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IT IS NO GOOD WASTING one's time being angry with Professor George Edward Challenger. If one were by some happenstance to indeed become angry with him, against my advice and the advice of all who know him best, that poor individual would be forced to remain enraged with him over the course of an entire lifetime. And, it may well be, given the professor's recent interest in the investigation of spiritualism, beyond this lifetime and into some unexplored and unknown future.

As I say, it is certainly not worth the effort. 

Professor Challenger is a genius, both self-professed and by acclamation. His mind is protean, astute and quick, and he is without a doubt the most brilliant man I have ever had the pleasure to meet.

He is also arrogant, cocksure, uninhibited, lordly, and quite the most insufferable man I have ever had the—well, one would not call it a pleasure, precisely, the first time I met him. But I have learned over some length of time that his virtues outweigh—though sometimes only barely, and by less than the weight of a feather—his faults.

But enough about the professor's nature—or, as he often refers to himself, GEC. Allow me to tell you of the latest adventure which I had both the luck and the misfortune to share with him.

It was the anniversary of our return from Maple White Land, a date on which all of us who had joined in that particular amazing journey were wont to spend the evening together, sharing a delicious meal, several bottles of wine and reminiscences of our adventures. Those of us who so gathered each year with Professor Challenger were myself, Edward Malone, reporter for the Gazette; Lord John Roxton, the greatest hunter our misty isle has ever produced; and Professor Summerlee, the veteran Professor of Comparative Anatomy. All of us who shared, in other words, The Journey. 

I had received the invitation to our little gathering the week before. It arrived on one of Professor Challenger's usual cards and said:

Professor G. E. Challenger, FRGS, MD, DSC, PhD, etc, etc, holder of honorary degrees so numerous they overtax the capacity of this puny card, requests the honor of your attendance at the annual observance of Maple White Day on 7 June at 8 in the evening. RSVP this very instant to 14 Enmore Gardens, London, SW, upon risk and threat of pain, dismemberment or death.

The last was his idea of humor—at least, I could only hope it was.

I looked forward to our yearly gathering. The old Scotchman under whose direction I was pleased to work, Mr. MacArdle, had already cleared my schedule for several days and allowed me a leave of absence from my duties at the Gazette. I do believe Mac may have had an ulterior motive in this, as he had received invaluable dispatches from me on the occasion of our expedition to South America—where, as all readers of our paper are aware, Maple White Land is situated—and was doubtless expecting more of the same. Especially, I believe, in regard to two of the most recent incidents in Professor Challenger's exciting professional career.

In the first instance, the professor had become involved in a confrontation with a fellow scientist—not an unusual event, by any means. This latest altercation involved the fellow scientist saying, and I quote: “The highly unlikely concept that a holdover from the dark reaches of the antediluvian past could exist in the icy, peat-stained waters of a northern loch is both ludicrous and impossible,” referring to something along the lines of, if I interpreted his verbosity correctly, the presence of what is popularly called the Loch Ness monster. This scientist, in fact, stated categorically that the monster was a myth. 

Professor Challenger stated that it was not, in his most vociferous fashion. 

And thus the melee began. The results had been anger, shouts, violence, lawsuits, and death threats, with perhaps a broken bone or two: about average for a GEC confrontation. I confess, I was hoping for more information on the matter. 

The second contretemps revolved around the theory of life upon other celestial orbs of our Solar System, in this particular case, the red planet Mars. The release of the fantastic novel War of the Worlds by Mr. Wells some fifteen or so years past had ignited a veritable firestorm of discussion and controversy within the scientific community. The theories of the distinguished American astronomer, Percival Lowell, who posited the clearly visible canals on the surface of Mars were built by an intelligent race, only added to the furor. 

And where there was controversy, there was, inevitably, front and center, GEC. 

Little did I know quite how much information I was about to obtain about the second of these matters, and that of a frighteningly first-hand type.

I had of course duly RSVP'd the professor's peremptory invitation and was awaiting the hansom cab and the company of my fellow invitee. My pockets were stuffed with notebooks and pencils, and I had two bottles of wine for my host and a bunch of flowers for my hostess, Mrs. Jessie Challenger, and another for the professor's charming daughter Enid. My hands were thus quite encumbered when I was informed that the hansom had appeared. I made sure I had everything and started down the stairs to the front door of my boardinghouse. 

The door opened in front of me, and a tall, lean man with dark ginger hair appeared on the doorstep in a way that reminded me of a genie popping out of a bottle.

“Well, young fellah-my-lad, I suspected you would need a hand.” Lord John Roxton provided that hand by taking the wine and ushering me into the waiting cab, then climbing nimbly in after me. The cabbie shut the door, spoke a few confiding words to his horse and we were off.

“Very nice posies, Malone,” Lord John commented with a twinkle from those reckless eyes of icy light blue, the color of a glacier lake. “But why two bunches,” he drawled, “seein' as how the dear old professor only has a single wife?”

