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PART ONE
CHAPTER . A SHIFTING REEF

The year 1866 was Sgnalised by aremarkable incident, a mysterious and puzzling phenomenon, which doubtless no one has
yet forgotten. Not to mention rumours which agitated the maritime popul ation and excited the public mind, evenin the interior
of continents, seafaring men were particularly excited. Merchants, common sailors, captains of vessals, skippers, both of
Europe and America, navd officers of dl countries, and the Governments of severa States on the two continents, were deeply
interested in the matter.

For sometime past vessel's had been met by "an enormousthing,” along object, spindle-shaped, occasionaly phosphorescent,
and infinitely larger and morergpid in its movementsthan awhale.

The facts relating to this apparition (entered in various log-books) agreed in most respects as to the shape of the object or
cregture in question, the untiring rapidity of its movements, its surprising power of locomotion, and the peculiar lifewith which it
seemed endowed. If it wasawhale, it surpassed in size al those hitherto classified in science. Taking into consideration the
mean of observations made at diverstimes-- rgecting the timid estimate of those who assigned to this object alength of two
hundred feet, equaly with the exaggerated opinions which set it down asamilein width and three in length--we might fairly
conclude that this mysterious being surpassed greetly al dimensions admitted by the learned ones of the day, if it existed at all.
Andthat it DID exist was an undeniable fact; and, with that tendency which disposes the human mind in favour of the
marvellous, we can understand the excitement produced in the entire world by this supernaturd apparition. Asto classingitin
thelist of fables, the ideawas out of the question.

On the 20th of July, 1866, the steamer Governor Higginson, of the Cal cutta and Burnach Steam Navigation Company, had
met this moving mass five miles off the east coast of Audtrdia. Captain Baker thought at first that he wasin the presence of an
unknown sandbank; he even prepared to determine its exact position when two columns of water, projected by the mysterious
object, shot with ahissing noise ahundred and fifty feet up into the air. Now, unless the sandbank had been submitted to the
intermittent eruption of ageyser, the Governor Higginson had to do neither more nor less than with an aguatic mammd,
unknown till then, which threw up from its blow-holes columns of water mixed with air and vapour.

Similar facts were observed on the 23rd of July in the same year, in the Pecific Ocean, by the Columbus, of the West Indiaand
Pecific Steam Navigation Company. But this extraordinary creature could transport itself from one place to another with
surprisng velocity; as, in an interva of three days, the Governor Higginson and the Columbus had observed it at two different
points of the chart, separated by a distance of more than seven hundred nautical |leagues.

Fifteen days|ater, two thousand milesfarther off, the Helvetia, of the Compagnie-Nationae, and the Shannon, of the Royd
Mail Steamship Company, sailing to windward in that portion of the Atlantic lying between the United States and Europe,
respectively signaled the mongter to each other in 42@ 15' N. lat. and 60@ 35 W. long. In these smultaneous observations
they thought themsdvesjudtified in estimating the minimum length of the mamma a more than three hundred and fifty feet, as
the Shannon and Helvetiawere of smaller dimensionsthan it, though they measured three hundred feet over dl.

Now the largest whales, those which frequent those parts of the searound the Aleutian, Kulammak, and Umgullich idands,
have never exceeded the length of sixty yards, if they attain that.

In every place of great resort the monster was the fashion. They sang of it in the cafes, ridiculed it in the papers, and
represented it on the stage. All kinds of stories were circulated regarding it. There appeared in the papers caricatures of every
gigantic and imaginary creature, from the white whae, the terrible"Moby Dick" of sub-arctic regions, to theimmense kraken,
whose tentacles could entangle a ship of five hundred tons and hurry it into the abyss of the ocean. The legends of ancient times
were even revived.



Then burst forth the unending argument between the believers and the unbelieversin the societies of the wise and the scientific
journds. "The question of the mongter” inflamed dl minds. Editors of scientific journds, quarrelling with believersinthe
supernatural, spilled seas of ink during this memorable campaign, some even drawing blood; for from the sea-serpent they
cameto direct persondities.

During thefirst months of the year 1867 the question seemed buried, never to revive, when new facts were brought before the
public. It wasthen no longer a scientific problem to be solved, but area danger serioudy to be avoided. The question took
quite another shape. The monster became asmall idand, arock, areef, but areef of indefinite and shifting proportions.

On the 5th of March, 1867, the Moravian, of the Montreal Ocean Company, finding hersalf during the night in 27@ 30 lat.
and 72@ 15' long., struck on her starboard quarter arock, marked in no chart for that part of the sea. Under the combined
efforts of thewind and its four hundred horse power, it was going at the rate of thirteen knots. Had it not been for the superior
srength of the hull of the Moravian, she would have been broken by the shock and gone down with the 237 passengers she
was bringing home from Canada

The accident happened about five o'clock in the morning, as the day was breaking. The officers of the quarter-deck hurried to
the after-part of the vessal. They examined the seawith the most careful attention. They saw nothing but a strong eddy about
three cables length distant, asif the surface had been violently agitated. The bearings of the place were taken exactly, and the
Moravian continued its route without gpparent damage. Had it struck on a submerged rock, or on an enormous wreck? They
could not tell; but, on examination of the ship's bottom when undergoing repairs, it was found that part of her kedl was broken.

Thisfact, so graveinitsdf, might perhaps have been forgotten like many othersif, three weeks &fter, it had not been re-enacted
under smilar circumstances. But, thanksto the nationdity of the victim of the shock, thanks to the reputation of the company to
which the vessd belonged, the circumstance became extensively circulated.

The 13th of April, 1867, the seabeing beautiful, the breeze favourable, the Scotia, of the Cunard Company'sline, found herself
in15@ 12 long. and 45@ 37" lat. She was going at the speed of thirteen knots and a half.

At seventeen minutes past four in the afternoon, whilst the passengers were assembled at lunch in the great sdloon, adight
shock wasfelt on the hull of the Scotia, on her quarter, alittle aft of the port-paddle.

The Scotia had not struck, but she had been struck, and seemingly by something rather sharp and penetrating than blunt. The
shock had been so dight that no one had been darmed, had it not been for the shouts of the carpenter's watch, who rushed on
to the bridge, exclaming, "We are ainking! we are snking!" At first the passengers were much frightened, but Captain
Anderson hastened to reassure them. The danger could not be imminent. The Scotia, divided into seven compartments by
strong partitions, could brave with impunity any leak. Captain Anderson went down immediately into the hold. He found that
the seawas pouring into the fifth compartment; and the rapidity of theinflux proved that the force of the water was
considerable. Fortunately this compartment did not hold the boilers, or the fires would have been immediately extinguished.
Captain Anderson ordered the engines to be stopped at once, and one of the men went down to ascertain the extent of the
injury. Some minutes afterwards they discovered the existence of alarge hole, two yardsin diameter, in the ship's bottom. Such
aleak could not be stopped; and the Scotia, her paddles half submerged, was obliged to continue her course. She was then
three hundred miles from Cape Clear, and, after three days delay, which caused great uneasinessin Liverpool, she entered the
basin of the company.

The engineersvisited the Scotia, which was put in dry dock. They could scarcely believeit possible; at two yards and ahalf
below water-mark was aregular rent, in the form of an isoscelestriangle. The broken placein theiron plates was so perfectly
defined that it could not have been more negtly done by a punch. It was clear, then, that the instrument producing the
perforation was not of acommon stamp and, after having been driven with prodigious strength, and piercing aniron plate 1 3/8
inchesthick, had withdrawn itself by a backward motion.

Such wasthe last fact, which resulted in exciting once more the torrent of public opinion. From this moment al unlucky
casudties which could not be otherwise accounted for were put down to the mongter.



Upon thisimaginary creature rested the responsbility of &l these shipwrecks, which unfortunately were considerable; for of
three thousand ships whose |oss was annually recorded at Lloyd's, the number of sailing and steam-ships supposed to be
totaly logt, from the absence of al news, amounted to not less than two hundred!

Now, it wasthe "monster” who, justly or unjustly, was accused of their disgppearance, and, thanksto it, communication
between the different continents became more and more dangerous. The public demanded sharply that the seas should at any
price be relieved from this formidable cetacean. [1]

[1] Member of thewhdefamily.
CHAPTER I1. PRO AND CON

At the period when these events took place, | had just returned from a scientific research in the disagreesbl e territory of
Nebraska, in the United States. In virtue of my office as Assstant Professor in the Museum of Natura History in Paris, the
French Government had attached me to that expedition. After sx monthsin Nebraska, | arrived in New Y ork towards the end
of March, laden with a precious collection. My departure for France was fixed for thefirst daysin May. Meanwhile | was
occupying mysdf in classifying my mineralogica, botanical, and zoologica riches, when the accident happened to the Scotia

| was perfectly up in the subject which was the question of the day. How could | be otherwise? | had read and reread dl the
American and European papers without being any nearer aconclusion. This mystery puzzled me. Under the impossibility of
forming an opinion, | jJumped from one extreme to the other. That there redly was something could not be doubted, and the
incredulous were invited to put their finger on the wound of the Scotia

Onmy arrival a New Y ork the question was &t its height. The theory of the floating idand, and the unapproachable sandbank,
supported by mindslittle competent to form ajudgment, was abandoned. And, indeed, unlessthis shod had amachineinits
stomach, how could it change its position with such astonishing rapidity?

From the same cause, the idea of afloating hull of an enormouswreck was given up.

There remained, then, only two possible solutions of the question, which created two distinct parties: on one side, those who
were for amonster of colossal strength; on the other, those who were for a submarine vessel of enormous motive power.

But thislast theory, plausible asit was, could not stand against inquiries made in both worlds. That a private gentleman should
have such amachine at his command was not likely. Where, when, and how wasiit built? and how could its construction have
been kept secret? Certainly a Government might possess such a destructive machine. And in these disastrous times, when the
ingenuity of man has multiplied the power of weapons of war, it was possible that, without the knowledge of others, a State
might try to work such aformidable engine.

But theideaof awar machinefell before the declaration of Governments. As public interest wasin question, and transatlantic
communications suffered, their veracity could not be doubted. But how admit that the construction of this submarine boat had
escaped the public eye? For a private gentleman to keep the secret under such circumstances would be very difficult, and for a
State whose every act is persstently watched by powerful rivas, certainly impossible.

Upon my arriva in New Y ork severd persons did me the honour of consulting me on the phenomenon in question. | had
published in France awork in quarto, in two volumes, entitled Mysteries of the Great Submarine Grounds. This book, highly
approved of in the learned world, gained for me aspecid reputation in thisrather obscure branch of Natura History. My
advice was asked. Aslong as| could deny theredlity of thefact, | confined myself to adecided negative. But soon, finding
mysdlf driven into acorner, | was obliged to explain mysdf point by point. | discussed the question in dl itsforms, politicaly
and scientificaly; and | give here an extract from a carefully-studied article which | published in the number of the 30th of April.
It ran asfollows:

"After examining one by one the different theories, rgecting al other suggestions, it becomes necessary to admit the existence
of amarine animal of enormous power.



"The great depths of the ocean are entirely unknown to us. Soundings cannot reach them. What passesin those remote
depths-- what beingslive, or can live, twelve or fifteen miles beneath the surface of the waters--what is the organisation of
these animals, we can scarcely conjecture. However, the solution of the problem submitted to me may modify the form of the
dilemma. Either we do know al the varieties of beings which people our planet, or we do not. If we do NOT know them all--if
Nature has still secretsin the degpsfor us, nothing is more conformable to reason than to admit the existence of fishes, or
cetaceans of other kinds, or even of new species, of an organisation formed to inhabit the stratainaccessible to soundings, and
which an accident of some sort has brought at long intervalsto the upper level of the ocean.

"If, on the contrary, we DO know dl living kinds, we must necessarily seek for the anima in question amongst those marine
beings already classed; and, in that case, | should be disposed to admit the existence of agigantic narwhal.

"The common narwhd, or unicorn of the seg, often attains alength of sixty feet. Increaseits szefivefold or tenfold, giveit
strength proportionate to its Sze, lengthen its destructive wegpons, and you obtain the anima required. It will have the
proportions determined by the officers of the Shannon, the instrument required by the perforation of the Scotia, and the power
necessary to pierce the hull of the steamer.

"Indeed, the narwhal is armed with asort of ivory sword, ahaberd, according to the expression of certain naturdists. The
principa tusk has the hardness of stedl. Some of these tusks have been found buried in the bodies of whales, which the unicorn
always attacks with success. Others have been drawn out, not without trouble, from the bottoms of ships, which they had
pierced through and through, as a gimlet pierces abarrel. The Museum of the Faculty of Medicine of Paris possesses one of
these defensive weapons, two yards and a quarter in length, and fifteen inchesin diameter at the base.

"Very well! suppose thiswesgpon to be six times stronger and the animal ten times more powerful; launch it at the rate of twenty
miles an hour, and you obtain ashock capable of producing the catastrophe required. Until further information, therefore, |

shal maintain it to be a sea-unicorn of colossa dimensions, armed not with ahalberd, but with area spur, asthe armoured
frigates, or the ‘rams of war, whose massiveness and motive power it would possess at the same time. Thus may this puzzling
phenomenon be explained, unless there be something over and above dl that one has ever conjectured, seen, perceived, or
experienced; which isjust within the bounds of possibility.”

Theselast words were cowardly on my part; but, up to acertain point, | wished to shelter my dignity as professor, and not give
too much cause for laughter to the Americans, who laugh well when they do laugh. | reserved for myself away of escape. In
effect, however, | admitted the existence of the "mongter.” My article was warmly discussed, which procured it ahigh
reputation. It ralied round it a certain number of partisans. The solution it proposed gave, at least, full liberty to the imagination.
The human mind ddlightsin grand conceptions of supernatural beings. And the seais precisely their best vehicle, the only
medium through which these giants (against which terrestrid animal's, such as e ephants or rhinoceroses, are as nothing) can be
produced or devel oped.

Theindustrial and commercia paperstreated the question chiefly from this point of view. The Shipping and Mercantile Gazette,
the Lloyd's Ligt, the Packet-Boat, and the Maritime and Colonial Review, al papers devoted to insurance companies which
threatened to raise their rates of premium, were unanimous on this point. Public opinion had been pronounced. The United
States were thefirst in the field; and in New Y ork they made preparations for an expedition destined to pursue thisnarwha. A
frigate of great speed, the Abraham Lincoln, was put in commission as soon as possible. The arsenals were opened to
Commander Farragut, who hastened the arming of hisfrigate; but, asit dways happens, the moment it was decided to pursue
the monster, the monster did not appear. For two months no one heard it spoken of. No ship met with it. It seemed asif this
unicorn knew of the plots weaving around it. It had been so much talked of, even through the Atlantic cable, that jesters
pretended that this dender fly had stopped atelegram on its passage and was making the most of it.

So when the frigate had been armed for along campaign, and provided with formidable fishing apparatus, no one could tell
what course to pursue. Impatience grew apace, when, on the 2nd of July, they learned that a steamer of the line of San
Francisco, from Cdiforniato Shanghai, had seen the animal three weeks before in the North Pacific Ocean. The excitement
caused by this news was extreme. The ship was revictualed and well stocked with coal.



Three hours before the Abraham Lincoln left Brooklyn pier, | received aletter worded asfollows:
To M. ARONNAX, Professor in the Museum of Paris, Fifth Avenue Hotel, New Y ork.

SIR,--If you will consent to join the Abraham Lincoln in this expedition, the Government of the United States will with pleasure
see France represented in the enterprise. Commander Farragut has a cabin at your disposal.

Very cordidly yours, J.B. HOBSON, Secretary of Marine.
CHAPTERIII. I FORM MY RESOLUTION

Three seconds beforethe arrival of J. B. Hobson'sletter | no more thought of pursuing the unicorn than of attempting the
passage of the North Sea. Three seconds after reading the letter of the honourable Secretary of Marine, | fdt that my true
vocation, the sole end of my life, wasto chase this disturbing monster and purge it from the world.

But | had just returned from afatiguing journey, weary and longing for repose. | aspired to nothing more than again seeing my
country, my friends, my little lodging by the Jardin des Plantes, my dear and precious collections--but nothing could keep me
back! | forgot al--fatigue, friends and collections--and accepted without hesitation the offer of the American Government.

"Besides," thought I, "all roads lead back to Europe; and the unicorn may be amiable enough to hurry me towards the coast of
France. Thisworthy animal may alow itself to be caught in the seas of Europe (for my particular benefit), and | will not bring
back lessthan half ayard of hisivory halberd to the Museum of Naturd History." But in the meanwhile | must seek this
narwhal in the North Pacific Ocean, which, to return to France, was taking the road to the antipodes.

"Consel," | cdled in an impatient voice.

Consall was my servant, atrue, devoted Flemish boy, who had accompanied mein dl my travels. | liked him, and he returned
theliking well. He was quiet by nature, regular from principle, zealous from habit, evincing little disturbance at the different
aurprises of life, very quick with his hands, and apt at any service required of him; and, despite his name, never giving
advice--even when asked for it.

Consall had followed me for the last ten years wherever science led. Never once did he complain of the length or fatigue of a
journey, never make an objection to pack his portmanteau for whatever country it might be, or however far away, whether
Chinaor Congo. Besides dl this, he had good hedlth, which defied al sickness, and solid muscles, but no nerves; good moras
are understood. Thisboy wasthirty yearsold, and his age to that of his master asfifteen to twenty. May | be excused for
saying that | wasforty yearsold?

But Consall had one fault: he was ceremonious to adegree, and would never speak to me but in the third person, which was
sometimes provoking.

"Consail," said | again, beginning with feverish hands to make preparations for my departure.

Certainly | was sure of thisdevoted boy. Asarule, | never asked himiif it were convenient for him or not to follow mein my
travels, but thistime the expedition in question might be prolonged, and the enterprise might be hazardous in pursuit of an
anima capable of snking afrigate as easlly asanutshell. Here there was matter for reflection even to the most impassve manin
the world. What would Consail say?

"Consal,” | cdled athird time.

Consell gppeared.

"Didyou cdl, 9r?' sad he, entering.

"Y es, my boy; make preparations for me and yoursdlf too. We leavein two hours."

"Asyou please, sr," replied Consal, quietly.



"Not an ingtant to lose; lock in my trunk al travelling utensils, coats, shirts, and stockings--without counting, as many asyou
can, and make haste.”

"And your collections, Sr?' observed Consail.

"They will kegp them at the hotdl."

"We are not returning to Paris, then?" said Consslil.

"Oh! certainly,” | answered, evasvdy, "by making acurve.

"Will the curve please you, Sr?'

"Oh! it will be nothing; not quite so direct aroad, that isall. Wetake our passage in the Abraham, Lincoln.”
"Asyou think proper, dr," coolly replied Consail.

"You see, my friend, it hasto do with the monster-- the famous narwhal. We are going to purge it from the seas. A glorious
mission, but adangerous one! We cannot tell where we may go; these animals can be very capricious. But we will go whether
or no; we have got a captain who is pretty wide-awake."

Our luggage was transported to the deck of the frigate immediately. | hastened on board and asked for Commander Farragui.
One of the sailors conducted me to the poop, where | found myself in the presence of agood-looking officer, who held out his
hand to me.

"Monsieur Pierre Aronnax?' said he,

"Himsdf," replied |. "Commander Farragut?”

"Y ou are welcome, Professor; your cabin isready for you."

| bowed, and desired to be conducted to the cabin destined for me.

The Abraham Lincoln had been well chosen and equipped for her new destination. She was afrigate of grest speed, fitted with
high-pressure engines which admitted a pressure of seven atmospheres. Under thisthe Abraham Lincoln attained the mean
speed of nearly eighteen knots and athird an hour-- a considerable speed, but, nevertheless, insufficient to grapple with this
gigantic cetacean.

Theinterior arrangements of the frigate corresponded to its nautical qualities. | waswell satisfied with my cabin, whichwasin
the after part, opening upon the gunroom.

"Weshdl bewell off here" said | to Conseil.
"Aswadll, by your honour'sleave, asahermit-crab in the shell of awhelk," said Consall.
| left Consall to stow our trunks conveniently away, and remounted the poop in order to survey the preparations for departure.

At that moment Commander Farragut was ordering the last moorings to be cast Ioose which held the Abraham Lincoln to the
pier of Brooklyn. Soin aquarter of an hour, perhapsless, the frigate would have sailed without me. | should have missed this
extraordinary, supernatural, and incredible expedition, the recita of which may well meet with some suspicion.

But Commander Farragut would not lose aday nor an hour in scouring the seasin which the animal had been sghted. He sent
for the engineer.

"|sthe steam full on?"' asked he,



"Yes, gr," replied the engineer.

"Go ahead," cried Commander Farragut.
CHAPTER IV.NED LAND

Captain Farragut was a good seaman, worthy of the frigate he commanded. His vessdl and he were one. He was the soul of it.
On the question of the mongter there was no doubt in his mind, and he would not alow the existence of the animal to be
disputed on board. He believed in it, as certain good women believe in the leviathan--by faith, not by reason. The mongter did
exigt, and he had sworn to rid the seas of it. Either Captain Farragut would kill the narwhal, or the narwha would kill the
captain. Therewas no third course.

The officers on board shared the opinion of their chief. They were ever chatting, discussing, and ca culating the various chances
of ameeting, watching narrowly the vast surface of the ocean. More than one took up his quarters voluntarily in the

cross-trees, who would have cursed such aberth under any other circumstances. Aslong as the sun described its daily course,
the rigging was crowded with sailors, whose feet were burnt to such an extent by the heat of the deck asto render it
unbearable; still the Abraham Lincoln had not yet breasted the suspected waters of the Pacific. Asto the ship's company, they
desired nothing better than to meet the unicorn, to harpoon it, hoist it on board, and despatch it. They watched the seawith
eager atention.

Besides, Captain Farragut had spoken of acertain sum of two thousand dollars, set gpart for whoever should first sght the
mongter, were he cabin-boy, common seaman, or officer.

| leave you to judge how eyeswere used on board the Abraham Lincoln.

For my own part | was not behind the others, and, left to no one my share of daily observations. The frigate might have been
cdled the Argus, for ahundred reasons. Only one amongst us, Conseil, seemed to protest by hisindifference against the
question which so interested us dl, and seemed to be out of keeping with the general enthusiasm on board.

| have said that Captain Farragut had carefully provided his ship with every apparatus for catching the gigantic cetacean. No
whaer had ever been better armed. We possessed every known engine, from the harpoon thrown by the hand to the barbed
arrows of the blunderbuss, and the explosive bals of the duck-gun. On the forecastle lay the perfection of abreech-loading
gun, very thick at the breech, and very narrow in the bore, the model of which had been in the Exhibition of 1867. This
precious weapon of American origin could throw with ease aconical projectile of nine pounds to a mean distance of ten miles.

Thus the Abraham Lincoln wanted for no means of destruction; and, what was better still she had on board Ned Land, the
prince of harpooners.

Ned Land was a Canadian, with an uncommon quickness of hand, and who knew no equa in his dangerous occupation. Skill,
cool ness, audacity, and cunning he possessed in a superior degree, and it must be a cunning whale to escape the stroke of his

harpoon.

Ned Land was about forty years of age; he was atall man (more than six feet high), strongly built, grave and taciturn,
occasiondly violent, and very passonate when contradicted. His person attracted attention, but above all the boldness of his
look, which gave asingular expresson to hisface.

Who calls himsdlf Canadian cdlshimself French; and, little communicative as Ned Land was, | must admit that he took a
certain liking for me. My nationdity drew him to me, no doubt. It was an opportunity for him to talk, and for me to hear, that
old language of Rabdais, whichisgill in usein some Canadian provinces. The harpooner's family was origindly from Quebec,
and was dready atribe of hardy fishermen when thistown belonged to France.

Little by little, Ned Land acquired ataste for chatting, and | loved to hear the recita of his adventuresin the polar sees. He
related hisfishing, and his combats, with natura poetry of expression; hisrecitd took the form of an epic poem, and | seemed
to belistening to a Canadian Homer singing the Iliad of the regions of the North.



| am portraying this hardy companion as| redly knew him. We are old friends now, united in that unchangegble friendship
which is born and cemented amidst extreme dangers. Ah, brave Ned! | ask no more than to live ahundred years longer, that |
may have moretimeto dwell thelonger on your memory.

Now, what was Ned Land's opinion upon the question of the marine monster? | must admit that he did not believein the
unicorn, and was the only one on board who did not share that universal conviction. He even avoided the subject, which | one
day thought it my duty to press upon him. One magnificent evening, the 30th July (that isto say, three weeks after our
departure), the frigate was abreast of Cape Blanc, thirty milesto leeward of the coast of Patagonia. We had crossed the tropic
of Capricorn, and the Straits of Magellan opened |ess than seven hundred miles to the south. Before eight days were over the
Abraham Lincoln would be ploughing the waters of the Pecific.

Seated on the poop, Ned Land and | were chatting of one thing and another as we looked at this mysterious sea, whose great
depths had up to thistime been inaccessible to the eye of man. | naturdly led up the conversation to the giant unicorn, and
examined the various chances of success or failure of the expedition. But, seeing that Ned Land let me speak without saying
too much himsdf, | pressed him more closdly.

"Wdll, Ned," said |, "isit possible that you are not convinced of the existence of this cetacean that we are following? Have you
any particular reason for being so incredulous?’

The harpooner looked a me fixedly for some moments before answering, struck his broad forehead with hishand (a habit of
his), asif to collect himsdf, and said a last, "Perhaps | have, Mr. Aronnax.”

"But, Ned, you, awhaer by profession, familiarised with al the great marine mammalia--Y OU ought to be the last to doubt
under such circumstances!”

"That isjust what deceives you, Professor,” replied Ned. "Asawhaer | have followed many a cetacean, harpooned a great
number, and killed severd; but, however strong or well-armed they may have been, neither their tails nor their weapons would
have been able even to scratch theiron plates of a steamer.”

"But, Ned, they tdll of shipswhich theteeth of the narwha have pierced through and through.”

"Wooden ships--that is possible," replied the Canadian, "but | have never seen it done; and, until further proof, | deny that
whales, cetaceans, or sea-unicorns could ever produce the effect you describe.”

"Well, Ned, | repeat it with aconviction resting on the logic of facts. | believe in the existence of amammal power fully
organised, belonging to the branch of vertebrata, like the whales, the cachdots, or the dol phins, and furnished with ahorn of
defence of great penetrating power."

"Hum!" said the harpooner, shaking his head with the air of a man who would not be convinced.

"Notice one thing, my worthy Canadian,” | resumed. "If such an animd isin existence, if it inhabits the depths of the ocean, if it
frequents the strata lying miles below the surface of the water, it must necessarily possess an organisation the strength of which
would defy al comparison.”

"And why this powerful organisation?’ demanded Ned.

"Because it requires incaculable strength to keep one's self in these strata and resist their pressure. Listen to me. Let us admit
that the pressure of the atmosphere is represented by the weight of a column of water thirty-two feet high. In redlity the column
of water would be shorter, aswe are speaking of seawater, the density of which is greater than that of fresh water. Very well,
when you dive, Ned, as many times 32 feet of water asthere are above you, so many times does your body bear a pressure
equal to that of the atmosphere, that isto say, 15 Ib. for each square inch of its surface. It follows, then, that at 320 feet this
pressure equalsthat of 10 atmospheres, of 100 atmospheres at 3,200 feet, and of 1,000 atmospheres at 32,000 feet, that is,
about 6 miles, which isequivaent to saying that if you could attain this depth in the ocean, each square three-eighths of aninch
of the surface of your body would bear a pressure of 5,600 Ib. Ah! my brave Ned, do you know how many squareinchesyou



carry on the surface of your body?*
"l have no idea, Mr. Aronnax."

"About 6,500; and asin redlity the atmospheric pressure is about 15 |b. to the square inch, your 6,500 square inches bear at
this moment a pressure of 97,500 1b.”
"Without my perceiving it?"

"Without your perceiving it. And if you are not crushed by such apressure, it is because the air penetrates the interior of your
body with equal pressure. Hence perfect equilibrium between the interior and exterior pressure, which thus neutralise each
other, and which dlows you to bear it without inconvenience. But in the water it isanother thing.”

"Yes, | understand,” replied Ned, becoming more attentive; "because the water surrounds me, but does not penetrate.”

"Precisaly, Ned: so that at 32 feet beneath the surface of the sea you would undergo a pressure of 97,500 Ib.; at 320 feet, ten
timesthat pressure; at 3,200 feet, a hundred times that pressure; lastly, at 32,000 feet, a thousand times that pressure would be
97,500,000 Ib.--that isto say, that you would be flattened asif you had been drawn from the plates of ahydraulic machine!”

"Thedevil!" exclamed Ned.

"Very wdl, my worthy harpooner, if some vertebrate, several hundred yardslong, and large in proportion, can maintain itsaf in
such depths-- of those whose surfaceis represented by millions of squareinches, that is by tens of millions of pounds, we must
estimate the pressure they undergo. Congider, then, what must be the resistance of their bony structure, and the strength of their
organisation to withstand such pressure!™

"Why!" exclamed Ned Land, "they must be made of iron plates eight inchesthick, like the armoured frigates.”

"Asyou say, Ned. And think what destruction such amasswould causg, if hurled with the speed of an expresstrain againgt the
hull of avessd."

"Y es--certainly--perhaps,” replied the Canadian, shaken by these figures, but not yet willing to givein.
"Wdl, have | convinced you?'

"Y ou have convinced me of onething, Sir, which isthat, if such animasdo exist at the bottom of the sees, they must necessarily
be as strong as you say."

"But if they do not exist, mine obstinate harpooner, how explain the accident to the Scotia?’

CHAPTER V. AT A VENTURE

The voyage of the Abraham Lincoln was for along time marked by no specia incident. But one circumstance happened which
showed the wonderful dexterity of Ned Land, and proved what confidence we might placein him.

The 30th of June, the frigate spoke some American whaers, from whom we learned that they knew nothing about the narwhal.
But one of them, the captain of the Monroe, knowing that Ned Land had shipped on board the Abraham Lincoln, begged for
hishdp in chasng awhalethey had in sght. Commander Farragut, desirous of seeing Ned Land at work, gave him permission
to go on board the Monroe. And fate served our Canadian so well that, instead of one whae, he harpooned two with adouble
blow, striking one straight to the heart, and catching the other after some minutes pursuit.

Decidedly, if the monster ever had to do with Ned Land's harpoon, | would not bet in itsfavour.

Thefrigate skirted the south-east coast of Americawith great rapidity. The 3rd of July we were at the opening of the Straits of
Magellan, level with Cape Vierges. But Commander Farragut would not take atortuous passage, but doubled Cape Horn.



The ship's crew agreed with him. And certainly it was possible that they might meet the narwhd in this narrow pass. Many of
the sailors affirmed that the monster could not passthere, "that he wastoo big for that!"

The 6th of July, about three o'clock in the afternoon, the Abraham Lincoln, &t fifteen milesto the south, doubled the solitary
idand, thislost rock at the extremity of the American continent, to which some Dutch sailors gave the name of their native
town, Cape Horn. The course was taken towards the north-west, and the next day the screw of the frigate was at last beating
the waters of the Pecific.

"Keep your eyes open!” cdled out the sailors.

And they were opened widdly. Both eyes and glasses, alittle dazzled, it istrue, by the prospect of two thousand dollars, had
not an ingtant's repose.

| mysdlf, for whom money had no charms, was not the least attentive on board. Giving but few minutesto my medls, but afew
hoursto deep, indifferent to either rain or sunshine, | did not leave the poop of the vessdl. Now |eaning on the netting of the
forecastle, now on thetaffrail, | devoured with eagerness the soft foam which whitened the seaas far asthe eye could reach;
and how often have | shared the emotion of the mgority of the crew, when some capricious whale raised its black back above
thewaves! The poop of the vessal was crowded on amoment. The cabins poured forth atorrent of sailors and officers, each
with heaving breast and troubled eye watching the course of the cetacean. | looked and looked till 1 was nearly blind, whilst
Consail kept repesating inacadm voice:

"If, 9ir, you would not squint so much, you would see better!”

But vain excitement! The Abraham Lincoln checked its speed and made for the anima signdled, asmplewhae, or common
cachalot, which soon disappeared amidst astorm of abuse.

But the westher was good. The voyage was being accomplished under the most favourable auspices. It was then the bad
season in Audtralia, the July of that zone corresponding to our January in Europe, but the seawas beautiful and easily scanned
round avast circumference.

The 20th of July, thetropic of Capricorn was cut by 105d of longitude, and the 27th of the same month we crossed the
Equator on the 110th meridian. This passed, the frigate took amore decided westerly direction, and scoured the central waters
of the Pacific. Commander Farragut thought, and with reason, that it was better to remain in deep water, and keep clear of
continents or idands, which the beast itself seemed to shun (perhaps because there was not enough water for him! suggested
the greater part of the crew). The frigate passed at some distance from the Marquesas and the Sandwich Idands, crossed the
tropic of Cancer, and made for the China Seas. We were on the thegatre of the last diversions of the monster: and, to say truth,
we no longer LIVED on board. The entire ship's crew were undergoing a nervous excitement, of which | can give no ideat they
could not est, they could not deep--twenty times aday, amisconception or an opticd illusion of some sailor seated on the
taffrail, would cause dreadful perspirations, and these emotions, twenty times repeated, kept usin astate of excitement so
violent that a reaction was unavoidable.

And truly, reaction soon showed itsdlf. For three months, during which aday seemed an age, the Abraham Lincoln furrowed dl
the waters of the Northern Pacific, running at whaes, making sharp deviations from her course, veering suddenly from one tack
to another, stopping suddenly, putting on steam, and backing ever and anon at the risk of deranging her machinery, and not one
point of the Japanese or American coast was |eft unexplored.

Thewarmest partisans of the enterprise now became its most ardent detractors. Reaction mounted from the crew to the
captain himsdlf, and certainly, had it not been for the resolute determination on the part of Captain Farragut, the frigate would
have headed due southward. This usdless search could not last much longer. The Abraham Lincoln had nothing to reproach
hersalf with, she had done her best to succeed. Never had an American ship's crew shown more zedl or patience; itsfailure
could not be placed to their charge--there remained nothing but to return.

Thiswas represented to the commander. The sailors could not hide their discontent, and the service suffered. | will not say
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there was amutiny on board, but after areasonable period of obstinacy, Captain Farragut (as Columbus did) asked for three
days patience. If in three days the monster did not appear, the man at the helm should give three turns of the whed, and the
Abraham Lincoln would make for the European sees.

This promise was made on the 2nd of November. It had the effect of ralying the ship's crew. The ocean was watched with
renewed attention. Each onewished for alast glance in which to sum up hisremembrance. Glasses were used with feverish
activity. It was agrand defiance given to the giant narwhal, and he could scarcely fail to answer the summons and "appear.”

Two days passed, the steam was at half pressure; a thousand schemes were tried to attract the attention and stimulate the
gpathy of the animd in caseit should be met in those parts. Large quantities of bacon weretrailed in the wake of the ship, to
the great satisfaction (I must say) of the sharks. Smdll craft radiated in dl directions round the Abraham Lincoln as shelay to,
and did not leave a spot of the sea unexplored. But the night of the 4th of November arrived without the unveiling of this
submarine mygery.

The next day, the 5th of November, at twelve, the delay would (moraly spesking) expire; after that time, Commander
Farragut, faithful to his promise, was to turn the course to the south-east and abandon for ever the northern regions of the
Pecific.

Thefrigate wasthenin 31@ 15' N. lat. and 136@ 42' E. long. The coast of Japan still remained less than two hundred milesto
leaward. Night was approaching. They had just struck eight bells; large clouds velled the face of the moon, then initsfirst
quarter. The sea undulated peaceably under the stern of the vessd.

At that moment | was leaning forward on the starboard netting. Conseil, stlanding near me, was looking straight before him. The
crew, perched in theratlines, examined the horizon which contracted and darkened by degrees. Officerswith their night glasses
scoured the growing darkness. sometimes the ocean sparkled under the rays of the moon, which darted between two clouds,
then al trace of light was logt in the darkness.

Inlooking at Consail, | could see he was undergoing alittle of the generd influence. At least | thought so. Perhapsfor thefirst
time his nerves vibrated to a sentiment of curiosity.

"Come, Consall," sad |, "thisisthe last chance of pocketing the two thousand dollars.”

"May | be permitted to say, gir," replied Consail, "that | never reckoned on getting the prize; and, had the government of the
Union offered ahundred thousand dollars, it would have been none the poorer.”

"You areright, Consell. It isafoolish affair after al, and one upon which we entered too lightly. What time lost, what usdless
emotions! We should have been back in France six months ago."

"Inyour littleroom, gr," replied Consal, "and in your museum, sir; and | should have aready classed dl your fossls, sr. And
the Babiroussawould have been ingtdled in its cage in the Jardin des Plantes, and have drawn al the curious people of the

capita!"

"Asyou say, Consal. | fancy we shdl run afair chance of being laughed at for our pains.”

"That'stolerably certain,” replied Consall, quietly; "I think they will make fun of you, sr. And, must | say it----?"
"Go on, my good friend.”

"Wdll, gr, you will only get your deserts.”

"Indleed!"

"When one has the honour of being a savant asyou are, Sir, one should not expose one's self to----"

Consell had not timeto finish his compliment. In the midst of general silence avoice had just been heard. It was the voice of



Ned Land shouting:

"Look out there! The very thing we arelooking for-- on our westher beam!™
CHAPTER VI.AT FULL STEAM

At this cry the whole ship's crew hurried towards the harpooner-- commander, officers, masters, sailors, cabin boys; even the
engineersleft their engines, and the sokerstheir furnaces.

The order to stop her had been given, and the frigate now smply went on by her own momentum. The darkness was then
profound, and, however good the Canadian's eyes were, | asked mysalf how he had managed to see, and what he had been
ableto see. My heart beat asif it would break. But Ned Land was not mistaken, and we all perceived the object he pointed
to. At two cables length from the Abraham Lincoln, on the starboard quarter, the sea seemed to be illuminated dl over. It was
not amere phosphoric phenomenon. The monster emerged some fathoms from the water, and then threw out that very intense
but mysterious light mentioned in the report of severa captains. This magnificent irradiation must have been produced by an
agent of great SHINING power. The luminous part traced on the sea.an immense oval, much eongated, the centre of which
condensed a burning heat, whose overpowering brilliancy died out by successive gradations.

"It isonly amassing of phosphoric particles,” cried one of the officers.

"No, g, certainly not," | replied. "That brightnessis of an essentidly electrica nature. Besides, see, see! it moves; itismoving
forwards, backwards; it is darting towards us!"

A generd cry arose from thefrigate.

"Silencel" said the captain. "Up with the halm, reverse the engines.”

The steam was shut off, and the Abraham Lincoln, beating to port, described asemicircle.

"Right the helm, go ahead,” cried the captain.

These orders were executed, and the frigate moved rapidly from the burning light.

| was mistaken. She tried to sheer off, but the supernatura animal approached with avelocity double her own.

We gasped for bresth. Stupefaction more than fear made us dumb and motionless. The anima gained on us, sporting with the
waves. It made the round of the frigate, which was then making fourteen knots, and enveloped it with itselectric ringslike
[uminous dug.

Then it moved away two or three miles, leaving a phosphorescent track, like those volumes of steam that the expresstrains
leave behind. All a once from the dark line of the horizon whither it retired to gain its momentum, the monster rushed suddenly
towards the Abraham Lincoln with aarming rapidity, stopped suddenly about twenty feet from the hull, and died out--not
diving under the water, for its brilliancy did not abate--but suddenly, and asif the source of this brilliant emanation was
exhausted. Then it regppeared on the other Side of the vessd, asif it had turned and did under the hull. Any moment acollison
might have occurred which would have been fatal to us. However, | was astonished at the manoeuvres of the frigate. She fled
and did not attack.

On the captain's face, generaly so impassive, was an expression of unaccountabl e astonishment.

"Mr. Aronnax," hesaid, "I do not know with what formidable being | haveto ded, and | will not imprudently risk my frigatein
the midst of this darkness. Besides, how attack this unknown thing, how defend one's saf from it? Wait for daylight, and the
scenewill change.”

"Y ou have no further doubt, captain, of the nature of the anima ?'
"No, gr; it isevidently agigantic narwhal, and an e ectric one."
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"Perhaps,” added I, "one can only approach it with atorpedo.”

"Undoubtedly," replied the captain, "if it possesses such dreadful power, it isthe most terrible animal that ever was created.
That iswhy, gr, | must be on my guard.”

The crew were on their feet al night. No one thought of deep. The Abraham Lincoln, not being able to struggle with such
velocity, had moderated its pace, and sailed at haf speed. For its part, the narwhd, imitating the frigate, let the wavesrock it at
will, and seemed decided not to leave the scene of the struggle. Towards midnight, however, it disappeared, or, to useamore
appropriateterm, it "died out” like alarge glow-worm. Had it fled? One could only fear, not hopeit. But a seven minutesto
one o'clock in the morning adeafening whistling was heard, like that produced by a body of water rushing with grest violence.

The captain, Ned Land, and | were then on the poop, eagerly peering through the profound darkness.
"Ned Land," asked the commander, "you have often heard the roaring of whales?'

"Often, gr; but never such whales the sight of which brought mein two thousand dollars. If | can only gpproach within four
harpoons length of it!"

"But to approach it," said the commander, "I ought to put awhaler at your disposd?'
"Certainly, sir."

"That will betrifling with thelives of my men."

"And minetoo," smply said the harpooner.

Towardstwo o'clock in the morning, the burning light reappeared, not lessintense, about five milesto windward of the
Abraham Lincoln. Notwithstanding the distance, and the noise of thewind and sea, one heard digtinctly the loud sirokes of the
anima'stail, and even its panting breath. It ssemed that, at the moment that the enormous narwha had come to take breeth at
the surface of the water, the air was engulfed initslungs, like the steam in the vast cylinders of amachine of two thousand
horse-power.

"Hum!" thought I, "awhae with the strength of acavary regiment would be a pretty whale!™

Wewere on the qui vivetill daylight, and prepared for the combat. The fishing implements were laid dong the hammock
nettings. The second lieutenant loaded the blunder busses, which could throw harpoons to the distance of amile, and long
duck-guns, with explosive bullets, which inflicted mortal wounds even to the most terrible animals. Ned Land contented himsdlf
with sharpening his harpoon--aterrible wegpon in his hands.

At six o'clock day began to break; and, with the first glimmer of light, the éectric light of the narwha disappeared. At seven
o'clock the day was sufficiently advanced, but a very thick seafog obscured our view, and the best spy glasses could not
pierceit. That caused disgppointment and anger.

| climbed the mizzen-mast. Some officers were dready perched on the mast-heads. At eight o'clock the fog lay heavily on the
waves, and itsthick scrollsroselittle by little. The horizon grew wider and clearer at the same time. Suddenly, just asonthe
day before, Ned Land's voice was heard:

"Thething itsdf on the port quarter!” cried the harpooner.

Every eye was turned towards the point indicated. There, amile and ahalf from the frigate, along blackish body emerged a
yard above thewaves. Itstail, violently agitated, produced a considerable eddy. Never did atail beat the seawith such
violence. An immense track, of dazzling whiteness, marked the passage of the animal, and described along curve.

The frigate approached the cetacean. | examined it thoroughly.
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The reports of the Shannon and of the Helvetia had rather exaggerated its size, and | estimated its length at only two hundred
and fifty feet. Astoitsdimensions, | could only conjecture them to be admirably proportioned. While | watched this
phenomenon, two jets of steam and water were gected from its vents, and rose to the height of 120 feet; thus| ascertained its
way of breathing. | concluded definitely that it belonged to the vertebrate branch, classmammdia

The crew waited impatiently for their chief's orders. The latter, after having observed the animd attentively, called the engineer.
The engineer ranto him.

"Sir," said the commander, "you have steam up?"'
"Yes, gr," answered the engineer.
"Well, make up your firesand put on al steam.”

Three hurrahs greeted this order. Thetime for the struggle had arrived. Some moments after, the two funnels of the frigate
vomited torrents of black smoke, and the bridge quaked under the trembling of the boilers.

The Abraham Lincoln, propelled by her wonderful screw, went straight at the animd. The latter alowed it to come within haf a
cableslength; then, asif disdaining to dive, it took alittle turn, and stopped a short distance off.

