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disconsolate and broken-hearted heroes, into the
darkness, with grief and rage and laughter all
simmering within me like a boiling pot.

QNE more little scene, and I have done. Last
night we all supped at Lord John Roxton's

rooms, and sitting together afterwards we smoked
in good comradeship and talked our adventures
over. It was strange under these altered sur-
roundings to see the old, well-known faces and
figures. There was Challenger, with his smile of
condescension, his drooping eyelids, his intol-
erant eyes, his aggressive 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 moustache
and his gray goat's-beard, his worn face protruded
in eager debate as he queried all Challenger's
propositions. Finally, there was our host, with
his rugged, eagle face, and his cold, blue, glacier
eyes with always a shimmer of devilment and of
humor down in the depths of them. Such is the
last picture of them that I have carried away.

It was after supper, in his own sanctum— the
room of the pink radiance and the innumerable
trophies— that Lord John Roxton had something
to say to us. From a cupboard he had brought
an old cigar-box, and this he laid before him on
the table.

"There's one thing," said he, "that maybe I
should have spoken about before this, but I
wanted to know a little more clearly where