I fear I blushed. In fact, I am sure I blushed. “Um, well, naturally I must present my respects to Mrs. Challenger,” I said.

“And to Miss Challenger too, I presume?” Lord John settled back against his seat with a satisfied air. 

I managed to say nothing at all in a very pointed manner as the hansom cab took us through the streets of London. Lord John became unaccountably silent, though his nervous energy showed as he tapped one finger on the head of his silver cane—a cane, I knew full well, which contained a razor-sharp sword within its sleek wood—crossed and recrossed his legs, and fidgeted in general.

At last I could stand it no longer.

“Is something worrying you, my dear sir?” I asked.

Lord John pierced me with those gimlet eyes, and I felt once more the sheer physical presence of the man. Though I would trust him with my life, and had done so on more than one occasion, I felt a frisson of fear.

Then he gave a merry shout of laughter.

“Not in the least, Malone, not in the least. I'm just a bit tired of dear old London, don't you know? Safe, solid, secure,” he sighed, “and so terribly, frightfully, deadly dull.” 

“Ah,” I said in total understanding. “I see. Well, then, perhaps the professor may have something to remedy your ailment.”

“One can but hope, dear fellow.”

After that one lapse, Lord John put himself out to entertain me with his usual tales of danger and derring-do, and I think I made a most appreciative audience. The time passed so quickly, I confess I was surprised when the cabbie stopped before the professor's door.

The villa was ablaze with lights and looked most welcoming. Lord John gave an order to the cabbie, who followed us up the pathway to the front door bearing a wicker basket which clinked delightfully. 

A lugubrious butler opened the door and ushered us in, took our hats and then the wicker basket from the cabbie. 

“Roxton! Malone!” boomed a voice I would recognize amidst a crowd. 

Professor Challenger minced out of the drawing room, his massive body balanced on his tiny feet shod in shiny leather, the toes pointed like a dancing master. 

“Still can't master the concept of the pocketwatch, Malone?” Challenger grinned.

I scrambled at my watch pocket but stopped when Lord John guffawed. “Don't let him get to you so quickly, young-fellah-me-lad,” he said, still chuckling. “We're dead on time.”

“Father, you are such a baby!” said a delightful voice, more alto than soprano. 

I turned, and I could feel my face turning as red as the flowers in the turkey carpet. “Miss Enid!” I reached to raise my hat, forgetting that GEC's taciturn butler had already taken it from me. I swallowed around a sudden lump and held out, wordlessly, the posies I had brought.

“Thank you so much, Mr. Malone. They're lovely!”

“Yes, yes,” said her father, his impatience boiling over as usual. “This way, gentlemen, if you please!”

I tore my eyes from the bright face of Miss Enid and really focused on Challenger for the first time.

He had the exact expression of a cat which had, that instant, consumed a jug of cream. 

“Professor!” I exclaimed. Of course, so excited was I, I at once dropped Miss Enid's flowers, as she had not come quite close enough to take them from me.

Lord John, that amazing man, scooped them from mid-air and offered them with a bow.

“Thank you both.” Miss Enid dimpled deliciously. “And I'll take the others, which I know must be for mama, who has not returned from the country yet. Now go. I know that look and I shan't get an intelligent word out of any of you until Father shares his news. Go!” and she made a shooing motion as if we were no more than a pair of ducklings.

“Come along, do,” said Challenger. “I confess I do have something rather...interesting to share.”

Relieved of all our burdens and full of curiosity, Lord John and I followed the professor into his sanctum.

“My dear fellows!”

Professor Summerlee sat in a wingback chair, a cup of tea in one hand. He set down the cup with a rattle. This, from such a phlegmatic gentleman, as much as anything, increased my curiosity. 

I will allow I was getting more than a bit excited, and Lord John was positively quivering, like an eager hound which had just caught the scent of its quarry.

Challenger closed the door behind us and made rather a show of locking it. He pranced over to the tall windows which gave onto the street and tweaked the curtains, though they were already pulled tight. Then he positioned himself before the mantle, one hand on the mahogany and the other tucked into the pocket of his boyish jacket.

“Well, now, my dear sirs, together again,” he began, teeth gleaming like ivory through the thicket of his black beard. “How have you been?”

“Don't try your monkey tricks on us, Challenger.” Lord John shook his head and I saw, with a rising of even greater excitement, that all trace of boredom was gone from his lean face. Indeed, his eyes positively radiated interest.

“Yes indeed, sir,” I said sternly. I pulled out a notebook and popped the cap off my patent pen. “You have news. Don't even attempt to deny it, just tell us all.”

“Put away that pen, my dear boy,” he said, but in a surprisingly pleasant tone—or perhaps deceptively pleasant, I should say. “I am not ready to share my news with the common herd, at least not quite. But I have hopes that you three of all men, may just be capable of understanding some small faint amount
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