This pursuit lasted nearly three-quarters of an hour, without the frigate gaining two yards on the cetacean. It was quite evident
that at that rate we should never come up with it.

"Wdl, Mr. Land," asked the captain, "do you advise meto put the boats out to sea?’
"No, gr," replied Ned Land; "because we shdl not take that beast easily.”
"What shall we do then?'

"Put on more steam if you can, sir. With your leave, | mean to post myself under the bowsprit, and, if we get within harpooning
distance, | shal throw my harpoon.”

"Go, Ned," said the captain. "Engineer, put on more pressure.”

Ned Land went to his post. The fires were increased, the screw revolved forty-three times a minute, and the steam poured out
of thevalves. We heaved thelog, and calculated that the Abraham Lincoln was going &t the rate of 18 1/2 miles an hour.

But the accursed animal swam at the same speed.

For awhole hour the frigate kept up this pace, without gaining six feet. It was humiliating for one of the swiftest sailersin the
American navy. A stubborn anger seized the crew; the sailors abused the monster, who, as before, disdained to answer them;
the captain no longer contented himsalf with twisting his beard--he gnawed it.

The engineer was caled again.
"Y ou have turned full seam on?"
"Yes, gr," replied the engineer.

The speed of the Abraham Lincoln increased. Its masts trembled down to their stepping holes, and the clouds of smoke could
hardly find way out of the narrow funnels,

They heaved thelog a second time.
"Well?" asked the captain of the man at the whed!.
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"Nineteen miles and three-tenths, Sir.”
"Clap on more steam.”

The engineer obeyed. The manometer showed ten degrees. But the cetacean grew warm itsalf, no doubt; for without straining
itsdlf, it made 19 3/10 miles.

What apursuit! No, | cannot describe the emotion that vibrated through me. Ned Land kept his post, harpoon in hand. Severa
timesthe animal let usgain uponit.--"We shdl catchit! we shdl catchit!” cried the Canadian. But just as he was going to
srike, the cetacean stole away with arapidity that could not be estimated at |ess than thirty miles an hour, and even during our
maximum of speed, it bullied the frigate, going round and round it. A cry of fury broke from everyone!

At noon we were no further advanced than at eight o'clock in the morning.
The captain then decided to take more direct means.

"Ah!" said he, "that anima goes quicker than the Abraham Lincoln. Very well! wewill see whether it will escape these conica
bullets. Send your men to the forecastle, Sir."

The forecastle gun wasimmediately |oaded and dewed round. But the shot passed some feet above the cetacean, which was
haf amile off.

"Anather, moreto theright,” cried the commander, "and five dollars to whoever will hit that infernal beast.”

An old gunner with agrey beard--that | can see now--with steady eye and grave face, went up to the gun and took along aim.
A loud report was heard, with which were mingled the cheers of the crew.

Thebullet did itswork; it hit the anima, and, diding off the rounded surface, waslogt in two miles depth of sea
The chase began again, and the captain, leaning towards me, said:

"I will pursuethat beast till my frigate bursts up.”

"Yes," answered I; "and you will be quiteright to do it.”

| wished the beast would exhaust itsdlf, and not be insensible to fatigue like asteam engine. But it was of no use. Hours passed,
without its showing any sgns of exhaudtion.

However, it must be said in praise of the Abraham Lincoln that she struggled on indefatigably. | cannot reckon the distance she
made under three hundred miles during this unlucky day, November the 6th. But night came on, and overshadowed the rough
ocean.

Now | thought our expedition was at an end, and that we should never again see the extraordinary animal. | was mistaken. At
ten minutesto eeven in the evening, the dectric light regppeared three milesto windward of the frigate, aspure, asintense as
during the preceding night.

The narwha seemed motionless; perhaps, tired with its day'swork, it dept, letting itself float with the undulation of the waves.
Now was a chance of which the captain resolved to take advantage.

He gave hisorders. The Abraham Lincoln kept up half steam, and advanced cautioudy so as not to awake itsadversary. It is
no rare thing to meet in the middle of the ocean wha es so sound adeep that they can be successfully attacked, and Ned Land
had harpooned more than one during its deep. The Canadian went to take his place again under the bowsprit.

The frigate approached noiselessy, stopped at two cables lengths from the animal, and following itstrack. No one breathed; a
deep slence reigned on the bridge. We were not a hundred feet from the burning focus, the light of which increased and
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dazzled our eyes.

At this moment, leaning on the forecastle bulwark, | saw below me Ned Land grappling the martingae in one hand, brandishing
histerrible harpoon in the other, scarcely twenty feet from the motionless animal. Suddenly his arm straightened, and the
harpoon was thrown; | heard the sonorous stroke of the weapon, which seemed to have struck ahard body. The eectric light
went out suddenly, and two enormous waterspouts broke over the bridge of the frigate, rushing like atorrent from stemto
gern, overthrowing men, and breaking the lashings of the spars. A fearful shock followed, and, thrown over therail without
having timeto stop mysdif, | fell into the sea.

CHAPTER VII. AN UNKNOWN SPECIESOF WHALE

This unexpected fal so stunned methat | have no clear recollection of my sensations at thetime. | was at first drawn down to a
depth of about twenty feet. | am agood swimmer (though without pretending to rival Byron or Edgar Poe, who were masters
of theart), and in that plunge | did not lose my presence of mind. Two vigorous strokes brought me to the surface of the water.
My first care wasto look for the frigate. Had the crew seen me disappear? Had the Abraham Lincoln veered round? Would
the captain put out a boat? Might | hope to be saved?

The darknesswasintense. | caught aglimpse of ablack mass disappearing in the ead, its beacon lights dying out in the
distance. It wasthe frigate! | waslost.

"Help, hdp!" | shouted, swimming towards the Abraham Lincoln in desperation.

My clothes encumbered me; they seemed glued to my body, and paralysed my movements.
| wassinking! | was suffocating!

"Hep!"

Thiswasmy last cry. My mouith filled with water; | struggled againgt being drawn down the abyss. Suddenly my clotheswere
seized by astrong hand, and | felt mysalf quickly drawn up to the surface of the sea; and | heard, yes, | heard these words
pronounced in my ear:

"If master would be so good asto lean on my shoulder, master would swim with much greater ease.”

| seized with one hand my faithful Consal'sarm.

"Isityou?' sad|, "you?"

"Mysdf," answered Consell; "and waiting master's orders.”

"That shock threw you aswell as meinto the sea?’

"No; but, being in my master's service, | followed him.”

The worthy fellow thought that was but naturd.

"And thefrigate?' | asked.

"Thefrigate?' replied Consail, turning on hisback; "I think that master had better not count too much on her.”
"You think 07"

"| say that, at thetime | threw mysdf into the sea, | heard the men at the whed say, "The screw and the rudder are broken.
"Broken?"

"Y es, broken by the monster'steeth. It isthe only injury the Abraham Lincoln has sustained. But it is abad look-out for us-—-
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she no longer answers her hem.”
"Thenwearelost!"

"Perhaps s0," cdmly answered Consall. "However, we have still severa hours before us, and one can do agood dedl in some
hours.”

Consall'simperturbable coolness set me up again. | swam more vigoroudly; but, cramped by my clothes, which stuck to me
like aleaden weight, | felt great difficulty in bearing up. Consall saw this.

"Will master let me make adit?" said he; and, dipping an open knife under my clothes, he ripped them up from top to bottom
very rapidly. Then he cleverly dipped them off me, while | swam for both of us.

Then | did the samefor Consall, and we continued to swim near to each other.

Nevertheless, our Situation was no lessterrible. Perhaps our disappearance had not been noticed; and, if it had been, the frigate
could not tack, being without its helm. Consell argued on this supposition, and laid his plans accordingly. This quiet boy was
perfectly salf-possessed. We then decided that, as our only chance of safety was being picked up by the Abraham Lincoln's
boats, we ought to manage so asto wait for them aslong as possible. | resolved then to husband our strength, so that both
should not be exhausted at the same time; and thisis how we managed: while one of uslay on our back, quite fill, with arms
crossed, and legs stretched out, the other would swim and push the other on in front. Thistowing businessdid not last more
than ten minutes each; and relieving each other thus, we could swim on for some hours, perhapstill day-break. Poor chance!
but hopeis so firmly rooted in the heart of man! Moreover, there were two of us. Indeed | declare (though it may seem
improbable) if | sought to destroy al hope--if | wished to despair, | could not.

The collision of the frigate with the cetacean had occurred about eleven o'clock in the evening before. | reckoned then we
should have eight hours to swim before sunrise, an operation quite practicable if we relieved each other. The sea, very cam,
wasin our favour. Sometimes | tried to pierce the intense darkness that was only dispelled by the phosphorescence caused by
our movements. | watched the luminous waves that broke over my hand, whose mirror-like surface was spotted with slvery
rings. One might have said that we werein abath of quicksilver.

Near one o'clock in the morning, | was seized with dreadful fatigue. My limbs stiffened under the strain of violent cramp.
Conssil was obliged to keep me up, and our preservation devolved on him aone. | heard the poor boy pant; his breathing
became short and hurried. | found that he could not keep up much longer.

"Leaveme! leaveme!" | said to him.
"Leave my master? Never!" replied he. "I would drown firg."

Just then the moon appeared through the fringes of athick cloud that the wind was driving to the east. The surface of the sea
glittered with itsrays. Thiskindly light reanimated us. My head got better again. | looked at al points of the horizon. | saw the
frigatel Shewas five milesfrom us, and looked like adark mass, hardly discernible. But no boats!

| would have cried out. But what good would it have been at such adistance! My swallen lips could utter no sounds. Consell
could articulate somewords, and | heard him repest at intervas, "Help! help!”

Our movements were suspended for an ingtant; we listened. It might be only asinging in the ear, but it seemed to me asif acry
answered the cry from Consall.

"Did you hear?" | murmured.
"Yes Yed"

And Consell gave one more despairing cry.
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Thistime therewas no mistake! A human voice responded to ours! Wasit the voice of another unfortunate creature,
abandoned in the middle of the ocean, some other victim of the shock sustained by the vessel? Or rather wasit a boat from the
frigate, that was hailing usin the darkness?

Consell made alast effort, and, leaning on my shoulder, while | struck out in a desperate effort, he raised himsdf half out of the
water, then fell back exhausted.

"What did you see?'
"l saw----" murmured he; "'l saw--but do not talk--reserve al your strength!™

What had he seen? Then, | know not why, the thought of the monster cameinto my head for the first time! But that voice! The
timeispast for Jonahsto take refuge in whales bellies However, Consell was towing me again. Heraised his head sometimes,
looked before us, and uttered a cry of recognition, which was responded to by avoice that came nearer and nearer. | scarcely
heard it. My srength was exhausted; my fingers stiffened; my hand afforded me support no longer; my mouth, convulsively
opening, filled with salt water. Cold crept over me. | raised my head for the last time, then | sank.

At thismoment ahard body struck me. | clung toit: then | felt that | was being drawn up, that | was brought to the surface of
the water, that my chest collapsed--I fainted.

It iscertain that | soon cameto, thanksto the vigorous rubbingsthat | received. | haf opened my eyes.
"Consal!" | murmured.
"Does master call me?' asked Consall.

Just then, by the waning light of the moon which was sinking down to the horizon, | saw aface which was not Conseil'sand
which | immediately recognised.

"Ned!" | cried.

"The same, Sr, who is seeking hisprize!” replied the Canadian.

"Were you thrown into the sea by the shock to the frigate?’

"Y es, Professor; but more fortunate than you, | was ableto find afooting amost directly upon afloating idand.”
"Anidand?'

"Or, more correctly speaking, on our gigantic narwhd."

"Explain yoursdf, Ned!"

"Only | soon found out why my harpoon had not entered its skin and was blunted.”

"Why, Ned, why?"

"Because, Professor, that beast is made of sheet iron.”

The Canadian's last words produced a sudden revolution in my brain. | wriggled mysaf quickly to the top of the being, or
object, haf out of the water, which served usfor arefuge. | kicked it. It was evidently ahard, impenetrable body, and not the
soft substance that forms the bodies of the great marine mammalia. But this hard body might be abony covering, like thet of the
antediluvian animals; and | should be free to class this monster among amphibious reptiles, such astortoises or dligators.

Wiéll, no! the blackish back that supported me was smooth, polished, without scales. The blow produced ametdlic sound;
and, incredible though it may be, it seemed, | might say, asif it was made of riveted plates.
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There was no doubt about it! This mongter, this natural phenomenon that had puzzled the learned world, and over thrown and
mided theimagination of seamen of both hemispheres, it must be owned was a till more astonishing phenomenon, inasmuch as
it wasasmply human construction.

We had no timeto lose, however. We were lying upon the back of a sort of submarine boat, which appeared (asfar as| could
judge) like ahuge fish of sted. Ned Land's mind was made up on this point. Conseail and I could only agree with him.

Just then a bubbling began at the back of this strange thing (which was evidently propelled by a screw), and it began to move.
We had only just time to seize hold of the upper part, which rose about seven feet out of the water, and happily its speed was
not great.

"Aslong asit sailshorizontaly," muttered Ned Land, "1 do not mind; but, if it takes afancy to dive, | would not give two straws
for my life"

The Canadian might have said till less. It became redlly necessary to communicate with the beings, whatever they were, shut
up insde the machine. | searched dl over the outside for an agperture, apand, or amanhole, to use atechnical expression; but
thelines of theiron rivets, solidly driven into thejoints of the iron plates, were clear and uniform. Besides, the moon
disappeared then, and |eft usin tota darkness.

At last thislong night passed. My indistinct remembrance prevents my describing al the impressionsit made. | can only recall
one circumstance. During some lulls of thewind and sea, | fancied | heard severd times vague sounds, a sort of fugitive
harmony produced by words of command. What was, then, the mystery of this submarine craft, of which the whole world
vainly sought an explanation? What kind of beings existed in this strange boat? What mechanical agent caused its prodigious
Speed?

Daybreak gppeared. The morning mists surrounded us, but they soon cleared off. | was about to examine the hull, which
formed on deck akind of horizonta platform, when | fdt it gradualy sinking.

"Oh! confound it!" cried Ned Land, kicking the resounding plate. "Open, you inhospitable rascal "

Happily the sinking movement ceased. Suddenly anoise, likeiron works violently pushed aside, came from theinterior of the
boat. Oneiron plate was moved, aman appeared, uttered an odd cry, and disappeared immediately.

Some moments after, eight strong men, with masked faces, appeared noisalessy, and drew us down into their formidable
machine.
CHAPTER VIII.MOBILISIN MOBILI

Thisforcible abduction, so roughly carried out, was accomplished with the rapidity of lightning. | shivered dl over. Whom had
we to deal with? No doubt some new sort of pirates, who explored the seain their own way. Hardly had the narrow panel
closed upon me, when | was enveloped in darkness. My eyes, dazzled with the outer light, could distinguish nothing. | felt my
naked feet cling to the rungs of an iron ladder. Ned Land and Consal, firmly seized, followed me. At the bottom of the ladder,
adoor opened, and shut after usimmediately with abang.

Wewere done. Where, | could not say, hardly imagine. All was black, and such a dense black that, after some minutes, my
eyes had not been ableto discern even the faintest glimmer.

Meanwhile, Ned Land, furious at these proceedings, gave free vent to hisindignation.

"Confound it!" cried he, "here are people who come up to the Scotch for hospitality. They only just missbeing cannibals. |
should not be surprised &t it, but | declare that they shall not eat me without my protesting.”

"Cam yoursdf, friend Ned, cam yoursalf,” replied Consail, quietly. "Do not cry out before you are hurt. We are not quite done
for yet."
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"Not quite," sharply replied the Canadian, "but pretty near, at al events. Thingslook black. Happily, my bowie knifel have
till, and | can aways see well enough to useit. Thefirgt of these pirates who lays a hand on me----"

"Do not excite yourself, Ned," | said to the harpooner, "and do not compromise us by useless violence. Who knows that they
will not listen to us? Let usrather try to find out where we are.”

| groped about. In five steps| cameto aniron wall, made of plates bolted together. Then turning back | struck against a
wooden table, near which were ranged severa stools. The boards of this prison were concealed under athick mat, which
deadened the noise of the feet. The bare walls reveded no trace of window or door. Consell, going round the reverse way,
met me, and we went back to the middle of the cabin, which measured about twenty feet by ten. Astoits height, Ned Land, in
spite of hisown great height, could not measureit.

Half an hour had already passed without our situation being bettered, when the dense darkness suddenly gave way to extreme
light. Our prison was suddenly lighted, that isto say, it became filled with aluminous matter, so strong that | could not beer it at
firgt. Initswhiteness and intengity | recognised that el ectric light which played round the submarine boat like amagnificent
phenomenon of phosphorescence. After shutting my eyesinvoluntarily, | opened them, and saw that this luminous agent came
from ahaf globe, unpolished, placed in the roof of the cabin.

"At last one can see" cried Ned Land, who, knife in hand, stood on the defensive.
"Yes," said I; "but we are still in the dark about oursdves.”
"Let master have patience," said the imperturbable Consell.

The sudden lighting of the cabin enabled meto examineit minutely. It only contained atable and five stools. The invisible door
might be hermetically sedled. No noise was heard. All seemed dead in theinterior of thisboat. Did it move, did it float on the
surface of the ocean, or did it diveinto its depths? | could not guess.

A noise of bolts was now heard, the door opened, and two men appeared.

One was short, very muscular, broad-shouldered, with robust limbs, strong head, an abundance of black hair, thick moustache,
aquick penetrating look, and the vivacity which characterises the population of Southern France.

The second stranger merits amore detailed description. | made out his prevailing qualities directly: self-confidence--because his
head was well set on his shoulders, and his black eyeslooked around with cold assurance; camness--for his skin, rather pale,
showed his coolness of blood; energy--evinced by the rapid contraction of hislofty brows, and courage--because his deep
breathing denoted great power of lungs.

Whether this person was thirty-five or fifty years of age, | could not say. He wastall, had alarge forehead, straight nose, a
clearly cut mouth, beautiful teeth, with fine taper hands, indicative of a highly nervous temperament. This man was certainly the
most admirable specimen | had ever met. One particular feature was his eyes, rather far from each other, and which could take
in nearly aquarter of the horizon at once.

Thisfaculty--(1 verified it later)--gave him arange of vison far superior to Ned Land's. When this stranger fixed upon an
object, his eyebrows met, hislarge eyelids closed around so as to contract the range of hisvision, and helooked asif he
magnified the objects lessened by distance, asif he pierced those sheets of water so opaque to our eyes, and asif he read the
very depths of the seas.

The two strangers, with caps made from the fur of the sea otter, and shod with sea boots of sedl's skin, were dressed in clothes
of aparticular texture, which alowed free movement of the limbs. Thetaller of the two, evidently the chief on board, examined
uswith great attention, without saying aword; then, turning to his companion, talked with him in an unknown tongue. It wasa
sonorous, harmonious, and flexible diadect, the vowel s seeming to admit of very varied accentuation.

The other replied by ashake of the head, and added two or three perfectly incomprehensible words. Then he seemed to
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question me by alook.

| replied in good French that | did not know his language; but he seemed not to understand me, and my Situation became more
embarrassing.

"If master wereto tell our story,” said Consail, " perhaps these gentlemen may understand some words.”

| began to tdl our adventures, articulating each syllable clearly, and without omitting one single detail. | announced our names
and rank, introducing in person Professor Aronnax, his servant Consell, and master Ned Land, the harpooner.

The man with the soft calm eyeslistened to me quietly, even politely, and with extreme attention; but nothing in his countenance
indicated that he had understood my story. When | finished, he said not aword.

There remained one resource, to speak English. Perhaps they would know this almost universal language. | knew it--aswell as
the German language--well enough to read it fluently, but not to speak it correctly. But, anyhow, we must make oursalves
understood.

"Gooninyour turn,” | said to the harpooner; "speak your best Anglo-Saxon, and try to do better than 1."
Ned did not beg off, and recommenced our story.

To hisgreat disgust, the harpooner did not seem to have made himself moreintelligible than | had. Our vistorsdid not tir.
They evidently understood neither the language of England nor of France.

Very much embarrassed, after having vainly exhausted our speaking resources, | knew not what part to take, when Consell
sd.

"If master will permit me, | will relateit in German.”

But in spite of the elegant terms and good accent of the narrator, the German language had no success. At last, nonplussed, |
tried to remember my first lessons, and to narrate our adventuresin Latin, but with no better success. Thislast attempt being of
no avail, the two strangers exchanged some words in their unknown language, and retired.

The door shuit.

"It isaninfamous shame," cried Ned Land, who broke out for the twentieth time. "We speak to those roguesin French,
English, German, and Latin, and not one of them has the politenessto answer!"

"Cdmyoursdf,” | said to theimpetuous Ned; "anger will do no good."
"But do you see, Professor,” replied our irascible companion, "that we shall absolutely die of hunger in thisiron cage?”
"Bah!" said Consall, philosophicaly; "we can hold out sometimeyet.”

"My friends,” | said, "we must not despair. We have been worse off than this. Do me the favour to walit alittle before forming
an opinion upon the commander and crew of thisboat.”

"My opinionisformed,” replied Ned Land, sharply. "They arerascas.”
"Good! and from what country?"
"From theland of rogued”

"My brave Ned, that country isnot clearly indicated on the map of theworld; but | admit that the nationdity of thetwo
srangersis hard to determine. Neither English, French, nor German, that is quite certain. However, | am inclined to think that
the commander and his companion were born in low latitudes. Thereis southern blood in them. But | cannot decide by their
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appearance whether they are Spaniards, Turks, Arabians, or Indians. Asto their language, it is quite incomprehensible.”

"Thereisthe disadvantage of not knowing al languages," said Consell, "or the disadvantage of not having one universa
language.”

As he said these words, the door opened. A steward entered. He brought us clothes, coats and trousers, made of astuff | did
not know. | hastened to dress mysdlf, and my companions followed my example. During that time, the steward--dumb,
perhaps deaf--had arranged the table, and laid three plates.

"Thisissomething likel" said Consall.

"Bah!" said the angry harpooner, "what do you suppose they eat here? Tortoise liver, filleted shark, and beef steaksfrom
seadogs.”

"Weghdl see” said Consall.

Thedishes, of bell metal, were placed on the table, and we took our places. Undoubtedly we had to do with civilised people,
and, had it not been for the eectric light which flooded us, | could have fancied | wasin the dining-room of the Adelphi Hotel
a Liverpool, or a the Grand Hotel in Paris. | must say, however, that there was neither bread nor wine. The water was fresh
and clear, but it was water and did not suit Ned Land's taste. Amongst the dishes which were brought to us, | recognised
severd fish ddicatdy dressed; but of some, athough excdllent, | could give no opinion, neither could | tell to what kingdom
they belonged, whether anima or vegetable. Asto the dinner-service, it was elegant, and in perfect taste. Each utensil--spoon,
fork, knife, plate--had aletter engraved on it, with amotto aboveit, of which thisisan exact facsmile:

MOBILISIN MOBILI N
The letter N was no doubt the initial of the name of the enigmatical person who commanded at the bottom of the sess.

Ned and Conssil did not reflect much. They devoured the food, and | did likewise. | was, besides, reassured asto our fate;
and it seemed evident that our hosts would not let us die of want.

However, everything has an end, everything passes away, even the hunger of people who have not eaten for fifteen hours. Our
appetites satisfied, we felt overcome with deep.

"Faith! | shal degpwdl," said Consail.
"Soshdl I," replied Ned Land.

My two companions stretched themselves on the cabin carpet, and were soon sound adeep. For my own part, too many
thoughts crowded my brain, too many insoluble questions pressed upon me, too many fancies kept my eyes haf open. Where
were we? What strange power carried uson? | felt--or rather fancied | felt-- the machine sinking down to the lowest beds of
the sea. Dreadful nightmares beset me; | saw in these mysterious asylums aworld of unknown animals, amongst which this
submarine boat seemed to be of the same kind, living, moving, and formidable asthey. Then my brain grew camer, my
imagination wandered into vague unconsciousness, and | soon fdll into adeep deep.

CHAPTER IX. NED LAND'STEMPERS

How long we dept | do not know; but our deep must have lasted long, for it rested us completely from our fatigues. | woke
first. My companions had not moved, and were sill stretched in their corner.

Hardly roused from my somewhat hard couch, | felt my brain freed, my mind clear. | then began an attentive examination of
our cell. Nothing was changed insde. The prison was still a prison-- the prisoners, prisoners. However, the steward, during our
deep, had cleared the table. | breathed with difficulty. The heavy air seemed to oppress my lungs. Although the cell waslarge,
we had evidently consumed a gresat part of the oxygen that it contained. Indeed, each man consumes, in one hour, the oxygen
contained in more than 176 pints of air, and thisair, charged (as then) with anearly equa quantity of carbonic acid, becomes
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unbreathable,

It became necessary to renew the atmaosphere of our prison, and no doubt the whole in the submarine boat. That gaverisetoa
question in my mind. How would the commander of this floating dwelling-place proceed? Would he obtain ar by chemical
means, in getting by heat the oxygen contained in chlorate of potash, and in absorbing carbonic acid by caustic potash? Or--a
more convenient, economical, and consequently more probable aternative-- would he be satisfied to rise and take breath at
the surface of the water, like awhale, and so renew for twenty-four hours the atmospheric provison?

Infact, | was dready obliged to increase my respirationsto eke out of thiscdll thelittle oxygen it contained, when suddenly |
was refreshed by acurrent of pureair, and perfumed with saline emanations. It was an invigorating sea breeze, charged with
iodine. | opened my mouth wide, and my lungs saturated themsalves with fresh particles.

At the sametime fdt the boat rolling. Theiron-plated monster had evidently just risen to the surface of the ocean to bregthe,
after the fashion of whaes. | found out from that the mode of ventilating the boet.

When | had inhded thisair fredly, | sought the conduit pipe, which conveyed to usthe beneficid whiff, and | wasnot longin
finding it. Above the door was a ventilator, through which volumes of fresh air renewed the impoverished atmosphere of the
cel.

| was making my observations, when Ned and Consell awoke dmost at the same time, under the influence of thisreviving air.
They rubbed their eyes, stretched themselves, and were on their feet in an ingtant.

"Did master deep wdll?' asked Consail, with hisusud politeness.

"Very well, my brave boy. And you, Mr. Land?'

"Soundly, Professor. But, | don't know if | am right or not, there seemsto be a sea breezel™

A seaman could not be mistaken, and | told the Canadian al that had passed during his deep.

"Good!" said he. "That accounts for those roarings we heard, when the supposed narwha sighted the Abraham Lincoln.”
"Quite S0, Magter Land; it was taking breath.”

"Only, Mr. Aronnax, | have no ideawhat o'clock it is, unlessit isdinner-time.”

"Dinner-time! my good fellow? Say rather breakfast-time, for we certainly have begun another day."

"S0," said Consal, "we have dept twenty-four hours?'

"That ismy opinion."

"I will not contradict you," replied Ned Land. "But, dinner or breskfast, the steward will be welcome, whichever he brings."
"Master Land, we must conform to the rules on board, and | suppose our appetites are in advance of the dinner hour.”

"That isjust like you, friend Consall," said Ned, impatiently. "Y ou are never out of temper, dways cam; you would return
thanks before grace, and die of hunger rather than complain!™

Time was getting on, and we were fearfully hungry; and thistime the steward did not appesar. It was rather too long to leave us,
if they really had good intentions towards us. Ned Land, tormented by the cravings of hunger, got still more angry; and,
notwithstanding his promise, | dreaded an explosion when he found himself with one of the crew.

For two hours more Ned Land's temper increased; he cried, he shouted, but in vain. The walls were deaf. There was no sound
to be heard in the boat; al was till as death. It did not move, for | should have felt the trembling motion of the hull under the
influence of the screw. Plunged in the depths of the waters, it belonged no longer to earth: this sllence was dreadful.
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| fdt terrified, Consal was cam, Ned Land roared.

Just then a noise was heard outside. Steps sounded on the metal flags. The locks were turned, the door opened, and the
steward appeared.

Before | could rush forward to stop him, the Canadian had thrown him down, and held him by the throat. The steward was
choking under the grip of his powerful hand.

Consall was aready trying to unclasp the harpooner's hand from his haf-suffocated victim, and | was going to fly to the rescue,
when suddenly | was nailed to the spot by hearing these words in French:

"Bequiet, Master Land; and you, Professor, will you be so good asto listen to me?"
CHAPTER X. THE MAN OF THE SEAS

It was the commander of the vessel who thus spoke.

At these words, Ned Land rose suddenly. The steward, nearly strangled, tottered out on asign from his master. But such was
the power of the commander on board, that not a gesture betrayed the resentment which this man must have felt towards the
Canadian. Consall interested in spite of himself, | Supefied, awaited in silence the result of this scene.

The commander, leaning against the corner of atable with hisarmsfolded, scanned us with profound attention. Did he hesitate
to speek? Did he regret the words which he had just spoken in French? One might almost think so.

After some moments of silence, which not one of us dreamed of bresking, "Gentlemen,” said he, in acam and penetrating
voice, "l speak French, English, German, and Latin equally well. | could, therefore, have answered you at our firg interview,
but | wished to know you firg, then to reflect. The story told by each one, entirely agreeing in the main points, convinced me of
your identity. I know now that chance has brought before me M. Pierre Aronnax, Professor of Natural History at the Museum
of Paris, entrusted with ascientific mission abroad, Consell, his servant, and Ned Land, of Canadian origin, harpooner on
board the frigate Abraham Lincoln of the navy of the United States of America.”

| bowed assent. It was not a question that the commander put to me. Therefore there was no answer to be made. Thisman
expressed himsalf with perfect ease, without any accent. His sentences were well turned, hiswords clear, and hisfluency of
gpeech remarkable. Y et, | did not recognise in him a fellow-countryman.

He continued the conversation in theseterms:

"Y ou have doubtless thought, g, that | have delayed long in paying you this second visit. The reason isthat, your identity
recognised, | wished to weigh maturely what part to act towards you. | have hesitated much. Most annoying circumstances
have brought you into the presence of aman who has broken al the ties of humanity. Y ou have come to trouble my existence.”

"Unintentionaly!" said 1.

"Unintentionaly?" replied the stranger, raisng hisvoicealittle. "Wasit unintentiondly that the Abraham Lincoln pursued meadl
over the sees? Wasit unintentionally that you took passage in thisfrigate? Wasit unintentionally that your cannon-bals
rebounded off the plating of my vessd? Wasit unintentionaly that Mr. Ned Land struck me with his harpoon?”

| detected arestrained irritation in these words. But to these recriminations | had avery natura answer to make, and | madeit.

"Sir," said |, "no doubt you areignorant of the discussions which have taken place concerning you in Americaand Europe. You
do not know that divers accidents, caused by collisions with your submarine machine, have excited public feding in the two
continents. | omit the theories without number by which it was sought to explain that of which you alone possess the secret. But
you must understand that, in pursuing you over the high seas of the Pecific, the Abraham Lincoln believed itsdlf to be chasing
some powerful sea-mongter, of which it was necessary to rid the ocean at any price.”
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A haf-smile curled the lips of the commander: then, in acamer tone:

"M. Aronnax," he replied, "dare you affirm that your frigate would not as soon have pursued and cannonaded a submarine boat
asamonger?'

This question embarrassed me, for certainly Captain Farragut might not have hesitated. He might have thought it his duty to
destroy a contrivance of thiskind, as he would agigantic narwhd.

"Y ou understand then, Sir," continued the stranger, "that | have the right to treat you as enemies?’

| answered nothing, purposaly. For what good would it be to discuss such a proposition, when force could destroy the best
aguments?

"l have hesitated sometime," continued the commander; "'nothing obliged me to show you hospitality. If | choseto separate
myself from you, | should have no interest in seeing you again; | could place you upon the deck of this vessel which has served
you asarefuge, | could sink benesth the waters, and forget that you had ever existed. Would not that be my right?"

"It might be theright of asavage,” | answered, "but not that of acivilised man.”

"Professor,” replied the commander, quickly, "1 am not what you cdl acivilised man! | have done with society entirely, for
reasonswhich | one have the right of appreciating. | do not, therefore, obey itslaws, and | desire you never to aludeto them
before me again!™

Thiswassad plainly. A flash of anger and disdain kindled in the eyes of the Unknown, and | had aglimpse of aterrible past in
the life of thisman. Not only had he put himsdf beyond the pale of human laws, but he had made himself independent of them,

freein the strictest acceptation of the word, quite beyond their reach! Who then would dare to pursue him at the bottom of the
sea, when, on its surface, he defied al attempts made againgt him?

What vessdl could resist the shock of his submarine monitor? What cuirass, however thick, could withstand the blows of his
spur? No man could demand from him an account of hisactions; God, if he believed in one--his conscience, if he had one--
were the sole judges to whom he was answerable.

These reflections crossed my mind rapidly, whilst the stranger personage was slent, absorbed, and asif wrapped up in himsdf.
| regarded him with fear mingled with interest, as, doubtless, OEdiphus regarded the Sphinx.

After rather along silence, the commander resumed the conversation.

"I have hesitated,” said he, "but | have thought that my interest might be reconciled with that pity to which every human being
hasaright. Y ou will remain on board my vessel, sncefate has cast you there. Y ou will befree; and, in exchange for thisliberty,
| shdl only impose one single condition. Y our word of honour to submit to it will suffice.”

"Speak, ar," | answered. "1 suppose this condition is one which aman of honour may accept?

"Yes, gr; itisthis It ispossblethat certain events, unforeseen, may oblige meto consign you to your cabins for some hours or
some days, asthe case may be. As| desire never to use violence, | expect from you, more than al the others, apassive
obedience. Inthusacting, | take dl the responsbility: | acquit you entirdly, for | make it an impossibility for you to see what
ought not to be seen. Do you accept this condition?”

Then things took place on board which, to say the least, were singular, and which ought not to be seen by people who were
not placed beyond the pale of socid laws. Amongst the surprises which the future was preparing for me, this might not be the
least.

"We accept,” | answered; "only | will ask your permission, Sir, to address one question to you--one only.”

"Speak, Sr."
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"Y ou said that we should be free on board.”
"Entirdy."
"I ask you, then, what you mean by thisliberty?"

"Just the liberty to go, to come, to see, to observe even al that passes here save under rare circumstances--the liberty, in short,
which we enjoy oursalves, my companionsand I."

It was evident that we did not understand one another.

"Pardon me, gir," | resumed, "but thisliberty isonly what every prisoner has of pacing his prison. It cannot suffice us.”
"It must suffice you, however.”

"What! we must renounce for ever seeing our country, our friends, our relaions again?”

"Yes, dr. But to renounce that unendurable worldly yoke which men believe to be liberty is not perhaps so painful asyou
think."

"Well," exclaimed Ned Land, "never will | give my word of honour not to try to escape.”
"I did not ask you for your word of honour, Master Land," answered the commander, coldly.
"Sir," | replied, beginning to get angry in spite of my sdif, "you abuse your Situation towards us, itis cruety.”

"No, gir, it isclemency. Y ou are my prisoners of war. | keep you, when | could, by aword, plunge you into the depths of the
ocean. Y ou attacked me. Y ou came to surprise a secret which no man in the world must penetrate--the secret of my whole
exigence. And you think that | am going to send you back to that world which must know me no more? Never! In retaining
you, it isnot you whom | guard-- itismysdlf."

These words indicated a resol ution taken on the part of the commander, against which no argumentswould prevall.
"So, gr," | rgoined, "you give us smply the choice between life and death?”
"Smply.”

"My friends," said I, "to aquestion thus put, thereis nothing to answer. But no word of honour binds usto the master of this
vesd."

"None, sr," answered the Unknown.
Then, in agentler tone, he continued:

"Now, permit meto finish what | haveto say to you. | know you, M. Aronnax. Y ou and your companionswill not, perhaps,
have so much to complain of in the chance which has bound you to my fate. Y ou will find amongst the books which are my
favourite study the work which you have published on “the depths of the sea.’ | have often read it. Y ou have carried out your
work asfar asterrestrid science permitted you. But you do not know all--you have not seen al. Let metell you then,
Professor, that you will not regret the time passed on board my vessdl. Y ou are going to visit the land of marvels.”

These words of the commander had agreat effect upon me. | cannot deny it. My weak point was touched; and | forgot, for a
moment, that the contemplation of these sublime subjects was not worth the loss of liberty. Besides, | trusted to the future to
decide thisgrave question. So | contented mysdlf with saying:

"By what name ought | to addressyou?"



"Sir," replied the commander, "1 am nothing to you but Captain Nemo; and you and your companions are nothing to me but the
passengers of the Nautilus.”

Captain Nemo called. A steward appeared. The captain gave him his ordersin that strange language which | did not
understand. Then, turning towards the Canadian and Consail:

"A repast awaits you in your cabin,” said he. "Be so good asto follow this man.
"And now, M. Aronnax, our breskfast isready. Permit meto lead theway."
"l am at your service, Captain.”

| followed Captain Nemo; and as soon as | had passed through the door, | found mysdlf in akind of passage lighted by
electricity, smilar to the waist of a ship. After we had proceeded a dozen yards, a second door opened before me.

| then entered a dining-room, decorated and furnished in severe taste. High oaken sideboards, inlaid with ebony, stood at the
two extremities of the room, and upon their shelves glittered china, porcelain, and glass of inestimable vadue. The plate on the
table sparkled in the rays which the luminous ceiling shed around, while the light was tempered and softened by exquisite
paintings.

In the centre of the room was atablerichly laid out. Captain Nemo indicated the place | was to occupy.

The breskfast consisted of a certain number of dishes, the contents of which were furnished by the seaaone; and | was
ignorant of the nature and mode of preparation of some of them. | acknowledged that they were good, but they had a peculiar
flavour, which | easily became accustomed to. These different aliments gppeared to meto be rich in phosphorus, and | thought
they must have amarine origin.

Captain Nemo looked a me. | asked him no questions, but he guessed my thoughts, and answered of his own accord the
guestionswhich | was burning to addressto him.

"The greater part of these dishes are unknown to you," he said to me. "However, you may partake of them without fear. They
are wholesome and nourishing. For along time | have renounced the food of the earth, and | am never ill now. My crew, who
are hedthy, arefed on the same food.”

"So," sad |, "al these eatables are the produce of the sea?’

"Y es, Professor, the sea supplies al my wants. Sometimes | cast my netsin tow, and | draw them in ready to break.
Sometimes | hunt in the midst of this ement, which gppearsto be inaccessible to man, and quarry the game which dwellsin
my submarine forests. My flocks, like those of Neptune's old shepherds, graze fearlessy in the immense prairies of the ocean. |
have avast property there, which | cultivate mysdlf, and which isaways sown by the hand of the Creator of dl things."

"l can understand perfectly, S, that your netsfurnish excellent fish for your table; | can understand a so that you hunt aguetic
gamein your submarine forests; but | cannot understand at al how a particle of meat, no matter how small, can figurein your
bill of fare"

"This, which you believe to be mest, Professor, is nothing el sethan fillet of turtle. Here are lso some dolphins livers, which
you take to be ragout of pork. My cook isaclever fellow, who excelsin dressing these various products of the ocean. Taste
al these dishes. Hereis a preserve of sea-cucumber, which aMaay would declare to be unrivaled in theworld; hereisa
cream, of which the milk has been furnished by the cetacea, and the sugar by the great fucus of the North Sea; and, lastly,
permit meto offer you some preserve of anemones, which isequal to that of the most deliciousfruits.”

| tasted, more from curiosity than as aconnoisseur, whilst Captain Nemo enchanted me with his extraordinary stories.

"You like the sea, Captain?'
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"Yes, | loveit! The seaiseverything. It covers seven tenths of the terrestria globe. Its breath is pure and hedlthy. Itisan
immense desert, where manis never lonely, for hefedslife stirring on dl sides. The seaisonly the embodiment of a
supernatural and wonderful existence. It is nothing but love and emotion; it isthe "Living Infinite," as one of your poets has said.
In fact, Professor, Nature manifests hersdlf in it by her three kingdoms--minerd, vegetable, and animal. The seaisthe vast
reservoir of Nature. The globe began with sea, so to speak; and who knowsif it will not end withit? Init is supreme
tranquillity. The seadoes not belong to despots. Upon its surface men can still exercise unjust laws, fight, tear one another to
pieces, and be carried away with terrestrial horrors. But at thirty feet below itsleve, their reign ceases, their influenceis
quenched, and their power disappears. Ah! g, live--live in the bosom of the waters! There only isindependence! Therel
recognise no masters! Therel am free!”

Captain Nemo suddenly became silent in the midst of this enthusiasm, by which he was quite carried away. For afew moments
he paced up and down, much agitated. Then he became more calm, regained his accustomed coldness of expression, and
turning towards me;

"Now, Professor," said he, "if you wish to go over the Nautilus, | am at your service."

Captain Nemo rose. | followed him. A double door, contrived at the back of the dining-room, opened, and | entered aroom
equa in dimensionsto that which | had just quitted.

It wasalibrary. High pieces of furniture, of black violet ebony inlaid with brass, supported upon their wide shelves a greet
number of books uniformly bound. They followed the shape of the room, terminating at the lower part in huge divans, covered
with brown leather, which were curved, to afford the greatest comfort. Light movable desks, madeto didein and out at will,
alowed oneto rest one's book while reading. In the centre stood an immense table, covered with pamphlets, amongst which
were some newspapers, dready of old date. The electric light flooded everything; it was shed from four unpolished globes half
sunk in the volutes of the ceiling. | looked with real admiration at thisroom, so ingenioudy fitted up, and | could scarcely
believe my eyes.

"Captain Nemo," said | to my host, who had just thrown himself on one of the divans, "thisisalibrary which would do honour
to more than one of the continental palaces, and | am absolutely astounded when | consider that it can follow you to the bottom
of thesees.”

"Where could one find greater solitude or silence, Professor?” replied Captain Nemo. "Did your study in the Museum afford
you such perfect quiet?'

"No, gr; and | must confessthat it isavery poor one after yours. Y ou must have six or seven thousand volumes here.”

"Twelve thousand, M. Aronnax. These are the only tieswhich bind me to the earth. But | had done with theworld on the day
when my Nautilus plunged for the first time beneath the waters. That day | bought my last volumes, my last pamphlets, my last
papers, and from that time | wish to think that men no longer think or write. These books, Professor, are a your service
besides, and you can make use of them fredly.”

| thanked Captain Nemo, and went up to the shelves of the library. Works on science, morals, and literature abounded in
every language; but | did not see one single work on palitical economy; that subject appeared to be strictly proscribed. Strange
to say, al these books wereirregularly arranged, in whatever language they were written; and this mediey proved that the
Captain of the Nautilus must have read indiscriminately the books which he took up by chance.

"Sir," said | to the Captain, "'l thank you for having placed thislibrary a my disposal. It contains treasures of science, and | shall
profit by them.”

"Thisroomisnot only alibrary,” said Captain Nemo, "it isaso a smoking-room."
"A smoking-room!" | cried. "Then one may smoke on board?’

"Certanly."
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"Then, gr, | am forced to believe that you have kept up a communication with Havannah.”

"Not any," answered the Captain. "Accept thiscigar, M. Aronnax; and, though it does not come from Havannah, you will be
pleased with it, if you are a connoisseur.”

| took the cigar which was offered me; its shape recalled the London ones, but it seemed to be made of leaves of gold. |
lighted it at alittle brazier, which was supported upon an e egant bronze stem, and drew the first whiffswith the ddlight of a
lover of smoking who has not smoked for two days.

"It isexcdlent, but it is not tobacco.”

"No!" answered the Captain, "this tobacco comes neither from Havannah nor from the East. Itisakind of seaweed, richin
nicotine, with which the sea provides me, but somewhat sparingly.”

At that moment Captain Nemo opened adoor which stood opposite to that by which | had entered the library, and | passed
into an immense drawing-room splendidly lighted.

It was avadt, four-sded room, thirty feet long, eighteen wide, and fifteen high. A luminous celling, decorated with light
arabesques, shed asoft clear light over dl the marvels accumulated in this museum. For it wasin fact amuseum, in which an
intelligent and prodigal hand had gathered all the treasures of nature and art, with the artistic confusion which distinguishes a
painter's studio.

