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BEFORE READING 

1 What do you know about dinosaurs and other animals of their time? Fill in the table. 

Triceratops 

b 7-75 rv\illiOY\ 
When did it �oors °'jO
live? <. CretC\COOAS 

pericxi) 

Where did it iY\ who.+ is Y\Ow: 
live? �Jorth AYY\erico.: 

I+ haid three 
What did it look hOrY\S, Oi bit 
like? I ike todai� 's 

rhiY\oceros 

How heavy 'f 8 tOY\Y\eS 
was it? 

How big was it? : c, yY'\e+res \oV"\9 j 

What did it eat? 

How did it 
move? 

plO.Y\t s

iY\ 9rotAps 

Stegosaurus Pterodactyl 
; Tyrannosaurus 

Rex 

2 Which films or TV programmes have you seen with dinosaurs in them? 



H
ow beautiful she was! Her large, soft 

eyes. her long, dark hair, her sweet 

smile - Gladys Hungerton was made for 

love. We were friends, good friends, but 

nothing more. We sat, silently, by the 

window in her father's house, and Gladys 

seemed so beautiful, but so far away. 

Tonight. I decided. tonight I would ask her. Suddenly, she 

turned to me. and said: 

·r have a feeling that you're going to ask me to marry

you. Ned . Please don't.' 

'How did you know?' I asked, very surprised. 

'Women always know,' she replied. 'But don't you think 

that things are nicer as they are? We're good friends , we can 

talk so openly and so easily together.' 

feeling 

something that 

you feel inside 
yourself 
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So. that cold November evening. I arrived at the office of 

the Gazette with my head full of these ideas. Mr McArdle, the 

news editor. was at his desk. I always liked old McArdle. and 

I hoped that he liked me. 

'I hear that you are doing very well. Mr Malone,' he said. 

in his kind Scottish voice. 'You have written some very good 

pieces for us.' 

'Thank you.' I answered. 

'Now. how can I help you?' 

'Sir, I . . . I have something to ask you. Do you think 

that you could possibly send me somewhere with a lot of 

adventure and danger? I'll try to write something good for 

the Gazette, I really will.' 

'Were you thinking of anywhere special?' 

'Not really. But somewhere very difficult. I want something 

really hard.' 

editor a person 

who decides 

which stories 

must go in a 

newspaper 

sir when you are 

speaking to a man 

that you do not 

know well. or who 

is more important 

than you. you call 

him this 
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And that was the end of the conversation. I went oul, and 

for a long time I looked into the brown, cloudy waters of the 

River Thames, looking for ideas. Then, suddenly I knew what 

to do. I went at once to see Tarp Henry, a scientist, and an 

old friend of mine. 

'Challenger?' said Henry. 'He was the man who came back 

from South America with that impossible story. He said that 

he discovered some strange animals there. There were even 

some photographs, but nobody believes that they're real.' 

Tarp Henry showed me some of Challenger's books, and 

I opened the largest one. After a long time, I found a few 

words which I could nearly understand. I wrote them on a 

paper, and began my letter. 

Dear Professor Challenger, 

I am a young zoologist who has always been greatly 

interested in your works-

'You liar!' laughed Henry. 

I went on writing, asking if the great Professor 

would kindly agree to see me on Wednesday, to talk 

about some of the ideas in his book. 

'He's a dangerous man,' said Henry, reading my 

letter. 'But, luckily for you, I don't think that 

he'll answer this.' 

My friend was wrong. At eleven 

o'clock that Wednesday morning 

I was knocking on the front 

door of Challenger's 

fine house, with 

a letter from the 

Professor in 

my hand. 

www.ZabanBook.com 

.f.J'��----

scientist a 

person who 

studies the 

natural world 

discover to find 

something new or 

important 

believe to 

feel sure that 

something is true 
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we heard a loud 

crash. We all turned 

and ran back to the edge 

of the plateau. The bridge was 

no longer there! 

I looked down, and far below I could see our 

tree lying on the ground, broken into pieces. Then we 

looked across at the pinnacle. There we saw Gomez. His face 

was wild and strange, and his black eyes burned like fires. 

'Lord John Roxton!' he shouted. 

'Here I am!' Lord John called back . 

'Yes, and there you'll stay!' screamed Gomez, with a loud, 

horrible laugh. 'We nearly killed you with that stone at the 

cave, but this is better. It is slower and more terrible. The 

hot sun will whiten your bones, and nobody will find them. 

When you are dying up there, think of Pedro Lopez. You shot 

him three years ago on the Putomayo River. I am his brother! 

Remember him!' 



, 

1

�t: � Then he and Manuel climbed down the

b.c ffL pinnacle, and left us. 

r,�-,f.,... Lord John sat down on the ground, with

-r:,;c a face like grey stone. 

'It's my fault. You're all in this trouble because I killed 

Gomez's brother. I've been so stupid. Why didn't I think?' 

We looked over to the pinnacle and saw that our good 

servant Zambo was climbing up as fast as he could. 

'What shall I do now, sirs?' he called to us when he was 

at the top. 'The Indians are leaving, but I won't go, sirs, 

I'll stay with you.' 

We told Zambo to throw one end of the rope to us. Then 

he tied a bag to the other end of the rope, and we pulled it 

across. We did this many times, and when evening came, we 

had food, water, guns, and everything for a clifftop camp. 

That night I wrote a long letter to McArdle. The Indians 

were going home to Manaos the next day, and they could 

take it with them. Was it perhaps my last letter, then? 

There was no way to get down from the plateau. It was 

impossible. So I sat and wrote, in the bright, cold moonlight 

of this strange world, and I felt that there was no hope for 

us, really no hope. 

fault when it's 

because of you 

that something 

bad happens 

tie to keep 

something in 

place with string 

or rope 
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higher into the sky. 

