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of scientific gatherings. Professor Challenger
raised his hand in the air as a signal, and at once
our colleague, Mr. E. D. Malone, was observed to
rise and to make his way to the back of the plat-
form. An instant later he re-appeared in com-
pany of a gigantic negro, the two of them bearing
between them a large square packing-case. It
was evidently of great weight, and was slowly
carried forward and placed in front of the Pro-
fessor's chair. All sound had hushed in the audi-
ence and everyone was absorbed in the spectacle
before them. Professor Challenger drew off the
top of the case, which formed a sliding lid. Peer-
ing down into the box he snapped his fingers
several times and was heard from the Press seat
to say, 'Come, then, pretty, pretty I' in a coaxing
voice. An instant later, with a scratching, rat-
tling sound, a most horrible and loathsome crea-
ture appeared from below and perched itself upon
the side of the case. Even the unexpected fall of
the Duke of Durham into the orchestra, which
occurred at this moment, could not distract the
petrified attention of the vast audience. The face
of the creature was like the wildest gargoyle that
the imagination of a mad medieval builder could
have conceived. It was malicious, horrible, with
two small red eyes as bright as points of burning
coal. Its long, savage mouth, which was held
half-open, was full of a double row of shark-like
teeth. Its shoulders were humped, and round
them were draped what appeared to be a faded
gray shawl. It was the devil of our childhood in