{ severd sentences are missing here in the omnibus edition}

Thirty firg-rate pictures, uniformly framed, separated by bright drapery, ornamented the walls, which were hung with tapestry
of severe design. | saw works of greet vaue, the greater part of which | had admired in the specid collections of Europe, and
intheexhibitions of paintings.

Some admirable statuesin marble and bronze, after the finest antique models, stood upon pedestalsin the corners of this
magnificent museum. Amazement, as the Captain of the Nautilus had predicted, had already begun to take possession of me.

"Professor,” said this strange man, "you must excuse the unceremonious way in which | receive you, and the disorder of this
room."

"Sir," | answered, "without seeking to know who you are, | recognisein you an artist.”

"An amateur, nothing more, sir. Formerly | loved to collect these beautiful works crested by the hand of man. | sought them
greedily, and ferreted them out indefatigably, and | have been able to bring together some objects of great vaue. Theseare my
last souvenirs of that world which is dead to me. In my eyes, your modern artists are aready old; they have two or three
thousand years of existence; | confound them in my own mind. Masters have no age."

{4 paragraphs seem to be missing from this omnibus text here they have to do with musical composers, apiano, and a brief
revery on the part of Nemo}

Under elegant glass cases, fixed by copper rivets, were classed and |abelled the most precious productions of the seawhich
had ever been presented to the eye of anaturdist. My delight as a professor may be concelved.

{2 long paragraphs seem to be missing from this omnibus here}

Apart, in separate compartments, were spread out chaplets of pearls of the greatest beauty, which reflected the eectric light in
little sparks of fire; pink pearls, torn from the pinna-marina of the Red Sea; green pearls, yellow, blue, and black pearls, the
curious productions of the divers molluscs of every ocean, and certain mussels of the water courses of the North; lastly, severd
gpecimens of inestimable value. Some of these pearls were larger than a pigeon's egg, and were worth millions.

{ this para has been dtered the last sentence reworded}
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Therefore, to estimate the value of this collection was smply impossible. Captain Nemo must have expended millionsin the
acquirement of these various specimens, and | was thinking what source he could have drawn from, to have been able thusto
gratify hisfancy for collecting, when | wasinterrupted by these words:

"Y ou are examining my shells, Professor? Unquestionably they must be interesting to anaturdist; but for methey have afar
greater charm, for | have collected them al with my own hand, and there is not a sea on the face of the globe which has

escaped my researches.”

"I can understand, Captain, the delight of wandering about in the midst of such riches. Y ou are one of those who have collected
their treasures themsalves. No museum in Europe possesses such acollection of the produce of the ocean. But if | exhaust dll
my admiration uponit, | shal have noneleft for the vessd which carriesit. | do not wish to pry into your secrets: but | must
confessthat this Nauttilus, with the motive power which is confined in it, the contrivances which enable it to be worked, the
powerful agent which propelsit, dl excite my curiogty to the highest pitch. | see suspended on the wals of thisroom
ingruments of whose use| amignorant.”

"Y ou will find these same ingrumentsin my own room, Professor, where | shdl have much pleasurein explaining their useto
you. But first come and inspect the cabin which is set gpart for your own use. Y ou must see how you will be accommodated
on board the Nautilus."

| followed Captain Nemo who, by one of the doors opening from each pand of the drawing-room, regained the waist. He
conducted me towards the bow, and there | found, not a cabin, but an elegant room, with abed, dressing-table, and severa
other pieces of excdlent furniture.

| could only thank my host.
"Y our room adjoins mine," said he, opening adoor, "and mine opensinto the drawing-room that we have just quitted.”

| entered the Captain'sroom: it had a severe, dmost amonkish aspect. A small iron bedstead, atable, some articlesfor the
toilet; the whole lighted by a skylight. No comforts, the strictest necessaries only.

Captain Nemo pointed to a seet.

"Be so good asto st down," he said. | seated myself, and he began thus:
CHAPTER XI.ALL BY ELECTRICITY

"Sir," said Cgptain Nemo, showing me the instruments hanging on the walls of hisroom, "here are the contrivances required for
the navigation of the Nautilus. Here, asin the drawing-room, | have them adways under my eyes, and they indicate my position
and exact direction in the middle of the ocean. Some are known to you, such as the thermometer, which givesthe interna
temperature of the Nautilus, the barometer, which indicates the weight of the air and foretells the changes of the weeather; the
hygrometer, which marks the dryness of the atmosphere; the storm-glass, the contents of which, by decomposing, announce
the approach of tempests, the compass, which guides my course; the sextant, which shows the latitude by the dtitude of the
sun; chronometers, by which | calculate the longitude; and glassesfor day and night, which | use to examine the points of the
horizon, when the Nautilus risesto the surface of the waves."

"These are the usud nautical instruments,” | replied, "and | know the use of them. But these others, no doubt, answer to the
particular requirements of the Nautilus. Thisdia with movable needleisamanometer, isit not?!

"It isactudly a manometer. But by communication with the water, whose externd pressureit indicates, it gives our depth at the
sametime”

"And these other ingtruments, the use of which | cannot guess?*

"Here, Professor, | ought to give you some explanations. Will you be kind enough to listen to me?”
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Hewas dlent for afew moments, then hesad:

"Thereisapowerful agent, obedient, rapid, easy, which conformsto every use, and reigns supreme on board my vessd.
Everything isdone by meansof it. It lights, warmsit, and is the soul of my mechanica apparatus. This agent iselectricity.”

"Electricity?" | criedin surprise.
"YS’ S'rlll

"Nevertheless, Captain, you possess an extreme rapidity of movement, which does not agree well with the power of eectricity.
Until now, its dynamic force has remained under restraint, and has only been able to produce asmall amount of power."

"Professor,” said Captain Nemo, "my dectricity is not everybody's. Y ou know what sea-water is composed of. In athousand
grammes are found 96 1/2 per cent. of water, and about 2 2/3 per cent. of chloride of sodium; then, in asmaller quarntity,
chlorides of magnesium and of potassium, bromide of magnesium, sulphate of magnesia, sulphate and carbonate of lime. Y ou
see, then, that chloride of sodium formsalarge part of it. So it isthis sodium that | extract from the sea-water, and of which |
compose my ingredients. | owe dl to the ocean; it produces e ectricity, and ectricity gives hedt, light, motion, and, in aword,
lifeto the Nautilus"

"But not the air you breathe?"

"Oh! | could manufacture the air necessary for my consumption, but it is useless, because | go up to the surface of the water
when | please. However, if eectricity does not furnish me with air to breathe, it works at least the powerful pumpsthat are
stored in pacious reservoirs, and which enable meto prolong at need, and aslong as | will, my stay in the depths of the sea. It
gives auniform and unintermittent light, which the sun does not. Now look at this clock; it isdectrical, and goeswith a
regularity that defiesthe best chronometers. | have divided it into twenty-four hours, like the Itaian clocks, because for me
thereis neither night nor day, sun nor moon, but only that factitious light that | take with me to the bottom of the sea. Look! just
now, it isten o'clock in the morning.”

"Exadtly."

"Another application of eectricity. Thisdia hanging in front of usindicates the peed of the Nautilus. An eectric thread putsit
in communication with the screw, and the needle indicates the real speed. Look! now we are spinning along with auniform
gpeed of fifteen milesan hour."

"Itismarvelous! And | see, Captain, you were right to make use of this agent that takes the place of wind, water, and steam.”

"We have not finished, M. Aronnax," said Captain Nemo, rising. "If you will dlow me, wewill examinethe stern of the
Nautilus.

Redly, | knew aready the anterior part of this submarine boat, of which thisisthe exact divison, starting from the ship's head:
the dining-room, five yardslong, separated from the library by awater-tight partition; the library, five yardslong; thelarge
drawing-room, ten yards long, separated from the Captain's room by a second water-tight partition; the said room, five yards
inlength; mine, two and ahalf yards; and, lastly areservoir of air, seven and ahalf yards, that extended to the bows. Totd
length thirty five yards, or one hundred and five feet. The partitions had doors that were shut hermetically by means of
india-rubber instruments, and they ensured the safety of the Nautilusin case of aleak.

| followed Captain Nemo through the waist, and arrived at the centre of the boat. There was asort of well that opened
between two partitions. An iron ladder, fastened with an iron hook to the partition, led to the upper end. | asked the Captain
what the ladder was used for.

"It leads to the smdl boat," he said.

"What! haveyou aboat?' | exclaimed, in surprise.
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"Of course; an excedllent vessdl, light and insubmersible, that serves either asafishing or asapleasure boat."
"But then, when you wish to embark, you are obliged to come to the surface of the water?"

"Not at adl. Thisboat is attached to the upper part of the hull of the Nautilus, and occupies a cavity madefor it. It is decked,
quite water-tight, and held together by solid bolts. This ladder leads to a man-hole made in the hull of the Nautilus, that
corresponds with asimilar hole made in the side of the boat. By this double opening | get into the small vessdl. They shut the
one belonging to the Nauttilus; | shut the other by means of screw pressure. | undo the bolts, and the little boat goes up to the
surface of the seawith prodigious rapidity. | then open the pand of the bridge, carefully shut till then; | mast it, hoist my sail,
take my oars, and I'm off."

"But how do you get back on board?

"l do not come back, M. Aronnax; the Nautilus comesto me."

"By your orders?’

"By my orders. An electric thread connects us. | telegraph to it, and that is enough.”
"Redly," | sad, astonished at these marvels, "nothing can be more smple.”

After having passed by the cage of the staircase that led to the platform, | saw acabin six feet long, in which Conseil and Ned
Land, enchanted with their repast, were devouring it with avidity. Then adoor opened into akitchen nine feet long, Situated
between the large store-rooms. There dectricity, better than gasitsdf, did al the cooking. The streams under the furnaces gave
out to the sponges of platinaa heat which was regularly kept up and distributed. They also heated a ditilling gpparatus, which,
by evaporation, furnished excellent drinkable water. Near this kitchen was abathroom comfortably furnished, with hot and
cold water taps.

Next to the kitchen was the berth-room of the vessdl, sixteen feet long. But the door was shut, and | could not see the
management of it, which might have given me an idea.of the number of men employed on board the Nautilus.

At the bottom was afourth partition that separated this office from the engine-room. A door opened, and | found mysdlf inthe
compartment where Captain Nemo--certainly an engineer of avery high order--had arranged hislocomotive machinery. This
engine-room, clearly lighted, did not measure less than sixty-five feet in length. It was divided into two parts; thefirst contained
the materidsfor producing eectricity, and the second the machinery that connected it with the screw. | examined it with great
interest, in order to understand the machinery of the Nauitilus.

"You see" said the Captain, "1 use Bunsen's contrivances, not Ruhmkorff's. Those would not have been powerful enough.
Bunsen's are fewer in number, but strong and large, which experience provesto be the best. The dectricity produced passes
forward, where it works, by eectro-magnets of great size, on asystem of levers and cog-whedlsthat transmit the movement to
the axle of the screw. This one, the diameter of which is nineteen feet, and the thread twenty-three feet, performs about 120
revolutionsin asecond.”

"And you get then?'
"A speed of fifty milesan hour.”

"I have seen the Nautilus manoeuvre before the Abraham Lincoln, and | have my own ideas asto its speed. But thisis not
enough. We must see where we go. We must be able to direct it to the right, to the left, above, below. How do you get to the
great depths, where you find an increasing resistance, which israted by hundreds of atimospheres? How do you return to the
surface of the ocean? And how do you maintain yoursalvesin the requisite medium? Am | asking too much?"

"Not at al, Professor,” replied the Captain, with some hesitation; "'since you may never leave this submarine boat. Comeinto
the saloon, it isour usud study, and there you will learn al you want to know about the Nautilus.”
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CHAPTER XI1. SOME FIGURES

A moment after we were seated on adivan in the saloon smoking. The Captain showed me a sketch that gave the plan,
section, and eevation of the Nautilus. Then he began his description in these words:

"Here, M. Aronnax, are the severd dimensions of the boat you arein. It isan elongated cylinder with conical ends. It isvery
like acigar in shape, ashape aready adopted in London in saverd congtructions of the same sort. Thelength of this cylinder,
from stem to gtern, isexactly 232 feet, and its maximum breadth is twenty-six fegt. It isnot built quite like your long-voyage
steamers, but its lines are sufficiently long, and its curves prolonged enough, to alow the water to dide off easly, and oppose
no obstacle to its passage. These two dimensions enable you to obtain by asmple cal culation the surface and cubic contents of
the Nautilus. Its area measures 6,032 feet; and its contents about 1,500 cubic yards; that isto say, when completely immersed
it displaces 50,000 feet of water, or weighs 1,500 tons.

"When | made the plansfor this submarine vessd, | meant that nine-tenths should be submerged: consequently it ought only to
displace nine-tenths of its bulk, that isto say, only to weigh that number of tons. | ought not, therefore, to have exceeded that
weight, congtructing it on the aforesaid dimensions.

"The Nautilusis composed of two hulls, one inside, the other outside, joined by T-shaped irons, which render it very strong.
Indeed, owing to this cellular arrangement it resstslike ablock, asif it were solid. Its sides cannot yidld; it coheres
gpontaneoudy, and not by the closeness of itsrivets; and its perfect union of the materials enablesit to defy the roughest seas.

"These two hulls are composed of sted plates, whose densgity isfrom .7 to .8 that of water. Thefirst isnot less than two inches
and ahalf thick and weighs 394 tons. The second envelope, the ked, twenty inches high and ten thick, weighs only sixty-two
tons. The engine, the ballast, the severd accessories and apparatus appendages, the partitions and bulkheads, weigh 961.62
tons. Do you follow al this?!

"l do."

"Then, when the Nautilusis afloat under these circumstances, one-tenth is out of the water. Now, if | have made reservoirsof a
sSzeequd to thistenth, or capable of holding 150 tons, and if | fill them with water, the boat, weighing then 1,507 tons, will be
completely immersed. That would happen, Professor. These reservoirs are in the lower part of the Nautilus. | turn on taps and
they fill, and the vessdl sinksthat had just been level with the surface.

"Well, Captain, but now we cometo thered difficulty. | can understand your rising to the surface; but, diving below the
surface, does not your submarine contrivance encounter a pressure, and consequently undergo an upward thrust of one
atmosphere for every thirty feet of water, just about fifteen pounds per square inch?”’

"Jug 0, Sr."
"Then, unless you quite fill the Nautilus, | do not see how you can draw it down to those depths.”

"Professor, you must not confound statics with dynamics or you will be exposed to grave errors. Thereisvery little labour
gpent in attaining the lower regions of the ocean, for dl bodies have atendency to sink. When | wanted to find out the
necessary increase of weight required to sink the Nautilus, | had only to calculate the reduction of volume that sea-water
acquires according to the depth.”

"That isevident."

"Now, if water is not absolutely incompressible, it isat least capable of very dight compression. Indeed, after the most recent
caculationsthis reduction is only .000436 of an atmosphere for each thirty feet of depth. If we want to sink 3,000 fest, |

should keep account of the reduction of bulk under a pressure equd to that of a column of water of athousand feet. The
caculation iseasly verified. Now, | have supplementary reservoirs capable of holding ahundred tons. Thereforel cansinktoa
congderable depth. When | wishtoriseto theleve of the sea, | only let off the water, and empty dl the reservoirsif | want the
Nautilus to emerge from the tenth part of her total capecity.”
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| had nothing to object to these reasonings.

"l admit your calculations, Captain,” | replied; "1 should be wrong to dispute them since daily experience confirmsthem; but |
foreseeared difficulty intheway."

"Whét, Sr?'

"When you are about 1,000 feet deep, the walls of the Nautilus bear a pressure of 100 atmospheres. If, then, just now you
were to empty the supplementary reservoirs, to lighten the vessdl, and to go up to the surface, the pumps must overcomethe
pressure of 100 atmospheres, which is 1,500 Ibs. per square inch. From that a power----"

"Thet eectricity donecan give" sad the Captain, hadtily. "I repedt, Sr, that the dynamic power of my enginesisamogt infinite.
The pumps of the Nautilus have an enormous power, as you must have observed when their jets of water burst like atorrent
upon the Abraham Lincoln. Besides, | use subsidiary reservoirs only to attain amean depth of 750 to 1,000 fathoms, and that
with aview of managing my machines. Also, when | have amind to visit the depths of the ocean five or six milesbelow the
surface, | make use of dower but not lessinfalible means.

"What arethey, Captan?’
"That involves my tdlling you how the Nautilusisworked."
"l amimpatient to learn.”

"To steer thisboat to starboard or port, to turn, in aword, following ahorizonta plan, | use an ordinary rudder fixed on the
back of the stern-post, and with one wheel and some tackle to steer by. But | can also make the Nautilusrise and sink, and
sink and rise, by avertica movement by means of two inclined planes fastened to its Sides, opposite the centre of flotation,
planestha movein every direction, and that are worked by powerful leversfrom the interior. If the planes are kept paralle
with the boat, it moves horizontdly. If danted, the Nautilus, according to thisinclination, and under the influence of the screw,
either anksdiagondly or rises diagondly asit suitsme. And eveniif | wish to rise more quickly to the surface, | ship the screw,
and the pressure of the water causesthe Nautilusto rise verticaly like abaloon filled with hydrogen.”

"Bravo, Captain! But how can the steersman follow the route in the middle of the waters?"
"The seersman is placed in aglazed box, that israised about the hull of the Nautilus, and furnished with lenses”
"Are these lenses cgpable of resisting such pressure?!

"Perfectly. Glass, which bresks at ablow, is, nevertheess, capable of offering considerable resstance. During some
experiments of fishing by dectric light in 1864 in the Northern Seas, we saw plates|essthan athird of aninch thick resst a
pressure of sixteen atmospheres. Now, the glassthat | useisnot lessthan thirty times thicker."

"Granted. But, after dl, in order to see, the light must exceed the darkness, and in the midst of the darknessin the water, how
canyou see?'

"Behind the eersman’s cageis placed a powerful eectric reflector, the rays from which light up the seafor haf amilein front.”

"Ah! bravo, bravo, Captain! Now | can account for this phosphorescence in the supposed narwhal that puzzled us so. | now
ask you if the boarding of the Nautilus and of the Scotia, that has made such anoise, has been the result of achance
rencontre?"

"Quite accidentd, sir. | was sailing only one fathom bel ow the surface of the water when the shock came. 1t had no bad result.”
"None, Sr. But now, about your rencontre with the Abraham Lincoln?”

"Professor, | am sorry for one of the best vesselsin the American navy; but they attacked me, and | was bound to defend



myself. | contented mysalf, however, with putting the frigate hors de combet; she will not have any difficulty in getting repaired
a the next port.”

"Ah, Commander! your Nautilusis certainly amarvellous boat.”

"Yes, Professor; and | loveit asif it were part of mysdlf. If danger threatens one of your vessals on the ocean, the first
impression isthefeding of an abyss above and below. On the Nautilus men's hearts never fail them. No defectsto be afraid of,
for the double shell isasfirm asiron; no rigging to attend to; no sailsfor the wind to carry away; no boilersto burst; nofireto
fear, for the vessdl ismade of iron, not of wood; no cod to run short, for dectricity isthe only mechanica agent; no collisonto
fear, for it done swimsin deep water; no tempest to brave, for when it dives below the water it reaches absol ute tranquillity.
There, Sr! that isthe perfection of vessals! And if it istrue that the engineer has more confidence in the vessel than the builder,
and the builder than the captain himself, you understand the trust | reposein my Nautilus; for | am a once captain, builder, and

enginesr.”

"But how could you congtruct thiswonderful Nautilusin secret?"

"Each separate portion, M. Aronnax, was brought from different parts of the globe.”
"But these parts had to be put together and arranged?”

"Professor, | had set up my workshops upon a desert idand in the ocean. There my workmen, that isto say, the brave men
that | ingtructed and educated, and myself have put together our Nautilus. Then, when the work was finished, fire destroyed all
trace of our proceedings on thisidand, that | could have jumped over if | had liked."

"Then the cost of thisvessd isgreat?’

"M. Aronnax, an iron vessel costs L 145 per ton. Now the Nautilus weighed 1,500. It came therefore to L67,500, and
L.80,000 morefor fitting it up, and about L 200,000, with the works of art and the collectionsit contains.”

"Onelast question, Captain Nemo."

"AK it, Professor.”

"You arerich?'

"Immensely rich, sr; and | could, without missing it, pay the nationd debt of France.”

| stared at the singular person who spoke thus. Was he playing upon my credulity? The future would decide that.
CHAPTER XIIlI. THE BLACK RIVER

The portion of theterrestrid globe which is covered by water is estimated a upwards of eighty millions of acres. Thisfluid
mass comprises two hillions two hundred and fifty millions of cubic miles, forming aspherical body of adiameter of sixty
leagues, the weight of which would be three quintillions of tons. To comprehend the meaning of thesefigures, it is necessary to
observethat aquintillionisto abillion asabillionisto unity; in other words, there are as many billionsin aquintillion asthere
areunitsinabillion. Thismass of fluid isequa to aout the quantity of water which would be discharged by dl therivers of the
earth in forty thousand years.

During the geologica epochs the ocean originaly prevailed everywhere. Then by degrees, in the silurian period, the tops of the
mountains began to appear, the idands emerged, then disappeared in partia deluges, regppeared, became settled, formed
continents, till a length the earth became geographically arranged, aswe see in the present day. The solid had wrested from the
liquid thirty-saven million six hundred and fifty-seven square miles, equd to twelve billions nine hundred and sixty millions of
acres.

The shape of continents allows usto divide the watersinto five great portions: the Arctic or Frozen Ocean, the Antarctic, or



Frozen Ocean, the Indian, the Atlantic, and the Pacific Oceans.

The Pecific Ocean extends from north to south between the two Polar Circles, and from east to west between Asaand
America, over an extent of 145 degrees of longitude. It isthe quietest of sess; its currents are broad and dow, it has medium
tides, and abundant rain. Such was the ocean that my fate destined mefirgt to travel over under these strange conditions.

"Sir," said Captain Nemo, "wewill, if you please, take our bearings and fix the starting-point of thisvoyage. It isaquarter to
twelve; | will go up again to the surface.”

The Captain pressed an eectric clock three times. The pumps began to drive the water from the tanks; the needle of the
manometer marked by a different pressure the ascent of the Nauttilus, then it stopped.

"We have arrived,” said the Captain.

| went to the centra staircase which opened on to the platform, clambered up the iron steps, and found myself on the upper
part of the Nautilus.

The platform was only three feet out of water. The front and back of the Nautilus was of that spindle-shape which caused it
justly to be compared to acigar. | noticed that itsiron plates, dightly overlaying each other, resembled the shell which clothes
the bodies of our large terresiria reptiles. It explained to me how naturd it was, in spite of al glasses, that this boat should have
been taken for amarine animdl.

Toward the middle of the platform the longboat, haf buried in the hull of the vessdl, formed adight excrescence. Fore and aft
rose two cages of medium height with inclined sides, and partly closed by thick lenticular glasses; one destined for the
Steersman who directed the Nautilus, the other containing abrilliant lantern to give light on the road.

The seawas beautiful, the sky pure. Scarcely could the long vehicle fed the broad undulations of the ocean. A light breeze
from the east rippled the surface of the waters. The horizon, free from fog, made observation easy. Nothing wasin sight. Not a
quicksand, not anidand. A vast desert.

Captain Nemo, by the help of his sextant, took the dtitude of the sun, which ought aso to give the latitude. He waited for some
momentstill its disc touched the horizon. Whilst taking observations not amuscle moved, the instrument could not have been
more motionlessin ahand of marble.

"Twelveo'clock, gr," sad he. "When you like----"
| cast alast look upon the sea, dightly yellowed by the Japanese coast, and descended to the saloon.

"And now, Sir, | leave you to your studies,”" added the Captain; "our courseis E.N.E., our depth is twenty-six fathoms. Here
are maps on alarge scae by which you may follow it. The sdloonisat your disposdl, and, with your permission, | will retire"
Captain Nemo bowed, and | remained alone, lost in thoughts al bearing on the commander of the Nautilus.

For awhole hour was | deep in these reflections, seeking to pierce this mystery so interesting to me. Then my eyesfel upon the
vast planisphere spread upon the table, and | placed my finger on the very spot where the given latitude and longitude crossed.

The sea hasitslargeriverslike the continents. They are specia currents known by their temperature and their colour. The most
remarkable of theseisknown by the name of the Gulf Stream. Science has decided on the globe the direction of five principa
currents. onein the North Atlantic, asecond in the South, athird in the North Pacific, afourth in the South, and afifthin the
Southern Indian Ocean. It is even probable that a sixth current existed at one time or another in the Northern Indian Ocean,
when the Caspian and Ara Seas formed but one vast sheet of water.

At this point indicated on the planisphere one of these currents was rolling, the Kuro-Scivo of the Japanese, the Black River,
which, leaving the Gulf of Bengd, where it iswarmed by the perpendicular rays of atropical sun, crossesthe Straits of
Malacca dong the coast of Asig, turnsinto the North Pacific to the Aleutian Idands, carrying with it trunks of camphor-trees
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and other indigenous productions, and edging the waves of the ocean with the pure indigo of itswarm water. It wasthis current
that the Nautiluswasto follow. | followed it with my eye; saw it loseitsdf in the vastness of the Pacific, and felt myself drawn
withit, when Ned Land and Conseil appeared at the door of the saloon.

My two brave companions remained petrified at the sight of the wonders spread before them.
"Where are we, where are we?' exclaimed the Canadian. "'1n the museum at Quebec?”

"My friends" | answered, making asign for them to enter, "you are not in Canada, but on board the Nauitilus, fifty yards below
theleve of the sea”

"But, M. Aronnax," said Ned Land, "can you tell me how many men there are on board? Ten, twenty, fifty, ahundred?”

"l cannot answer you, Mr. Land; it is better to abandon for atime dl idea of seizing the Nautilus or escaping fromit. Thisship
isamasterpiece of modern industry, and | should be sorry not to have seen it. Many people would accept the Situation forced
upon us, if only to move amongst such wonders. So be quiet and let ustry and see what passes around us.”

"Seel" exclaimed the harpooner, ""but we can see nothing in thisiron prison! We are walking--we are sailing--blindly."

Ned Land had scarcely pronounced these words when al was suddenly darkness. The luminous ceiling was gone, and o
rapidly that my eyesreceived a painful impression.

We remained mute, not stirring, and not knowing what surprise awaited us, whether agreeable or disagreeable. A diding noise
was heard: one would have said that panels were working at the sides of the Nautilus.

"It istheend of theend!" said Ned Land.

Suddenly light broke at each side of the saloon, through two oblong openings. The liquid mass gppeared vividly lit up by the
electric gleam. Two crystd plates separated usfrom the sea. At firgt | trembled at the thought that thisfrail partition might
break, but strong bands of copper bound them, giving an amost infinite power of resistance.

The seawas digtinctly visblefor amileal round the Nautilus. What a spectacle! What pen can describe it? Who could paint
the effects of the light through those transparent sheets of water, and the softness of the successive gradations from the lower to
the superior strata of the ocean?

We know the transparency of the seaand that its clearnessisfar beyond that of rock-water. The minera and organic
substances which it holds in suspension heightensits transparency. In certain parts of the ocean at the Antilles, under
seventy-five fathoms of water, can be seen with surprising clearness a bed of sand. The penetrating power of the solar rays
does not seem to cease for adepth of one hundred and fifty fathoms. But in thismiddlefluid travelled over by the Nautilus, the
electric brightness was produced even in the bosom of the waves. It was no longer luminous water, but liquid light.

On each sde awindow opened into this unexplored abyss. The obscurity of the saloon showed to advantage the brightness
outside, and we looked out asif this pure crystal had been the glass of an immense aquarium.

"Y ou wished to see, friend Ned; well, you see now."

"Curious! curious" muttered the Canadian, who, forgetting hisill-temper, seemed to submit to someirresistible attraction; "and
onewould come further than thisto admire such asight!”

"Ah!" thought | to mysdlf, "I understand the life of this man; he has made aworld gpart for himself, in which he treasuresdl his
grestest wonders.”

For two whole hours an aquatic army escorted the Nautilus. During their games, their bounds, while rivalling each other in
beauity, brightness, and velocity, | distinguished the green |abre; the banded mullet, marked by adouble line of black; the
round-tailed goby, of awhite colour, with violet spots on the back; the Japanese scombrus, a beautiful mackerel of these sees,
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with ablue body and silvery head; the brilliant azurors, whose name a one defies description; some banded spares, with
variegated fins of blue and ydlow; the woodcocks of the seas, some specimens of which attain ayard in length; Japanese
sdamanders, spider lampreys, serpents six feet long, with eyes smal and lively, and ahuge mouth bristling with teeth; with
many other species.

Our imagination was kept at its height, interjections followed quickly on each other. Ned named the fish, and Consell classed
them. | wasin ecstasies with the vivacity of their movements and the beauty of their forms. Never had it been given to meto
aurprise these animals, dive and at liberty, in their natura eement. | will not mention al the varieties which passed before my
dazzled eyes, dl the collection of the seas of Chinaand Japan. These fish, more numerous than the birds of the air, came,
attracted, no doubt, by the brilliant focus of the eectric light.

Suddenly there was daylight in the saloon, the iron panels closed again, and the enchanting vision disappeared. But for along
time| dreamt on, till my eyesfdl on the instruments hanging on the partition. The compass still showed the courseto be ENNLE.,
the manometer indicated a pressure of five amospheres, equivaent to adepth of twenty five fathoms, and the electric log gave
aspeed of fifteen milesan hour. | expected Captain Nemo, but he did not appear. The clock marked the hour of five.

Ned Land and Consail returned to their cabin, and | retired to my chamber. My dinner was ready. It was composed of turtle
soup made of the most delicate hawks hills, of asurmullet served with puff paste (the liver of which, prepared by itsdlf, was
most ddlicious), and fillets of the emperor-hol ocanthus, the savour of which seemed to me superior even to salmon.

| passed the evening reading, writing, and thinking. Then deep overpowered me, and | stretched myself on my couch of
zogtera, and dept profoundly, whilst the Nautilus was gliding rapidly through the current of the Black River.

CHAPTER XIV.A NOTE OF INVITATION

The next day was the 9th of November. | awoke after along deep of twelve hours. Conseil came, according to custom, to
know "how | passed the night," and to offer his services. He had |eft hisfriend the Canadian deeping like aman who had never
done anything esedl hislife. | let the worthy fellow chatter as he pleased, without caring to answer him. | was preoccupied by
the absence of the Captain during our sitting of the day before, and hoping to see him to-day.

Assoon as| wasdressed | went into the saloon. It was deserted. | plunged into the study of the shell treasures hidden behind
the glasses.

The whole day passed without my being honoured by avist from Captain Nemo. The panels of the saloon did not open.
Perhapsthey did not wish usto tire of these beautiful things.

The course of the Nautiluswas E.N.E., her speed twelve knots, the depth below the surface between twenty-five and thirty
fathoms,

The next day, 10th of November, the same desertion, the same solitude. | did not see one of the ship's crew: Ned and Consell
spent the greater part of the day with me. They were astonished at the puzzling absence of the Captain. Wasthis sngular man
ill--had he dtered hisintentions with regard to us?

After all, as Consail said, we enjoyed perfect liberty, we were delicately and abundantly fed. Our host kept to histerms of the
treaty. We could not complain, and, indeed, the singularity of our fate reserved such wonderful compensation for usthat we
had no right to accuse it asyet.

That day | commenced the journa of these adventures which has enabled me to relate them with more scrupul ous exactitude
and minute detall.

11th November, early in the morning. The fresh air Sporeading over the interior of the Nautilus told me that we had cometo the
surface of the ocean to renew our supply of oxygen. | directed my stepsto the central staircase, and mounted the platform.

It was six o'clock, the weather was cloudy, the seagrey, but cdm. Scarcely a billow. Captain Nemo, whom | hoped to mest,
would he bethere? | saw no one but the steersman imprisoned in his glass cage. Seated upon the projection formed by the hull
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of the pinnace, | inhaled the salt breeze with delight.

By degrees the fog disappeared under the action of the sun'srays, the radiant orb rose from behind the eastern horizon. The
seaflamed under its glance like atrain of gunpowder. The clouds scattered in the heights were coloured with lively tints of
beautiful shades, and numerous "mare'stails,” which betokened wind for that day. But what waswind to this Nautilus, which
tempests could not frighten!

| was admiring thisjoyousrising of the sun, so gay, and so life-giving, when | heard steps approaching the platform. | was
prepared to salute Captain Nemo, but it was his second (whom | had aready seen on the Captain'sfirgt visit) who appeared.
He advanced on the platform, not seeming to see me. With his powerful glassto his eye, he scanned every point of the horizon
with greet attention. This examination over, he gpproached the pand and pronounced a sentence in exactly theseterms. | have
remembered it, for every morning it was repesated under exactly the same conditions. It was thus worded:

"Nautron respoc lorni virch."
What it meant | could not say.

These words pronounced, the second descended. | thought that the Nautilus was about to return to its submarine navigation. |
regained the pand and returned to my chamber.

Five days sped thus, without any changein our Situation. Every morning | mounted the platform. The same phrase was
pronounced by the same individual. But Captain Nemo did not appear.

| had made up my mind that | should never see him again, when, on the 16th November, on returning to my room with Ned
and Consell, | found upon my table anote addressed to me. | opened it impatiently. It waswritten in abold, clear hand, the
characters rather pointed, recdling the German type. The note was worded asfollows:

TO PROFESSOR ARONNAX, On board the Nautilus. 16th of November, 1867.

Captain Nemo invites Professor Aronnax to a hunting-party, which will take place to-morrow morning in the forests of the
Idand of Crespo. He hopes that nothing will prevent the Professor from being present, and he will with pleasure see him joined
by his companions.

CAPTAIN NEMO, Commander of the Nautilus.

"A hunt!" exclaimed Ned.

"And in the forests of the Idand of Crespo!" added Consell.

"Oh! then the gentleman isgoing on terrafirma?’ replied Ned Land.

"That ssemsto meto be clearly indicated,” said I, reading the letter once more.

"Wdl, we must accept,” said the Canadian. "But once more on dry ground, we shal know what to do. Indeed, | shal not be
sorry to eat a piece of fresh venison.”

Without seeking to reconcile what was contradictory between Captain Nemo's manifest aversion to idands and continents, and
hisinvitation to hunt in aforest, | contented myself with replying:

"Let usfirst see where the Idand of Crespois.”

| consulted the planisphere, and in 32@ 40’ N. lat. and 157@ 50" W. long., | found asmall idand, recognised in 1801 by
Captain Crespo, and marked in the ancient Spanish maps as Rocca de la Plata, the meaning of which is The Silver Rock. We
were then about eighteen hundred miles from our starting-point, and the course of the Nautilus, alittle changed, was bringing it
back towards the southeast.



| showed thislittle rock, lost in the midst of the North Pecific, to my companions.

"If Captain Nemo does sometimes go on dry ground,” said |, "he at least chooses desert idands.”

Ned Land shrugged his shoulders without speaking, and Conseall and he left me.

After supper, which was served by the steward, mute and impassive, | went to bed, not without some anxiety.

The next morning, the 17th of November, on awakening, | felt that the Nautilus was perfectly till. 1 dressed quickly and
entered the saloon.

Captain Nemo was there, waiting for me. He rose, bowed, and asked meif it was convenient for me to accompany him. Ashe
made no alusion to his absence during the last eight days, | did not mention it, and Ssmply answered that my companions and
myself were ready to follow him.

We entered the dining-room, where breakfast was served.

"M. Aronnax," said the Captain, "pray, share my breakfast without ceremony; we will chat aswe eat. For, though | promised
you awalk inthefores, | did not undertake to find hotels there. So breskfast as aman who will most likely not have his dinner
till very late”

| did honour to the repast. It was composed of severa kinds of fish, and dices of sea-cucumber, and different sorts of
seaweed. Our drink consisted of pure water, to which the Captain added some drops of afermented liquor, extracted by the
Kamschatcha method from a seaweed known under the name of Rhodomenia palmata. Captain Nemo ate at first without
saying aword. Then he began:

"Sir, when | proposed to you to hunt in my submarine forest of Crespo, you evidently thought me mad. Sir, you should never
judgelightly of any man."

"But Captain, believe me----"
"Bekind enough to listen, and you will then see whether you have any cause to accuse me of folly and contradiction.”
"I ligen."

"Y ou know aswell as| do, Professor, that man can live under water, providing he carrieswith him a sufficient supply of
breathable air. In submarine works, the workman, clad in an impervious dress, with his head in ametal helmet, receives air
from above by means of forcing pumps and regulators.”

"That isadiving apparatus,” sad |.

"Just so, but under these conditions the man isnot at liberty; heis attached to the pump which sends him air through an
india-rubber tube, and if we were obliged to be thus held to the Nautilus, we could not go far."

"And the means of getting free?" | asked.

"It isto use the Rouquayral apparatus, invented by two of your own countrymen, which | have brought to perfection for my
own use, and which will dlow you to risk yourself under these new physiologica conditions without any organ whatever
auffering. It conssts of areservoir of thick iron plates, in which | storethe air under a pressure of fifty atmospheres. This
reservoir isfixed on the back by means of braces, like a soldier's knapsack. Its upper part formsabox in which theair is kept
by means of abellows, and therefore cannot escape unless at its normal tension. In the Rouquayrol apparatus such aswe use,
two indiarubber pipes|eave thisbox and join a sort of tent which holds the nose and mouth; oneisto introduce fresh air, the
other to let out the foul, and the tongue closes one or the other according to the wants of the respirator. But I, in encountering
great pressures at the bottom of the sea, was obliged to shut my head, like that of adiver inabal of copper; anditistothis
ball of copper that the two pipes, the inspirator and the expirator, open.”
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"Perfectly, Captain Nemo; but the air that you carry with you must soon be used; when it only contains fifteen per cent. of
oxygenitisno longer fit to breathe.

"Right! But | told you, M. Aronnax, that the pumps of the Nautilus allow meto store the air under considerable pressure, and
on those conditions the reservoir of the apparatus can furnish breathable air for nine or ten hours.”

"I have no further objectionsto make," | answered. "1 will only ask you one thing, Captain--how can you light your road at the
bottom of the sea?!

"With the Ruhmkorff gpparatus, M. Aronnax; oneis carried on the back, the other isfastened to thewaist. It is composed of a
Bunsen pile, which | do not work with bichromate of potash, but with sodium. A wireis introduced which collectsthe
electricity produced, and directsit towards a particularly made lantern. In thislantern isa spira glasswhich containsasmall
quantity of carbonic gas. When the apparatusis at work this gas becomes luminous, giving out awhite and continuous light.
Thus provided, | can breatheand | can see.”

"Captain Nemo, to al my objections you make such crushing answersthat | dare no longer doubt. But, if | am forced to admit
the Rouquayrol and Ruhmkorff apparatus, | must be alowed some reservations with regard to the gun | amto carry.”

"Butitisnot agun for powder," answered the Captain.
"Thenitisanar-gun.”
"Doubtlessl How would you have me manufacture gun powder on board, without either sdtpetre, sulphur, or charcod?"

"Besdes" | added, "to fire under water in amedium eight hundred and fifty-five times denser than the air, we must conquer
very condderable resistance.”

"That would be no difficulty. There exist guns, according to Fulton, perfected in England by Philip Colesand Burley, in France
by Furcy, and in Italy by Landi, which are furnished with a peculiar system of closing, which can fire under these conditions.
But | repest, having no powder, | useair under grest pressure, which the pumps of the Nautilus furnish abundantly.”

"But thisair must berapidly used?"

"Well, have | not my Rouquayrol reservoir, which can furnish it at need? A tap isall that isrequired. Besides M. Aronnax, you
must see yourself that, during our submarine hunt, we can spend but little air and but few bals."

"But it seemsto methat in thistwilight, and in the midst of thisfluid, which isvery dense compared with the atmosphere, shots
could not go far, nor easily prove mortal."

"Sir, on the contrary, with thisgun every blow ismorta; and, however lightly the animd istouched, it falsasif struck by a
thunderbolt.”

“Why?"

"Because the balls sent by this gun are not ordinary bals, but little cases of glass. These glass cases are covered with a case of
ged, and weighted with apellet of |lead; they arereal Leyden bottles, into which the eectricity isforced to avery high tension.
With the dightest shock they are discharged, and the animal, however strong it may be, falls dead. | must tell you that these
cases are Size number four, and that the charge for an ordinary gun would be ten.”

"I will argue no longer," | replied, riang from thetable. "1 have nothing left me but to take my gun. At al events, | will go where
you go."

Captain Nemo then led me aft; and in passing before Ned's and Conseil's cabin, | called my two companions, who followed
promptly. We then cameto acell near the machinery-room, in which we put on our walking-dress.

CHAPTER XV.A WALK ON THE BOTTOM OF THE SEA
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Thiscdl was, to speak correctly, the arsena and wardrobe of the Nautilus. A dozen diving apparatuses hung from the partition
waiting our use.

Ned Land, on seeing them, showed evident repugnance to dress himsdlf in one.
"But, my worthy Ned, the forests of the Idand of Crespo are nothing but submarine forests.”

"Good!" said the disappointed harpooner, who saw his dreams of fresh meat fade away. "And you, M. Aronnax, are you going
to dress yoursdlf in those clothes?'

"Thereisno dternative, Master Ned."

"Asyou please, Sr," replied the harpooner, shrugging his shoulders; "but, asfor me, unless| am forced, | will never get into
one."

"No onewill force you, Master Ned,” said Captain Nemo.
"Is Consail going torisk it?" asked Ned.
"I follow my master wherever he goes," replied Consall.

At the Captain's call two of the ship's crew cameto help us dressin these heavy and impervious clothes, made of india-rubber
without seam, and constructed expresdy to resist considerable pressure. One would have thought it a suit of armour, both
supple and ressting. This suit formed trousers and waistcoat. The trousers were finished off with thick boots, weighted with
heavy |eaden soles. Thetexture of the waistcoat was held together by bands of copper, which crossed the chest, protecting it
from the great pressure of the water, and leaving the lungs free to act; the deeves ended in gloves, which in no way restrained
the movement of the hands. There was avast difference noticeable between these consummate apparatuses and the old cork
breastplates, jackets, and other contrivancesin vogue during the eighteenth century.

Captain Nemo and one of his companions (a sort of Hercules, who must have possessed great strength), Conseil and mysdlf
were soon enveloped in the dresses. There remained nothing more to be done but to enclose our heads in the metal box. B,
before proceeding to this operation, | asked the Captain's permission to examine the guns.

One of the Nautilus men gave me asimple gun, the butt end of which, made of stedl, hollow in the centre, wasrather large. It
served asareservoir for compressed air, which avalve, worked by a spring, alowed to escape into ametal tube. A box of
projectilesin agroove in the thickness of the butt end contained about twenty of these eectric balls, which, by meansof a
gpring, were forced into the barrel of the gun. As soon as one shot was fired, another was ready.

"Captain Nemo," said I, "thisarm is perfect, and easily handled: | only ask to be alowed to try it. But how shdl we gain the
bottom of the sea?’

"At this moment, Professor, the Nautilusis stranded in five fathoms, and we have nothing to do but to tart.”
"But how shdl we get off?"
"You shdl see”

Captain Nemo thrust his head into the helmet, Consall and | did the same, not without hearing an ironica " Good sport!" from
the Canadian. The upper part of our dressterminated in a copper collar upon which was screwed the metal helmet. Three
holes, protected by thick glass, dlowed usto seein dl directions, by smply turning our head in the interior of the head-dress.
As soon asit wasin position, the Rouquayrol apparatus on our backs began to act; and, for my part, | could breathe with
ease.

With the Runmkorff lamp hanging from my belt, and the gun in my hand, | was ready to set out. But to spesk the truth,
imprisoned in these heavy garments, and glued to the deck by my leaden soles, it was impossible for me to take a step.
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But this state of thingswas provided for. | felt myself being pushed into alittle room contiguous to the wardrobe room. My
companions followed, towed along in the same way. | heard awater-tight door, furnished with stopper plates, close upon us,
and we were wrapped in profound darkness.

After some minutes, aloud hissing was heard. | felt the cold mount from my feet to my chest. Evidently from some part of the
vesse they had, by means of atap, given entrance to the water, which was invading us, and with which the room was soon
filled. A second door cut in the Side of the Nautilus then opened. We saw afaint light. In another instant our feet trod the
bottom of the sea.