'Now!' shouted Lord John. 

'Run for our lives!' 

We escaped back to our 

camp. thinking that the day's 

adventures were at an end. 

But a surprise met us. Our 

things were lying all over 

the ground. One tin of meat 

was open. our cameras were 

broken. our box of bullets 

lay in pieces and there were 

bullets everywhere. But there 

was not a single footprint 

going to or from the camp. 

Perhaps someone or 

something used the large tree 

near our camp to cross over 

our high camp walls. At once 

I felt a deepening danger all 

around us. Whose eyes were 

watching us from those dark trees? What dangers were hiding 

in the silent forest? 

That night I went to bed with my head full of these ideas. 

While I was lying there, Lord John asked me a strange question. 

'I say, Malone. Remember the place where those flying 

things were? Well, do you remember the earth there, near 

the water?' 

'Yes, I do.· I said. 'It was very soft - and blue.' 

'That's right. Soft, blue earth .. .' he said, and walked away. 

The next day we decided that we needed a map of Maple 

White Land. This time. I was the one who had the clever 

idea. There was an enormous tree beside our camp. Perhaps 

I could climb up it, and see more of the plateau. My friends 

broken in pieces 

or not working 

bullet a small 

piece of metal that 

you shoot from a 

gun or a rifle 

map a picture 

that shows things 

like hills, lakes 

and rivers from 

above 
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READING CHECK 

Tick the boxes. 

1 The professors are very happy to see the ... 

2 . . . attack Challenger's group. 

3 Malone climbs a tall ... to look 

at the whole plateau. 

4 Malone runs from a ... 

WORD WORK 

1 Match the pictures with the words In the lake. 

b ...................... .. 

C ....................... . 

e ....................... . 

d ....................... . 



[ 
42

next came the other two Indians, and last came four very 

tired, dirty, and untidy white men. 

We reached the lake in the late afternoon. It was a fine sight. 

A hundred small boats were sailing across the lake's glassy 

water to meet us. The men in the boats shouted with joy 

when they saw their young chief. They arrived on the beach, 

and threw themselves joyfully at his feet. 

Maretas's father, the old chief. arrived wearing a beautiful 

animal skin. Maretas pointed at us and said a few words to 

his father. The chief shook our hands, then all the Indians 

fell down at our feet. I felt very uncomfortable at this, and I 

could see that Summerlee and Lord John felt the same. But 

Challenger loved it. 



through the opening, and flew away into the night. 

Challenger fell back into his chair, with his head 

in his hands. 

Then everyone jumped to their feet. A great crowd 

of cheering men were round the four of us. 

'Up with them!' shouted a hundred voices. 

A second later they were carrying us along, high above 

everybody's heads. The crowd pushed out of the doors. 

I could not believe the sight which met us in the street. 

I heard a roar, and saw a hundred thousand people standing 

there. The crowds carried us along through the centre of 

London, shouting and cheering all the way. It was midnight 

when, at last, they put us down outside Lord John's home. 

49 J 
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But what about Gladys? As soon as I could, I hurried to her 

home. I knocked excitedly on her door, heard her voice from 

inside, pushed past her surprised servant, and ran into the 

sitting room. She was sitting by the window. I flew across the 

room. 

'Gladys!' I said, joyfully. 'My Gladys!' 

She looked at me, very surprised. 

'Gladys! What is the matter?' I said. 'You are my Gladys, 

aren't you - little Gladys Hungerton?' 

'No,' she replied. 'I am Gladys Potts. This is my husband.' 

There was a small man with red hair, sitting in the corner 

in a soft chair - my soft chair. 

'I'm sorry,' she said . 'But you went off to the other side of 

the world and left me. So I don't think that you ever loved 

me very deeply.' 

I turned to the little man. 

'Tell me something. How did you do it? What have you 

done in your life? Have you been on any adventures? Done 



GRAMMAR CHECK 

Suffixes: -er, -r, -or, -eer, and -ist 

When we add the suffix -er (or -r if the word ends in -e), -or, -eer, or -ist to the 

base form of a verb, or a noun, we can make a word for a person. 

This person teaches. She is a teacher. 

He drives the slaves in front of him. He is a slave-driver. 

I visited South America last year. I was a visitor. 

8 Add -er, -r, -or, -eer, or -ist to the verbs and nouns in the box to make words 

for people. Then write them in the correct column. Use a dictionary to check the 

spelling. 

.a.cl¥efltt.tre edit 

science bank 

-er 1-r -or 

0idveY\turer 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

mountain profess 

zoology report 

-eer -ist 

9 Complete the descriptions about characters In the story. Use words for people 

from exercise 8. 

a Malone is a newspaper . -��P.9f.f �r ..

b Mr McArdle is an .................. . 

c Lord John Roxton is an .................. . 

d Tarp Henry is a .................. . 

e Professor Challenger is a famous .................. . 

He's also a very good .................. . 

f In the end, Gladys marries a .................. . 
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'You said that you wa�ted daqg�r, didn�t you?' says· �. · 
�cArdle, the editor of tne Daily Ga�e.tte. And he sends 
his young reporter,· Malone, on ·a stian�ge· journey into 
South America with-the famous Professor Challenger. 
Challenger b�1ievesthat he can·f�nda 1ost world full ·of.
dinosaurs in the middle of the Amazon Forest. But this 
world ·is dangerous to reach; and, o·nce the Professor 
-and his.small group of explore{Sarrive, things get
'even more dangerous.for them.· . . .
y.Jill they return· alive_? 
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