudden sound, and 
were circling above our heads. 

"Now," cried Lord John, "now, for 
our lives!" 

\Ve staggered through the brush- 
wood and even as we reached the 
trees the harpies were on ns again. 
Pummerlee was knocked down, but 
wo tore him up and rushed among 
the trunks. Once there we were sale, 
for those huge wings had no space 
for ..their sweep heneath the branches. 
As we limped homewards, sadly 
mauled and diseorhfited. we sawr them 
for a long time flying at a great 
height against the deep blue sky 
above our heads, soaring round and 
round, no bigger than wood pigeons, 
with their eves no doubt still follow- 
ing our progress. At last, however, 
as we reaehed the thicker woods they 
gave up the chase, and we saw them 
no more. 

"A most interesting and convinc- 
ing experience,” said Challenger, as 

we halted beside the brook and he 
bathered a swollen knee. "We are 

exceptionally well informed as 1o the 
habits of the enraged pterodactyl.” 

Summerlee was wiping the blood 
from a cut in his forehead, while I 
was tying up a nasty stab in the 
muscle of the neck". Lord John had 
the shoulder of his coat torn away, 
but the creature's teeth had only 
grazed the flesh. 

"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, 
I was beaten about the head by their 
wings, so we have had a remarkable 
exhibition of their various methods 
of offense.” 

"It has been touch and go for our 
lives,” said Lord John, gravely, “and 
I could not think of a more rotten 
sort of death than to he outed by 
such filthy vermfn. I was sorry to 
fire my rifle, but, by Jove! there was 

no great choice.” 
"We should not he here if you 

hadn’t," said I, with conviction. 
“It may do no harm,” said he. 

"Among these woods there must le 
many loud cracks from splitting >r 

falling trees which would be Just live 
the sound of a gun. But now, if you 
are of rny opinion, we have had thrills 
enough for one day, and had best get 
back to the surgical box at the camp 
for some carbolic. Who knows what 
venom these beasts may have in their 
hideous jaws?” 

But surely no men ever had "Just 
such a day since the world began. 
Pome fresh surprise was ever in store 
for us. When, following the course 
of our brook, we at last reached our 

glade and saw the thorny barricade 
of our camp, we thought that our 
adventures were at an end. But we 
had something more to think of he- 
fore we could rest. The gate of Fort 
Challenger had been untouched, the 
walls were unbroken, and yet it had 
been visited by some strange and 
powerful creature in.oui' absence. No 
footmark showed a trace of its nature 
and only the overhanging branch of 
the enormous ginko tree suggested 
how it might have come and gone; 
but of its malevolent strength there 
was ample evidence in the condition 
of our stores. They were strewn at 
random all over the ground, and one 

tin of meat had been crushed into 
pieces so >s to extract the contents. 
A case of cartridges had been shat- 
tered into matchwood,, and one of 
the brass shells lay shredded into 
pieces beside it. Again the feeling of 
vague horror came upon our souls, 
and we gazed round with frightened 
eyes at the dark shadows which lay 
around us, in all of which some fear- 
some shape might be lurking. How 
good It was when we were hailed by 
the voice of Zambo, and. going to 
the edge of the plateau, saw him sit- 
ting grinning at us upon the lop of 
live opposite pinnacle. 

"All well. Massa Challenger, all 
well!” he cried. "Me stay here. No 
fear. You always find me when you 
want.” 

Ills honest black face, and the lnv 
■ mensr view heforp us, which carried 
us halfway back to the affluent of ihe 
Amazon, helped us to remember that 
vve really were upon Ihls earth in the 
twentieth century, and had not by 
some magic been coveved to some 

raw planet In its earliest and wildest 
state. How difficult it was to realize 
that the violet line upon the far hori- 
zon was well advanced to that great 
river upon which huge steamers ran, 
and folk talked of thp small affairs 
of life, while we, marooned among 
the creatures of a bygone age, could 
but gaze towBrds it and yearn for all 
that it meant! 

One other memory remains with me 

of this wonderful day, and with It 
I will rlose this letter. The two pro- 
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lessors, their tempers aggravated, no 
doubt, by their Injuries, bad fallen 
out as to whether our assailants were 

of the genus pterodactyl!!,' or dlmor- 
phodoit. and high words had ensued 
To avoid their wrangltpg f moved 
some little way apart, and was seat 
ed smoking upon the trunk of a fal 

len^'ce when l.ot'd John strolled over 

in toy direction. 
"I sav, Malone, said he. "do you 

remember that place where those 
beas t s were?'' 

"Very clearly. 
\ sort of volcanic pit, was It not?" 

"Exactly/" said I. 
•Ttld yon notice the soil?" 
"Rocks." 
"Rut round the water—where the 

reeds were?" 
"It was a bluish soil. It looked 

like clay." 
"Exactly. A volcanic tube full of 

blue clay." 
"What of that?" T asked. 
“Oh, nothing, nothing," said he. 

and strolled bark to where ihe voices 
of the contending men of science rose 
in a prolonged duet, the high, strident 
note of Summerlee rising and fall 
ing to the sonorous bass of Challen- 
ger. I should have, thought no more 
of T#ord John’s remark, were it not 
• hat once again that night l heard 
him mutter in himself: "Blue clay— 
< lay iti a volcanic tube!” They were 

the last words F heard before F 
dropped into an exhausted sleep. 

I.onl John Flexion was right when 

he thought that some spec tally toxic- 
quality might lie in the bite of tbe 
horrible creatures which had attacked 
us. on the morning after our first ad- 
venture upon the plateau, both Sum- 
merlee and I were in great pain and 
fever, while Challenger s Knee was so 

bruised that he. N*nuk1 hardly limp. 
We kept to our camp all dav. there- 
fore, Cord John busying himself with 
such help as we could give him, in 

raising the height and thickness of the 
thorny walls which were our only 

defense. I remember that during the 
whole long day I was haunted l>> the 
feeling that we were closely ob- 
served, though by whom or whence 1 
could gi'i no guess. 

So strong was the impression that 
I told Professor Challenger of it. wine 

tun It down to the cerebral excite 
nieitt caused by my fever. Again and 

again I .danced round swiftly, with 
the conviction that I was about to 

s» e something, but only to meet the 

dark tangle of our hedge nr the sol- 

emn and cavernous gloom of the gr« 

trees which arched above our head 

And vet th* feeling grew ever *»"•' 

rr in my ow n mind that somethin, 
observant and something malevolent 
was at our very ells»W, I thought of 
tiie Indian superstition of the t urn- 

puri- the dreadful, lurking spirit of 

the woods—and I could have imag- 
ined that his terrible presence haur 
♦ d those who had invaded his raou. 

remote and red retreat. 
<T«» !<«• 1'imtlwMed Tomorrow.) 
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