And now, how can | retrace the impression |eft upon me by that walk under the waters? Words are impotent to relate such
wonders! Captain Nemo walked in front, his companion followed some steps behind. Consell and | remained near each other,
asif an exchange of words had been possible through our metalic cases. | no longer felt the weight of my clothing, or of my
shoes, of my reservair of air, or my thick helmet, in the midst of which my head rattled like an dmond inits shell.

The light, which lit the soil thirty feet below the surface of the ocean, astonished me by its power. The solar rays shone through
the watery mass easily, and dissipated dl colour, and | clearly distinguished objects at a distance of ahundred and fifty yards.
Beyond that thetints darkened into fine gradations of ultramarine, and faded into vague obscurity. Truly thiswater which
surrounded me was but another air denser than the terrestrial atmosphere, but almost as transparent. Above me wasthe cam
surface of the sea. We were walking on fine, even sand, not wrinkled, as on aflat shore, which retains the impression of the
billows. Thisdazzling carpet, redly areflector, repelled the rays of the sun with wonderful intensity, which accounted for the
vibration which penetrated every atom of liquid. Shal | be believed when | say that, at the depth of thirty feet, | could see asif |
wasin broad daylight?

For aquarter of an hour | trod on this sand, sown with the impal pable dust of shells. The hull of the Nautilus, resembling along
shod, disappeared by degrees; but its lantern, when darkness should overtake usin the waters, would help to guide uson
board by itsdigtinct rays.

Soon forms of objects outlined in the distance were discernible. | recognised magnificent rocks, hung with atapestry of
zoophytes of the most beautiful kind, and | was &t first struck by the peculiar effect of this medium.

It was then ten in the morning; the rays of the sun struck the surface of the waves at rather an oblique angle, and at the touch of
their light, decomposed by refraction as through a prism, flowers, rocks, plants, shells, and polypi were shaded at the edges by
the seven solar colours. It was marvellous, afeast for the eyes, this complication of coloured tints, a perfect kaedoscope of
green, yellow, orange, violet, indigo, and blue; in one word, the whole pal ette of an enthusiastic colourist! Why could | not
communicate to Consal thelively sensations which were mounting to my brain, and rival him in expressons of admiration? For
aught | knew, Captain Nemo and his companion might be able to exchange thoughts by means of signs previoudy agreed
upon. So, for want of better, | talked to mysdlf; | declaimed in the copper box which covered my head, thereby expending
moreair in vain words than was perhaps wise.

Variouskinds of iss, clusters of pure tuft-coral, prickly fungi, and anemones formed a brilliant garden of flowers, decked with
their collarettes of blue tentacles, sea-stars studding the sandy bottom. It was ared grief to meto crush under my feet the
brilliant specimens of molluscs which strewed the ground by thousands, of hammerheads, donaciae (veritable bounding shells),
of staircases, and red helmet-shells, angel-wings, and many others produced by thisinexhaustible ocean. But we were bound
to walk, so we went on, whilst above our heads waved medusae whose umbrellas of opal or rose-pink, escalloped with a
band of blue, sheltered usfrom the rays of the sun and fiery pelagiae, which, in the darkness, would have strewn our path with
phosphorescent light.

All thesewonders | saw in the space of aquarter of amile, scarcely stopping, and following Captain Nemo, who beckoned me
on by signs. Soon the nature of the soil changed; to the sandy plain succeeded an extent of dimy mud which the Americans call
"0oze," composed of equa parts of slicious and cacareous shells. We then travelled over aplain of seaweed of wild and
luxuriant vegetation. This sward was of close texture, and soft to the feet, and rivalled the softest carpet woven by the hand of
man. But whilst verdure was spread at our fest, it did not abandon our heads. A light network of marine plants, of that



inexhaugtible family of seaweeds of which more than two thousand kinds are known, grew on the surface of the water.

| noticed that the green plants kept nearer the top of the sea, whilst the red were at a greater depth, leaving to the black or
brown the care of forming gardens and parterres in the remote beds of the ocean.

We had quitted the Nauitilus about an hour and a hdf. It was near noon; | knew by the perpendicularity of the sun'srays, which
were no longer refracted. The magica colours disappeared by degrees, and the shades of emerald and sapphire were effaced.
Wewalked with aregular step, which rang upon the ground with astonishing intensity; the dightest noise was transmitted with a
quickness to which the ear is unaccustomed on the earth; indeed, water is a better conductor of sound than air, in the ratio of
four to one. At this period the earth doped downwards; the light took a uniform tint. We were at a depth of ahundred and five
yards and twenty inches, undergoing a pressure of Six atmospheres.

At thisdepth | could still seethe rays of the sun, though feebly; to their intense brilliancy had succeeded areddish twilight, the
lowest state between day and night; but we could still see well enough; it was not necessary to resort to the Ruhmkorff
apparatus as yet. At thismoment Captain Nemo stopped; he waited till | joined him, and then pointed to an obscure mass,
looming in the shadow, at ashort distance,

"It istheforest of the Idand of Crespo,” thought I; and | was not mistaken.
CHAPTER XVI. A SUBMARINE FOREST

We had at last arrived on the borders of this forest, doubtless one of the finest of Captain Nemo'simmense domains. He
looked upon it as his own, and considered he had the sameright over it that the first men had in thefirst days of the world.
And, indeed, who would have disputed with him the possession of this submarine property? What other hardier pioneer would
come, hatchet in hand, to cut down the dark copses?

Thisforest was composed of large tree-plants; and the moment we penetrated under its vast arcades, | was struck by the
singular position of their branches--aposition | had not yet observed.

Not an herb which carpeted the ground, not a branch which clothed the trees, was ether broken or bent, nor did they extend
horizontaly; al stretched up to the surface of the ocean. Not afilament, not aribbon, however thin they might be, but kept as
draight asarod of iron. Thefuci and llianas grew in rigid perpendicular lines, due to the density of the e ement which had
produced them. Motionless yet, when bent to one side by the hand, they directly resumed their former position. Truly it wasthe

region of perpendicularity!

| soon accustomed mysdlf to thisfantastic position, aswell asto the comparative darkness which surrounded us. The soil of the
forest seemed covered with sharp blocks, difficult to avoid. The submarine florastruck me as being very perfect, and richer
even than it would have been in the arctic or tropica zones, where these productions are not so plentiful. But for some minutes

| involuntarily confounded the genera, taking animasfor plants; and who would not have been mistaken? The faunaand the
floraaretoo closdy dlied in this submarine world.

These plants are sdf-propagated, and the principle of their existenceisin the water, which upholds and nourishesthem. The
greater number, instead of leaves, shoot forth blades of capricious shapes, comprised within a scale of colours pink, carmine,
green, olive, fawn, and brown.

"Curious anomaly, fantastic dement!” said an ingenious naturdi<, "in which the anima kingdom blossoms, and the vegetable
does not!"

In about an hour Captain Nemo gave the signd to hdlt; I, for my part, was not sorry, and we stretched ourselves under an
arbour of dariae, thelong thin blades of which stood up like arrows.

This short rest seemed delicious to me; there was nothing wanting but the charm of conversation; but, impossible to spesk,
impossibleto answer, | only put my great copper head to Consall's. | saw the worthy fellow's eyes glistening with delight, and,
to show his satisfaction, he shook himself in his breastplate of air, in the most comica way in the world.
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After four hours of thiswalking, | was surprised not to find mysdlf dreadfully hungry. How to account for this sate of the
stomach | could not tell. But instead | felt an insurmountable desire to deep, which happensto dl divers. And my eyes soon
closed behind the thick glasses, and | fdll into aheavy dumber, which the movement aone had prevented before. Captain
Nemo and hisrobust companion, stretched in the clear crystd, set us the example.

How long | remained buried in thisdrowsiness| cannot judge, but, when | woke, the sun seemed sinking towards the horizon.
Captain Nemo had already risen, and | was beginning to stretch my limbs, when an unexpected apparition brought me briskly
to my fest.

A few gteps off, amonstrous sea-spider, about thirty-eight inches high, was watching me with squinting eyes, ready to spring
upon me. Though my diver's dresswas thick enough to defend me from the bite of thisanimal, | could not help shuddering with
horror. Conseil and the sailor of the Nautilus awoke at this moment. Captain Nemo pointed out the hideous crustacean, which
ablow from the butt end of the gun knocked over, and | saw the horrible claws of the monster writhe in terrible convulsons.
Thisincident reminded me that other animals more to be feared might haunt these obscure depths, against whose attacks my
diving-dress would not protect me. | had never thought of it before, but I now resolved to be upon my guard. Indeed, | thought
that this halt would mark the termination of our walk; but | was mistaken, for, instead of returning to the Nautilus, Captain
Nemo continued his bold excursion. The ground was gill on theincline, its declivity seemed to be getting greater, and to be
leading usto greater depths. It must have been about three o'clock when we reached anarrow valley, between high
perpendicular walls, Situated about seventy-five fathoms deep. Thanks to the perfection of our gpparatus, we were forty-five
fathoms below the limit which nature seemsto have imposed on man asto his submarine excursions.

| say seventy-five fathoms, though | had no instrument by which to judge the distance. But | knew that even in the clearest
waters the solar rays could not penetrate further. And accordingly the darkness deepened. At ten paces not an object was
visble. | was groping my way, when | suddenly saw abrilliant white light. Captain Nemo had just put his eectric gpparatusinto
use; his companion did the same, and Consell and | followed their example. By turning ascrew | established a communication
between the wire and the spiral glass, and the seg, lit by our four lanterns, wasilluminated for acircle of thirty-sx yards.

Aswewalked | thought the light of our Ruhmkorff gpparatus could not fail to draw someinhabitant from its dark couch. But if
they did approach us, they at least kept at arespectful distance from the hunters. Severa times| saw Captain Nemo stop, put
his gun to his shoulder, and after some momentsdrop it and walk on. At last, after about four hours, this marvellous excursion
cameto anend. A wall of superb rocks, in an imposing mass, rose before us, a heap of gigantic blocks, an enormous, steep
granite shore, forming dark grottos, but which presented no practicable dope; it was the prop of the Idand of Crespo. It was
the earth! Captain Nemo stopped suddenly. A gesture of his brought usal to ahat; and, however desirous | might beto scale
thewall, | was obliged to stop. Here ended Captain Nemo's domains. And he would not go beyond them. Further on wasa
portion of the globe he might not trample upon.

The return began. Captain Nemo had returned to the head of hislittle band, directing their course without hesitation. | thought
we were not following the same road to return to the Nautilus. The new road was very steep, and consequently very painful.
We approached the surface of the searapidly. But this return to the upper strata was not so sudden asto cause relief from the
pressure too rapidly, which might have produced serious disorder in our organisation, and brought on internal lesions, so fatal
to divers. Very soon light reappeared and grew, and, the sun being low on the horizon, the refraction edged the different
objectswith aspectral ring. At ten yards and ahaf deep, we walked amidst ashod of little fishes of al kinds, more numerous
than the birds of the air, and also more agile; but no aquatic game worthy of ashot had as yet met our gaze, when at that
moment | saw the Captain shoulder his gun quickly, and follow amoving object into the shrubs. Hefired; | heard adight
hissing, and a creature fell stunned at some distance from us. It was amagnificent sea-otter, an enhydrus, the only exclusively
marine quadruped. This otter was five feet long, and must have been very valuable. 1ts skin, chestnut-brown above and slvery
underneath, would have made one of those beautiful furs so sought after in the Russian and Chinese markets:. the finenessand
the lustre of its coat would certainly fetch L80. | admired this curious mammal, with its rounded head ornamented with short
ears, itsround eyes, and white whiskers like those of acat, with webbed feet and nails, and tufted tail. This precious animd,
hunted and tracked by fishermen, has now become very rare, and taken refuge chiefly in the northern parts of the Pecific, or
probably its race would soon become extinct.
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Captain Nemo's companion took the beast, threw it over his shoulder, and we continued our journey. For one hour aplain of
sand lay stretched before us. Sometimes it rose to within two yards and someinches of the surface of the water. | then saw our
image clearly reflected, drawn inversaly, and above us gppeared an identical group reflecting our movements and our actions,
inaword, like usin every point, except that they walked with their heads downward and their feet inthe air.

Another effect | noticed, which was the passage of thick clouds which formed and vanished rapidly; but on reflection |
understood that these seeming clouds were due to the varying thickness of the reeds at the bottom, and | could even seethe
fleecy foam which their broken tops multiplied on the water, and the shadows of |arge birds passing above our heads, whose
rapid flight | could discern on the surface of the sea.

Onthisoccasion | waswitnessto one of the finest gun shots which ever made the nerves of ahunter thrill. A large bird of great
breadth of wing, clearly visble, approached, hovering over us. Captain Nemo's companion shouldered his gun and fired, when
it was only afew yards above the waves. The creature fell stunned, and the force of itsfall brought it within the reach of
dexterous hunter's grasp. It was an abatross of the finest kind.

Our march had not been interrupted by thisincident. For two hours we followed these sandy plains, then fields of algae very
disagreesble to cross. Candidly, | could do no more when | saw aglimmer of light, which, for ahaf mile, broke the darkness
of the waters. It was the lantern of the Nautilus. Before twenty minutes were over we should be on board, and | should be able
to breathe with ease, for it seemed that my reservoir supplied air very deficient in oxygen. But | did not reckon on an accidental
meseting which delayed our arriva for sometime.

| had remained some steps behind, when | presently saw Captain Nemo coming hurriedly towards me. With his strong hand he
bent me to the ground, his companion doing the same to Consail. At first I knew not what to think of this sudden attack, but |
was soon reassured by seeing the Captain lie down beside me, and remain immovable.

| was stretched on the ground, just under the shelter of abush of adgae, when, raising my head, | saw some enormous mass,
casting phosphorescent gleams, pass blusteringly by.

My blood frozein my veinsas| recognised two formidable sharks which threatened us. It was a couple of tintoress, terrible
creatures, with enormoustails and adull glassy stare, the phosphorescent matter g ected from holes pierced around the muzzle.
Monstrous brutes! which would crush awhole man in their iron jaws. | did not know whether Consall stopped to classify them;
for my part, | noticed their silver bellies, and their huge mouths bristling with teeth, from avery unscientific point of view, and
more asapossblevictim than asanaturdist.

Happily the voracious crestures do not see well. They passed without seeing us, brushing uswith their brownish fins, and we
escaped by amiracle from adanger certainly greater than meeting atiger full-facein the forest. Half an hour after, guided by
the dectric light we reached the Nautilus. The outside door had been left open, and Captain Nemo closed it as soon as we had
entered thefirgt cell. He then pressed aknob. | heard the pumps working in the midst of the vessdl, | felt the water sinking from
around me, and in afew moments the cell was entirely empty. The inside door then opened, and we entered the vestry.

There our diving-dress was taken off, not without some trouble, and, fairly worn out from want of food and deep, | returned to
my room, in great wonder at this surprising excursion at the bottom of the sea.

CHAPTER XVII. FOUR THOUSAND LEAGUESUNDER THE PACIFIC

The next morning, the 18th of November, | had quite recovered from my fatigues of the day before, and | went up on to the
platform, just as the second lieutenant was uttering his daily phrase.

| was admiring the magnificent aspect of the ocean when Captain Nemo appeared. He did not seem to be aware of my
presence, and began a series of astronomica observations. Then, when he had finished, he went and leant on the cage of the
watch-light, and gazed abstractedly on the ocean. In the meantime, anumber of the sailors of the Nauitilus, al strong and
healthy men, had come up onto the platform. They cameto draw up the netsthat had been laid dl night. These sallorswere
evidently of different nations, athough the European typewasvisiblein al of them. | recognised some unmistakable Irishmen,
Frenchmen, some Sclaves, and a Greek, or a Candiote. They were civil, and only used that odd language among themsalves,
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the origin of which | could not guess, neither could | question them.

The netswere hauled in. They were alarge kind of "chaluts,” like those on the Normandy coasts, great pockets that the waves
and achain fixed in the smaller meshes kept open. These pockets, drawn by iron poles, swept through the water, and gathered
in everything intheir way. That day they brought up curious specimens from those productive coasts.

| reckoned that the haul had brought in more than nine hundredweight of fish. It was afine haul, but not to be wondered at.
Indeed, the nets are let down for severa hours, and enclosein their meshes an infinite variety. We had no lack of excellent
food, and the rapidity of the Nautilus and the attraction of the dectric light could always renew our supply. These severd
productions of the seawere immediately lowered through the panel to the steward's room, some to be eaten fresh, and others
pickled.

Thefishing ended, the provision of air renewed, | thought that the Nautilus was about to continue its submarine excursion, and
was preparing to return to my room, when, without further preamble, the Captain turned to me, saying:

"Professor, is not this ocean gifted with red life? It hasitstempers and its gentle moods. Y esterday it dept aswe did, and now
it haswoke after aquiet night. Look!" he continued, "it wakes under the caresses of the sun. It isgoing to renew its diurnal
existence. Itisan interesting study to watch the play of its organisation. It has a pulse, arteries, spasms, and | agree with the
learned Maury, who discovered in it acirculation asredl asthe circulation of blood in animals.

"Y es, the ocean has indeed circulation, and to promoteit, the Creator has caused thingsto multiply in it--caloric, sdt, and
animdculae”

When Captain Nemo spoke thus, he seemed altogether changed, and aroused an extraordinary emotionin me.

"Also," he added, "true existenceisthere; and | can imagine the foundations of nautical towns, clusters of submarine houses,
which, like the Nautilus, would ascend every morning to breathe at the surface of the water, free towns, independent cities. Y et
who knows whether some despot----"

Captain Nemo finished his sentence with aviolent gesture. Then, addressng me asif to chase awvay some sorrowful thought:
"M. Aronnax," he asked. "do you know the depth of the ocean?'

"I only know, Captain, what the principa soundings have taught us."

"Could you tell methem, so that | can suit them to my purpose?!

"Theseare some," | replied, "that | remember. If | am not mistaken, a depth of 8,000 yards has been found in the North
Atlantic, and 2,500 yardsin the Mediterranean. The most remarkable soundings have been made in the South Atlantic, near
the thirty-fifth pardle, and they gave 12,000 yards, 14,000 yards, and 15,000 yards. To sum up al, it isreckoned that if the
bottom of the seawere levelled, its mean depth would be about one and three-quarter leagues.”

"Wdll, Professor,” replied the Captain, "we shal show you better than that | hope. Asto the mean depth of this part of the
Pecific, | tell youitisonly 4,000 yards."

Having said this, Captain Nemo went towards the panel, and disappeared down the ladder. | followed him, and went into the
large drawing-room. The screw wasimmediately put in motion, and the log gave twenty milesan hour.

During the days and weeks that passed, Captain Nemo was very sparing of hisvisits. | seldom saw him. The lieutenant pricked
the ship's course regularly on the chart, so | could dwaystell exactly the route of the Nautilus.

Nearly every day, for sometime, the panels of the drawing-room were opened, and we were never tired of penetrating the
mysteries of the submarine world.

The general direction of the Nautilus was south-east, and it kept between 100 and 150 yards of depth. One day, however, |
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do not know why, being drawn diagonaly by means of theinclined planes, it touched the bed of the sea. The thermometer
indicated atemperature of 4.25 (cent.): atemperature that at this depth seemed common to dl latitudes.

At three o'clock in the morning of the 26th of November the Nautilus crossed the tropic of Cancer at 172@ long. On 27th
instant it sighted the Sandwich Idands, where Cook died, February 14, 1779. We had then gone 4,860 |eagues from our
garting-point. In the morning, when | went on the platform, | saw two milesto windward, Hawaii, the largest of the seven
idandsthat form the group. | saw clearly the cultivated ranges, and the severa mountain-chainsthat run paralel with the side,
and the volcanoes that overtop Mouna-Rea, which rise 5,000 yards above the level of the sea. Besides other things the nets
brought up, were severd flabellariae and graceful polypi, that are peculiar to that part of the ocean. The direction of the
Nautilus was still to the south-east. It crossed the equator December 1, in 142@ long.; and on the 4th of the same month, after
crossing rapidly and without anything in particular occurring, we sighted the Marquesas group. | saw, three miles off, Martin's
peak in Nouka-Hiva, the largest of the group that belongsto France. | only saw the woody mountains against the horizon,
because Captain Nemo did not wish to bring the ship to the wind. There the nets brought up beautiful specimens of fish: some
with azurefinsand tailslike gold, the flesh of which isunrivaled; some nearly dedtitute of scales, but of exquisite flavour; others,
with bony jaws, and yelow-tinged gills, as good as bonitos; dl fish that would be of useto us. After leaving these charming
idands protected by the French flag, from the 4th to the 11th of December the Nautilus sailed over about 2,000 miles.

During the daytime of the 11th of December | was busy reading in the large drawing-room. Ned Land and Conseil watched
the luminous water through the haf-open pands. The Nautiluswasimmovable. Whileitsreservoirswerefilled, it kept a a
depth of 1,000 yards, aregion rarely visited in the ocean, and in which large fish were seldom seen.

| was then reading a charming book by Jean Mace, The Saves of the Stomach, and | was learning some va uable lessons from
it, when Consall interrupted me.

"Will master come here amoment?' he said, in acuriousvoice.

"What isthe matter, Consell?"

"I want master to look."

| rose, went, and leaned on my elbows before the panes and watched.

Inafull dectric light, an enormous black mass, quite immovable, was suspended in the midst of the waters. | watched it
atentively, seeking to find out the nature of this gigantic cetacean. But a sudden thought crossed my mind. "A vessdl!" | sad,
half doud.

"Yes," replied the Canadian, "adisabled ship that has sunk perpendicularly.”

Ned Land was right; we were close to avesse of which the tattered shrouds still hung from their chains. The kedl seemed to
be in good order, and it had been wrecked at most some few hours. Three stumps of masts, broken off about two feet above
the bridge, showed that the vessdl had had to sacrifice its masts. But, lying onitsside, it had filled, and it was hedling over to
port. This skeleton of what it had once been was a sad spectacle asit lay lost under the waves, but sadder sill wasthe sight of
the bridge, where some corpses, bound with ropes, were il lying. | counted five--four men, one of whom was standing &t the
helm, and awoman standing by the poop, holding an infant in her arms. She was quite young. | could distinguish her features,
which the water had not decomposed, by the brilliant light from the Nautilus. In one despairing effort, she had raised her infant
above her head-- poor little thing!--whose arms encircled its mother's neck. The attitude of the four saillorswas frightful,
distorted asthey were by their convulsive movements, whilst making alast effort to free themsalves from the cords that bound
them to the vessdl. The steersman alone, cam, with agrave, clear face, hisgrey hair glued to hisforehead, and his hand
clutching the whed of the helm, seemed even then to be guiding the three broken masts through the depths of the ocean.

What a scene! We were dumb; our hearts beeat fast before this shipwreck, taken asit were from life and photographed in its
last moments. And | saw dready, coming towardsit with hungry eyes, enormous sharks, attracted by the human flesh.
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However, the Nautilus, turning, went round the submerged vessdl, and in oneingtant | read on the stern--"The Horida,
Sunderland.”

CHAPTER XVIII.VANIKORO

Thisterrible spectacle was the forerunner of the series of maritime catastrophes that the Nautilus was destined to meet with in
itsroute. Aslong asit went through more frequented waters, we often saw the hulls of shipwrecked vesselsthat wererotting in
the depths, and deeper down cannons, bullets, anchors, chains, and athousand other iron materias eaten up by rust. However,
on the 11th of December we sighted the Pomotou Idands, the old "dangerous group” of Bougainville, that extend over aspace
of 500 leagues a E.S.E. to W.N.W., from the Idand Ducieto that of Lazareff. This group covers an areaof 370 square
leagues, and it isformed of Sixty groups of idands, among which the Gambier group isremarkable, over which France
exercises sway. These are coral idands, dowly raised, but continuous, created by the daily work of polypi. Then this new
idand will bejoined later on to the neighboring groups, and afifth continent will stretch from New Zedland and New
Caedonia, and from thence to the Marquesas.

One day, when | was suggesting this theory to Captain Nemo, he replied coldly:
"The earth does not want new continents, but new men."
{5 paragraphs have been stripped from this edition}

On 15th of December, we l€ft to the east the bewitching group of the Societies and the graceful Tahiti, queen of the Pacific. |
saw in the morning, some milesto the windward, the devated summits of theidand. These watersfurnished our table with
excd lent fish, mackerel, bonitos, and some varieties of a sea-serpent.

On the 25th of December the Nautilus sailed into the midst of the New Hebrides, discovered by Quirosin 1606, and that
Bougainville explored in 1768, and to which Cook gaveits present namein 1773. Thisgroup is composed principaly of nine
largeidands, that form aband of 120 leagues N.N.S. to S.SW., between 15@ and 2@ S. lat., and 164@ and 168@ long.
We passed tolerably near to the Idand of Aurou, that a noon looked like a mass of green woods, surmounted by a peak of
great height.

That day being Christmas Day, Ned Land seemed to regret sorely the non-celebration of "Christmas,” the family fete of which
Protestants are so fond. | had not seen Captain Nemo for aweek, when, on the morning of the 27th, he cameinto thelarge
drawing-room, always seeming asif he had seen you five minutes before. | was busily tracing the route of the Nautilus on the
planisphere. The Captain came up to me, put his finger on one spot on the chart, and said thissingle word.

"Vanikoro."

The effect was magical! It was the name of theidands on which La Perouse had been lost! | rose suddenly.
"The Nautilus has brought usto Vanikoro?' | asked.

"Yes, Professor,” said the Captain.

"And | can vigt the celebrated id ands where the Boussole and the Astrol abe struck?!

"If you like, Professor."

"When shdl we be there?'

"We are there now."

Followed by Captain Nemo, | went up on to the platform, and greedily scanned the horizon.

To the N.E. two volcanic idands emerged of unequa size, surrounded by acora reef that measured forty milesin
circumference. We were close to Vanikoro, redly the one to which Dumont d'Urville gave the name of Ide de laRecherche,
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and exactly facing the little harbour of Vanou, situated in 16@ 4' S. lat., and 164@ 32' E. long. The earth seemed covered
with verdure from the shore to the summitsin the interior, that were crowned by Mount Kapogo, 476 feet high. The Nautilus,
having passed the outer belt of rocks by anarrow strait, found itself among breskers where the seawas from thirty to forty
fathoms deep. Under the verdant shade of some mangroves | perceived some savages, who appeared greatly surprised at our
approach. In thelong black body, moving between wind and water, did they not see some formidable cetacean that they
regarded with suspicion?

Just then Captain Nemo asked mewhat | knew about the wreck of La Perouse.
"Only what everyone knows, Captain,” | replied.

"And could you tel me what everyone knows about it?" heinquired, ironicaly.
"Eagly."

| related to him dl that the last works of Dumont d'Urville had made known-- works from which thefollowing isa brief
account.

LaPerouse, and his second, Captain de Langle, were sent by Louis X VI, in 1785, on avoyage of circumnavigation. They
embarked in the corvettes Boussole and the Astrolabe, neither of which were again heard of. In 1791, the French Government,
justly uneasy asto thefate of these two doops, manned two large merchantmen, the Recherche and the Esperance, which left
Brest the 28th of September under the command of Bruni d'Entrecasteaux.

Two months after, they learned from Bowen, commander of the Albemarle, that the debris of shipwrecked vessals had been
seen on the coasts of New Georgia. But D'Entrecasteaix, ignoring this communication-- rather uncertain, besides--directed his
course towards the Admiralty Idands, mentioned in areport of Captain Hunter's as being the place where La Perouse was
wrecked.

They sought in vain. The Esperance and the Recherche passed before V anikoro without stopping there, and, in fact, this
voyage was most disastrous, asit cost D'Entrecasteaux hislife, and those of two of hislieutenants, besides severd of hiscrew.

Captain Dillon, ashrewd old Pacific sailor, was the firgt to find unmistakabl e traces of the wrecks. On the 15th of May, 1824,
hisvessd, the St. Patrick, passed close to Tikopia, one of the New Hebrides. There aLascar came alongside in a canoe, sold
him the handle of asword in silver that bore the print of characters engraved on the hilt. The Lascar pretended that Six years
before, during astay at VVanikoro, he had seen two Europeans that belonged to some vessdls that had run aground on the reefs
some years ago.

Dillon guessed that he meant La Perouse, whose disappearance had troubled the whole world. He tried to get on to Vanikoro,
where, according to the Lascar, he would find numerous debris of the wreck, but winds and tides prevented him.

Dillon returned to Cacutta. There he interested the Asatic Society and the Indian Company in hisdiscovery. A vessd, to
which was given the name of the Recherche, was put at his disposa, and he set out, 23rd January, 1827, accompanied by a
French agent.

The Recherche, after touching at severa pointsin the Pacific, cast anchor before Vanikoro, 7th July, 1827, in that same
harbour of VVanou where the Nautiluswas at thistime.

Thereit collected numerous relics of the wreck-- iron utensils, anchors, pulley-strops, swivel-guns, an 18 Ib. shot, fragments of
astronomicd instruments, a piece of crown work, and abronze clock, bearing thisinscription--"Bazin mafait,” the mark of the
foundry of the arsend at Brest about 1785. There could be no further doult.

Dillon, having made dl inquiries, stayed in the unlucky placetill October. Then he quitted VVanikoro, and directed his course
towards New Zedand; put into Calcutta, 7th April, 1828, and returned to France, where he was warmly welcomed by
Charles X.
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But a the same time, without knowing Dillon's movements, Dumont d'Urville had aready set out to find the scene of the
wreck. And they had learned from awhaler that some medas and a cross of St. Louis had been found in the hands of some
savages of Louisade and New Caedonia. Dumont d'Urville, commander of the Astrolabe, had then sailed, and two months
after Dillon had left VVanikoro he put into Hobart Town. There helearned the results of Dillon'sinquiries, and found that a
certain James Hobbs, second lieutenant of the Union of Calcutta, after landing on anidand Situated 8@ 18' S. lat., and 156@
30 E. long., had seen someiron bars and red stuffs used by the natives of these parts. Dumont d'Urville, much perplexed, and
not knowing how to credit the reports of low-classjournals, decided to follow Dillon'strack.

On the 10th of February, 1828, the Astrolabe appeared off Tikopia, and took as guide and interpreter a deserter found on the
idand; made hisway to Vanikoro, Sghted it on the 12th ingt., lay among the reefs until the 14th, and not until the 20th did he
cast anchor within the barrier in the harbour of Vanou.

Onthe 23rd, severd officers went round the idand and brought back some unimportant trifles. The natives, adopting a system
of denids and evasions, refused to take them to the unlucky place. This ambiguous conduct led them to believe that the natives
had ill-treated the castaways, and indeed they seemed to fear that Dumont d'Urville had come to avenge La Perouse and his
unfortunate crew.

However, on the 26th, appeased by some presents, and understanding that they had no reprisalsto fear, they led M.
Jacquireot to the scene of the wreck.

There, in three or four fathoms of water, between the reefs of Pacou and VVanou, lay anchors, cannons, pigs of lead and iron,
embedded in the limy concretions. The large boat and the whaler belonging to the Astrolabe were sent to this place, and, not
without some difficulty, their crews hauled up an anchor weighing 1,800 Ibs., a brass gun, some pigs of iron, and two copper
swivd-guns.

Dumont d'Urville, questioning the natives, learned too that La Perouse, after losing both hisvessals on thereefs of thisidand,
had constructed asmaller boat, only to be lost a second time. Where, no one knew.

But the French Government, fearing that Dumont d'Urville was not acquainted with Dillon's movements, had sent the doop
Bayonnaise, commanded by Legoarant de Tromelin, to Vanikoro, which had been stationed on the west coast of America
The Bayonnaise cast her anchor before Vanikoro some months after the departure of the Astrolabe, but found no new
document; but stated that the savages had respected the monument to La Perouse. That isthe substance of what | told Captain
Nemo.

"S0," he said, "no one knows now where the third vessal perished that was constructed by the castaways on theidand of
Vanikoro?'

"No one knows."

Captain Nemo said nothing, but signed to meto follow him into the large sdloon. The Nautilus sank severa yards below the
waves, and the panels were opened.

| hastened to the aperture, and under the crustations of cora, covered with fungi, | recognised certain debris that the drags had
not been ableto tear up--iron stirrups, anchors, cannons, bullets, capstan fittings, the stem of aship, al objects clearly proving
thewreck of some vessdl, and now carpeted with living flowers. While | was|ooking on this desolate scene, Captain Nemo
sad, inasad voice:

{ this above parawas edited}

"Commander La Perouse set out 7th December, 1785, with hisvessels LaBoussole and the Astrolabe. Hefirst cast anchor at
Botany Bay, visited the Friendly Ies, New Caledonia, then directed his course towards Santa Cruz, and put into Namouka,
one of the Hapai group. Then hisvessds struck on the unknown reefs of Vanikoro. The Boussole, which went firg, ran
aground on the southerly coast. The Astrolabe went to its help, and ran aground too. Thefirst vessel was destroyed amost
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immediately. The second, stranded under the wind, resisted some days. The natives made the castaways welcome. They
ingtaled themsdlvesin theidand, and constructed asmaller boat with the debris of the two large ones. Some sailors stayed
willingly at Vanikoro; the others, wesk and ill, set out with La Perouse. They directed their course towards the Solomon
Idands, and there perished, with everything, on the westerly coast of the chief idand of the group, between Capes Deception
and Satisfaction.”

"How do you know that?"
"By this, that | found on the spot where wasthe last wreck.”

Captain Nemo showed me a tin-plate box, stamped with the French arms, and corroded by the salt water. He opened it, and |
saw abundle of papers, yellow but till readable.

They were the ingtructions of the nava minister to Commander La Perouse, annotated in the marginin Louis XVI's
handwriting.

"Ah! itisafine death for asailor!" said Captain Nemo, at last. "A cora tomb makesaquiet grave; and | trust that | and my
comradeswill find no other."

CHAPTER XIX. TORRESSTRAITS

During the night of the 27th or 28th of December, the Nautilus |eft the shores of Vanikoro with great speed. Her course was
south-westerly, and in three days she had gone over the 750 leagues that separated it from La Perouse's group and the
south-east point of Papua.

Early on the 1t of January, 1863, Consell joined me on the platform.
"Master, will you permit me to wish you ahappy New Y ear?'

"What! Consell; exactly asif | wasat Parisin my study at the Jardin des Plantes? Well, | accept your good wishes, and thank
you for them. Only, | will ask you what you mean by a Happy New Y ear' under our circumstances? Do you mean the year
that will bring usto the end of our imprisonment, or the year that sees us continue this strange voyage?'

"Redlly, | do not know how to answer, master. We are sure to see curious things, and for the last two months we have not had
timefor dullness. Thelast marvd isadwaysthe most astonishing; and, if we continue this progression, | do not know how it will
end. It ismy opinion that we shal never again seethelike. | think then, with no offence to magter, that a happy year would be
onein which we could see everything.”

On 2nd January we had made 11,340 miles, or 5,250 French leagues, since our starting-point in the Japan Seas. Before the
ship's head stretched the dangerous shores of the cord sea, on the north-east coast of Austraia. Our boat lay aong some miles
from the redoubtabl e bank on which Cook's vessel waslost, 10th June, 1770. The boat in which Cook was struck on arock,
and, if it did not sink, it was owing to apiece of cora that was broken by the shock, and fixed itself in the broken ked!.

| had wished to visit the reef, 360 leagues long, against which the sea, dways rough, broke with grest violence, with anoise
like thunder. But just then the inclined planes drew the Nautilus down to agreat depth, and | could see nothing of the high cora
walls. | had to content mysalf with the different specimens of fish brought up by the nets. | remarked, among others, some
germons, aspecies of mackerd aslarge asatunny, with bluish sides, and striped with transverse bands, that disappear with the
animd'slife. Thesefish followed usin shoas, and furnished uswith very ddlicate food. Wetook aso alarge number of
giltheads, about one and ahdf incheslong, tasting like dorys; and flying fire-fish like submarine swalows, which, in dark nights,
light dternatdly the air and water with their phosphorescent light.{ 2 sentences missing here}

Two days after crossing the cora sea, 4th January, we sighted the Papuan coasts. On this occasion, Captain Nemo informed
me that hisintention wasto get into the Indian Ocean by the Strait of Torres. His communication ended there.

The Torres Straits are nearly thirty-four leagues wide; but they are obstructed by an innumerable quantity of idands, idets,
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breakers, and rocks, that make its navigation amost impracticable; so that Captain Nemo took al needful precautionsto cross
them. The Nautilus, floating betwixt wind and water, went at amoderate pace. Her screw, like a cetacean'stail, beat the waves
dowly.

Profiting by this, | and my two companions went up on to the deserted platform. Before us was the steersman’s cage, and |
expected that Captain Nemo was there directing the course of the Nautilus. | had before me the excellent charts of the Straits
of Torres, and | consulted them attentively. Round the Nauitilus the sea dashed furioudy. The course of the waves, that went
from south-east to north-west at the rate of two and ahalf miles, broke on the cord that showed itself here and there.

"Thisisabad seal" remarked Ned Land.
"Detestable indeed, and one that does not suit a boat like the Nautilus.”

"The Captain must be very sure of hisroute, for | seethere pieces of cord that would do for itsked if it only touched them
dightly."

Indeed the Situation was dangerous, but the Nautilus seemed to dide like magic off these rocks. It did not follow the routes of
the Astrolabe and the Zelee exactly, for they proved fatal to Dumont d'Urville. It bore more northwards, coasted the Idands of
Murray, and came back to the south-west towards Cumberland Passage. | thought it was going to passit by, when, going
back to north-west, it went through alarge quantity of idands and idetslittle known, towards the Idand Sound and Cand
Mauvais.

| wondered if Captain Nemo, foolishly imprudent, would steer hisvessdl into that pass where Dumont d'Urvill€'s two corvettes
touched; when, swerving again, and cutting straight through to the west, he steered for the Idand of Gilboa.

It was then three in the afternoon. The tide began to recede, being quite full. The Nautilus gpproached theidand, that | il
saw, with its remarkable border of screw-pines. He stood off it at about two miles distant. Suddenly a shock overthrew me.
The Nautilusjust touched arock, and stayed immovable, laying lightly to port side.

When | rose, | perceived Captain Nemo and his lieutenant on the platform. They were examining the Situation of the vessd,
and exchanging wordsin their incomprehensible didect.

She was situated thus: Two miles, on the starboard side, appeared Gilboa, stretching from north to west like animmense arm.
Towards the south and east some coral showed itsdlf, left by the ebb. We had run aground, and in one of those seaswherethe
tides are middling--a sorry matter for the floating of the Nautilus. However, the vessal had not suffered, for her ked was solidly
joined. But, if she could neither glide off nor move, she ran therisk of being for ever fastened to these rocks, and then Captain
Nemo's submarine vessel would be donefor.

| was reflecting thus, when the Captain, cool and cam, dways master of himself, approached me.
"An accident?’ | asked.

"No; anincident.”

"But an incident that will oblige you perhaps to become an inhabitant of thisland from which you fleg?"

Captain Nemo looked at me curioudy, and made a negative gesture, as much asto say that nothing would force him to set foot
onterrafirmaagan. Then hesad:

"Besides, M. Aronnax, the Nautilusis not logt; it will carry you yet into the midst of the marvels of the ocean. Our voyageis
only begun, and | do not wish to be deprived so soon of the honour of your company.”

"However, Captain Nemo,” | replied, without noticing theironical turn of his phrase, "the Nautilus ran aground in open sea
Now thetides are not strong in the Pacific; and, if you cannot lighten the Nautilus, | do not see how it will be reinflated.”
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"Thetides are not strong in the Pacific: you are right there, Professor; but in Torres Straits one finds still adifference of ayard
and ahaf between thelevel of high and low seas. To-day is4th January, and in five days the moon will be full. Now, | shal be
very much astonished if that satellite does not rai se these masses of water sufficiently, and render me aservicethat | should be
indebted to her for."

Having said this, Captain Nemo, followed by hislieutenant, redescended to the interior of the Nautilus. Asto the vessd, it
moved not, and wasimmovable, asif the coraline polypi had aready waled it up with their in destructible cement.

"Wadl, 9r?' said Ned Land, who came up to me after the departure of the Captain.

"Well, friend Ned, we will wait patiently for the tide on the Sth ingtant; for it gppears that the moon will have the goodnessto
put it off again.”

"Redly?'

"Redly.”

"And this Captain is not going to cast anchor a al sncethetide will suffice?' said Consall, smply.
The Canadian looked a Conssil, then shrugged his shoulders.

"Sir, you may believe mewhen | tdl you that this piece of iron will navigate neither on nor under the seaagain; itisonly fit to be
sold for itsweight. | think, therefore, that the time has come to part company with Captain Nemo.”

"Friend Ned, | do not despair of this stout Nautilus, as you do; and in four days we shal know what to hold to on the Pacific
tides. Besides, flight might be possible if we werein sight of the English or Provenca coast; but on the Papuan shores, it is
another thing; and it will be time enough to cometo that extremity if the Nautilus does not recover itself again, which | ook
upon asagrave event.”

"But do they know, at least, how to act circumspectly? There is an idand; on that idand there are trees; under those trees,
terrestrid animals, bearers of cutlets and roast beef, to which | would willingly give atrid.”

"Inthis, friend Nedisright," said Consall, "and | agree with him. Could not master obtain permission from hisfriend Captain
Nemo to put uson land, if only so as not to lose the habit of treading on the solid parts of our planet?’

"I can ask him, but he will refuse.”
"Will master risk it?" asked Consail, "and we shal know how to rely upon the Captain's amiability."

To my great surprise, Captain Nemo gave me the permission | asked for, and he gave it very agreeably, without even exacting
from me apromiseto return to the vessd; but flight across New Guinea might be very perilous, and | should not have
counselled Ned Land to attempt it. Better to be aprisoner on board the Nautilus than to fal into the hands of the natives.

At eight o'clock, armed with guns and hatchets, we got off the Nautilus. The seawas pretty calm; adight breeze blew on land.
Consail and | rowing, we sped aong quickly, and Ned steered in the straight passage that the breakers | eft between them. The
boat waswell handled, and moved rapidly.

Ned Land could not restrain his joy. He was like a prisoner that had escaped from prison, and knew not that it was necessary
to re-enter it.

"Mesat! We are going to eat some mesat; and what meat!" hereplied. "Red game! no, bread, indeed.”

"I do not say that fish is not good; we must not abuseit; but a piece of fresh venison, grilled on live cods, will agreeably vary
our ordinary course."
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"Glutton!" said Consall, "he makes my mouth weater."
"It remainsto be seen,” | said, "if these forestsare full of game, and if the gameis not such aswill hunt the hunter himsdlf."

"Wdl said, M. Aronnax," replied the Canadian, whose teeth seemed sharpened like the edge of a hatchet; "but | will edt tiger--
loin of tiger--if thereis no other quadruped on thisidand.”

"Friend Ned isuneasy about it," said Consall.

"Whatever it may be," continued Ned Land, "every animd with four paws without feathers, or with two paws without feathers,
will be sauted by my first shot.”

"Very wdl! Magter Land'simprudences are beginning.”
"Never fear, M. Aronnax," replied the Canadian; "1 do not want twenty-five minutes to offer you adish, of my sort.”

At hdf-past eight the Nautilus boat ran softly aground on aheavy sand, after having happily passed the cora reef that
surrounds the Idand of Gilboa.

CHAPTER XX. A FEW DAYSON LAND

| was much impressed on touching land. Ned Land tried the soil with hisfeet, asif to take possession of it. However, it was
only two months before that we had become, according to Captain Nemo, "passengers on board the Nautilus," but, in redlity,
prisoners of its commander.

In afew minutes we were within musket-shot of the coast. The whole horizon was hidden behind a beautiful curtain of forests.
Enormous trees, the trunks of which attained a height of 200 feet, were tied to each other by garlands of bindweed, real natura
hammocks, which alight breeze rocked. They were mimosas, figs, hibisci, and palm trees, mingled together in profusion; and
under the shelter of their verdant vault grew orchids, leguminous plants, and ferns.

But, without noticing al these beautiful specimens of Papuan flora, the Canadian abandoned the agreegble for the useful. He
discovered a coco-tree, beat down some of the fruit, broke them, and we drunk the milk and ate the nut with a satisfaction that
protested against the ordinary food on the Nautilus.

"Excedlent!" said Ned Land.

"Exquiste!" replied Consall.

"And | do not think," said the Canadian, "that he would object to our introducing a cargo of coco-nuts on board.”
"1 do not think he would, but he would not taste them.”

"So much theworsefor him," said Consall.

"And so much the better for us" replied Ned Land. "There will be more for us."

"Oneword only, Master Land," | said to the harpooner, who was beginning to ravage another coco-nut tree. "Coco-nuts are
good things, but before filling the canoe with them it would be wise to reconnoitre and seeif the idand does not produce some
substance not less useful. Fresh vegetables would be welcome on board the Nautilus.”

"Magter isright,” replied Consail; "and | propose to reserve three placesin our vessel, onefor fruits, the other for vegetables,
and thethird for the venison, of which | have not yet seen the smallest specimen.”

"Consail, we must not despair,” said the Canadian.

"Let uscontinue,” | returned, "and liein wait. Although theidand seems uninhabited, it might till contain someindividuals thet
would be less hard than we on the nature of game.”
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"Ho! ho!" said Ned Land, moving hisjaws significantly.
"Well, Ned!" said Consall.
"My word!" returned the Canadian, "1 begin to understand the charms of anthropophagy.”

"Ned! Ned! what are you saying? Y ou, aman-eater? | should not fed safe with you, especidly as| share your cabin. | might
perhaps wake one day to find mysalf haf devoured.”

"Friend Consal, | like you much, but not enough to eat you unnecessarily."

"l would not trust you," replied Consell. "But enough. We must absolutely bring down some gameto satisfy thiscannibal, or
else one of these fine mornings, master will find only pieces of his servant to serve him."

While we were talking thus, we were penetrating the sombre arches of the forest, and for two hourswe surveyed it in dl
directions.

Chance rewarded our search for eatable vegetables, and one of the most useful products of the tropical zones furnished uswith
precious food that we missed on board. | would speak of the bread-fruit tree, very abundant in the idand of Gilboa; and |
remarked chiefly the variety dedtitute of seeds, which bearsin Maayathe name of “rima."

Ned Land knew these fruitswell. He had aready eaten many during his numerous voyages, and he knew how to prepare the
eatable substance. Moreover, the sght of them excited him, and he could contain hims=lf no longer.

"Madter," hesad, "I shdl dieif | do not taste alittle of this bread-fruit pie.”
"Tagteit, friend Ned--taste it as you want. We are here to make experiments--make them.”
"It won't take long," said the Canadian.

And, provided with alentil, helighted afire of dead wood that crackled joyoudy. During thistime, Consall and | chose the best
fruits of the bread-fruit. Some had not then attained a sufficient degree of maturity; and their thick skin covered awhite but
rather fibrous pulp. Others, the greater number yellow and gelatinous, waited only to be picked.

Thesefruits enclosed no kernd. Consail brought a dozen to Ned Land, who placed them on acod fire, after having cut themin
thick dices, and while doing this repeating:

"Y ou will see, master, how good this bread is. More so when one has been deprived of it so long. It isnot even bread,” added
he, "but addlicate pastry. Y ou have eaten none, master?'

"No, Ned."
"Very well, prepare yoursdlf for ajuicy thing. If you do not come for more, | am no longer the king of harpooners.”

After some minutes, the part of the fruits that was exposed to the fire was completely roasted. The interior looked like awhite
pasty, asort of soft crumb, the flavour of which waslike that of an artichoke.

It must be confessed this bread was excellent, and | ate of it with greet relish.
"What timeisit now?' asked the Canadian.

"Two o'clock at least," replied Consail.

"How timeflieson firm ground!" sghed Ned Land.

"Let usbe off,” replied Consall.
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We returned through the forest, and completed our collection by araid upon the cabbage-pams, that we gathered from the
tops of thetrees, little beansthat | recognised asthe "abrou” of the Maays, and yams of asuperior quality.

We were loaded when we reached the boat. But Ned Land did not find his provisions sufficient. Fate, however, favoured us.
Just aswe were pushing off, he percelved severd trees, from twenty-five to thirty feet high, a species of pam-tree.

At lad, at five o'clock in the evening, loaded with our riches, we quitted the shore, and half an hour after we hailed the Nauttilus.
No one appeared on our arriva. The enormous iron-plated cylinder seemed deserted. The provisions embarked, | descended
to my chamber, and after supper dept soundly.

The next day, 6th January, nothing new on board. Not asound inside, not asign of life. The boat rested along the edge, in the
same place in which we had | €ft it. We resolved to return to the idand. Ned Land hoped to be more fortunate than on the day
before with regard to the hunt, and wished to visit another part of the forest.

At dawn we set off. The boat, carried on by the waves that flowed to shore, reached theidand in afew minutes.

We landed, and, thinking that it was better to give in to the Canadian, we followed Ned Land, whose long limbs threatened to
distance us. He wound up the coast towards the west: then, fording some torrents, he gained the high plain that was bordered
with admirable forests. Some kingfishers were rambling a ong the water-courses, but they would not | et themselves be
approached. Their circumspection proved to me that these birds knew what to expect from bipeds of our species, and |
concluded that, if theidand was not inhabited, at least human beings occasiondly frequented it.

After crossing arather large prairie, we arrived at the skirts of alittle wood that was enlivened by the songs and flight of alarge
number of birds.

"Thereareonly birds," said Consail.

"But they are eatable," replied the harpooner.

"I do not agree with you, friend Ned, for | see only parrotsthere.”

"Friend Consail,” said Ned, gravely, "the parrot islike pheasant to those who have nothing else.”
"And," | added, "thisbird, suitably prepared, isworth knife and fork."

Indeed, under the thick foliage of thiswood, aworld of parrots were flying from branch to branch, only needing a careful
education to speak the human language. For the moment, they were chattering with parrots of al colours, and grave
cockatoos, who seemed to meditate upon some philosophica problem, whilst brilliant red lories passed like a piece of bunting
carried away by the breeze, papuans, with the finest azure colours, and in al avariety of winged things most charming to
behold, but few eatable.

However, abird peculiar to these lands, and which has never passed the limits of the Arrow and Papuan idands, was wanting
inthis collection. But fortune reserved it for me before long.

After passing through amoderately thick copse, we found a plain obstructed with bushes. | saw then those magnificent birds,
the digposition of whose long feathers obliges them to fly againgt the wind. Their undulating flight, graceful aerid curves, and the
shading of their colours, attracted and charmed one'slooks. | had no trouble in recognising them.

"Birdsof paradise!” | exclamed.

The Maays, who carry on agreat trade in these birds with the Chinese, have several means that we could not employ for
taking them. Sometimes they put snares on the top of high trees that the birds of paradise prefer to frequent. Sometimes they
catch them with aviscous birdlime that pardyses their movements. They even go so far asto poison the fountains that the birds
generdly drink from. But we were obliged to fire a them during flight, which gave usfew chancesto bring them down; and,
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indeed, we vainly exhausted one haf our ammunition.

About deven o'clock in the morning, thefirst range of mountains that form the centre of the idand was traversed, and we had
killed nothing. Hunger drove us on. The hunters had relied on the products of the chase, and they were wrong. Happily
Consail, to his great surprise, made a double shot and secured breskfast. He brought down awhite pigeon and a
wood-pigeon, which, cleverly plucked and suspended from a skewer, was roasted before ared fire of dead wood. While
these interesting birds were cooking, Ned prepared the fruit of the bread-tree. Then the wood-pigeons were devoured to the
bones, and declared excellent. The nutmeg, with which they arein the habit of stuffing their crops, flavourstheir flesh and
rendersit delicious eating.

"Now, Ned, what do you miss now?'

"Some four-footed game, M. Aronnax. All these pigeons are only side-dishes and trifles; and until | have killed an animal with
cutlets | shdl not be content.”

"Nor I, Ned, if | do not catch abird of paradise.”

"L et us continue hunting,” replied Consall. "L et us go towards the sea. We have arrived at the first declivities of the mountains,
and | think we had better regain the region of forests."

That was sensible advice, and was followed out. After walking for one hour we had attained aforest of sago-trees. Some
inoffensive serpents glided away from us. The birds of paradise fled at our approach, and truly | despaired of getting near one
when Consail, who was walking in front, suddenly bent down, uttered atriumphal cry, and came back to me bringing a

meagnificent specimen.

"Ah! bravo, Consal!"

"Magter isvery good."

"No, my boy; you have made an excellent stroke. Take one of these living birds, and carry it in your hand.”
"If master will examineit, hewill seethat | have not deserved great merit.”

"Why, Consail?'

"Becausethisbirdisasdrunk asaquail .”

"Drunk!"

"Yes, gr; drunk with the nutmegs that it devoured under the nutmeg-tree, under which | found it. See, friend Ned, seethe
mongtrous effects of intemperance!™

"By Jove!" exclaimed the Canadian, "because | have drunk gin for two months, you must needs reproach me!™

However, | examined the curious bird. Consell wasright. The bird, drunk with the juice, was quite powerless. It could not fly;
it could hardly walk.

Thisbird belonged to the most beautiful of the eight speciesthat are found in Papuaand in the neighbouring idands. It wasthe
"large emerdd bird, the most rare kind." It measured three feet in length. Its head was comparatively smal, its eyes placed near
the opening of the beak, and also small. But the shades of colour were beautiful, having ayellow besk, brown feet and claws,
nut-coloured wings with purpletips, pale yellow at the back of the neck and head, and emerald colour at the throat, chestnut
on the breast and belly. Two horned, downy nets rose from below thetail, that prolonged the long light festhers of admirable
fineness, and they completed the whole of this marvellous bird, that the natives have poeticaly named the "bird of the sun.”

But if my wisheswere satisfied by the possession of the bird of paradise, the Canadian's were not yet. Happily, about two
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o'clock, Ned Land brought down amagnificent hog; from the brood of those the natives cdl "bari-outang.” The anima camein
timefor usto procure rea quadruped meat, and he was well recelved. Ned Land was very proud of his shot. The hog, hit by
the electric ball, fell stone dead. The Canadian skinned and cleaned it properly, after having taken half adozen cutlets, destined
to furnish uswith agrilled repast in the evening. Then the hunt was resumed, which was still more marked by Ned and
Consal'sexplaits.

Indeed, the two friends, beating the bushes, roused a herd of kangaroos that fled and bounded aong on their elastic paws. But
these animas did not take to flight so rapidly but what the eectric capsule could stop their course.

"Ah, Professor!” cried Ned Land, who was carried away by the delights of the chase, "what excellent game, and stewed, too!
What asupply for the Nautilus! Two! three! five down! And to think that we shall eat that flesh, and that the idiots on board
shdl not have acrumb!”

| think that, in the excess of hisjoy, the Canadian, if he had not talked so much, would have killed them all. But he contented
himsdlf with asingle dozen of these interesting marsupians. These animaswere small. They were a species of those "kangaroo
rabbits’ that live habitudly in the hollows of trees, and whose speed is extreme; but they are moderately fat, and furnish, at
least, estimable food. We were very satisfied with the results of the hunt. Happy Ned proposed to return to this enchanting
idand the next day, for he wished to depopulate it of al the eatable quadrupeds. But he had reckoned without his host.

At sx o'clock in the evening we had regained the shore; our boat was moored to the usua place. The Nautilus, likealong
rock, emerged from the waves two miles from the beach. Ned Land, without waiting, occupied himsalf about the important
dinner business. He understood al about cooking well. The "bari-outang,” grilled on the cods, soon scented the air with a
delicious odour.

Indeed, the dinner was excellent. Two wood-pigeons compl eted this extraordinary menu. The sago pasty, the artocarpus
bread, some mangoes, half a dozen pinegpples, and the liquor fermented from some coco-nuts, overjoyed us. | even think that
my worthy companions ideas had not al the plainness desirable.

" Suppose we do not return to the Nautilus this evening?' said Consall.
"Suppose we never return?’ added Ned Land.

Just then astone fell at our feet and cut short the harpooner's proposition.
CHAPTER XXI. CAPTAIN NEMO'STHUNDERBOLT

Welooked at the edge of the forest without rising, my hand stopping in the action of putting it to my mouth, Ned Land's
completing its office.

"Stones do not fal from the ky," remarked Consall, "or they would merit the name aerolites.”

A second stone, carefully aimed, that made a savoury pigeon'sleg fal from Consail's hand, gave till moreweight to his
observation. We dl three arose, shouldered our guns, and were ready to reply to any attack.

"Arethey apes?’ cried Ned Land.
"Very nearly--they are savages.”
"Totheboat!" | said, hurrying to the sea.

It was indeed necessary to beat aretreat, for about twenty natives armed with bows and dings appeared on the skirts of a
copse that masked the horizon to the right, hardly a hundred steps from us.

Our boat was moored about sixty feet from us. The savages approached us, not running, but making hostile demongtrations.
Stones and arrowsfdl thickly.
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Ned Land had not wished to leave his provisons; and, in spite of hisimminent danger, his pig on one side and kangaroos on
the other, he went tolerably fast. In two minutes we were on the shore. To load the boat with provisons and arms, to push it
out to sea, and ship the oars, was the work of an instant. We had not gone two cable-lengths, when a hundred savages,
howling and gesticulating, entered the water up to their waists. | watched to seeif their gpparition would attract some men from
the Nautilus on to the platform. But no. The enormous machine, lying off, was absolutely deserted.

Twenty minuteslater we were on board. The panels were open. After making the boat fast, we entered into the interior of the
Nautilus

| descended to the drawing-room, from whence | heard some chords. Captain Nemo was there, bending over his organ, and
plunged inamusicd ecdasy.

"Captain!"
He did not hear me.
"Captain!" | said, touching hishand.

He shuddered, and, turning round, said, "Ah! it isyou, Professor? Well, have you had agood hunt, have you botanised
successtully?”

"Y es Captain; but we have unfortunately brought atroop of bipeds, whose vicinity troublesme.”
"What bipeds?'
"%/@S"

"Savages" he echoed, ironicaly. "So you are astonished, Professor, at having set foot on a strange land and finding savages?
Savages! where are there not any? Besides, are they worse than others, these whom you call savages?'

"But Captain----"
"How many have you counted?’
"A hundred at least.”

"M. Aronnax," replied Captain Nemo, placing hisfingers on the organ stops, "when dl the natives of Papuaare assembled on
this shore, the Nautiluswill have nothing to fear from their attacks.”

The Captain's fingers were then running over the keys of the instrument, and | remarked that he touched only the black keys,
which gave his melodies an essentialy Scotch character. Soon he had forgotten my presence, and had plunged into areverie
that | did not disturb. I went up again on to the platform: night had aready fdlen; for, in thislow latitude, the sun setsrapidly
and without twilight. | could only seetheidand indistinctly; but the numerousfires, lighted on the beach, showed that the natives
did not think of leaving it. | was done for severd hours, sometimes thinking of the natives-- but without any dread of them, for
the imperturbabl e confidence of the Captain was catching--sometimes forgetting them to admire the splendours of the night in
thetropics. My remembrances went to France in the train of those zodiacal starsthat would shine in some hours time. The
moon shone in the midst of the congtelations of the zenith.

The night dipped away without any mischance, the idanders frightened no doubt at the Sight of amonster aground in the bay.
The panelswere open, and would have offered an easy accessto the interior of the Nautilus.

At six o'clock in the morning of the 8th January | went up on to the platform. The dawn was breaking. The idand soon showed
itself through the dissipating fogs, first the shore, then the summits.

The natives were there, more numerous than on the day before-- five or six hundred perhaps--some of them, profiting by the
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low water, had come on to the cord, at less than two cable-lengths from the Nautilus. | distinguished them easily; they were
true Papuans, with athletic figures, men of good race, large high foreheads, large, but not broad and flat, and white teeth. Their
woolly hair, with areddish tinge, showed off on their black shining bodies like those of the Nubians. From the lobes of their
ears, cut and distended, hung chaplets of bones. Mogt of these savages were naked. Amongst them, | remarked some women,
dressed from the hipsto kneesin quite acrinoline of herbs, that sustained a vegetable waistband. Some chiefs had ornamented
their necks with a crescent and collars of glass beads, red and white; nearly all were armed with bows, arrows, and shields and
carried on their shoulders a sort of net containing those round stones which they cast from their dingswith grest skill. One of
these chiefs, rather near to the Nautilus, examined it attentively. He was, perhaps, a"mado” of high rank, for hewas draped in
amat of banana-leaves, notched round the edges, and set off with brilliant colours.

| could easily have knocked down this native, who was within ashort length; but | thought that it was better to wait for red
hostile demonstrations. Between Europeans and savages, it is proper for the Europeansto parry sharply, not to attack.

During low water the natives roamed about near the Nautilus, but were not troublesome; | heard them frequently repest the
word "Assal," and by their gestures | understood that they invited meto go on land, an invitation that | declined.

So that, on that day, the boat did not push off, to the great displeasure of Master Land, who could not complete his provisions.

Thisadroit Canadian employed histimein preparing the viands and meat that he had brought off theidand. Asfor the savages,
they returned to the shore about eleven o'clock in the morning, as soon as the cora tops began to disappear under therising
tide; but | saw their numbers had increased considerably on the shore. Probably they came from the neighbouring idands, or
very likely from Papua. However, | had not seen asingle native canoe. Having nothing better to do, | thought of dragging these
beautiful limpid waters, under which | saw a profusion of shells, zoophytes, and marine plants. Moreover, it wasthe last day
that the Nautiluswould passin these parts, if it float in open seathe next day, according to Captain Nemao's promise.

| therefore called Consail, who brought me alittle light drag, very like those for the oyster fishery. Now to work! For two
hours we fished unceasingly, but without bringing up any rarities. The drag wasfilled with midas-ears, harps, melames, and
particularly the most beautiful hammers| have ever seen. We also brought up some sea-dugs, pearl-oysters, and adozen little
turtlesthat were reserved for the pantry on board.

But just when | expected it least, | put my hand on awonder, | might say anatural deformity, very rardly met with. Consall was
just dragging, and his net came up filled with divers ordinary shells, when, al a once, he saw me plunge my arm quickly into the
net, to draw out ashell, and heard me utter acry.

"What isthe matter, Sir?' he asked in surprise. "Has master been bitten?”

"No, my boy; but | would willingly have given afinger for my discovery.”

"What discovery?'

"Thisshell," | said, holding up the object of my triumph.

"It isamply an olive porphyry." { genus species missng}

"Yes, Consall; but, instead of being rolled from right to left, this olive turnsfrom left to right.”
"Isit possble?"

"Yes, my boy; itisaleft shell.”

Shellsare dl right-handed, with rare exceptions,; and, when by chance their spird isleft, amateurs are ready to pay their weight
ingold.

Consail and | were absorbed in the contemplation of our treasure, and | was promising myself to enrich the museum withit,



when astone unfortunately thrown by anative struck againgt, and broke, the precious object in Conseil's hand. | uttered acry
of despair! Consail took up hisgun, and aimed at a savage who was poising hisding at ten yardsfrom him. | would have
stopped him, but his blow took effect and broke the bracel et of amulets which encircled the arm of the savage.

"Consal!" cried . "Consail!"

"Wadl, sr! do you not see that the canniba has commenced the attack?'

"A shel isnot worth thelife of aman," sad I.

"Ah! the scoundrd!" cried Consail; "I would rather he had broken my shoulder!”

Consall wasin earnest, but | was not of his opinion. However, the situation had changed some minutes before, and we had not
perceived. A score of canoes surrounded the Nautilus. These canoes, scooped out of the trunk of atree, long, narrow, well
adapted for speed, were balanced by means of along bamboo pole, which floated on the water. They were managed by
skilful, half-naked paddlers, and | watched their advance with some uneasiness. It was evident that these Papuans had aready
had dedlings with the Europeans and knew their ships. But thislong iron cylinder anchored in the bay, without masts or
chimneys, what could they think of it? Nothing good, for at first they kept at arespectful distance. However, seeing it
motionless, by degreesthey took courage, and sought to familiarise themsaves with it. Now thisfamiliarity was precisdy what
it was necessary to avoid. Our arms, which were noiseless, could only produce amoderate effect on the savages, who have
little respect for aught but blustering things. The thunderbolt without the reverberations of thunder would frighten man but little,
though the danger liesin the lightning, not in the noise.

At this moment the canoes approached the Nautilus, and a shower of arrows aighted on her.

| went down to the saloon, but found no one there. | ventured to knock at the door that opened into the Captain's room.
"Comein," wasthe answer.

| entered, and found Captain Nemo deep in agebraicd caculationsof _x_and other quantities.
"l am disturbing you," said |, for courtesy's sake.
"That istrue, M. Aronnax," replied the Captain; "but | think you have serious reasons for wishing to see me?'

"Very grave ones, the natives are surrounding usin their canoes, and in afew minutes we shdl certainly be attacked by many
hundreds of savages.”

"Ah!," said Captain Nemo quietly, "they are come with their canoes?’

"Yes, ar."

"Widll, sr, we must close the hatches."

"Exactly, and | cameto say to you----"

"Nothing can be more smple," said Captain Nemo. And, pressing an eectric button, he transmitted an order to the ship's crew.

"Itisdl done, gr," said he, after some moments. "The pinnace isready, and the hatches are closed. Y ou do not fear, | imagine,
that these gentlemen could stave in walls on which the balls of your frigate have had no effect?!

"No, Captain; but adanger still exigs.”
"What isthat, Sr?"

"It isthat to-morrow, at about this hour, we must open the hatchesto renew the air of the Nautilus. Now, if, at this moment, the
Papuans should occupy the platform, | do not see how you could prevent them from entering.”
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"Then, gr, you suppose that they will board us?*
"l am certain of it."

"Wadll, g, let them come. | see no reason for hindering them. After dl, these Papuans are poor creatures, and | am unwilling
that my vigt to theidand should cost thelife of asingle one of these wretches.”

Upon that | was going away; But Captain Nemo detained me, and asked me to sit down by him. He questioned me with
interest about our excursions on shore, and our hunting; and seemed not to understand the craving for mest that possessed the
Canadian. Then the conversation turned on various subjects, and, without being more communicative, Captain Nemo showed
himsdf moreamiable.

Amongst other things, we happened to spesk of the Stuation of the Nautilus, run aground in exactly the same spot in this Strait
where Dumont d'Urvillewas nearly lost. Apropos of this

"ThisD'Urvillewas one of your great sailors," said the Captain to me, "one of your most intelligent navigetors. Heisthe
Captain Cook of you Frenchmen. Unfortunate man of science, after having braved the icebergs of the South Pole, the cora
reefs of Oceania, the cannibas of the Pacific, to perish miserably in arailway train! If this energetic man could have reflected
during the last moments of hislife, what must have been uppermost in hislast thoughts, do you suppose?”

So speaking, Captain Nemo seemed moved, and his emotion gave me a better opinion of him. Then, chart in hand, we
reviewed the travel s of the French navigator, hisvoyages of circumnavigation, his double detention at the South Pole, which led
to the discovery of Addade and Louis Philippe, and fixing the hydrographica bearings of the principa idands of Oceania

"That which your D'Urville has done on the surface of the seas,” said Captain Nemo, "that have | done under them, and more
eadly, more completely than he. The Astrolabe and the Zelee, incessantly tossed about by the hurricane, could not be worth
the Nautilus, quiet repository of labour that sheis, truly motionlessin the midst of the waters.

"To-morrow," added the Captain, risng, "to-morrow, a twenty minutesto three p.m., the Nautilus shall float, and leave the
Strait of Torresuninjured.”

Having curtly pronounced these words, Captain Nemo bowed dightly. Thiswasto dismissme, and | went back to my room.
Therel found Consall, who wished to know the result of my interview with the Captain.

"My boy," said I, "when | feigned to believe that his Nautilus was threatened by the natives of Papua, the Captain answered me
very sarcasticdly. | have but one thing to say to you: Have confidence in him, and go to deep in peace.”

"Have you no need of my services, Sr?'
"No, my friend. What isNed Land doing?"
"If youwill excuse me, gr," answered Consall, "friend Ned is busy making akangaroo-pie which will beamarvd."

| remained alone and went to bed, but dept indifferently. | heard the noise of the savages, who stamped on the platform,
uttering deafening cries. The night passed thus, without disturbing the ordinary repose of the crew. The presence of these
cannibals affected them no more than the soldiers of amasked battery carefor the antsthat crawl over itsfront.

At sx inthemorning | rose. The hatches had not been opened. The inner air was not renewed, but the reservoirs, filled ready
for any emergency, were now resorted to, and discharged severa cubic feet of oxygen into the exhausted atmosphere of the
Nautilus.

| worked in my room till noon, without having seen Captain Nemo, even for an ingtant. On board no preparations for departure
werevisble.



| waited still some time, then went into the large sloon. The clock marked half-past two. In ten minutesit would be high-tide:
and, if Captain Nemo had not made arash promise, the Nautilus would be immediately detached. If not, many months would
pass ere she could leave her bed of cordl.

However, some warning vibrations began to be fdt in the vessdl. | heard the kedl grating against the rough cal careous bottom
of the cord redf.

At five-and-twenty minutesto three, Captain Nemo appeared in the saloon.
"Wearegoing to sart,”" said he.

"Ah!" replied .

"| have given the order to open the hatches."

"And the Papuans?’

"The Pgpuans?' answered Captain Nemo, dightly shrugging his shoulders.
"Will they not comeinddethe Nautilus?'

"How?"

"Only by legping over the hatches you have opened.”

"M. Aronnax," quietly answered Captain Nemo, "they will not enter the hatches of the Nautilusin that way, even if they were
open.”

| looked at the Captain.

"Y ou do not understand?" said he.
"Hardly."

"Well, come and you will see”

| directed my stepstowards the central staircase. There Ned Land and Conseil were dyly watching some of the ship's crew,
who were opening the hatches, while cries of rage and fearful vociferations resounded outside.

The port lids were pulled down outside. Twenty horrible faces appeared. But the first native who placed his hand on the
gair-rail, struck from behind by someinvisibleforce, | know not what, fled, uttering the most fearful cries and making the
wildest contortions.

Ten of hiscompanions followed him. They met with the samefate.

Consall wasin ecstasy. Ned Land, carried away by his violent ingtincts, rushed on to the staircase. But the moment he seized
therail with both hands, he, in histurn, was overthrown.

"l am struck by athunderbolt,” cried he, with an oath.

Thisexplained al. It was norail; but ametdlic cable charged with eectricity from the deck communicating with the platform.
Whoever touched it felt a powerful shock-- and this shock would have been mortal if Captain Nemo had discharged into the
conductor the whole force of the current. It might truly be said that between his lants and himsdlf he had stretched a
network of eectricity which none could pass with impunity.

Meanwhile, the exasperated Papuans had beaten aretreat paradysed with terror. Asfor us, haf laughing, we consoled and
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rubbed the unfortunate Ned Land, who swore like one possessed.

But at thismoment the Nautilus, raised by the last waves of thetide, quitted her cora bed exactly at the fortieth minute fixed by
the Captain. Her screw swept the waters dowly and maestically. Her speed increased gradualy, and, sailing on the surface of
the ocean, she quitted safe and sound the dangerous passes of the Straits of Torres.

CHAPTER XXI1." AEGRI SOMNIA"

Thefollowing day 10th January, the Nautilus continued her course between two seas, but with such remarkable speed that |
could not estimate it at lessthan thirty-five milesan hour. The rapidity of her screw was such that | could neither follow nor
count itsrevolutions. When | reflected that this marvellous electric agent, after having afforded motion, heat, and light to the
Nautilus, still protected her from outward attack, and transformed her into an ark of safety which no profane hand might touch
without being thunderstricken, my admiration was unbounded, and from the structure it extended to the engineer who had
cdled it into existence.

Our course was directed to the west, and on the 11th of January we doubled Cape Wessdl, Situation in 135@ long. and 10@
S. lat., which formsthe east point of the Gulf of Carpentaria. The reefswere till numerous, but more equalised, and marked on
the chart with extreme precision. The Nautilus easily avoided the breakers of Money to port and the Victoriareefsto
starboard, placed at 130@ long. and on the 10th parallel, which we gtrictly followed.

On the 13th of January, Captain Nemo arrived in the Sea of Timor, and recognised theidand of that namein 122@ long.

From this point the direction of the Nautilus inclined towards the south-west. Her head was set for the Indian Ocean. Where
would the fancy of Captain Nemo carry us next? Would he return to the coast of Asia or would he approach again the shores
of Europe? Improbable conjectures both, to aman who fled from inhabited continents. Then would he descend to the south?
Was he going to double the Cape of Good Hope, then Cape Horn, and finally go asfar asthe Antarctic pole? Would he come
back at |ast to the Pacific, where his Nautilus could sail free and independently? Time would show.

After having skirted the sands of Cartier, of Hibernia, Seringapatam, and Scott, last efforts of the solid against the liquid
element, on the 14th of January welost sight of land altogether. The speed of the Nautilus was considerably abated, and with
irregular course she sometimes swam in the bosom of the waters, sometimes floated on their surface.

During this period of the voyage, Captain Nemo made some interesting experiments on the varied temperature of the seg, in
different beds. Under ordinary conditions these observations are made by means of rather complicated instruments, and with
somewhat doubtful results, by means of thermometrical sounding-leads, the glasses often breaking under the pressure of the
water, or an apparatus grounded on the variations of the resistance of metalsto the electric currents. Results so obtained could
not be correctly calculated. On the contrary, Captain Nemo went himself to test the temperature in the depths of the sea, and
his thermometer, placed in communication with the different sheets of water, gave him the required degree immediately and
accurately.

It wasthusthat, either by overloading her reservairs or by descending obliquely by means of her inclined planes, the Nautilus
successively atained the depth of three, four, five, seven, nine, and ten thousand yards, and the definite result of this experience
was that the sea preserved an average temperature of four degrees and ahaf at a depth of five thousand fathoms under all
[etitudes.

On the 16th of January, the Nautilus seemed becalmed only afew yards beneath the surface of the waves. Her electric
apparatus remained inactive and her motionless screw Ieft her to drift at the mercy of the currents. | supposed that the crew
was occupied with interior repairs, rendered necessary by the violence of the mechanica movements of the machine.

My companions and | then witnessed a curious spectacle. The hatches of the saloon were open, and, as the beacon light of the
Nautiluswas not in action, adim obscurity reigned in the midst of the waters. | observed the state of the sea, under these
conditions, and the largest fish gppeared to me no more than scarcely defined shadows, when the Nautilus found herself
suddenly transported into full light. 1 thought at first that the beacon had been lighted, and was casting its eectric radiance into
theliquid mass. | was mistaken, and after arapid survey perceived my error.
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The Nautilus floated in the midst of a phosphorescent bed which, in this obscurity, became quite dazzling. It was produced by
myriads of luminous anima culae, whose brilliancy was increased asthey glided over the metdlic hull of the vessdl. | was
surprised by lightning in the midst of these luminous sheets, as though they bad been rivulets of lead melted in an ardent furnace
or meta lic masses brought to awhite heat, so that, by force of contrast, certain portions of light gppeared to cast ashadein the
midst of the generd ignition, from which al shade seemed banished. No; thiswas not the cam irradiation of our ordinary
lightning. Therewas unusud life and vigour: thiswastruly living light!

Inredlity, it was an infinite agglomeration of coloured infusoria, of veritable globules of jely, provided with athreadlike tentacle,
and of which as many as twenty-five thousand have been counted in less than two cubic half-inches of water.

During severd hoursthe Nautilus floated in these brilliant waves, and our admiration increased as we watched the marine
mongters disporting themsalveslike sdlamanders. | saw therein the midst of thisfire that burns not the swift and elegant
porpoise (the indefatigable clown of the ocean), and some swordfish ten feet long, those prophetic herdds of the hurricane
whose formidable sword would now and then strike the glass of the saloon. Then appeared the smdller fish, the balista, the
leaping mackerd, wolf-thorn-tails, and ahundred others which striped the luminous atmosphere as they swam. Thisdazzling
gpectacle was enchanting! Perhaps some atmospheric condition increased the intengty of this phenomenon. Perhaps some
storm agjitated the surface of the waves. But at this depth of some yards, the Nautilus was unmoved by its fury and reposed

peacefully in Sill water.

So we progressed, incessantly charmed by some new marvel. The days passed rapidly away, and | took no account of them.
Ned, according to habit, tried to vary the diet on board. Like snails, we were fixed to our shells, and | declareit iseasy to lead
asnal'slife

Thusthislife seemed easy and natural, and we thought no longer of thelife weled on land; but something happened to recdll us
to the strangeness of our Situation.

On the 18th of January, the Nautiluswasin 105@ long. and 15@ S. lat. The weather was threatening, the searough and
rolling. Therewas astrong east wind. The barometer, which had been going down for some days, foreboded a coming storm. |
went up on to the platform just as the second lieutenant was taking the measure of the horary angles, and waited, according to
habit till the daily phrase was said. But on thisday it was exchanged for another phrase not lessincomprehensible. Almost
directly, | saw Captain Nemo appear with aglass, looking towards the horizon.

For some minutes he was immovable, without taking his eye off the point of observation. Then helowered hisglassand
exchanged afew words with hislieutenant. The |atter seemed to be avictim to some emotion that he tried in vain to repress.
Captain Nemo, having more command over himself, was cool. He seemed, too, to be making some objectionsto which the
lieutenant replied by formal assurances. At least | concluded so by the difference of their tones and gestures. For myself, | had
looked carefully in the direction indicated without seeing anything. The sky and water werelost in the clear line of the horizon.

However, Captain Nemo walked from one end of the platform to the other, without looking at me, perhaps without seeing me.
His step was firm, but less regular than usua. He stopped sometimes, crossed his arms, and observed the sea. What could he
be looking for on that immense expanse?

The Nautilus was then some hundreds of miles from the nearest coat.

The lieutenant had taken up the glass and examined the horizon steedfastly, going and coming, stamping hisfoot and showing
more nervous agitation than his superior officer. Besides, this mystery must necessarily be solved, and before long; for, upon an
order from Captain Nemo, the engine, increasing its propelling power, made the screw turn more rapidly.

Just then the lieutenant drew the Captain's attention again. The latter stopped walking and directed his glass towards the place
indicated. Helooked long. | felt very much puzzled, and descended to the drawing-room, and took out an excellent telescope
that | generdly used. Then, leaning on the cage of the watch-light that jutted out from the front of the platform, set mysdlf to
look over dl the line of the sky and sea.
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But my eye was no sooner gpplied to the glass than it was quickly snatched out of my hands.

| turned round. Captain Nemo was before me, but | did not know him. Hisface was transfigured. His eyesflashed sullenly; his
teeth were set; his stiff body, clenched fists, and head shrunk between his shoulders, betrayed the violent agitation that
pervaded hiswhole frame. He did not move. My glass, falen from his hands, had rolled at hisfeet.

Had | unwittingly provoked thisfit of anger? Did thisincomprehensible person imaginethat | had discovered some forbidden
secret? No; | was not the object of this hatred, for he was not looking a me; his eye was steadily fixed upon the impenetrable
point of the horizon. At last Captain Nemo recovered himsdlf. His agitation subsided. He addressed some wordsin aforeign
language to his lieutenant, then turned to me. "M. Aronnax,” he said, in rather an imperioustone, "l require you to keep one of
the conditionsthat bind you to me."

"What isit, Captain?'

"Y ou must be confined, with your companions, until | think fit to release you.”

"You arethe magter,” | replied, looking steadily at him. "But may | ask you one question?"
"None, gr."

There was no resisting thisimperious command, it would have been usdless. | went down to the cabin occupied by Ned Land
and Consail, and told them the Captain’s determination. Y ou may judge how this communication was received by the
Canadian.

But there was not time for altercation. Four of the crew waited at the door, and conducted us to that cell where we had passed
our first night on board the Nauttilus.

Ned Land would have remonstrated, but the door was shut upon him.
"Will master tell mewhat this means?’ asked Consall.
| told my companions what had passed. They were as much astonished as|, and equally a aloss how to account for it.

Meanwhile, | was absorbed in my own reflections, and could think of nothing but the strange fear depicted in the Captain's
countenance. | was utterly at alossto account for it, when my cogitations were disturbed by these words from Ned Land:

"Hallo! breskfast isready."

And indeed thetable waslaid. Evidently Captain Nemo had given this order at the same time that he had hastened the speed of
the Nautilus.

"Will master permit me to make arecommendation?’ asked Conseail.

"Yes, my boy."

"Well, it isthat master breakfasts. It is prudent, for we do not know what may happen.”

"You areright, Consal.”

"Unfortunatdly,” said Ned Land, "they have only given usthe ship'sfare.”

"Friend Ned," asked Consail, "what would you have said if the breakfast had been entirely forgotten?”
Thisargument cut short the harpooner's recriminations.

We sat down to table. The med was eaten in sllence.



Just then the luminous globe that lighted the cell went out, and left usin total darkness. Ned Land was soon adeep, and what
astonished mewas that Consail went off into aheavy dumber. | was thinking what could have caused hisirresstible
drowsiness, when | felt my brain becoming stupefied. In spite of my efforts to keep my eyes open, they would close. A painful
suspicion seized me. Evidently soporific substances had been mixed with the food we had just taken. Imprisonment was not
enough to conceal Captain Nemo's projects from us, deep was more necessary. | then heard the panels shut. The undulations
of the sea, which caused adight rolling motion, ceased. Had the Nautilus quitted the surface of the ocean? Had it gone back to
the motionless bed of water?| tried to res st deep. It wasimpossible. My breathing grew week. | felt amortd cold freeze my
diffened and hdf-pardysed limbs. My eyelids, like leaden caps, fell over my eyes. | could not raise them; amorbid deep, full
of halucinations, bereft me of my being. Then the visions disappeared, and left mein complete insenghility.

CHAPTER XXI11. THE CORAL KINGDOM

The next day | woke with my head sngularly clear. To my grest surprise, | wasin my own room. My companions, no doubt,
had been reingtated in their cabin, without having perceived it any more than |. Of what had passed during the night they were
asignorant as| was, and to penetrate this mystery | only reckoned upon the chances of the future.

| then thought of quitting my room. Was| free again or a prisoner? Quite free. | opened the door, went to the half-deck, went
up the central stairs. The panels, shut the evening before, were open. | went on to the platform.

Ned Land and Consell waited there for me. | questioned them; they knew nothing. Lost in aheavy deep in which they had
been totaly unconscious, they had been astonished at finding themselvesin their cabin.

Asfor the Nautilus, it seemed quiet and mysterious as ever. It floated on the surface of the waves at amoderate pace. Nothing
seemed changed on board.

The second lieutenant then came on to the platform, and gave the usud order below.
Asfor Captain Nemo, he did not appear.
Of the people on board, | only saw the impassive steward, who served me with hisusua dumb regularity.

About two o'clock, I wasin the drawing-room, busied in arranging my notes, when the Captain opened the door and
appeared. | bowed. He made adight inclination in return, without speaking. | resumed my work, hoping that he would perhaps
give me some explanation of the events of the preceding night. He made none. | looked a him. He seemed fatigued; his heavy
eyes had not been refreshed by deep; hisface looked very sorrowful. He walked to and fro, sat down and got up again, took
achance book, put it down, consulted hisinstruments without taking his habitual notes, and seemed restless and uneasy. At
last, he came up to me, and said:

"Areyou adoctor, M. Aronnax?'

| so little expected such aquestion that | stared sometime at him without answering.

"Areyou adoctor?' he repeated. "Severd of your colleagues have studied medicine.”

"Wadl," sad |, "l am adoctor and resident surgeon to the hospital. | practised severd years before entering the museum.”
"Very wel, gr."

My answer had evidently satisfied the Captain. But, not knowing what he would say next, | waited for other questions,
reserving my answers according to circumstances.

"M. Aronnax, will you consent to prescribe for one of my men?" be asked.
"Isheill?"

"YSII
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"| am ready to follow you."
"Come, then."

| own my heart beat, | do not know why. | saw certain connection between the illness of one of the crew and the events of the
day before; and this mystery interested me at least as much asthe sick man.

Captain Nemo conducted me to the poop of the Nautilus, and took me into a cabin Situated near the sailors quarters.
There, on abed, lay aman about forty years of age, with aresolute expression of countenance, atrue type of an Anglo-Saxon.

| leant over him. Hewas not only ill, he was wounded. His head, swathed in bandages covered with blood, lay on apillow. |
undid the bandages, and the wounded man looked at me with hislarge eyesand gave no sign of painasl didit. It wasa
horrible wound. The skull, shattered by some deadly weapon, |eft the brain exposed, which was much injured. Clots of blood
had formed in the bruised and broken mass, in colour like the dregs of wine.

There was both contusion and suffusion of the brain. His breathing was dow, and some spasmodic movements of the muscles
agitated hisface. | fet hispulse. It was intermittent. The extremities of the body were growing cold aready, and | saw deeth
must inevitably ensue. After dressing the unfortunate man's wounds, | readjusted the bandages on his head, and turned to
Captain Nemo.

"What caused thiswound?' | asked.

"What doesit Sgnify?' hereplied, evasvey. "A shock has broken one of the levers of the engine, which struck myself. But
your opinion asto his sate?"

| hesitated before givingit.

"Y ou may speak," said the Captain. "This man does not understand French.”

| gavealast look at the wounded man.

"Hewill be dead in two hours."

"Can nothing savehim?”

"Nothing."

Captain Nemo's hand contracted, and some tears glistened in his eyes, which | thought incapable of shedding any.

For some moments | still watched the dying man, whose life ebbed dowly. His palor increased under the eectric light that was
shed over hisdeath-bed. | looked at hisintelligent forehead, furrowed with premature wrinkles, produced probably by
misfortune and sorrow. | tried to learn the secret of hislife from the last words that escaped hislips.

"Y ou can go now, M. Aronnax," said the Captain.

| left him in the dying man's cabin, and returned to my room much affected by this scene. During the whole day, | was haunted
by uncomfortable suspicions, and at night | dept badly, and between my broken dreams| fancied | heard distant sighslike the
notes of afunera psam. Werethey the prayers of the dead, murmured in that language that | could not understand?

The next morning | went on to the bridge. Captain Nemo was there before me. As soon as he perceived me he cameto me.
"Professor, will it be convenient to you to make a submarine excursion to-day?"

"With my companions?’ | asked.
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"If they like"
"We obey your orders, Captain.”
"Will you be so good then as to put on your cork jackets?"

It was not a question of dead or dying. | rjoined Ned Land and Consell, and told them of Captain Nema's proposition.
Consell hastened to accept it, and thistime the Canadian seemed quite willing to follow our example.

It was eight o'clock in the morning. At haf-past elght we were equipped for this new excurson, and provided with two
contrivances for light and breathing. The double door was open; and, accompanied by Captain Nemo, who was followed by a
dozen of the crew, we set foot, at adepth of about thirty feet, on the solid bottom on which the Nautilus rested.

A dight declivity ended in an uneven bottom, at fifteen fathoms depth. This bottom differed entirely from the one | had visited
on my first excursion under the waters of the Pacific Ocean. Here, there was no fine sand, no submarine prairies, no sea-forest.
| immediately recognised that marvellous region in which, on that day, the Captain did the honoursto us. It was the cora
kingdom.

Thelight produced athousand charming varieties, playing in the midst of the branches that were so vividly coloured. | seemed
to see the membraneous and cylindrical tubes tremble benesth the undulation of the waters. | was tempted to gather their fresh
petds, ornamented with delicate tentacles, somejust blown, the others budding, whileasmall fish, swimming swiftly, touched
them dightly, likeflights of birds. But if my hand approached these living flowers, these animated, sensitive plants, thewhole
colony took aarm. The white petals re-entered their red cases, the flowersfaded as | |ooked, and the bush changed into a
block of stony knobs.

Chance had thrown me just by the most precious specimens of the zoophyte. This coral was more valuable than that found in
the Mediterranean, on the coasts of France, Itdy and Barbary. Itstintsjustified the poetical names of "Flower of Blood," and
"Froth of Blood," that trade has given to its most beautiful productions. Coral issold for L20 per ounce; and in this place the
watery beds would make the fortunes of acompany of cora-divers. This precious matter, often confused with other polypi,
formed then the inextricable plots called "macciota,” and on which | noticed severd beautiful specimens of pink cord.

{ opening sentence missing} Redl petrified thickets, long joints of fantastic architecture, were disclosed before us. Captain
Nemo placed himsdf under adark galery, where by adight declivity we reached a depth of ahundred yards. The light from
our lamps produced sometimes magicd effects, following the rough outlines of the natura arches and pendants disposed like
lustres, that weretipped with points of fire.

At lagt, after walking two hours, we had attained a depth of about three hundred yards, that isto say, the extremelimit on
which cora beginsto form. But there was no isolated bush, nor modest brushwood, at the bottom of lofty trees. It wasan
immense forest of large minera vegetations, enormous petrified trees, united by garlands of eegant sea-bindweed, al adorned
with clouds and reflections. We passed fregly under their high branches, lost in the shade of the waves.

Captain Nemo had stopped. | and my companions hated, and, turning round, | saw his men were forming a semi-circle round
their chief. Watching attentively, | observed that four of them carried on their shoulders an object of an oblong shape.

We occupied, in this place, the centre of avast glade surrounded by the |ofty foliage of the submarine forest. Our lamps threw
over this place asort of clear twilight that singularly €l ongated the shadows on the ground. At the end of the glade the darkness
increased, and was only relieved by little sparks reflected by the points of coral.

Ned Land and Conseil were near me. We watched, and | thought | was going to witness a strange scene. On observing the
ground, | saw that it wasraised in certain places by dight excrescences encrusted with limy deposits, and disposed with a
regularity that betrayed the hand of man.

Inthe midst of the glade, on apedestd of rocks roughly piled up, stood across of cora that extended itslong armsthat one
might have thought were made of petrified blood. Upon asign from Captain Nemo one of the men advanced; and at some feet
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from the cross he began to dig a hole with a pickaxe that he took from hisbelt. | understood al! This glade was a cemetery,
this hole atomb, this oblong object the body of the man who had died in the night! The Captain and his men had come to bury
their companion in this genera resting-place, at the bottom of thisinaccessible ocean!

The grave was being dug dowly; thefish fled on al sideswhilether retreat was being thus disturbed; | heard the strokes of the
pickaxe, which sparkled when it hit upon someflint lost at the bottom of the waters. The hole was soon large and deep enough
to receive the body. Then the bearers approached; the body, enveloped in atissue of white linen, was lowered into the damp
grave. Captain Nemo, with his arms crossed on his breast, and al the friends of him who had loved them, knelt in prayer.

The grave was then filled in with the rubbish taken from the ground, which formed adight mound. When thiswas done,
Captain Nemo and his men rose; then, gpproaching the grave, they knelt again, and al extended their handsin sign of alast
adieu. Then the funeral procession returned to the Nautilus, passing under the arches of the forest, in the midst of thickets,
along the coral bushes, and gtill on the ascent. At last the light of the ship appeared, and itsluminoustrack guided usto the
Nautilus. At one o'clock we had returned.

Assoon as| had changed my clothes | went up on to the platform, and, aprey to conflicting emotions, | sat down near the
binnacle. Captain Nemo joined me. | rose and said to him:

"So, as| said hewould, thisman died in the night?'
"Yes, M. Aronnax."
"And he rests now, near his companions, in the coral cemetery?"

"Y es, forgotten by all else, but not by us. We dug the grave, and the polypi undertake to sedl our dead for eternity.” And,
burying hisface quickly in his hands, hetried in vain to suppress a sob. Then he added: "Our peaceful cemetery isthere, some
hundred feet below the surface of the waves."

"Y our dead deep quietly, at least, Captain, out of the reach of sharks.”
"Yes, gr, of sharksand men," gravely replied the Captain.

PART TWO
CHAPTER . THE INDIAN OCEAN

We now come to the second part of our journey under the sea. The first ended with the moving scene in the cord cemetery
which left such adeep impresson on my mind. Thus, in the midst of this great sea, Captain Nemo's life was passing, evento his
grave, which he had prepared in one of its degpest abysses. There, not one of the ocean's mongters could trouble the last deep
of the crew of the Nautilus, of those friends riveted to each other in degth asin life. "Nor any man, ether,” had added the
Captain. Still the same fierce, implacable defiance towards human society!

| could no longer content myself with the theory which satisfied Consall.

That worthy fellow persisted in seeing in the Commander of the Nautilus one of those unknown servants who return mankind
contempt for indifference. For him, he was a misunderstood genius who, tired of earth's deceptions, had taken refugein this
inaccessible medium, where he might follow hisingtinctsfregly. To my mind, this explains but one side of Captain Nemo's
character. Indeed, the mystery of that last night during which we had been chained in prison, the deep, and the precaution so
violently taken by the Captain of snatching from my eyesthe glass| had raised to sweep the horizon, the mortal wound of the
man, due to an unaccountable shock of the Nautilus, al put me on anew track. No; Captain Nemo was not satisfied with
shunning man. His formidable gpparatus not only suited hisingtinct of freedom, but perhaps also the design of someterrible
retdiation.

At thismoment nothing is clear to me; | catch but aglimpse of light amidst al the darkness, and | must confine mysdlf to writing
aseventsshdl dictate.
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That day, the 24th of January, 1868, at noon, the second officer came to take the dtitude of the sun. | mounted the platform, lit
acigar, and watched the operation. It seemed to me that the man did not understand French; for severa times | made remarks
inaloud voice, which must have drawn from him some involuntary sign of attention, if he had understood them; but he
remained undisturbed and dumb.

As he was taking observations with the sextant, one of the sailors of the Nautilus (the strong man who had accompanied us on
our firgt submarine excursion to the Idand of Crespo) cameto clean the glasses of the lantern. | examined the fittings of the
gpparatus, the strength of which wasincreased a hundredfold by lenticular rings, placed smilar to thosein alighthouse, and
which projected their brilliance in ahorizonta plane. The ectric lamp was combined in such away asto giveits most powerful
light. Indeed, it was produced in vacuo, which insured both its steadiness and itsintengity. Thisvacuum economised the
graphite points between which the luminous arc was devel oped--an important point of economy for Captain Nemo, who could
not easly have replaced them; and under these conditions their waste was imperceptible. When the Nautilus was ready to
continue its submarine journey, | went down to the saloon. The panel was closed, and the course marked direct west.

We were furrowing the waters of the Indian Ocean, avast liquid plain, with a surface of 1,200,000,000 of acres, and whose
waters are so clear and trangparent that any one leaning over them would turn giddy. The Nautilus usudly floated between fifty
and a hundred fathoms deep. We went on so for some days. To anyone but mysdlf, who had agreat love for the sea, the hours
would have seemed long and monotonous; but the daily walks on the platform, when | steeped mysdlf inthereviving air of the
ocean, the sight of the rich waters through the windows of the sdloon, the booksin the library, the compiling of my memoirs,
took up dl my time, and left me not amoment of ennui or weariness.

For some days we saw agreat number of aguatic birds, seamews or gulls. Some were cleverly killed and, preparedin a
certain way, made very acceptable water-game. Amongst large-winged birds, carried along distance from dl lands and resting
upon the waves from the fatigue of their flight, | saw some magnificent albatrosses, uttering discordant cries like the braying of
an ass, and hirds belonging to the family of the long-wings.

Asto thefish, they dways provoked our admiration when we surprised the secrets of their aquatic life through the open panels.
| saw many kindswhich | never before had a chance of observing.

{3 paragraphs are missing}

From the 214t to the 23rd of January the Nautilus went at the rate of two hundred and fifty leaguesin twenty-four hours, being
five hundred and forty miles, or twenty-two miles an hour. If we recognised so many different varieties of fish, it was because,
attracted by the eectric light, they tried to follow us; the greater part, however, were soon distanced by our speed, though
some kept their place in the waters of the Nautilus for atime. The morning of the 24th, in 12@ 5' S. lat., and 94@ 33' long.,
we observed Kedling Idand, acord formation, planted with magnificent cocos, and which had been visited by Mr. Darwin and
Captain Fitzroy. The Nautilus skirted the shores of this desert idand for alittle distance. Its nets brought up numerous
specimens of polypi and curious shells of mollusca. { one sentence stripped here}

Soon Kedling Idand disappeared from the horizon, and our course was directed to the north-west in the direction of the Indian
Peninaula

From Kedling Idand our course was dower and more variable, often taking usinto great depths. Severa times they made use
of theinclined planes, which certain internal levers placed obliquely to the waterline. In that way we went about two miles, but
without ever obtaining the greatest depths of the Indian Sea, which soundings of seven thousand fathoms have never reached.
Asto the temperature of the lower dtrata, the thermometer invariably indicated 4@ above zero. | only observed that in the
upper regions the water was aways colder in the high levelsthan at the surface of the sea.

On the 25th of January the ocean was entirely deserted; the Nautilus passed the day on the surface, beating the waves with its
powerful screw and making them rebound to agreat height. Who under such circumstances would not have taken it for a
gigantic cetacean? Three parts of thisday | spent on the platform. | watched the sea. Nothing on the horizon, till about four
o'clock asteamer running west on our counter. Her masts were visible for an instant, but she could not see the Nautilus, being
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too low inthe water. | fancied this steamboat belonged to the P.O. Company, which runsfrom Ceylon to Sydney, touching at
King George's Point and Melbourne.

At five o'cdlock in the evening, before that fleeting twilight which binds night to day in tropical zones, Consail and | were
astonished by a curious spectacle.

It wasashod of argonautstravelling a ong on the surface of the ocean. We could count severa hundreds. They belonged to
the tubercle kind which are peculiar to the Indian seas.

These graceful molluscs moved backwards by means of their locomotive tube, through which they propelled the water dready
drawn in. Of their eight tentacles, Six were elongated, and stretched out floating on the water, whilst the other two, rolled up
flat, were spread to the wing like alight sal. | saw their spiral-shaped and fluted shells, which Cuvier justly comparesto an
elegant skiff. A boat indeed! It bears the cresture which secretesit without its adhering to it.

For nearly an hour the Nautilus floated in the midst of thisshoa of molluscs. Then | know not what sudden fright they took. But
asif a asgnd every sall wasfurled, the armsfolded, the body drawn in, the shellsturned over, changing their centre of gravity,
and the whole fleet disgppeared under the waves. Never did the ships of a squadron manoeuvre with more unity.

At that moment night fell suddenly, and the reeds, scarcely raised by the breeze, lay peaceably under the sides of the Nautilus.

The next day, 26th of January, we cut the equator at the eighty-second meridian and entered the northern hemisphere. During
the day aformidable troop of sharks accompanied us, terrible crestures, which multiply in these seas and make them very
dangerous. They were "cestracio philippi” sharks, with brown backs and whitish bellies, armed with eleven rows of teeth--
eyed sharks--their throat being marked with alarge black spot surrounded with white like an eye. There were also some

| sabella sharks, with rounded snouts marked with dark spots. These powerful creatures often hurled themsalves at the
windows of the saloon with such violence asto make usfed very insecure. At such times Ned Land was no longer master of
himself. He wanted to go to the surface and harpoon the monsters, particularly certain smooth-hound sharks, whose mouth is
studded with teeth like amosaic; and large tiger-sharks nearly six yardslong, the last named of which seemed to excite him
more particularly. But the Nautilus, accelerating her speed, easly left the most rapid of them behind.

The 27th of January, at the entrance of the vast Bay of Bengal, we met repestedly aforbidding spectacle, dead bodiesfloating
on the surface of the water. They were the dead of the Indian villages, carried by the Gangesto the leve of the sea, and which
the vultures, the only undertakers of the country, had not been able to devour. But the sharks did not fail to help them at their
funera work.

About seven o'clock in the evening, the Nautilus, hdf-immersed, was sailing in aseaof milk. At first sght the ocean seemed
lactified. Wasit the effect of the lunar rays? No; for the moon, scarcely two days old, was till lying hidden under the horizon in
therays of the sun. The whole sky, though lit by the Sdered rays, seemed black by contrast with the whiteness of the waters.

Consall could not believe his eyes, and questioned me asto the cause of this strange phenomenon. Happily | was ableto
answer him.

"Itiscaled amilk sea," | explained. "A large extent of white wavelets often to be seen on the coasts of Amboyna, and in these
parts of the sea.”

"But, sr," said Consall, "can you tell mewhat causes such an effect?for | suppose the water isnot redly turned into milk."

"No, my boy; and the whiteness which surprises you is caused only by the presence of myriads of infusoria, asort of luminous
little worm, gelatinous and without colour, of the thickness of ahair, and whose length is not more than saven-thousandths of an
inch. Theseinsects adhere to one another sometimes for severd leagues.”

"Severd leagued" exclamed Consall.
"Y es, my boy; and you need not try to compute the number of theseinfusoria. Y ou will not be able, for, if I am not mistaken,
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ships have floated on these milk seasfor more than forty miles”

Towards midnight the sea suddenly resumed its usua colour; but behind us, even to the limits of the horizon, the sky reflected
the whitened waves, and for along time seemed impregnated with the vague glimmerings of an aurora boredlis.

CHAPTERI. A NOVEL PROPOSAL OF CAPTAIN NEMO'S

On the 28th of February, when at noon the Nautilus came to the surface of the sea, in 9@ 4' N. lat., there wasland in sight
about eight milesto westward. Thefirgt thing | noticed was arange of mountains about two thousand feet high, the shapes of
which were most capricious. On taking the bearings, | knew that we were nearing the idand of Ceylon, the pearl which hangs
from the lobe of the Indian Peninsula

Captain Nemo and his second appeared at this moment. The Captain glanced at the map. Then turning to me, said:
"The Idand of Ceylon, noted for its pearl-fisheries. Would you like to visit one of them, M. Aronnax?'
"Certainly, Captain.”

"Well, thething iseasy. Though, if we seethefisheries, we shal not see the fishermen. The annua exportation has not yet
begun. Never mind, | will give ordersto make for the Gulf of Manaar, where we shall arrive in the night.”

The Captain said something to his second, who immediately went out. Soon the Nauttilus returned to her native e ement, and
the manometer showed that she was about thirty feet deep.

"Widl, ar," said Captain Nemo, "you and your companions shall vist the Bank of Manaar, and if by chance some fisherman
should be there, we shall see him at work."

"Agreed, Captain!"

"By the bye, M. Aronnax you are not afraid of sharks?'

"Sharkd" exclamed I.

This question seemed avery hard one.

"Wel?' continued Captain Nemo.

"I admit, Captain, that | am not yet very familiar with that kind of fish."

"We are accustomed to them," replied Captain Nemo, "and in time you will be too. However, we shall be armed, and on the
road we may be able to hunt some of thetribe. It isinteresting. So, till to-morrow, sir, and early.”

Thissaid in acarelesstone, Captain Nemo left the sdloon. Now, if you were invited to hunt the bear in the mountains of
Switzerland, what would you say?

"Very wel! to-morrow we will go and hunt the bear.” If you were asked to hunt thelion in the plains of Atlas, or thetiger inthe
Indian jungles, what would you say?

"Hal hal it ssemswe are going to hunt thetiger or thelion!" But when you areinvited to hunt the shark in its naturdl elemert,
you would perhaps reflect before accepting the invitation. Asfor mysdlf, | passed my hand over my forehead, on which stood
large drops of cold perspiration. "L et usreflect,” said I, "and take our time. Hunting ottersin submarine forests, aswe did in the
Idand of Crespo, will pass; but going up and down at the bottom of the sea, where one isamost certain to meet sharks, is
quite another thing! 1 know well that in certain countries, particularly in the Andaman Idands, the negroes never hesitate to
attack them with adagger in one hand and arunning noose in the other; but | aso know that few who affront those creatures
ever return dive. However, | am not anegro, and if | were| think alittle hesitation in this case would not beill-timed.”
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At this moment Consell and the Canadian entered, quite composed, and even joyous. They knew not what awaited them.
"Faith, gir," said Ned Land, "your Captain Nemo--the devil take him!-- has just made us a very pleasant offer."
"Ah!" sadl, "you know?"

"If agreesbleto you, Sr," interrupted Consall, "the commander of the Nautilus hasinvited usto visit the magnificent Ceylon
fisheriesto-morrow, in your company; hedid it kindly, and behaved like ared gentleman.”

"He sad nothing more?’

"Nothing more, i, except that he had aready spoken to you of thislittle walk."

"Sir," said Consall, "would you give us some details of the pearl fishery?

"Astothefishingitsdf,” | asked, "or theincidents, which?'

"Onthefishing," replied the Canadian; "before entering upon the ground, it isaswell to know something about it."
"Very wdl; st down, my friends, and | will teach you."

Ned and Consell seated themsalves on an ottoman, and the firgt thing the Canadian asked was:

"Sir, what isapearl?’

"My worthy Ned," | answered, "to the poet, a pearl isatear of the seg; to the Orientals, it isadrop of dew solidified; to the
ladies, itisajewel of an oblong shape, of abrilliancy of mother-of-pearl substance, which they wear on their fingers, their
necks, or their ears, for the chemist it isamixture of phosphate and carbonate of lime, with alittle gelatine; and lastly, for
naturaigts, it issmply amorbid secretion of the organ that produces the mother-of-pearl anongst certain bivalves.”

"Branch of molluscs,”" said Consail.

"Precisely so, my learned Consail; and, amongst these testacea the earshdll, the tridacnae, the turbots, in aword, dl those
which secrete mother-of-pearl, that is, the blue, bluish, violet, or white substance which linestheinterior of their shells, are

capable of producing pearls.”
"Mussdlstoo?" asked the Canadian.

"Yes, mussals of certain watersin Scotland, Wales, Irdland, Saxony, Bohemia, and France.”
"Good! For thefuture| shall pay attention,” replied the Canadian.

"But," | continued, "the particular mollusc which secretes the pearl is the pearl-oyster. The pearl is nothing but aformation
deposited in aglobular form, either adhering to the oyster-shell or buried in the folds of the creature. Onthe shell itisfast: inthe
fleshitisloose but dways hasfor akernd asmall hard substance, maybe abarren egg, maybe agrain of sand, around which
the pearly matter depositsitsaf year after year successively, and by thin concentric layers.” { this paragraph is edited}

"Aremany pearlsfound in the same oyster?' asked Consell.

"Yes, my boy. Some are aperfect casket. One oyster has been mentioned, though | allow mysdf to doubt it, as having
contained no less than ahundred and fifty sharks."

"A hundred and fifty sharkd" exclaimed Ned Land.
"Did | say sharks?' said | hurriedly. "I meant to say a hundred and fifty pearls. Sharks would not be sense”

"Certainly not," said Consail; "but will you tell us now by what meansthey extract these pearls?’
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"They proceed in various ways. When they adhereto the shell, the fishermen often pull them off with pincers; but the most
common way isto lay the oysters on mats of the seaweed which coversthe banks. Thusthey dieinthe open air; and at theend
of ten daysthey arein aforward state of decomposition. They are then plunged into large reservoirs of sea-water; then they
are opened and washed."

"The price of these pearls varies according to their size?" asked Consall.

"Not only according to their sze," | answered, "but also according to their shape, their water (that is, their colour), and their
lusgtre: that i, that bright and digpered sparkle which makes them so charming to the eye. The most beautiful are called virgin
pearls, or paragons. They are formed alonein the tissue of the mollusc, are white, often opague, and sometimes have the
transparency of an opd; they are generdly round or oval. The round are made into bracelets, the ova into pendants, and, being
more precious, are sold singly. Those adhering to the shell of the oyster are moreirregular in shape, and are sold by weight.
Lastly, in alower order are classed those smdl pearls known under the name of seed-pearls, they are sold by measure, and
are especialy used in embroidery for church ornaments.”

"But," said Consel, "isthis pearl-fishery dangerous?’

"No," | answered, quickly; "particularly if certain precautions are taken.”

"What doesonerisk in such acdling?' said Ned Land, "the swalowing of some mouthfuls of sea-water?"

"Asyou say, Ned. By the bye," said |, trying to take Captain Nemo's careless tone, "are you afraid of sharks, brave Ned?'
"II" replied the Canadian; "aharpooner by professon? It ismy trade to make light of them."”

"But," sad |, "itisnot aquestion of fishing for them with an iron-swivel, hoisting them into the vessd, cutting off their tallswith a
blow of achopper, ripping them up, and throwing their heart into the seal”

"Then, it isaquestion of ----"
"Precisdly.”

"Inthe water?"
"Intheweter."

"Faith, with agood harpoon! Y ou know, sir, these sharks are ill-fashioned beasts. They turn on their belliesto seize you, and in
that time----"

Ned Land had away of saying "seize" which made my blood run cold.
"Well, and you, Conssil, what do you think of sharks?"

"Mée" said Consall. "1 will befrank, sir."

"So much the better," thought I.

"If you, Sr, mean to face the sharks, | do not see why your faithful servant should not face them with you."
CHAPTER 1. A PEARL OF TEN MILLIONS

The next morning at four o'clock | was awakened by the steward whom Captain Nemo had placed at my service. | rose
hurriedly, dressed, and went into the saloon.

Captain Nemo was awaiting me.

"M. Aronnax," said he, "are you ready to start?'
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"l am ready."

"Then pleaseto follow me."

"And my companions, Captain?'

"They have been told and are waiting."

"Arewe not to put on our diver's dresses?’ asked I.

"Not yet. | have not alowed the Nautilus to come too near this coast, and we are some distance from the Manaar Bank; but
the boat isready, and will take usto the exact point of disembarking, which will save usalong way. It carries our diving
gpparatus, which we will put on when we begin our submarine journey.”

Captain Nemo conducted me to the centra staircase, which led on the platform. Ned and Consell were dready there,
delighted at theidea of the "pleasure party” which was preparing. Five sailors from the Nautilus, with their oars, waited in the
boat, which had been made fast against the Side.

Thenight was till dark. Layers of clouds covered the sky, alowing but few stars to be seen. | looked on the sde where the
land lay, and saw nothing but a dark line enclosing three parts of the horizon, from south-west to north west. The Nautilus,
having returned during the night up the western coast of Ceylon, was now west of the bay, or rather gulf, formed by the
mainland and the Idand of Manaar. There, under the dark waters, stretched the pintadine bank, an inexhaustible field of pearls,
the length of which is more than twenty miles.

Captain Nemo, Ned Land, Consall, and | took our placesin the stern of the boat. The master went to thetiller; hisfour
companions leaned on their oars, the painter was cast off, and we sheered off.

The boat went towards the south; the oarsmen did not hurry. | noticed that their strokes, strong in the water, only followed
each other every ten seconds, according to the method generally adopted in the navy. Whilst the craft was running by its own
velocity, the liquid drops struck the dark depths of the waves crisply like spats of melted lead. A little billow, spreading wide,
gave adight roll to the boat, and some samphire reeds flapped beforeit.

We were slent. What was Captain Nemo thinking of ? Perhaps of the land he was gpproaching, and which he found too near
to him, contrary to the Canadian's opinion, who thought it too far off. Asto Consell, he was merely there from curiosity.

About haf-past five thefird tints on the horizon showed the upper line of coast more digtinctly. Flat enoughinthe east, it rosea
little to the south. Five miles till lay between us, and it was indistinct owing to the mist on the water. At Sx o'clock it became
suddenly daylight, with that rapidity peculiar to tropica regions, which know neither dawn nor twilight. The solar rays pierced
the curtain of clouds, piled up on the eastern horizon, and the radiant orb rose rapidly. | saw land distinctly, with afew trees
scattered here and there. The boat neared Manaar 19 and, which was rounded to the south. Captain Nemo rose from his seat
and watched the sea

At asign from him the anchor was dropped, but the chain scarcely ran, for it was little more than ayard deep, and this spot
was one of the highest points of the bank of pintadines.

"Herewe are, M. Aronnax," said Captain Nemo. "Y ou see that enclosed bay? Here, in amonth will be assembled the
numerous fishing boats of the exporters, and these are the waterstheir diverswill ransack so boldly. Happily, thisbay iswell
gtuated for that kind of fishing. It is sheltered from the strongest winds; the seais never very rough here, which makesit
favourable for the diver'swork. Wewill now put on our dresses, and begin our walk."

| did not answer, and, while watching the suspected waves, began with the help of the sailorsto put on my heavy sea-dress.
Captain Nemo and my companions were also dressing. None of the Nautilus men were to accompany us on this new
excurson.



Soon we were enveloped to the throat in india-rubber clothing; the air apparatus fixed to our backs by braces. Asto the
Ruhmkorff apparatus, there was no necessity for it. Before putting my head into the copper cap, | had asked the question of
the Captain.

"They would be usdess," hereplied. “"We are going to no great depth, and the solar rayswill be enough to light our walk.
Besdes, it would not be prudent to carry the dectric light in these waters; its brilliancy might attract some of the dangerous
inhabitants of the coast most inopportundly.”

As Captain Nemo pronounced these words, | turned to Consell and Ned Land. But my two friends had aready encased their
headsin the meta cap, and they could neither hear nor answer.

Onelast question remained to ask of Captain Nemo.
"And our arms?" asked I; "our guns?"

"Gunsg! What for? Do not mountaineers attack the bear with adagger in their hand, and isnot stedl surer than lead? Hereisa
strong blade; put it in your belt, and we Sart.”

| looked at my companions, they were armed like us, and, more than that, Ned Land was brandishing an enormous harpoon,
which he had placed in the boat before leaving the Nattilus.

Then, following the Captain's example, | alowed myself to be dressed in the heavy copper helmet, and our reservoirs of air
were at oncein activity. An instant after we were landed, one after the other, in about two yards of water upon an even sand.
Captain Nemo made asign with his hand, and we followed him by a gentle declivity till we disappeared under the waves.

{3 paragraphs missng}

At about seven o'clock we found ourselves at last surveying the oyster-banks on which the pearl-oysters are reproduced by
millions.

Captain Nemo pointed with his hand to the enormous hegp of oysters; and | could well understand that this mine was
inexhaugtible, for Nature's creative power isfar beyond man'singtinct of destruction. Ned Land, faithful to hisingtinct, hastened
to fill anet which he carried by his side with some of the finest pecimens. But we could not stop. We must follow the Captain,
who seemed to guide him sdf by paths known only to himsalf. The ground was sensibly rising, and sometimes, on holding up
my arm, it was above the surface of the sea. Then theleve of the bank would sink capricioudy. Often we rounded high rocks
scarped into pyramids. In their dark fractures huge crustaces, perched upon their high claws like some war-machine, watched
uswith fixed eyes, and under our feet crawled various kinds of annelides.

At this moment there opened before us alarge grotto dug in a picturesque heap of rocks and carpeted with al the thick warp
of the submarineflora. At firgt it seemed very dark to me. The solar rays seemed to be extinguished by successive gradations,
until its vague transparency became nothing more than drowned light. Captain Nemo entered; we followed. My eyes soon
accustomed themselvesto this relative state of darkness. | could distinguish the arches springing capricioudy from natural
pillars, standing broad upon their granite base, like the heavy columns of Tuscan architecture. Why had our incomprehensible
guide led usto the bottom of this submarine crypt? | was soon to know. After descending arather sharp declivity, our feet trod
the bottom of akind of circular pit. There Captain Nemo stopped, and with his hand indicated an object | had not yet
perceived. It was an oyster of extraordinary dimensions, agigantic tridacne, agoblet which could have contained awhole lake
of holy-water, a basin the breadth of which was more than two yards and a half, and consequently larger than that ornamenting
the saloon of the Nautilus. | approached this extraordinary mollusc. It adhered by itsfilamentsto atable of granite, and there,
isolated, it developed itsdlf in the cdlm waters of the grotto. | estimated the weight of thistridacne at 600 Ib. Such an oyster
would contain 30 Ib. of mesat; and one must have the somach of a Gargantuato demolish some dozens of them.

Captain Nemo was evidently acquainted with the existence of this bivave, and seemed to have a particular motivein verifying
the actud state of thistridacne. The shellswere alittle open; the Captain came near and put his dagger between to prevent
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them from closing; then with his hand he raised the membrane with its fringed edges, which formed a cloak for the creature.
There, between thefolded plaits, | saw aloose pearl, whose size equaled that of acoco-nut. Its globular shape, perfect
clearness, and admirable lustre made it altogether ajewe of inestimable value. Carried away by my curiosity, | stretched out
my hand to seizeit, weigh it, and touch it; but the Captain stopped me, made asign of refusa, and quickly withdrew his dagger,
and the two shells closed suddenly. | then understood Captain Nemo'sintention. In leaving this pearl hidden in the mantle of the
tridacne hewas dlowing it to grow dowly. Each year the secretions of the mollusc would add new concentric circles. |
estimated its value at L500,000 at |esst.

After ten minutes Captain Nemo stopped suddenly. | thought he had halted previoudy to returning. No; by a gesture he bade
us crouch beside him in adeep fracture of the rock, hishand pointed to one part of the liquid mass, which | watched
atentively.

About five yards from me a shadow appeared, and sank to the ground. The disquieting idea of sharks shot through my mind,
but | was mistaken; and once again it was not amonster of the ocean that we had anything to do with.

It was aman, aliving man, an Indian, afisherman, apoor devil who, | suppose, had come to glean before the harvest. | could
see the bottom of his canoe anchored some feet above his head. He dived and went up successively. A stone held between his
feet, cut in the shape of asugar loaf, whilst arope fastened him to his boat, helped him to descend moreragpidly. Thiswasal
his apparatus. Reaching the bottom, about five yards deep, he went on his knees and filled his bag with oysters picked up at
random. Then he went up, emptied it, pulled up his stone, and began the operation once more, which lasted thirty seconds.

Thediver did not see us. The shadow of the rock hid usfrom sight. And how should this poor Indian ever dream that men,
beingslike himsdlf, should be there under the water watching his movements and losing no detail of the fishing? Severd timeshe
went up in thisway, and dived again. He did not carry away more than ten at each plunge, for he was obliged to pull them from
the bank to which they adhered by means of their strong byssus. And how many of those oystersfor which herisked hislife
had no pearl inthem! | watched him closaly; his manoeuvres were regular; and for the space of haf an hour no danger
appeared to threaten him.

| was beginning to accustom mysdlf to the sight of thisinteresting fishing, when suddenly, asthe Indian was on the ground, |
saw him make agesture of terror, rise, and make a spring to return to the surface of the sea.

| understood hisdread. A gigantic shadow appeared just above the unfortunate diver. It was ashark of enormous size
advancing diagondly, hiseyeson fire, and hisjaws open. | was mute with horror and unable to move.

The voracious creature shot towards the Indian, who threw himsaf on one sideto avoid the shark's fins; but not itstail, for it
struck his chest and stretched him on the ground.

This scene lasted but afew seconds:. the shark returned, and, turning on his back, prepared himsdf for cutting the Indian in two,
when | saw Captain Nemo rise suddenly, and then, dagger in hand, walk straight to the mongter, ready to fight face to face
with him. The very moment the shark was going to snap the unhappy fisherman in two, he perceived his new adversary, and,
turning over, made straight towards him.

| can il see Cgptain Nemo's position. Holding himsdlf well together, he waited for the shark with admirable cool ness; and,
when it rushed a him, threw himsalf on one side with wonderful quickness, avoiding the shock, and burying his dagger deep
intoitssde. But it wasnot dl over. A terrible combat ensued.

The shark had seemed to roar, if | might say so. The blood rushed in torrents from its wound. The seawas dyed red, and
through the opaque liquid | could distinguish nothing more. Nothing more until the moment when, like lightning, | saw the
undaunted Captain hanging on to one of the creaturesfins, struggling, asit were, hand to hand with the monster, and dedling
successive blows at hisenemy, yet till unableto give adecisive one.

The shark's struggles agitated the water with such fury that the rocking threatened to upset me.

79



| wanted to go to the Captain's assistance, but, nailed to the spot with horror, | could not stir.

| saw the haggard eye; | saw the different phases of the fight. The Captain fell to the earth, upset by the enormous masswhich
leant upon him. The shark's jaws opened wide, like apair of factory shears, and it would have been al over with the Captain;
but, quick asthought, harpoon in hand, Ned Land rushed towards the shark and struck it with its sharp point.

The waves were impregnated with amass of blood. They rocked under the shark's movements, which beat them with
indescribable fury. Ned Land had not missed hisaim. It was the monster's death-rattle. Struck to the heart, it struggled in
dreadful convulsions, the shock of which overthrew Consail.

But Ned Land had disentangled the Captain, who, getting up without any wound, went straight to the Indian, quickly cut the
cord which held him to his stone, took him in hisarms, and, with asharp blow of his hedl, mounted to the surface.

Weadll three followed in afew seconds, saved by amiracle, and reached the fisherman's boat.

Captain Nemo'sfirst care wasto recall the unfortunate man to life again. 1 did not think he could succeed. | hoped so, for the
poor creature'simmersion was not long; but the blow from the shark’s tail might have been his death-blow.

Happily, with the Captain's and Consall's sharp friction, | saw consciousness return by degrees. He opened his eyes. What was
his surprise, histerror even, at seeing four grest copper heads leaning over him! And, above dl, what must he have thought
when Captain Nemo, drawing from the pocket of hisdressabag of pearls, placed it in hishand! This munificent charity from
the man of the watersto the poor Cingaese was accepted with atrembling hand. Hiswondering eyes showed that he knew not
to what super-human beings he owed both fortune and life.

At asign from the Captain we regained the bank, and, following the road aready traversed, came in about half an hour to the
anchor which held the canoe of the Nautilusto the earth.

Once on board, we each, with the help of the sailors, got rid of the heavy copper helmet.
Captain Nemo'sfirst word was to the Canadian.

"Thank you, Master Land,” said he.

"It wasin revenge, Captain,” replied Ned Land. "I owed you that.”

A ghastly smile passed acrossthe Captain'slips, and that was all.

"Tothe Nautilus," said he.

The boat flew over the waves. Some minutes after we met the shark's dead body floating. By the black marking of the
extremity of itsfins, | recognised the terrible melanopteron of the Indian Seas, of the species of shark so properly called. It was
more than twenty-five feet long; its enormous mouth occupied one-third of itsbody. It was an adult, as was known by its Six
rows of teeth placed in an isoscelestrianglein the upper jaw.

Whilst | was contemplating thisinert mass, adozen of these voracious beasts appeared round the boat; and, without noticing
us, threw themsalves upon the dead body and fought with one another for the pieces.

At haf-past eight we were again on board the Nautilus. There | reflected on the incidents which had taken place in our
excurson to the Manaar Bank.

Two conclusions | must inevitably draw from it--one bearing upon the unparaleed courage of Captain Nemo, the other upon
his devotion to a human being, arepresentative of that race from which he fled benegth the sea. Whatever he might say, this
strange man had not yet succeeded in entirely crushing his heart.

When | made this observation to him, he answered in adightly moved tone:
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"That Indian, dir, isan inhabitant of an oppressed country; and | am till, and shall be, to my last bresth, one of them!™
CHAPTER IV. THE RED SEA

In the course of the day of the 29th of January, theidand of Ceylon disappeared under the horizon, and the Nautilus, at a
gpeed of twenty miles an hour, did into the labyrinth of canas which separate the Madives from the Laccadives. It coasted
even the Idand of Kiltan, aland origindly coraline, discovered by Vasco da Gamain 1499, and one of the nineteen principa
idands of the Laccadive Archipelago, situated between 10@ and 14@ 30" N. lat., and 69@ 50" 72" E. long.

We had made 16,220 miles, or 7,500 (French) leagues from our starting-point in the Japanese Sess.

The next day (30th January), when the Nautilus went to the surface of the ocean there was no land in sight. Its course was
N.N.E., inthe direction of the Sea of Oman, between Arabia and the Indian Peninsula, which serves as an outlet to the Persian
Gulf. It was evidently ablock without any possible egress. Where was Captain Nemo taking usto? | could not say. This,
however, did not satisfy the Canadian, who that day came to me asking where we were going.

"We are going where our Captain's fancy takes us, Master Ned."

"Hisfancy cannot take usfar, then," said the Canadian. "The Persan Gulf has no outlet: and, if wedo goin, it will not belong
before we are out again.”

"Very wdl, then, we will come out again, Master Land; and if, after the Perdan Gulf, the Nautiluswould like to visit the Red
Sesq, the Straits of Bab-€l-mandeb are there to give us entrance.”

"I need not tell you, sir,” said Ned Land, "that the Red Seais as much closed asthe Gulf, asthe Ishmus of Suez isnot yet cut;
and, if it was, aboat as mysterious as ourswould not risk itself inacana cut with duices. And again, the Red Seaiis not the
road to take us back to Europe.”

"But | never said we were going back to Europe.”
"What do you suppose, then?"

"| supposethat, after visiting the curious coasts of Arabiaand Egypt, the Nautiluswill go down the Indian Ocean again,
perhaps cross the Channel of Mozambique, perhaps off the Mascarenhas, so asto gain the Cape of Good Hope."

"And once at the Cape of Good Hope?' asked the Canadian, with peculiar emphasis.

"Well, we shdl penetrate into that Atlantic which we do not yet know. Ah! friend Ned, you are getting tired of thisjourney
under the sea; you are surfeited with the incessantly varying spectacle of submarine wonders. For my part, | shall be sorry to
seethe end of avoyagewhichit isgiven to so few men to make."

For four days, till the 3rd of February, the Nautilus scoured the Sea of Oman, at various speeds and at various depths. It
seemed to go at random, asif hesitating as to which road it should follow, but we never passed the Tropic of Cancer.

In quitting this seawe sighted Muscat for an instant, one of the most important towns of the country of Oman. | admired its
strange aspect, surrounded by black rocks upon which its white houses and forts stood in relief. | saw the rounded domes of
its mosques, the degant points of its minarets, its fresh and verdant terraces. But it was only avision! The Nautilus soon sank
under the waves of that part of the sea.

We passed dong the Arabian coast of Mahrah and Hadramaut, for adistance of sx miles, its undulating line of mountains being
occasiondly relieved by some ancient ruin. The 5th of February we at last entered the Gulf of Aden, a perfect funnd introduced
into the neck of Bab-el-mandeb, through which the Indian waters entered the Red Sea.

The 6th of February, the Nautilus floated in sight of Aden, perched upon apromontory which anarrow isthmusjoinsto the
mainland, akind of inaccessible Gibrdtar, the fortifications of which were rebuilt by the English after taking possessionin 1839.
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| caught aglimpse of the octagon minarets of thistown, which was at one time the richest commercial magazine on the coast.

| certainly thought that Captain Nemo, arrived at this point, would back out again; but | was mistaken, for he did no such thing,
much to my surprise.

The next day, the 7th of February, we entered the Straits of Bab-el-mandeb, the name of which, in the Arab tongue, means
The Gate of Tears.

To twenty milesin breadth, it isonly thirty-two in length. And for the Nautilus, starting at full speed, the crossing was scarcely
the work of an hour. But | saw nothing, not even the ldand of Perim, with which the British Government has fortified the
position of Aden. There were too many English or French steamers of the line of Suez to Bombay, Calcuttato Melbourne, and
from Bourbon to the Mauritius, furrowing this narrow passage, for the Nautilusto venture to show itsdlf. So it remained
prudently below. At last about noon, we werein the waters of the Red Sea.

| would not even seek to understand the caprice which had decided Captain Nemo upon entering the gulf. But | quite
approved of the Nautilus entering it. Its speed was lessened: sometimesit kept on the surface, sometimesit dived to avoid a
vessdl, and thus | was able to observe the upper and lower parts of this curious sea.

The 8th of February, from the first dawn of day, Mocha camein sight, now aruined town, whose walswould fal at agunshot,
yet which shelters here and there some verdant date-trees, once an important city, containing sSix public markets, and
twenty-six mosgues, and whose walls, defended by fourteen forts, formed agirdle of two milesin circumference.

The Nautilus then approached the African shore, where the depth of the seawas greater. There, between two waters clear as
crystal, through the open pands we were alowed to contemplate the beautiful bushes of brilliant coral and large blocks of rock
clothed with a splendid fur of green variety of sites and landscapes ad ong these sandbanks and agae and fuci. What an
indescribable spectacle, and what variety of sites and landscapes along these sandbanks and vol canic idands which bound the
Libyan coast! But where these shrubs appeared in al their beauty was on the eastern coast, which the Nautilus soon gained. It
was on the coast of Tehama, for there not only did this display of zoophytes flourish benegth the level of the sea, but they dso
formed picturesgque interlacings which unfolded themsalves about sixty feet above the surface, more capricious but less highly
coloured than those whose freshness was kept up by the vital power of the waters.

What charming hours | passed thus a the window of the saloon! What new specimens of submarine floraand faunadid |
admire under the brightness of our eectric lantern!

The 9th of February the Nautilus floated in the broadest part of the Red Sea, which is comprised between Souakin, on the
west coast, and Komfidah, on the east coast, with a diameter of ninety miles.

That day at noon, after the bearings were taken, Captain Nemo mounted the platform, where | happened to be, and | was
determined not to let him go down again without at least pressing him regarding his ulterior projects. As soon as he saw me he
approached and gracioudy offered me acigar.

"Well, gr, doesthis Red Sea please you? Have you sufficiently observed the wondersit covers, itsfishes, its zoophytes, its
parterres of sponges, and itsforests of coral? Did you catch aglimpse of the towns on its borders?’

"Yes, Captain Nemo," | replied; "and the Nautilusis wonderfully fitted for such astudy. Ah! it isan intelligent boat!"
"Yes, gr, intdligent and invulnerable. It fears neither the terrible tempests of the Red Sea, nor its currents, nor its sandbanks."

"Certainly,” said |, "this seais quoted as one of theworgt, and in the time of the ancients, if | am not mistaken, its reputation
was detestable.”

"Detestable, M. Aronnax. The Greek and Latin historians do not speak favourably of it, and Strabo saysit is very dangerous
during the Etesan winds and in the rainy season. The Arabian Edris portraysit under the name of the Gulf of Colzoum, and
relates that vessdl's perished there in grest numbers on the sandbanks and that no onewould risk sailing inthe night. It is, he
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pretends, a sea subject to fearful hurricanes, strewn with inhospitable idands, and “which offers nothing good either oniits
surface or in its depths.™

"Onemay see," | replied, "that these historians never sailed on board the Nautilus."

"Just s0," replied the Captain, smiling; "and in that respect moderns are not more advanced than the ancients. It required many
agesto find out the mechanica power of steam. Who knowsif, in another hundred years, we may not see a second Nautilus?
Progressisdow, M. Aronnax."

"Itistrue” | answered; "your boat is at least acentury before itstime, perhaps an era. What amisfortune that the secret of such
aninvention should diewithitsinventor!"

Captain Nemo did not reply. After some minutes silence he continued:
"Y ou were speaking of the opinions of ancient historians upon the dangerous navigation of the Red Sea.”
"Itistrue” sad [; "but were not ther fears exaggerated?’

"Yesand no, M. Aronnax," replied Captain Nemo, who seemed to know the Red Sea by heart. "That which is no longer
dangerous for amodern vessdl, well rigged, strongly built, and master of its own course, thanks to obedient steam, offered dl
sorts of perilsto the shipsof the ancients. Picture to yoursalf those first navigators venturing in ships made of planks sawn with
the cords of the pamtree, saturated with the grease of the seadog, and covered with powdered resin! They had not even
instruments wherewith to take their bearings, and they went by guess amongst currents of which they scarcely knew anything.
Under such conditions shipwrecks were, and must have been, numerous. But in our time, steamers running between Suez and
the South Seas have nothing more to fear from the fury of thisgulf, in spite of contrary trade-winds. The captain and
passengers do not prepare for their departure by offering propitiatory sacrifices; and, on their return, they no longer go
ornamented with wreaths and gilt fillets to thank the godsin the neighbouring temple.”

"l agreewith you," said |; "and steam seemsto havekilled dl gratitude in the hearts of sailors. But, Captain, Snce you seemto
have especidly studied this sea, can you tdl methe origin of its name?”

"There exist severa explanations on the subject, M. Aronnax. Would you like to know the opinion of achronicler of the
fourteenth century?'

"Willingly."

"Thisfanciful writer pretendsthat its name was given to it after the passage of the I sradlites, when Pharaoh perished in the
waves which closed at the voice of Moses."

"A poet's explanation, Captain Nemo," | replied; "but | cannot content mysalf with that. | ask you for your persond opinion.”

"Hereitis, M. Aronnax. According to my idea, we must seein this gppellation of the Red Seaatrandation of the Hebrew
word "Edom’; and if the ancients gave it that name, it was on account of the particular colour of itswaters.”

"But up to thistime | have seen nothing but trangparent waves and without any particular colour.”

"Very likely; but aswe advance to the bottom of the gulf, you will seethissingular gppearance. | remember seeing the Bay of
Tor entirely red, like asea of blood.”

"And you attribute this colour to the presence of a microscopic seaweed?’
llYall

"So, Captain Nemo, it isnot thefirst time you have overrun the Red Sea on board the Nautilus?”
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"No, gr."

"Asyou spoke awhile ago of the passage of the Israglites and of the catastrophe to the Egyptians, | will ask whether you have
met with the traces under the water of thisgreat historical fact?"

"No, sir; and for agood reason.”
"What isit?'

"It isthat the spot where Moses and his people passed is now so blocked up with sand that the camels can barely bathe their
legsthere. Y ou can well understand that there would not be water enough for my Nautilus.”

"And the spot?' | asked.

"The spot is situated alittle above the Isthmus of Suez, in the arm which formerly made a deep estuary, when the Red Sea
extended to the Salt Lakes. Now, whether this passage were miraculous or not, the |sraglites, nevertheless, crossed there to
reach the Promised Land, and Pharaoh's army perished precisaly on that spot; and | think that excavations made in the middle
of the sand would bring to light alarge number of arms and instruments of Egyptian origin.”

"That isevident,” | replied; "and for the sake of archaeologists|et us hope that these excavationswill be made sooner or later,
when new towns are established on the ishmus, after the construction of the Suez Cand; acand, however, very usdessto a
vess likethe Nautilus™

"Very likely; but useful to thewholeworld,” said Captain Nemo. "The ancients well understood the utility of acommunication
between the Red Seaand the Mediterranean for their commercia affairs: but they did not think of digging acand direct, and
took the Nile as an intermediate. Very probably the cand which united the Nile to the Red Seawas begun by Sesodtris, if we
may believe tradition. Onething is certain, that in the year 615 before Jesus Christ, Necos undertook the works of an
adimentary cand to the waters of the Nile across the plain of Egypt, looking towards Arabia. It took four daysto go up this
canal, and it was so wide that two triremes could go abreast. It was carried on by Darius, the son of Hystaspes, and probably
finished by Ptolemy 11. Strabo saw it navigated: but its decline from the point of departure, near Bubastes, to the Red Seawas
so dight that it was only navigable for afew monthsin the year. This cand answered all commercid purposesto the age of
Antonius, when it was abandoned and blocked up with sand. Restored by order of the Cdiph Omar, it was definitely
destroyed in 761 or 762 by Caliph Al-Mansor, who wished to prevent the arrival of provisionsto Mohammed-ben-Abdallah,
who had revolted against him. During the expedition into Egypt, your Generd Bonaparte discovered traces of the worksin the
Desart of Suez; and, surprised by thetide, he nearly perished before regaining Hadjaroth, at the very place where Moses had
encamped three thousand years before him."

"Well, Captain, what the ancients dared not undertake, this junction between the two seas, which will shorten the road from
Cadiz to India, M. Lesseps has succeeded in doing; and before long he will have changed Africainto an immenseidand.”

"Yes, M. Aronnax; you have the right to be proud of your countryman. Such aman brings more honour to a nation than great
captains. He began, like so many others, with disgust and rebuffs; but he has triumphed, for he hasthe genius of will. Anditis
sad to think that awork like that, which ought to have been an international work and which would have sufficed to make a
reignillustrious, should have succeeded by the energy of one man. All honour to M. Lesseps”

"Y esl honour to the grest citizen,” | replied, surprised by the manner in which Captain Nemo had just spoken.

"Unfortunately,” he continued, "1 cannot take you through the Suez Cand; but you will be able to seethe long jetty of Port Said
after to-morrow, when we shdl bein the Mediterranean.”

"The Mediterranean!" | exclamed.

"Yes, 9r; doesthat astonish you?'



"What astonishes meisto think that we shall be there the day after to-morrow."
"Indeed?'

"Y es, Captain, although by thistime | ought to have accustomed mysdlf to be surprised a nothing since | have been on board
your boat."

"But the cause of this surprise?"

"Wdl! itisthe fearful speed you will haveto put on the Nautilus, if the day after to-morrow sheisto be in the Mediterranean,
having made the round of Africa, and doubled the Cape of Good Hope!"

"Who told you that she would make the round of Africaand double the Cape of Good Hope, Sir?"
"Wadl, unless the Nautilus sails on dry land, and passes above the isghmus----"

"Or beneathit, M. Aronnax."

"Beneathit?'

"Certainly," replied Captain Nemo quietly. "A long time ago Nature made under thistongue of land what man hasthis day
made on its surface.”

"What! such apassage exists?"

"Y es; asubterranean passage, which | have named the Arabian Tunnel. It takes us beneath Suez and opensinto the Gulf of
Pdusum.”

"But thisishmusis composed of nothing but quick sands?’
"To acertain depth. But at fifty-five yards only thereisasolid layer of rock.”
"Did you discover this passage by chance?' | asked more and more surprised.

"Chance and reasoning, Sir; and by reasoning even more than by chance. Not only does this passage exit, but | have profited
by it several times. Without that | should not have ventured this day into the impassable Red Sea. | noticed that in the Red Sea
and in the Mediterranean there existed a certain number of fishes of akind perfectly identical. Certain of thefact, | asked
myself wasit possible that there was no communication between the two seas? If there was, the subterranean current must
necessarily run from the Red Sea to the Mediterranean, from the sole cause of difference of level. | caught alarge number of
fishesin the neighbourhood of Suez. | passed a copper ring through their tails, and threw them back into the sea. Some months
later, on the coast of Syria, | caught some of my fish ornamented with the ring. Thus the communication between the two was
proved. | then sought for it with my Nautilus; | discovered it, ventured into it, and before long, Sir, you too will have passed
through my Arabian tunndl!”

CHAPTER V. THE ARABIAN TUNNEL

That same evening, in 21@ 30' N. lat., the Nautilus floated on the surface of the sea, approaching the Arabian coast. | saw
Djeddah, the most important counting-house of EQypt, Syria, Turkey, and India. | distinguished clearly enough its buildings, the
vessals anchored at the quays, and those whose draught of water obliged them to anchor in the roads. The sun, rather low on
the horizon, struck full on the houses of the town, bringing out their whiteness. Outside, some wooden cabins, and some made
of reeds, showed the quarter inhabited by the Bedouins. Soon Djeddah was shut out from view by the shadows of night, and
the Nautilus found hersdf under water dightly phosphorescent.

The next day, the 10th of February, we sighted several ships running to windward. The Nautilus returned to its submarine
navigation; but at noon, when her bearings were taken, the sea being deserted, sherose again to her waterline.
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Accompanied by Ned and Consall, | seated myself on the platform. The coast on the eastern side looked like amassfaintly
printed upon adamp fog.

We were leaning on the sides of the pinnace, talking of one thing and another, when Ned Land, stretching out his hand towards
aspot on the seq, said:

"Do you see anything there, Sr?”
"No, Ned," | replied; "but | have not your eyes, you know."

"Look well," said Ned, "there, on the starboard beam, about the height of the lantern! Do you not see amass which seemsto
move?'

"Certainly,” said I, after close atention; "1 see something like along black body on the top of the water."

And certainly before long the black object was not more than amile from us. It looked like a great sandbank deposited in the
open sea. It was agigantic dugong!

Ned Land looked eagerly. His eyes shone with covetousness at the sight of the anima. His hand seemed ready to harpoon it.
One would have thought he was awaiting the moment to throw himsdlf into the seaand attack it in its element.

At thisingtant Captain Nemo appeared on the platform. He saw the dugong, understood the Canadian's attitude, and,
addressng him, said:

"If you held a harpoon just now, Master Land, would it not burn your hand?*
"Jugt S0, Sir”

"And you would not be sorry to go back, for one day, to your trade of afisherman and to add this cetacean to the list of those
you have dready killed?'

"| should not, Sir."

"Well, you cantry."

"Thank you, Sr," said Ned Land, hiseyesflaming.

"Only," continued the Captain, "I advise you for your own sake not to missthe creature.”
"Isthe dugong dangerousto attack?' | asked, in spite of the Canadian’s shrug of the shoulders.

"Yes" replied the Captain; "sometimes the animal turns upon its assailants and overturnstheir boat. But for Master Land this
danger is not to be feared. Hiseyeis prompt, hisarm sure.”

At this moment seven men of the crew, mute and immovable as ever, mounted the platform. One carried aharpoon and aline
samilar to those employed in catching whales. The pinnace was lifted from the bridge, pulled from its socket, and let down into
the sea. Six oarsmen took their seats, and the coxswain went to the tiller. Ned, Consail, and | went to the back of the boat.

"Y ou are not coming, Captain?' | asked.
"No, sir; but I wish you good sport.”

The boat put off, and, lifted by the six rowers, drew rapidly towards the dugong, which floated about two miles from the
Nautilus

Arrived some cables-length from the cetacean, the speed dackened, and the oars dipped noiselesdy into the quiet waters. Ned
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Land, harpoon in hand, stood in the fore part of the boat. The harpoon used for striking the whale is generally attached to a
very long cord which runs out rapidly as the wounded creature draws it after him. But here the cord was not more than ten
fathoms long, and the extremity was attached to asmall barrel which, by floating, was to show the course the dugong took
under the water.

| stood and carefully watched the Canadian's adversary. This dugong, which also bears the name of the halicore, closdaly
resembles the manatee; its oblong body terminated in alengthened tail, and itslatera finsin perfect fingers. Its difference from
the manatee consisted in its upper jaw, which was armed with two long and pointed teeth which formed on each Sde diverging
tusks.

This dugong which Ned Land was preparing to attack was of colossal dimensions; it was more than seven yards long. It did
not move, and seemed to be deeping on the waves, which circumstance made it easier to capture.

The boat approached within six yards of the animal. The oars rested on the rowlocks. | haf rose. Ned Land, his body thrown
alittle back, brandished the harpoon in his experienced hand.

Suddenly a hissing noise was heard, and the dugong disappeared. The harpoon, although thrown with great force; had
apparently only struck the water.

"Curseit!" exclamed the Canadian furioudy; "1 have missed it!"
"No," said I; "the creature is wounded--look at the blood; but your wegpon has not stuck in his body."
"My harpoon! my harpoon!” cried Ned Land.

The sailorsrowed on, and the coxswain made for the floating barrdl. The harpoon regained, we followed in pursuit of the
animdl.

The latter came now and then to the surface to breathe. Its wound had not weakened it, for it shot onwards with greset rapidity.

The boat, rowed by strong arms, flew on itstrack. Several timesit approached within some few yards, and the Canadian was
ready to strike, but the dugong made off with asudden plunge, and it wasimpossible to reachit.

Imagine the passion which excited impatient Ned Land! He hurled at the unfortunate creature the most energetic expletivesin
the English tongue. For my part, | was only vexed to see the dugong escape al our attacks.

We pursued it without relaxation for an hour, and | began to think it would prove difficult to capture, when the animd,
possessed with the perverse idea of vengeance of which he had cause to repent, turned upon the pinnace and assailed usin its
turn.

This manoeuvre did not escape the Canadian.
"Look out!" hecried.
The coxswain said some wordsin his outlandish tongue, doubtless warning the men to keep on their guard.

The dugong came within twenty feet of the boat, stopped, sniffed the air briskly with itslarge nogtrils (not pierced at the
extremity, but in the upper part of itsmuzzle). Then, taking aspring, he threw himself upon us.

The pinnace could not avoid the shock, and half upset, shipped at least two tons of water, which had to be emptied; but,
thanksto the coxswain, we caught it sideways, not full front, so we were not quite overturned. While Ned Land, clinging to the
bows, belaboured the gigantic anima with blows from his harpoon, the creature's teeth were buried in the gunwae, and it lifted
the whole thing out of the water, as alion does aroebuck. We were upset over one another, and | know not how the
adventure would have ended, if the Canadian, still enraged with the beast, had not struck it to the heart.



| heard itsteeth grind on the iron plate, and the dugong disappeared, carrying the harpoon with him. But the barrel soon
returned to the surface, and shortly after the body of the animd, turned on its back. The boat came up with it, took it in tow,
and made straight for the Nautilus.

It required tackle of enormous strength to hoist the dugong on to the platform. 1t weighed 10,000 Ib.

The next day, 11th February, the larder of the Nautilus was enriched by some more delicate game. A flight of sea-swallows
rested on the Nautilus. It was a species of the Sternanilotica, peculiar to Egypt; its beak is black, head grey and pointed, the
eye surrounded by white spots, the back, wings, and tail of agreyish colour, the belly and throat white, and clawsred. They
also took some dozen of Nile ducks, awild bird of high flavour, itsthroat and upper part of the head white with black spots.

About five o'clock in the evening we sighted to the north the Cape of Ras-Mohammed. This cape forms the extremity of
Arabia Petraea, comprised between the Gulf of Suez and the Gulf of Acabah.

The Nautilus penetrated into the Straits of Jubal, which leadsto the Gulf of Suez. | distinctly saw ahigh mountain, towering
between the two gulfs of Ras-Mohammed. It was Mount Horeb, that Sinai at the top of which Moses saw God faceto face.

At sx o'clock the Nautilus, sometimes floating, sometimes immersed, passed some distance from Tor, Stuated &t the end of the
bay, the waters of which seemed tinted with red, an observation aready made by Captain Nemo. Then night fell in the midst of
aheavy slence, sometimes broken by the cries of the pelican and other night-birds, and the noise of the waves breaking upon

the shore, chafing against the rocks, or the panting of some far-off steamer beating the waters of the Gulf with its noisy paddies.

From eight to nine o'clock the Nautilus remained some fathoms under the water. According to my calculation we must have
been very near Suez. Through the pand of the saloon | saw the bottom of the rocks brilliantly lit up by our dectric lamp. We
seemed to be leaving the Straits behind us more and more.

At aquarter-past nine, the vessal having returned to the surface, | mounted the platform. Most impatient to pass through
Captain Nemo'stunnd, | could not stay in one place, so cameto breathe the fresh night air.

Soon in the shadow | saw apaelight, haf discoloured by the fog, shining about amile from us.

"A floating lighthousa!" said someone near me.

| turned, and saw the Captain.

"Itisthefloating light of Suez," he continued. "It will not be long before we gain the entrance of the tunnd.”
"The entrance cannot be easy?"'

"No, gir; for that reason | am accustomed to go into the steersman's cage and myself direct our course. And now, if youwill go
down, M. Aronnax, the Nautilusis going under the waves, and will not return to the surface until we have passed through the
Arabian Tunnd."

Captain Nemo led me towards the central staircase; half way down he opened a door, traversed the upper deck, and landed in
the pilot's cage, which it may be remembered rose at the extremity of the platform. It was a cabin measuring Six feet square,
very much like that occupied by the pilot on the steamboats of the Mississippi or Hudson. In the midst worked awhed, placed
verticaly, and caught to thetiller-rope, which ran to the back of the Nautilus. Four light-portswith lenticular glasses, letina
groovein the partition of the cabin, allowed the man at thewhed to seein dl directions.

This cabin was dark; but soon my eyes accustomed themsalves to the obscurity, and | perceived the pilot, a strong man, with
his hands resting on the spokes of the whedl. Outside, the sea appeared vividly lit up by the lantern, which shed itsraysfrom
the back of the cabin to the other extremity of the platform.

"Now," said Captain Nemo, "let ustry to make our passage.”
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Electric wires connected the pilot's cage with the machinery room, and from there the Captain could communicate
simultaneoudly to his Nautilus the direction and the speed. He pressed ameta knob, and at once the speed of the screw
diminished.

| looked in slence at the high straight wall we were running by at this moment, the immovable base of amassive sandy coast.
Wefollowed it thusfor an hour only some few yards off.

Captain Nemo did not take his eye from the knob, suspended by its two concentric circlesin the cabin. At asmple gesture,
the pilot modified the course of the Nautilus every instant.

| had placed mysdlf at the port-scuttle, and saw some magnificent substructures of cora, zoophytes, seaweed, and fucus,
agitating their enormous claws, which stretched out from the fissures of the rock.

At aquarter-past ten, the Captain himself took the helm. A large gdllery, black and deep, opened before us. The Nautilus went
boldly intoit. A strange roaring was heard round its Sides. It wasthe waters of the Red Sea, which theincline of the tunnel
precipitated violently towards the Mediterranean. The Nautilus went with the torrent, rapid as an arrow, in spite of the efforts
of the machinery, which, in order to offer more effective resi stance, begat the waves with reversed screw.

Onthewalls of the narrow passage | could see nothing but brilliant rays, straight lines, furrows of fire, traced by the great
gpeed, under the brilliant eectric light. My heart beat fast.

At thirty-five minutes past ten, Captain Nemo quitted the helm, and, turning to me, said:
"The Mediterranean!”

In less than twenty minutes, the Nautilus, carried along by the torrent, had passed through the Isthmus of Suez.
CHAPTER VI. THE GRECIAN ARCHIPELAGO

The next day, the 12th of February, at the dawn of day, the Nautilus rose to the surface. | hastened on to the platform. Three
milesto the south the dim outline of Pelusum was to be seen. A torrent had carried us from one sea to another. About seven
o'clock Ned and Consell joined me.

"Wdl, Sr Naturdigt," said the Canadian, inadightly jovid tone, "and the Mediterranean?”
"We arefloating on its surface, friend Ned."

"What!" said Consall, "thisvery night."

"Y es, thisvery night; in afew minutes we have passed thisimpassable ishmus.”

"I do not believeit," replied the Canadian.

"Then you arewrong, Master Land," | continued; "this low coast which rounds off to the south is the Egyptian coast. And you
who have such good eyes, Ned, you can seethejetty of Port Said stretching into the sea.”

The Canadian looked attentively.

"Certainly you areright, sir, and your Captain isafirg-rate man. We are in the Mediterranean. Good! Now, if you please, let
ustalk of our own little affair, but so that no one hearsus."

| saw what the Canadian wanted, and, in any case, | thought it better to let him talk, as he wished it; so we dl three went and
sat down near the lantern, where we were less exposed to the spray of the blades.

"Now, Ned, we listen; what have you to tell us?*

"What | havetotell you isvery smple. We arein Europe; and before Captain Nemao's caprices drag us once more to the

89



bottom of the Polar Seas, or lead usinto Oceania, | ask to leave the Nautilus.”
| wished in no way to shackle the liberty of my companions, but | certainly felt no desireto leave Captain Nemo.

Thanksto him, and thanks to his gpparatus, | was each day nearer the completion of my submarine studies; and | was rewriting
my book of submarine depthsin its very element. Should | ever again have such an opportunity of observing the wonders of the
ocean? No, certainly not! And | could not bring myself to the idea of abandoning the Nautilus before the cycle of investigation
was accomplished.

"Friend Ned, answer me frankly, are you tired of being on board? Are you sorry that destiny has thrown usinto Captain
Nemo's hands?'

The Canadian remained some moments without answering. Then, crossing hisarms, he said:

"Frankly, | do not regret thisjourney under the seas. | shdl be glad to have madeit; but, now that it ismade, |et us have done
withit. That ismy idea"

"It will cometo an end, Ned."

"Where and when?'

"Where| do not know--when | cannot say; or, rather, | suppose it will end when these seas have nothing more to teach us."
"Then what do you hope for?' demanded the Canadian.

"That circumstances may occur aswell Sx months hence as now by which we may and ought to profit.”

"Oh!" said Ned Land, "and where shall we bein six months, if you please, Sir Naturdist?

"Perhapsin China; you know the Nautilusis arapid traveller. It goes through water as swallowsthrough the air, or asan
express on the land. It does not fear frequented seas; who can say that it may not beat the coasts of France, England, or
America, on which flight may be attempted as advantageoudy as here."

"M. Aronnax," replied the Canadian, "your arguments are rotten at the foundation. Y ou speak in the future, "We shdll be therel
we shdl be herel" | speak in the present, "We are here, and we must profit by it."

Ned Land'slogic pressed me hard, and | felt mysdlf beaten on that ground. | knew not what argument would now tell in my
favour.

"Sir," continued Ned, "let us suppose an impossibility: if Captain Nemo should this day offer you your liberty; would you accept
it?'

"l do not know," | answered.
"Andif," he added, "the offer made you this day was never to be renewed, would you accept it?"

"Friend Ned, thisismy answer. Y our reasoning is againgt me. We must not rely on Captain Nemo's good-will. Common
prudence forbids him to set us at liberty. On the other side, prudence bids us profit by the first opportunity to leave the
Nautilus."

"Well, M. Aronnax, that iswisdy said.”

"Only one observation--just one. The occasion must be serious, and our first attempt must succeed; if it fails, we shdl never
find another, and Captain Nemo will never forgive us."

"All that istrue," replied the Canadian. "But your observation gpplies equally to dl attempts at flight, whether in two years time,
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or intwo days. But the question is il this: If afavourable opportunity presentsitsdf, it must be seized.”
"Agreed! And now, Ned, will you tel me what you mean by afavourable opportunity?*

"It will bethat which, on adark night, will bring the Nautilus ashort distance from some European coast.”
"And you will try and save yoursdlf by svimming?'

"Yes, if wewere near enough to the bank, and if the vessel wasfloating at thetime. Not if the bank was far away, and the boat
was under the water."

"And in that case?'

"Inthat case, | should seek to make myself master of the pinnace. | know how it isworked. We must get inside, and the bolts
once drawn, we shdl come to the surface of the water, without even the pilot, who isin the bows, perceiving our flight."

"Well, Ned, watch for the opportunity; but do not forget that a hitch will ruin us."

"I will not forget, ar."

"And now, Ned, would you like to know what | think of your project?’

"Certainly, M. Aronnax."

"Well, | think--1 do not say | hope--1 think that this favourable opportunity will never present itself.”
"Why not?'

"Because Cgptain Nemo cannot hide from himsdlf that we have not given up al hope of regaining our liberty, and he will be on
his guard, above all, in the seas and in the sight of European coasts.”

"We shdll see” replied Ned Land, shaking his head determinedly.

"And now, Ned Land," | added, "let us stop here. Not another word on the subject. The day that you are ready, come and let
usknow, and we will follow you. | rely entirely upon you."

Thus ended a conversation which, at no very distant time, led to such grave results. | must say here that facts seemed to
confirm my foresight, to the Canadian's great despair. Did Captain Nemo distrust usin these frequented seas? or did he only
wish to hide himself from the numerous vessels, of dl nations, which ploughed the Mediterranean? | could not tell; but we were
oftener between waters and far from the coast. Or, if the Nautilus did emerge, nothing was to be seen but the pilot's cage; and
sometimesit went to great depths, for, between the Grecian Archipelago and AsiaMinor we could not touch the bottom by
more than a thousand fathoms.

Thus| only knew we were near the Idand of Carpathos, one of the Sporades, by Captain Nemo reciting these linesfrom
Virgil:

"Est Carpathio Neptuni gurgite vates, Caeruleus Proteus,”
as he pointed to aspot on the planisphere.

It was indeed the ancient abode of Proteus, the old shepherd of Neptune's flocks, now the Idand of Scarpanto, Situated
between Rhodes and Crete. | saw nothing but the granite base through the glass panels of the saloon.

The next day, the 14th of February, | resolved to employ some hoursin studying the fishes of the Archipelago; but for some
reason or other the panels remained hermetically sealed. Upon taking the course of the Nautilus, | found that we were going
towards Candia, the ancient Ide of Crete. At thetime | embarked on the Abraham Lincoln, the whole of thisidand had risenin
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insurrection agains the despotism of the Turks. But how the insurgents had fared since that time | was absolutely ignorant, and
it was not Captain Nemo, deprived of dl land communications, who could tell me.

| made no dlusion to this event when that night | found mysdlf alone with him in the saloon. Besides, he seemed to be taciturn
and preoccupied. Then, contrary to his custom, he ordered both panelsto be opened, and, going from one to the other,
observed the mass of waters attentively. To what end | could not guess; so, on my side, | employed my timein studying the fish
passing before my eyes.

In the midst of the waters a man appeared, adiver, carrying at his belt aleathern purse. It was not abody abandoned to the
waves, it was aliving man, swvimming with a strong hand, disappearing occasondly to take breeth at the surface.

| turned towards Captain Nemo, and in an agitated voice exclaimed:

"A man shipwrecked! He must be saved at any price!”

The Captain did not answer me, but came and leaned against the panedl.

The man had approached, and, with hisface flattened against the glass, waslooking at us.

To my great amazement, Captain Nemo signed to him. The diver answered with his hand, mounted immediately to the surface
of the water, and did not appear again.

"Do not be uncomfortable,” said Captain Nemo. "It is Nicholas of Cape Matapan, surnamed Pesca. Heiswell known in al the
Cyclades. A bold diver! water ishisdement, and he livesmorein it than on land, going continualy from oneidand to another,
even asfar as Crete.”

"Y ou know him, Captain?'
"Why not, M. Aronnax?'

Saying which, Captain Nemo went towards a piece of furniture standing near the left pand of the saloon. Near this piece of
furniture, | saw achest bound with iron, on the cover of which was a copper plate, bearing the cypher of the Nautilus with its
device.

At that moment, the Captain, without noticing my presence, opened the piece of furniture, asort of strong box, which held a
great many ingots.

They wereingots of gold. From whence came this precious metd, which represented an enormous sum? Where did the
Captain gather this gold from? and what was he going to do with it?

| did not say oneword. | looked. Captain Nemo took the ingots one by one, and arranged them methodically in the chest,
which hefilled entirely. | estimated the contents at more than 4,000 |b. weight of gold, that isto say, nearly L 200,000.

The chest was securely fastened, and the Captain wrote an address on the lid, in characters which must have belonged to
Modern Greece.

This done, Captain Nemo pressed a knob, the wire of which communicated with the quarters of the crew. Four men appeared,
and, not without some trouble, pushed the chest out of the saloon. Then | heard them hoisting it up the iron staircase by means
of pulleys.

At that moment, Captain Nemo turned to me.
"And you were saying, Sr?" said he.

"l was saying nothing, Captain."
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"Then, gr, if youwill dlow me, | will wish you good night.”
Whereupon he turned and | eft the saloon.

| returned to my room much troubled, as one may believe. | vainly tried to deep--I sought the connecting link between the
gpparition of the diver and the chest filled with gold. Soon, | felt by certain movements of pitching and tossing that the Nautilus
was leaving the depths and returning to the surface.

Then | heard steps upon the platform; and | knew they were unfastening the pinnace and launching it upon the waves. For one
ingtant it struck the side of the Nauttilus, then al noise ceased.

Two hours &fter, the same noi se, the same going and coming was renewed; the boat was hoisted on board, replaced inits
socket, and the Nautilus again plunged under the waves.

So these millions had been transported to their address. To what point of the continent? Who was Captain Nemo's
correspondent?

Thenext day | related to Consall and the Canadian the events of the night, which had excited my curiosity to the highest
degree. My companions were not less surprised than mysdif.

"But where does he take hismillionsto?' asked Ned Land.

To that there was no possible answer. | returned to the saloon after having breakfast and set to work. Till five o'clock in the
evening | employed mysdlf in arranging my notes. At that moment--(ought | to attribute it to some peculiar idiosyncrasy)-- | felt
so great a heat that | was obliged to take off my coat. It was strange, for we were under low latitudes, and even then the
Nautilus, submerged asit was, ought to experience no change of temperature. | looked at the manometer; it showed a depth of
sxty feet, to which atmospheric heet could never atain.

| continued my work, but the temperature rose to such apitch asto beintolerable.
"Could there befire on board?' | asked mysdif.

| was leaving the saloon, when Captain Nemo entered; he approached the thermometer, consulted it, and, turning to me, said:
"Forty-two degrees.”

"I have noticed it, Captain,” | replied; "and if it gets much hotter we cannot bear it."
"Oh, gr, it will not get better if we do not wishit."

"Y ou can reduce it asyou please, then?"

"No; but | can go farther from the stove which producesit.”

"It isoutward, then!"

"Certainly; we arefloating in acurrent of boiling water."

"Isit possible!" | exclamed.

"Look."

The pandls opened, and | saw the seaentirely white al round. A sulphurous smoke was curling amid the waves, which boiled
like water in acopper. | placed my hand on one of the panes of glass, but the heat was so greet that | quickly took it off again.

"Where arewe?' | asked.



"Near the Idand of Santorin, Sir,” replied the Captain. "I wished to give you asight of the curious spectacle of a submarine
eruption.”

"| thought,” said I, "that the formation of these new idands was ended.”

"Nothing is ever ended in the volcanic parts of the sea,” replied Captain Nemo; "and the globe is aways being worked by
subterranean fires. Already, in the nineteenth year of our era, according to Cassiodorus and Pliny, anew idand, Thela (the
divine), appeared in the very place where these idets have recently been formed. Then they sank under thewaves, toriseagain
inthe year 69, when they again subsided. Since that time to our days the Plutonian work has been suspended. But on the 3rd
of February, 1866, anew idand, which they named George Idand, emerged from the midst of the sulphurous vapour near Nea
Kamenni, and settled again the 6th of the same month. Seven days after, the 13th of February, the Idand of Aphroessa
appeared, leaving between Nea Kamenni and itself acand ten yards broad. | wasin these seas when the phenomenon
occurred, and | was able therefore to observe al the different phases. The Idand of Aphroessa, of round form, measured 300
feet in diameter, and 30 feet in height. It was composed of black and vitreouslava, mixed with fragments of felspar. And lasily,
on the 10th of March, asmaller idand, called Reka, showed itself near Nea Kamenni, and since then these three have joined
together, forming but one and the sameidand.”

"And the cand in which we are a thismoment?' | asked.
"Hereitis," replied Captain Nemo, showing me amap of the Archipelago. "Y ou see, | have marked the new idands.”

| returned to the glass. The Nautilus was no longer moving, the hest was becoming unbearable. The sea, which till now had
been white, was red, owing to the presence of sdtsof iron. In spite of the ship's being hermetically sealed, an insupportable
amell of sulphur filled the saloon, and the brilliancy of the eectricity was entirely extinguished by bright scarlet flames. | wasina
bath, | was choking, | was broiled.

"We can remain no longer in thisboiling water," said | to the Captain.
"It would not be prudent,” replied theimpassve Captain Nemo.

An order was given; the Nautilus tacked about and |eft the furnace it could not brave with impunity. A quarter of an hour after
we were breathing fresh air on the surface. The thought then struck methat, if Ned Land had chosen this part of the seafor our
flight, we should never have come dive out of thisseaof fire.

The next day, the 16th of February, we left the basin which, between Rhodes and Alexandria, is reckoned about 1,500
fathomsin depth, and the Nautilus, passing some distance from Cerigo, quitted the Grecian Archipelago after having doubled
Cape Matapan.

CHAPTER VII. THE MEDITERRANEAN IN FORTY-EIGHT HOURS

The Mediterranean, the blue sea par excellence, "the great sed’ of the Hebrews, "the sed’ of the Greeks, the "mare nostrum”* of
the Romans, bordered by orange-trees, does, cacti, and sea-pines; embamed with the perfume of the myrtle, surrounded by
rude mountains, saturated with pure and trangparent air, but incessantly worked by underground fires; aperfect battlefield in
which Neptune and Pluto il dispute the empire of the world!

It is upon these banks, and on these waters, says Michel e, that man isrenewed in one of the most powerful climates of the
globe. But, beautiful asit was, | could only take arapid glance a the basin whose superficia areaistwo million of square
yards. Even Captain Nemo's knowledge was|ost to me, for this puzzling person did not appear once during our passage at full
gpeed. | estimated the course which the Nautilus took under the waves of the seaat about six hundred leagues, and it was
accomplished in forty-eight hours. Starting on the morning of the 16th of February from the shores of Greece, we had crossed
the Straits of Gibraltar by sunrise on the 18th.

It was plain to me that this Mediterranean, enclosed in the midst of those countries which he wished to avoid, was distasteful to
Captain Nemo. Those waves and those breezes brought back too many remembrances, if not too many regrets. Here he had
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no longer that independence and that liberty of gait which he had when in the open seas, and his Nautilusfelt itself cramped
between the close shores of Africaand Europe.

Our speed was now twenty-five miles an hour. It may be well understood that Ned Land, to hisgreat disgust, was obliged to
renounce his intended flight. He could not launch the pinnace, going at the rate of twelve or thirteen yards every second. To quit
the Nautilus under such conditions would be as bad asjumping from atrain going at full speed--an imprudent thing, to say the
least of it. Besides, our vessel only mounted to the surface of the waves at night to renew its stock of air; it was Steered entirely
by the compass and the log.

| saw no more of theinterior of this Mediterranean than atraveller by expresstrain perceives of the landscape which flies
before his eyes; that isto say, the distant horizon, and not the nearer objects which pass like aflash of lightning.

We were then passing between Sicily and the coast of Tunis. In the narrow space between Cape Bon and the Straits of
Messinathe bottom of the searose dmost suddenly. There was a perfect bank, on which there was not more than nine
fathoms of water, whilst on ether side the depth was ninety fathoms.

The Nautilus had to manoeuvre very carefully so asnot to strike againgt this submarine barrier.
| showed Consell, on the map of the Mediterranean, the spot occupied by thisreef.
"But if you please, Sr," observed Consal, "itislikeared ishmusjoining Europeto Africa"

"Yes, my boy, it forms aperfect bar to the Straits of Lybia, and the soundings of Smith have proved that in former timesthe
continents between Cape Boco and Cape Furinawere joined.”

"l canwdl bdieveit," said Consail.

"I will add," | continued, "that asmilar barrier exists between Gibratar and Ceuta, which in geologicd timesformed the entire
Mediterranean.”

"What if some volcanic burst should one day raise these two barriers above the waves?'
"Itisnot probable, Consall.”

"Well, but dlow meto finish, please, sir; if this phenomenon should take place, it will be troublesome for M. Lesseps, who has
taken so much painsto pierce the isshmus."

"l agree with you; but | repest, Consell, this phenomenon will never happen. The violence of subterranean forceis ever
diminishing. Volcanoes, so plentiful in the first days of the world, are being extinguished by degrees; theinterna hesat is
weakened, the temperature of the lower strata of the globe islowered by a perceptible quantity every century to the detriment
of our globe, for itsheat isitslife.”

"But thesun?"
"The sunisnot sufficient, Consall. Can it give hegt to adead body?"
"Not that | know of."

"Well, my friend, this earth will one day be that cold corpse; it will become uninhabitable and uninhabited like the moon, which
haslong sncelog dl itsvitd heet."

"In how many centuries?"
"In some hundreds of thousands of years, my boy."

"Then," said Consall, "we shdl havetimeto finish our journey-- that is, if Ned Land does not interferewithiit."
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And Consell, reassured, returned to the study of the bank, which the Nautilus was skirting at amoderate speed.

During the night of the 16th and 17th February we had entered the second M editerranean basin, the greatest depth of which
was 1,450 fathoms. The Nautilus, by the action of its crew, did down the inclined planes and buried itsdlf in the lowest depths
of thesea.

On the 18th of February, about three o'clock in the morning, we were at the entrance of the Straits of Gibratar. There once
existed two currents: an upper one, long since recognised, which conveysthe waters of the ocean into the basin of the
Mediterranean; and alower counter-current, which reasoning has now shown to exist. Indeed, the volume of water in the
Mediterranean, incessantly added to by the waves of the Atlantic and by riversfdling into it, would each year raise the level of
thissea, for its evaporation is not sufficient to restore the equilibrium. Asit isnot so, we must necessarily admit the existence of
an under-current, which emptiesinto the basin of the Atlantic through the Straits of Gibratar the surplus waters of the
Mediterranean. A fact indeed; and it was this counter-current by which the Nautilus profited. It advanced rapidly by the
narrow pass. For oneingtant | caught a glimpse of the beautiful ruins of the temple of Hercules, buried in the ground, according
to Pliny, and with the low idand which supportsit; and afew minuteslater we were floating on the Atlantic.

CHAPTER VIII.VIGO BAY

The Atlantic! avast sheet of water whose superficia area covers twenty-five millions of square miles, thelength of whichisnine
thousand miles, with amean breadth of two thousand seven hundred-- an ocean whose parald winding shores embrace an
immense circumference, watered by the largest rivers of the world, the St. Lawrence, the Mississippi, the Amazon, the Plata,
the Orinoco, the Niger, the Senegd, the Elbe, the Loire, and the Rhine, which carry water from the most civilised, aswell as
from the most savage, countries! Magnificent field of water, incessantly ploughed by vessals of every nation, sheltered by the
flags of every nation, and which terminates in those two terrible points so dreaded by mariners, Cape Horn and the Cape of
Tempedts.

The Nautilus was piercing the water with its sharp spur, after having accomplished nearly ten thousand leaguesin three months
and ahalf, adistance greater than the greet circle of the earth. Where were we going now, and what was reserved for the
future? The Nautilus, leaving the Straits of Gibrdtar, had gone far out. It returned to the surface of the waves, and our daily
walks on the platform were restored to us.

| mounted at once, accompanied by Ned Land and Consell. At adistance of about twelve miles, Cape St. Vincent was dimly
to be seen, forming the south-western point of the Spanish peninsula. A strong southerly gale was blowing. The seawas
swollen and billowy; it made the Nautilus rock violently. It was dmost impossible to keep onesfoot on the platform, which the
heavy rolls of the sea begt over every instant. So we descended after inhaing some mouthfuls of fresh air.

| returned to my room, Conseall to his cabin; but the Canadian, with a preoccupied air, followed me. Our rapid passage across
the Mediterranean had not alowed him to put his project into execution, and he could not help showing his disgppointment.
When the door of my room was shut, he sat down and looked at me silently.

"Friend Ned," said I, "I understand you; but you cannot reproach yourself. To have attempted to leave the Nautilus under the
circumstances would have been folly.”

Ned Land did not answer; his compressed lips and frowning brow showed with him the violent possession thisfixed idea had
taken of hismind.

"Let ussee" | continued; "we need not despair yet. We are going up the coast of Portugal again; France and England are not
far off, where we can eadily find refuge. Now if the Nautilus, on leaving the Straits of Gibrdtar, had gone to the south, if it had
carried us towards regions where there were no continents, | should share your uneasiness. But we know now that Captain
Nemo does not fly from civilised seas, and in some days | think you can act with security.”

Ned Land still looked a me fixedly; a length hisfixed lips parted, and he sad, "It isfor to-night."

| drew mysdlf up suddenly. | was, | admit, little prepared for this communication. | wanted to answer the Canadian, but words
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would not come.

"We agreed to wait for an opportunity,” continued Ned Land, "and the opportunity has arrived. This night we shdl be but afew
miles from the Spanish coadt. It is cloudy. The wind blowsfredly. | have your word, M. Aronnax, and | rely upon you."

As| was slent, the Canadian approached me.

"To-night, at nine o'clock,” said he. "I have warned Consail. At that moment Captain Nemo will be shut up in hisroom,
probably in bed. Neither the engineers nor the ship's crew can see us. Consall and | will gain the central staircase, and you, M.
Aronnax, will remaininthe library, two steps from us, waiting my signa. The oars, the mast, and the sail arein the canoe. |
have even succeeded in getting some provisons. | have procured an English wrench, to unfasten the bolts which attach it to the
shell of the Nautilus. So dl isready, till to-night.”

"Theseaisbad."

"That | dlow," replied the Canadian; "but we must risk that. Liberty isworth paying for; besides, the boat is strong, and afew
mileswith afair wind to carry usis no great thing. Who knows but by to-morrow we may be a hundred leagues avay? Let
circumstances only favour us, and by ten or eleven o'clock we shall have landed on some spot of terrafirma, alive or dead. But
adieu now till to-night.”

With these words the Canadian withdrew, leaving me amaost dumb. | had imagined that, the chance gone, | should havetimeto
reflect and discuss the matter. My obstinate companion had given me no time; and, after al, what could | have said to him?
Ned Land was perfectly right. There was almost the opportunity to profit by. Could | retract my word, and take upon myself
the respongbility of compromising the future of my companions? To-morrow Captain Nemo might teke usfar fromal land.

At that moment arather loud hissing noise told me that the reservoirs werefilling, and that the Nautilus was sinking under the
waves of the Atlantic.

A sad day | passed, between the desire of regaining my liberty of action and of abandoning the wonderful Nautilus, and leaving
my submarine studiesincomplete.

What dreadful hours| passed thus! Sometimes seeing myself and companions safely landed, sometimeswishing, in spite of my
reason, that some unforeseen circumstance, would prevent the redlisation of Ned Land's project.

Twice | went to the saloon. | wished to consult the compass. | wished to seeif the direction the Nautilus was taking was
bringing us nearer or taking us farther from the coast. But no; the Nauttilus kept in Portuguese waters.

| must therefore take my part and prepare for flight. My luggage was not heavy; my notes, nothing more.

Asto Captain Nemo, | asked myself what he would think of our escape; what trouble, what wrong it might cause him and
what he might do in case of itsdiscovery or failure. Certainly | had no cause to complain of him; on the contrary, never was
hospitality freer than his. Inleaving him | could not be taxed with ingratitude. No oath bound usto him. It was on the strength of
circumstances he relied, and not upon our word, to fix usfor ever.

| had not seen the Captain since our visit to the Idand of Santorin. Would chance bring meto his presence before our
departure? | wished it, and | feared it at the sametime. | listened if | could hear him walking the room contiguous to mine. No
sound reached my ear. | felt an unbearable uneasiness. Thisday of waiting seemed eternd. Hours struck too dowly to keep

pace with my impatience.

My dinner was served in my room asusud. | ate but little; | wastoo preoccupied. | |eft the table at seven o'clock. A hundred
and twenty minutes (I counted them) <till separated me from the moment inwhich | wasto join Ned Land. My agitation
redoubled. My pulse beat violently. | could not remain quiet. | went and came, hoping to calm my troubled spirit by constant
movement. Theideaof failurein our bold enterprise was the least painful of my anxieties; but the thought of seeing our project
discovered before leaving the Nautilus, of being brought before Captain Nemo, irritated, or (what was worse) saddened, at my
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desertion, made my heart best.

| wanted to see the saloon for the last time. | descended the stairs and arrived in the museum, where | had passed so many
useful and agreesble hours. | looked at all itsriches, dl itstreasures, like aman on the eve of an eternd exile, who wasleaving
never to return.

These wonders of Nature, these masterpieces of art, anongst which for so many days my life had been concentrated, | was
going to abandon them for ever! | should like to have taken alast look through the windows of the saloon into the waters of the
Atlantic: but the panelswere hermetically closed, and a cloak of stedl separated me from that ocean which | had not yet
explored.

In passing through the saloon, | came near the door et into the angle which opened into the Captain's room. To my great
surprise, thisdoor was gar. | drew back involuntarily. If Captain Nemo should be in hisroom, he could see me. But, hearing
no sound, | drew nearer. The room was deserted. | pushed open the door and took some steps forward. Still the same
monklike severity of aspect.

Suddenly the clock struck eight. Thefirst beat of the hammer on the bell awoke me from my dreams. | trembled asif an
invisble eye had plunged into my most secret thoughts, and | hurried from the room.

There my eyefdl upon the compass. Our course was still north. The log indicated moderate speed, the manometer a depth of
about sixty feet.

| returned to my room, clothed myself warmly--sea boots, an otterskin cap, agreat coat of byssus, lined with sedskin; | was
ready, | waswaiting. The vibration of the screw aone broke the deep silence which reigned on board. | listened attentively.
Would no loud voice suddenly inform methat Ned Land had been surprised in his projected flight. A morta dread hung over
me, and | vainly tried to regain my accustomed coolness.

At afew minutesto nine, | put my ear to the Captain's door. No noise. | left my room and returned to the saloon, which was
half in obscurity, but deserted.

| opened the door communicating with the library. The same insufficient light, the same solitude. | placed myself near the door
leading to the central staircase, and there waited for Ned Land'ssigndl.

At that moment the trembling of the screw sensibly diminished, then it stopped entirely. The silence was now only disturbed by
the beatings of my own heart. Suddenly adight shock wasfelt; and | knew that the Nautilus had stopped at the bottom of the
ocean. My uneasiness increased. The Canadian'ssigna did not come. | felt inclined to join Ned Land and beg of him to put off
his attempt. | felt that we were not sailing under our usua conditions.

At this moment the door of the large sal oon opened, and Captain Nemo appeared. He saw me, and without further preamble
began in an amiable tone of voice:

"Ah, sr! | have been looking for you. Do you know the history of Spain?’

Now, one might know the history of one's own country by heart; but in the condition | was at the time, with troubled mind and
head quitelog, | could not have said aword of it.

"Well," continued Captain Nemo, "you heard my question! Do you know the history of Spain?'
"Very dightly," | answered.

"Well, here are learned men having to learn,” said the Captain. "Come, sit down, and | will tell you a curious episodein this
higtory. Sir, ligen well," said he; "this history will interest you on one side, for it will answer a question which doubtless you
have not been able to solve.”
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"| listen, Captain,” said I, not knowing what my interlocutor was driving at, and asking mysdlf if thisincident was bearing on our
projected flight.

"Sir, if you have no objection, we will go back to 1702. Y ou cannot be ignorant that your king, Louis X1V, thinking that the
gesture of a potentate was sufficient to bring the Pyrenees under his yoke, had imposed the Duke of Anjou, his grandson, on
the Spaniards. This prince reigned more or less badly under the name of Philip V, and had a strong party against him abroad.
Indeed, the preceding year, the roya houses of Holland, Austria, and England had concluded atreaty of alliance a the Hague,
with theintention of plucking the crown of Spain from the head of Philip V, and placing it on that of an archduke to whom they
prematurely gave thetitle of Charleslll.

"Spain must ress this codition; but she was dmost entirely unprovided with either soldiers or sailors. However, money would
not fail them, provided that their galleons, laden with gold and silver from America, once entered their ports. And about theend
of 1702 they expected arich convoy which France was escorting with afleet of twenty-three vessels, commanded by Admird
Chateau-Renaud, for the ships of the codlition were dready beating the Atlantic. This convoy wasto go to Cadiz, but the
Admird, hearing that an English fleet was cruisng in those waters, resolved to make for a French port.

"The Spanish commanders of the convoy objected to this decision. They wanted to be taken to a Spanish port, and, if not to
Cadiz, into Vigo Bay, situated on the northwest coast of Spain, and which was not blocked.

"Admira Chateau-Renaud had the rashness to obey thisinjunction, and the galleons entered Vigo Bay.

"Unfortunately, it formed an open road which could not be defended in any way. They must therefore hasten to unload the
galeonsbefore the arrival of the combined fleet; and time would not have failed them had not a miserable question of rivary
suddenly arisen.

"Y ou are following the chain of events?"* asked Cagptain Nemo.
"Perfectly,” said I, not knowing the end proposed by this historical lesson.

"I will continue. Thisiswhat passed. The merchants of Cadiz had a privilege by which they had theright of receiving dl
merchandise coming from the West Indies. Now, to disembark these ingots at the port of VVigo was depriving them of their
rights. They complained at Madrid, and obtained the consent of the weak-minded Philip that the convoy, without discharging
its cargo, should remain sequestered in the roads of Vigo until the enemy had disappeared.

"But whilst coming to this decison, on the 22nd of October, 1702, the English vessdlsarrived in Vigo Bay, when Admird
Chateau-Renaud, in spite of inferior forces, fought bravely. But, seeing that the treasure must fal into the enemy's hands, he
burnt and scuttled every galleon, which went to the bottom with their immense riches."

Captain Nemo stopped. | admit | could not see yet why this history should interest me.
"Well?' | asked.

"Well, M. Aronnax," replied Captain Nemo, "we arein that Vigo Bay; and it rests with yoursaf whether you will penetrate its
myderies”

The Captain rose, telling meto follow him. | had had time to recover. | obeyed. The saloon was dark, but through the
trangparent glass the waves were sparkling. | looked.

For haf amile around the Nautilus, the waters seemed bathed in dectric light. The sandy bottom was clean and bright. Some
of the ship'screw in their diving-dresses were clearing away haf-rotten barrels and empty cases from the midst of the
blackened wrecks. From these cases and from these barrels escaped ingots of gold and silver, cascades of piastres and jewels.
The sand was hegped up with them. Laden with their precious booty, the men returned to the Nautilus, disposed of their
burden, and went back to thisinexhaudtible fishery of gold and silver.
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| understood now. Thiswas the scene of the battle of the 22nd of October, 1702. Here on this very spot the galleonsladen for
the Spanish Government had sunk. Here Captain Nemo came, according to hiswants, to pack up those millionswith which he
burdened the Nauttilus. It was for him and him alone America had given up her precious metas. He was heir direct, without
anyone to share, in those treasures torn from the Incas and from the conquered of Ferdinand Cortez.

"Did you know, gir," he asked, smiling, "that the sea contained such riches?"
"I knew," | answered, "that they value money held in suspension in these waters a two millions.”

"Doubtless; but to extract this money the expense would be greater than the profit. Here, on the contrary, | have but to pick up
what man has lost--and not only in Vigo Bay, but in athousand other ports where shipwrecks have happened, and which are
marked on my submarine map. Can you understand now the source of the millions| am worth?"

"I understand, Captain. But dlow meto tdl you that in exploring Vigo Bay you have only been beforehand with ariva society.”
"And which?'

"A society which hasreceived from the Spanish Government the privilege of seeking those buried galleons. The shareholders
areled on by the dlurement of an enormous bounty, for they value these rich shipwrecks at five hundred millions.

"Five hundred millionsthey were," answered Captain Nemo, "but they are so no longer.”

"Just 0," sad [; "and awarning to those shareholders would be an act of charity. But who knowsif it would be well received?
What gamblers usudly regret above dl islessthe loss of their money than of their foolish hopes. After dl, | pity them lessthan
the thousands of unfortunates to whom so much riches well-distributed would have been profitable, whilst for them they will be
for ever barren.”

| had no sooner expressed thisregret than | felt that it must have wounded Captain Nemo.

"Barren!" he exclaimed, with animation. "Do you think then, Sr, that theseriches are lost because | gather them?Isit for mysdlf
alone, according to your idea, that | take the trouble to collect these treasures? Who told you that | did not make a good use of
it? Do you think | am ignorant that there are suffering beings and oppressed races on this earth, miserable creaturesto console,
victimsto avenge? Do you not understand?”

Captain Nemo stopped at these last words, regretting perhaps that he had spoken so much. But | had guessed that, whatever
the motive which had forced him to seek independence under the seg, it had left him gtill aman, that his heart il beat for the
sufferings of humanity, and that hisimmense charity was for oppressed races aswell asindividuas. And | then understood for
whom those millions were destined which were forwarded by Captain Nemo when the Nautilus was cruising in the waters of
Crete.

CHAPTER IX. A VANISHED CONTINENT
The next morning, the 19th of February, | saw the Canadian enter my room. | expected thisvist. He looked very disappointed.

"Wel, sr?' said he.

"Well, Ned, fortune was againgt us yesterday.”

"Y es; that Captain must needs stop exactly at the hour we intended leaving hisvessd."
"Yes, Ned, he had business at his bankers."

"Hisbankerd!"

"Or rather his banking-house; by that I mean the ocean, where hisriches are safer than in the chests of the State.”
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| then related to the Canadian the incidents of the preceding night, hoping to bring him back to the idea of not abandoning the
Captain; but my recita had no other result than an energetically expressed regret from Ned that he had not been ableto takea
walk on the battlefield of Vigo on his own account.

"However," said he, "dl isnot ended. It isonly ablow of the harpoon lost. Another time we must succeed; and to-night, if
necessary----"

"Inwhat direction isthe Nautilusgoing?" | asked.
"I do not know," replied Ned.
"Widll, a noon we shdl seethe point.”

The Canadian returned to Consail. As soon as | was dressed, | went into the saloon. The compass was not reassuring. The
course of the Nautiluswas S.S.W. We were turning our backs on Europe.

| waited with someimpatiencetill the ship's place was pricked on the chart. At about half-past even the reservoirswere
emptied, and our vessel rose to the surface of the ocean. | rushed towards the platform. Ned Land had preceded me. No
more land in sght. Nothing but an immense sea. Some sails on the horizon, doubtless those going to San Roque in search of
favourable winds for doubling the Cape of Good Hope. The weather was cloudy. A gale of wind was preparing. Ned raved,
and tried to pierce the cloudy horizon. He still hoped that behind al that fog stretched the land he so longed for.

At noon the sun showed itself for an instant. The second profited by this brightnessto take its height. Then, the seabecoming
more billowy, we descended, and the panel closed.

An hour after, upon consulting the chart, | saw the position of the Nautilus was marked at 16@ 17' long., and 33@ 22 lat., at
150 leagues from the nearest coast. There was no means of flight, and | leave you to imagine the rage of the Canadian when |
informed him of our Situation.

For mysdlf, | was not particularly sorry. | felt lightened of the load which had oppressed me, and was able to return with some
degree of camnessto my accustomed work.

That night, about eleven o'clock, | received amost unexpected visit from Captain Nemo. He asked me very gracioudy if | felt
fatigued from my watch of the preceding night. | answered in the negetive.

"Then, M. Aronnax, | propose a curious excursion.”
"Propose, Captain?'

"Y ou have hitherto only visited the submarine depths by daylight, under the brightness of the sun. Would it suit you to see them
inthe darkness of the night?*

"Mog willingly."
"I warn you, the way will betiring. We shall have far to walk, and must climb amountain. The roads are not well kept."
"What you say, Captain, only heightensmy curiosity; | am reedy to follow you."

"Comethen, sir, wewill put on our diving-dresses.”

Arrived at the robing-room, | saw that neither of my companions nor any of the ship's crew wereto follow us on thisexcursion.

Captain Nemo had not even proposed my taking with me either Ned or Consell.

In afew momentswe had put on our diving-dresses; they placed on our backs the reservoirs, abundantly filled with air, but no
electric lamps were prepared. | caled the Captain's attention to the fact.
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"They will beusdess" hereplied.

| thought | had not heard aright, but | could not repeat my observation, for the Captain's head had aready disappeared in its
metal case. | finished harnessing myself. | felt them put an iron-pointed stick into my hand, and some minutes later, after going
through the usua form, we set foot on the bottom of the Atlantic at adepth of 150 fathoms. Midnight was near. The waters
were profoundly dark, but Captain Nemo pointed out in the distance a reddish spot, asort of large light shining brilliantly about
two milesfrom the Nautilus. What this fire might be, what could feed it, why and how it lit up the liquid mass, | could not say.
Inany case, it did light our way, vagudly, it istrue, but | soon accustomed mysdlf to the peculiar darkness, and | understood,
under such circumstances, the usalessness of the Ruhmkorff gpparatus.

Aswe advanced, | heard akind of pattering above my head. The noise redoubling, sometimes producing a continua shower, |
soon understood the cause. It wasrain faling violently, and crisping the surface of the waves. Ingtinctively the thought flashed
acrossmy mind that | should be wet through! By the water! in the midst of thewater! | could not help laughing at the odd idea.
But, indeed, in the thick diving-dress, the liquid eement isno longer felt, and one only seemsto be in an atmosphere somewhat
denser than the terrestrial atmosphere. Nothing more.

After half an hour'swalk the soil became stony. Medusae, microscopic crustacea, and pennatuleslit it dightly with their
phosphorescent gleam. | caught aglimpse of pieces of stone covered with millions of zoophytes and masses of seaweed. My
feet often dipped upon this sticky carpet of seaweed, and without my iron-tipped stick | should have falen more than once. In
turning round, | could till see the whitish lantern of the Nautilus beginning to paein the distance.

But the rosy light which guided usincreased and lit up the horizon. The presence of thisfire under water puzzled meinthe
highest degree. Was| going towards a natural phenomenon as yet unknown to the savants of the earth? Or even (for this
thought crossed my brain) had the hand of man aught to do with this conflagration? Had he fanned thisflame? Was| to meet in
these depths companions and friends of Captain Nemo whom he was going to visit, and who, like him, led this strange
existence? Should | find down there awhole colony of exileswho, weary of the miseries of this earth, had sought and found
independencein the deep ocean? All these foolish and unreasonabl e ideas pursued me. And in this condition of mind,
over-excited by the succession of wonders continualy passing before my eyes, | should not have been surprised to meet at the
bottom of the sea one of those submarine towns of which Captain Nemo dreamed.

Our road grew lighter and lighter. The white glimmer camein rays from the summit of amountain about 800 feet high. But what
| saw was smply areflection, developed by the clearness of the waters. The source of thisinexplicablelight was afire on the
opposite Sde of the mountain.

In the midst of this stony maze furrowing the bottom of the Atlantic, Captain Nemo advanced without hesitation. He knew this
dreary road. Doubtless he had often travelled over it, and could not lose himsdlf. | followed him with unshaken confidence. He
seemed to melike agenie of the sea; and, as he walked before me, | could not help admiring his stature, which was outlined in
black on the luminous horizon.

It was onein the morning when we arrived at the first dopes of the mountain; but to gain access to them we must venture
through the difficult paths of avast copse.

Y es; acopse of dead trees, without leaves, without sap, trees petrified by the action of the water and here and there
overtopped by gigantic pines. It was like acod-pit till standing, holding by the roots to the broken soil, and whose branches,
likefine black paper cuttings, showed digtinctly on the watery ceiling. Picture to yourself aforest in the Hartz hanging on to the
sides of the mountain, but aforest swalowed up. The paths were encumbered with seaweed and fucus, between which
grovelled awhole world of crustacea. | went along, climbing the rocks, striding over extended trunks, breaking the sea
bind-weed which hung from one tree to the other; and frightening the fishes, which flew from branch to branch. Pressing
onward, | felt no fatigue. | followed my guide, who was never tired. What a spectacle! How can | expressit? how paint the
aspect of those woods and rocks in this medium--their under parts dark and wild, the upper coloured with red tints, by that
light which the reflecting powers of the waters doubled? We climbed rocks which fell directly after with gigantic bounds and the
low growling of an avdlanche. To right and left ran long, dark gdleries, where sight was|ost. Here opened vast glades which
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the hand of man seemed to have worked; and | sometimes asked mysdlf if some inhabitant of these submarine regionswould
not suddenly appear to me.

But Captain Nemo was still mounting. | could not stay behind. | followed boldly. My stick gave me good help. A false step
would have been dangerous on the narrow passes doping down to the sides of the gulfs; but | walked with firm step, without
fedling any giddiness. Now | jumped a crevice, the depth of which would have made me hesitate had it been among the glaciers
on the land; now | ventured on the unsteady trunk of atree thrown across from one abyss to the other, without looking under
my feet, having only eyesto admire thewild Sites of thisregion.

There, monumental rocks, leaning on their regularly-cut bases, seemed to defy dl laws of equilibrium. From between their
stony kneestrees sprang, like ajet under heavy pressure, and upheld others which upheld them. Naturd towers, large scarps,
cut perpendicularly, likea"curtain,” inclined a an angle which the laws of gravitation could never have tolerated in terrestria
regions.

Two hours after quitting the Nautilus we had crossed the line of trees, and a hundred feet above our heads rose the top of the
mountain, which cast ashadow on the brilliant irradiation of the opposite dope. Some petrified shrubsran fantastically here and
there. Fishesgot up under our feet like birdsin thelong grass. The massive rocks were rent with impenetrabl e fractures, deep
grottos, and unfathomable holes, at the bottom of which formidable creatures might be heard moving. My blood curdled when

| saw enormous antennae blocking my road, or some frightful claw closing with anoisein the shadow of some cavity. Millions
of luminous spots shone brightly in the midst of the darkness. They were the eyes of giant crustacea crouched in their holes;
giant lobsters setting themsalves up like haberdiers, and moving their claws with the clicking sound of pincers; titanic crabs,
pointed like agun on its carriage; and frightful-looking poul ps, interweaving their tentacleslike aliving nest of serpents.

We had now arrived on the firgt platform, where other surprises awaited me. Before uslay some picturesque ruins, which
betrayed the hand of man and not that of the Crestor. There were vast hegps of stone, amongst which might be traced the
vague and shadowy forms of castles and temples, clothed with aworld of blossoming zoophytes, and over which, instead of
ivy, searweed and fucus threw athick vegetable mantle. But what was this portion of the globe which had been swallowed by
cataclysms? Who had placed those rocks and stones like cromlechs of prehistoric times? Where was | ? Whither had Captain
Nemo's fancy hurried me?

| would fain have asked him; not being ableto, | stopped him-- | seized hisarm. But, shaking his head, and pointing to the
highest point of the mountain, he seemed to say:

"Come, come aong; come higher!”
| followed, and in afew minutes| had climbed to the top, which for acircle of ten yards commanded the whole mass of rock.

| looked down the sde we had just climbed. The mountain did not rise more than seven or eight hundred feet above the level
of the plain; but on the opposite side it commanded from twice that height the depths of this part of the Atlantic. My eyes
ranged far over alarge spacelit by aviolent fulguration. In fact, the mountain was avolcano.

At fifty feet above the pesk, in the midst of arain of stones and scoriae, alarge crater was vomiting forth torrents of lavawhich
fell in acascade of fireinto the bosom of the liquid mass. Thus Stuated, thisvolcano lit the lower plain like an immensetorch,
even to the extreme limits of the horizon. | said that the submarine crater threw up lava, but no flames. Flames require the
oxygen of theair to feed upon and cannot be devel oped under water; but streams of lava, having in themselves the principles of
their incandescence, can attain awhite heet, fight vigoroudy againgt the liquid element, and turn it to vapour by contact.

Rapid currents bearing al these gasesin diffusion and torrents of lava did to the bottom of the mountain like an eruption of
Vesuvius on another Terradel Greco.

There indeed under my eyes, ruined, destroyed, lay atown-- its roofs open to the sky, itstemplesfallen, its arches did ocated,
its columns lying on the ground, from which one would still recognise the massive character of Tuscan architecture. Further on,
some remains of agigantic agueduct; here the high base of an Acropolis, with the floating outline of a Parthenon; there traces of
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aquay, asif an ancient port had formerly abutted on the borders of the ocean, and disappeared with its merchant vessels and
itswar-gdleys. Farther on again, long lines of sunken walls and broad, deserted Streets-- a perfect Pompeii escaped beneath
the waters. Such was the sight that Captain Nemo brought before my eyes!

Where was 1? Where was 1?1 must know at any codt. | tried to speak, but Captain Nemo stopped me by agesture, and,
picking up apiece of chalk-stone, advanced to arock of black basalt, and traced the one word:

ATLANTIS

What alight shot through my mind! Atlantis! the Atlantis of Plato, that continent denied by Origen and Humbolt, who placed its
disappearance amongst the legendary tales. | had it there now before my eyes, bearing upon it the unexceptionabl e testimony
of its catastrophe. The region thus engulfed was beyond Europe, Asia, and Lybia, beyond the columns of Hercules, where
those powerful people, the Atlantides, lived, against whom the first wars of ancient Greeks were waged.

Thus, led by the strangest destiny, | was treading under foot the mountains of this continent, touching with my hand those ruins
athousand generations old and contemporary with the geologica epochs. | was walking on the very spot where the
contemporaries of the first man had walked.

Whilgt | wastrying to fix in my mind every detail of this grand landscape, Captain Nemo remained motionless, asif petrified in
mute ecstasy, leaning on amossy stone. Was he dreaming of those generations long since disappeared? Was he asking them
the secret of human destiny? Wasit here this strange man came to steep himsdf in historica recollections, and live again this
ancient life--he who wanted no modern one? What would | not have given to know histhoughts, to share them, to understand
them! We remained for an hour at this place, contemplating the vast plains under the brightness of the lava, which was some
timeswonderfully intense. Rapid tremblings ran aong the mountain caused by internal bubblings, degp noise, distinctly
transmitted through the liquid medium were echoed with mgestic grandeur. At this moment the moon appeared through the
mass of waters and threw her pale rays on the buried continent. It was but a gleam, but what an indescribable effect! The
Captain rose, cast onelast look on the immense plain, and then bade me follow him.

We descended the mountain rapidly, and, the minera forest once passed, | saw the lantern of the Nautilus shining like agtar.
The Captain walked straight to it, and we got on board asthefirst rays of light whitened the surface of the ocean.

CHAPTER X. THE SUBMARINE COAL-MINES

The next day, the 20th of February, | awoke very late: the fatigues of the previous night had prolonged my deep until eeven
o'clock. | dressed quickly, and hastened to find the course the Nautilus was taking. The instruments showed it to be still toward
the south, with a speed of twenty miles an hour and adepth of fifty fathoms.

The species of fishes here did not differ much from those dready noticed. There wererays of giant size, five yardslong, and
endowed with great muscular strength, which enabled them to shoot above the waves, sharks of many kinds, anongst others,
onefifteen feet long, with triangular sharp teeth, and whose trangparency rendered it dmost invisblein the water.

Amongst bony fish Consell noticed some about three yards long, armed at the upper jaw with apiercing sword; other
bright-coloured creatures, known in the time of Aristotle by the name of the sea-dragon, which are dangerous to capture on
account of the spikes on their back.

About four o'clock, the soil, generally composed of athick mud mixed with petrified wood, changed by degrees, and it
became more stony, and seemed strewn with conglomerate and pieces of basdt, with asprinkling of lava. | thought that a
mountai nous region was succeeding the long plains; and accordingly, after afew evolutions of the Nautilus, | saw the southerly
horizon blocked by ahigh wall which seemed to close all exit. I1ts summit evidently passed the level of the ocean. It must bea
continent, or at least an idand--one of the Canaries, or of the Cape Verde Idands. The bearings not being yet taken, perhaps
designedly, | wasignorant of our exact position. In any case, such awall seemed to meto mark the limits of that Atlantis, of
which we had in redity passed over only the smalest part.

Much longer should | have remained at the window admiring the beauties of seaand sky, but the pands closed. At this moment
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the Nautilus arrived at the side of thishigh, perpendicular wall. What it would do, | could not guess. | returned to my room; it
no longer moved. | laid myself down with the full intention of waking after afew hours deep; but it was eight o'clock the next
day when | entered the saloon. | looked at the manometer. It told me that the Nautilus was floating on the surface of the ocean.
Besides, | heard steps on the platform. | went to the pandl. It was open; but, instead of broad daylight, as| expected, | was
surrounded by profound darkness. Where were we? Was | mistaken? Wasit still night? No; not astar was shining and night
has not that utter darkness.

| knew not wheat to think, when avoice near me said:

"Isthat you, Professor?’

"Ah! Captain,”" | answered, "where are we?"

"Underground, Sir."

"Underground!" | excdlaimed. "And the Nautilusfloating till ?*

"It dwaysfloas.”

"But | do not understand.”

"Wait afew minutes, our lantern will belit, and, if you like light places, you will be satisfied.”

| stood on the platform and waited. The darkness was so complete that | could not even see Captain Nemo; but, looking to
the zenith, exactly above my head, | seemed to catch an undecided gleam, akind of twilight filling acircular hole. At thisingtant
the lantern waslit, and its vividness digpelled the faint light. | closed my dazzled eyesfor an ingtant, and then looked again. The
Nautilus was stationary, floating near amountain which formed a sort of quay. Thelake, then, supporting it was alake
imprisoned by acircle of walls, measuring two milesin diameter and Six in circumference. Itsleve (the manometer showed)
could only be the same asthe outside level, for there must necessarily be a communication between the lake and the sea. The
high partitions, leaning forward on their base, grew into a vaulted roof bearing the shape of animmense funnd turned upside
down, the height being about five or sx hundred yards. At the summit was acircular orifice, by which | had caught the dight
gleam of light, evidently daylight.

"Where arewe?' | asked.

"In the very heart of an extinct volcano, theinterior of which has been invaded by the sea, after some great convulsion of the
earth. Whilst you were deeping, Professor, the Nautilus penetrated to thislagoon by anatural canal, which opens about ten
yards beneath the surface of the ocean. Thisisits harbour of refuge, a sure, commodious, and mysterious one, sheltered from
al gaes. Show me, if you can, on the coasts of any of your continents or idands, aroad which can give such perfect refuge
fromdl sorms™

"Certainly,” | replied, "you arein safety here, Captain Nemo. Who could reach you in the heart of avolcano? But did | not see
an opening a its summit?’

"Yes, itscrater, formerly filled with lava, vapour, and flames, and which now gives entrance to the life-giving air we breathe.”
"But whét isthisvolcanic mountain?'

"It belongs to one of the numerousidands with which this seais strewn--to vessal's a smple sandbank--to us an immense
cavern. Chance led meto discover it, and chance served me well.”

"But of what useisthisrefuge, Captain? The Nautilus wants no port.”

"No, 5r; but it wants eectricity to make it move, and the wherewithal to make the electricity--sodium to feed the e ements, coa
from which to get the sodium, and a coa-mine to supply the cod. And exactly on this spot the sea covers entire forests

105



embedded during the geological periods, now mineralised and transformed into cod; for me they are an inexhaustible mine."
"Y our men follow the trade of miners here, then, Captain?'

"Exactly s0. These mines extend under the waves like the mines of Newcastle. Here, in their diving-dresses, pick axe and
shove in hand, my men extract the cod, which | do not even ask from the mines of the earth. When | burn this combustible for
the manufacture of sodium, the smoke, escaping from the crater of the mountain, givesit the appearance of adtill-active
volcano.”

"And we shall see your companions at work?"

"No; not thistime at least; for | am in ahurry to continue our submarine tour of the earth. So | shal content myself with drawing
from the reserve of sodium | dready possess. Thetimefor loading is one day only, and we continue our voyage. So, if you
wish to go over the cavern and make the round of the lagoon, you must take advantage of to-day, M. Aronnax."

| thanked the Captain and went to ook for my companions, who had not yet |eft their cabin. | invited them to follow me
without saying where we were. They mounted the platform. Conseil, who was astonished at nothing, seemed to look upon it as
quite natura that he should wake under amountain, after having falen adeep under the waves. But Ned Land thought of
nothing but finding whether the cavern had any exit. After breskfast, about ten o'clock, we went down on to the mountain.

"Herewe are, once moreon land," said Consall.
"] do not cdl thisland," said the Canadian. "And besides, we are not on it, but beneath it."

Between the walls of the mountains and the waters of the lake lay a sandy shore which, at its greatest breadth, measured five
hundred feet. On this soil one might easily make the tour of the lake. But the base of the high partitions was stony ground, with
volcanic locks and enormous pumice-stones lying in picturesque hegps. All these detached masses, covered with enamd,
polished by the action of the subterraneousfires, shone resplendent by the light of our eectric lantern. The micadust from the
shore, rising under our feet, flew like acloud of sparks. The bottom now rose sensibly, and we soon arrived at long circuitous
dopes, or inclined planes, which took us higher by degrees; but we were obliged to walk carefully among these conglomerates,
bound by no cement, the feet dipping on the glassy crystd, felspar, and quartz.

The volcanic nature of this enormous excavation was confirmed on al sides, and | pointed it out to my companions.

"Fictureto yourselves," said |, "what this crater must have been when filled with boiling lava, and when thelevd of the
incandescent liquid rose to the orifice of the mountain, as though melted on the top of ahot plate.”

"| can pictureit perfectly,” said Consall. "But, sir, will you tell me why the Great Architect has suspended operations, and how
itisthat the furnaceisreplaced by the quiet waters of the lake?"

"Most probably, Consell, because some convulsion beneath the ocean produced that very opening which has served asa
passage for the Nautilus. Then the waters of the Atlantic rushed into the interior of the mountain. There must have been a
terrible struggle between the two eements, astruggle which ended in the victory of Neptune. But many ages have run out since
then, and the submerged volcano is now a peaceable grotto.”

"Very well," replied Ned Land; "I accept the explanation, Sir; but, in our own interests, | regret that the opening of which you
gpeak was not made above the level of the sea”

"But, friend Ned," said Consall, "if the passage had not been under the sea, the Nautilus could not have gone through it."”

We continued ascending. The steps became more and more perpendicular and narrow. Deep excavations, which we were
obliged to cross, cut them here and there; doping masses had to be turned. We did upon our knees and crawled aong. But
Consall's dexterity and the Canadian's strength surmounted al obstacles. At aheight of about 31 feet the nature of the ground
changed without becoming more practicable. To the conglomerate and trachyte succeeded black basdlt, the first dispread in
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layersfull of bubbles, the laiter forming regular prisms, placed like a colonnade supporting the spring of the immense vault, an
admirable specimen of natura architecture. Between the blocks of basat wound long streams of lava, long since grown cold,
encrusted with bituminous rays, and in some places there were spread large carpets of sulphur. A more powerful light shone
through the upper crater, shedding a vague glimmer over these vol canic depressionsfor ever buried in the bosom of this
extinguished mountain. But our upward march was soon stopped at a height of about two hundred and fifty feet by impassable
obstacles. There was a complete vaulted arch overhanging us, and our ascent was changed to acircular walk. At the last
change vegetable life began to struggle with the mineral. Some shrubs, and even some trees, grew from the fractures of the
walls. | recognised some euphorbias, with the caustic sugar coming from them; heliotropes, quite incapable of justifying their
name, sadly drooped their clusters of flowers, both their colour and perfume half gone. Here and there some chrysanthemums
grew timidly at the foot of an doe with long, sickly-looking leaves. But between the Streams of lava, | saw somelittle violets ill
dightly perfumed, and | admit that | smelt them with ddight. Perfumeisthe soul of the flower, and sea-flowers have no soul.

We had arrived at the foot of some sturdy dragon-trees, which had pushed aside the rocks with their strong roots, when Ned
Land exclamed:

"Ahl gr, ahivel ahivel”
"A hivel" | replied, with agesture of incredulity.
"Yes, ahive" repeated the Canadian, "and bees humming round it."

| approached, and was bound to believe my own eyes. There at ahole bored in one of the dragon-trees were some thousands
of these ingeniousinsects, so common in dl the Canaries, and whose produce is so much esteemed. Naturally enough, the
Canadian wished to gather the honey, and | could not well oppose hiswish. A quantity of dry leaves, mixed with sulphur, helit
with agpark from hisflint, and he began to smoke out the bees. The humming ceased by degrees, and the hive eventualy
yielded several pounds of the sweetest honey, with which Ned Land filled his haversack.

"When | have mixed this honey with the paste of the bread-fruit,” said he, "I shall be ableto offer you a succulent cake."
{ bread-fruit' has been subgtituted for "artocarpus inthised.}

"'Pon my word," said Consal, "it will be gingerbread.”

"Never mind the gingerbread,” said I; "let us continue our interesting walk."

At every turn of the path we were following, the [ake appeared in dl itslength and breadth. The lantern lit up thewhole of its
peaceable surface, which knew neither ripple nor wave. The Nautilus remained perfectly immovable. On the platform, and on
the mountain, the ship's crew were working like black shadows clearly carved against the luminous atmosphere. We were now
going round the highest crest of the first layers of rock which upheld the roof. | then saw that bees were not the only
representatives of the anima kingdom in theinterior of this volcano. Birds of prey hovered here and there in the shadows, or
fled from their nests on the top of the rocks. There were sparrow hawks, with white breasts, and kestrels, and down the dopes
scampered, with their long legs, severd finefat bustards. | leave anyone to imagine the covetousness of the Canadian at the
sght of this savoury game, and whether he did not regret having no gun. But he did his best to replace the lead by stones, and,
after severd fruitless attempts, he succeeded in wounding a magnificent bird. To say that herisked hislife twenty times before
reaching it is but the truth; but he managed so well that the creature joined the honey-cakesin his bag. We were now obliged to
descend toward the shore, the crest becoming impracticable. Above usthe crater seemed to gape like the mouth of awell.
From this place the sky could be clearly seen, and clouds, dissipated by the west wind, leaving behind them, even on the
summit of the mountain, their misty remnants--certain proof that they were only moderately high, for the volcano did not rise
more than eight hundred feet above the leve of the ocean. Half an hour after the Canadian's|ast exploit we had regained the
inner shore. Here the flora was represented by large carpets of marine crystd, alittle umbelliferous plant very good to pickle,
which aso bearsthe name of pierce-stone and sea-fennd. Consall gathered some bundles of it. Asto the fauna, it might be
counted by thousands of crustacea of al sorts, lobsters, crabs, spider-crabs, chameleon shrimps, and alarge number of shells,
rockfish, and limpets. Three-quarters of an hour later we had finished our circuitous walk and were on board. The crew had
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just finished loading the sodium, and the Nautilus could have left that instant. But Captain Nemo gave no order. Did hewish to
walit until night, and leave the submarine passage secretly? Perhaps so. Whatever it might be, the next day, the Nautilus, having
left its port, steered clear of dl land at afew yards beneath the waves of the Atlantic.

CHAPTER XI. THE SARGASSO SEA

That day the Nautilus crossed asingular part of the Atlantic Ocean. No one can beignorant of the existence of a current of
warm water known by the name of the Gulf Stream. After leaving the Gulf of FHorida, we went in the direction of Spitzbergen.
But before entering the Gulf of Mexico, about 45@ of N. lat., this current dividesinto two arms, the principa one going
towards the coast of Ireland and Norway, whilst the second bends to the south about the height of the Azores; then, touching
the African shore, and describing alengthened ovd, returnsto the Antilles. This second arm--it israther a collar than an
arm--surrounds with its circles of warm water that portion of the cold, quiet, immovable ocean cdled the Sargasso Sea, a
perfect lake in the open Atlantic: it takes no less than three years for the great current to pass round it. Such wasthe region the
Nautilus was now visiting, a perfect meadow, a close carpet of seaweed, fucus, and tropical berries, so thick and so compact
that the stem of avessdl could hardly tear itsway through it. And Captain Nemo, not wishing to entangle hisscrew in this
herbaceous mass, kept some yards beneath the surface of the waves. The name Sargasso comes from the Spanish word
"sargazzo" which signifieskep. Thiskelp, or berry-plant, isthe principa formation of thisimmense bank. And thisisthe reason
why these plants unite in the peaceful basin of the Atlantic. The only explanation which can be given, he says, seemsto meto
result from the experience known to al the world. Place in avase some fragments of cork or other floating body, and giveto
the water in the vase a circular movement, the scattered fragments will unite in agroup in the centre of theliquid surface, that is
to say, in the part least agitated. In the phenomenon we are considering, the Atlantic isthe vase, the Gulf Stream the circular
current, and the Sargasso Sea the centra point at which the floating bodies unite.

| share Maury's opinion, and | was able to sudy the phenomenon in the very midst, where vessalsrarely penetrate. Above us
floated products of al kinds, heaped up among these brownish plants; trunks of trees torn from the Andes or the Rocky
Mountains, and floated by the Amazon or the Mississippi; numerous wrecks, remains of kedls, or ships bottoms, side-planks
govein, and so weighted with shells and barnacles that they could not again rise to the surface. And time will one day justify
Maury's other opinion, that these substances thus accumulated for ageswill become petrified by the action of the water and will
then form inexhaustible coal-mines-—- a precious reserve prepared by far-seeing Nature for the moment when men shal have
exhausted the mines of continents.

Inthe midst of thisinextricable mass of plants and seaweed, | noticed some charming pink hacyons and actiniae, with their
long tentaclestrailing after them, and medusag, green, red, and blue.

All the day of the 22nd of February we passed in the Sargasso Sea, where such fish asare partia to marine plantsfind
abundant nourishment. The next, the ocean had returned to its accustomed aspect. From thistime for nineteen days, from the
23rd of February to the 12th of March, the Nautilus kept in the middle of the Atlantic, carrying us at a constant speed of a
hundred leaguesin twenty-four hours. Captain Nemo evidently intended accomplishing his submarine programme, and |
imagined that he intended, after doubling Cape Horn, to return to the Australian seas of the Pacific. Ned Land had cause for
fear. In these large seas, void of idands, we could not attempt to leave the boat. Nor had we any means of opposing Captain
Nemo'swill. Our only course was to submit; but what we could neither gain by force nor cunning, | liked to think might be
obtained by persuasion. Thisvoyage ended, would he not consent to restore our liberty, under an oath never to reved his
existence?--an oath of honour which we should have religioudly kept. But we must consider that ddlicate question with the
Captain. But was| freeto clam thisliberty? Had he not himsalf said from the beginning, in the firmest manner, that the secret of
hislife exacted from him our lasting imprisonment on board the Nautilus? And would not my four months silence gppear to him
atacit acceptance of our Stuation? And would not areturn to the subject result in raising suspicions which might be hurtful to
our projects, if a some future time afavourable opportunity offered to return to them?

During the nineteen days mentioned above, no incident of any kind happened to sgnalise our voyage. | saw little of the
Captain; hewas at work. Inthelibrary | often found his books left open, especially those on natural history. My work on
submarine depths, conned over by him, was covered with margina notes, often contradicting my theories and systems; but the
Captain contented himsdlf with thus purging my work; it was very rarefor him to discussit with me. Sometimes | heard the
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melancholy tones of his organ; but only at night, in the midst of the degpest obscurity, when the Nauttilus dept upon the
deserted ocean. During this part of our voyage we sailed whole days on the surface of the waves. The sea seemed abandoned.
A few sailing-vessels, on theroad to India, were making for the Cape of Good Hope. One day we were followed by the boats
of awhaer, who, no doubt, took us for some enormouswhale of greeat price; but Captain Nemo did not wish the worthy
fellowsto lose their time and trouble, so ended the chase by plunging under the water. Our navigation continued until the 13th
of March; that day the Nautilus was employed in taking soundings, which greetly interested me. We had then made about
13,000 leagues since our departure from the high seas of the Pacific. The bearings gave us45@ 37' S. lat., and 37@ 53' W.
long. It was the same water in which Captain Denham of the Herald sounded 7,000 fathoms without finding the bottom. There,
too, Lieutenant Parker, of the American frigate Congress, could not touch the bottom with 15,140 fathoms. Captain Nemo
intended seeking the bottom of the ocean by adiagond sufficiently lengthened by means of laterd planes placed a an angle of
45@ with the water-line of the Nautilus. Then the screw set to work at its maximum speed, its four blades beating the waves
with in describable force. Under this powerful pressure, the hull of the Nautilus quivered like a sonorous chord and sank
regularly under the weter.

At 7,000 fathoms | saw some blackish tops rising from the midst of the waters; but these summits might belong to high
mountains like the Himalayas or Mont Blanc, even higher; and the depth of the abyss remained inca culable. The Nautilus
descended till lower, in spite of the great pressure. | felt the stedl plates tremble at the fastenings of the bolts; its bars bent, its
partitions groaned; the windows of the saloon seemed to curve under the pressure of the waters. And this firm structure would
doubtless haveyielded, if, asits Captain had said, it had not been capable of resistance like asolid block. We had attained a
depth of 16,000 yards (four leagues), and the sides of the Nauitilus then bore a pressure of 1,600 atmospheres, that isto say,
3,200 Ib. to each square two-fifths of an inch of its surface.

"What agtuationto bein!" | exclamed. "To overrun these deep regions where man has never trod! Look, Captain, look at
these magnificent rocks, these uninhabited grottoes, these lowest receptacles of the globe, where lifeisno longer possible!
What unknown sights are here! Why should we be unable to preserve aremembrance of them?'

"Would you like to carry away more than the remembrance?’ said Captain Nemo.
"What do you mean by those words?'
"I mean to say that nothing is easier than to make a photographic view of this submarine region.”

| had not time to express my surprise a this new propostion, when, at Captain Nemo's call, an objective was brought into the
sdoon. Through the widdy-opened pand, the liquid mass was bright with eectricity, which was distributed with such uniformity
that not a shadow, not a gradation, was to be seen in our manufactured light. The Nautilus remained motionless, the force of its
screw subdued by the inclination of its planes: the instrument was propped on the bottom of the oceanic Site, and in afew
seconds we had obtained a perfect negative.

But, the operation being over, Captain Nemo said, "L et us go up; we must not abuse our position, nor expose the Nautilus too
long to such gresat pressure.”

"Goupagan!" | exdamed.
"Holdwell on."

| had not time to understand why the Captain cautioned me thus, when | was thrown forward on to the carpet. At asignal from
the Captain, its screw was shipped, and its blades raised verticdly; the Nautilus shot into the air like abaloon, risng with
stunning rapidity, and cutting the mass of waters with asonorous agitation. Nothing was visible; and in four minutesit had shot
through the four leagues which separated it from the ocean, and, after emerging like aflying-fish, fdl, making the waves
rebound to an enormous height.

CHAPTER XI1. CACHALOTSAND WHALES
During the nights of the 13th and 14th of March, the Nauttilus returned to its southerly course. | fancied that, when on aleve
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with Cape Horn, hewould turn the helm westward, in order to best the Pacific seas, and so complete the tour of the world. He
did nothing of the kind, but continued on hisway to the southern regions. Where was he going to? To the pole? It was
madness! | began to think that the Captain's temerity justified Ned Land's fears. For some time past the Canadian had not
spoken to me of his projects of flight; he was less communicative, dmost silent. | could seethat thislengthened imprisonment
wasweighing upon him, and | felt that rage was burning within him. When he met the Captain, hiseyeslit up with suppressed
anger; and | feared that his natural violence would lead him into some extreme. That day, the 14th of March, Consell and he
cameto mein my room. | inquired the cause of their visit.

"A ample question to ask you, gr," replied the Canadian.

"Speak, Ned."

"How many men are there on board the Nautilus, do you think?'

"l cannot tell, my friend.”

"| should say that itsworking does not require alarge crew.”

"Certainly, under existing conditions, ten men, at the most, ought to be enough.”
"Well, why should there be any more?"

"Why?" | replied, looking fixedly at Ned Land, whose meaning was easy to guess. "Because," | added, "if my surmisesare
correct, and if | have well understood the Captain's existence, the Nautilusis not only avessd: it isalso a place of refuge for
those who, like its commander, have broken every tie upon earth.”

"Perhaps s0," said Consell; "but, in any case, the Nautilus can only contain a certain number of men. Could not you, s,
edimate thar maximum?”'

"How, Consall?"

"By caculation; given the Sze of the vessd, which you know, sir, and consequently the quantity of air it contains, knowing aso
how much each man expends at a breath, and comparing these results with the fact that the Nautilusis obliged to go to the
surface every twenty-four hours."

Consail had not finished the sentence before | saw what he was driving at.
"l understand,” said I; "but that cal culation, though s mple enough, can give but avery uncertain result.”
"Never mind," said Ned Land urgently.

"Hereitis, then,” said . "In one hour each man consumes the oxygen contained in twenty galons of air; and in twenty-four, that
contained in 480 gdlons. We mugt, therefore find how many times 480 gallons of air the Nautilus contains.”

"Just s0," said Consall.

"Or," | continued, "the size of the Nautilus being 1,500 tons; and one ton holding 200 gallons, it contains 300,000 gdlons of air,
which, divided by 480, gives aquotient of 625. Which meansto say, strictly speaking, that the air contained in the Nautilus
would suffice for 625 men for twenty-four hours.”

"Six hundred and twenty-five!" repeated Ned.
"But remember that all of us, passengers, sailors, and officersincluded, would not form atenth part of that number."

"Still too many for three men," murmured Consell.
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The Canadian shook his head, passed his hand across his forehead, and |eft the room without answering.

"Will you dlow meto make one observation, sir?' said Consail. "Poor Ned islonging for everything that he can not have. His
past lifeis aways present to him; everything that we are forbidden he regrets. His head isfull of old recollections. And we must
understand him. What has he to do here? Nothing; heis not learned like you, sir; and has not the same taste for the beauties of
the seathat we have. He would risk everything to be able to go once more into atavernin his own country."

Certainly the monotony on board must seem intolerable to the Canadian, accustomed as he wasto alife of liberty and activity.
Eventswere rare which could rouse him to any show of spirit; but that day an event did happen which recdled the bright days
of the harpooner. About eeven in the morning, being on the surface of the ocean, the Nautilusfell in with atroop of whaes--an
encounter which did not astonish me, knowing that these creatures, hunted to deeth, had taken refuge in high latitudes.

We were seated on the platform, with aquiet sea. The month of October in those | atitudes gave us some lovely autumna days.
It was the Canadian-- he could not be mistaken--who signalled awhal e on the eastern horizon. Looking attentively, one might
seeitsblack back rise and fdl with the waves five miles from the Nautilus.

"Ah!" exclamed Ned Land, "if | was on board awhaler, now such a meeting would give me pleasure. It isone of large Size.
See with what strength its blow-holes throw up columns of air an steam! Confound it, why am | bound to these stedl plates?’

"What, Ned," said |, "you have not forgotten your old idess of fishing?"

"Can awhde-fisher ever forget hisold trade, sir? Can he ever tire of the emotions caused by such achase?'
"Y ou have never fished in these seas, Ned?'

"Never, gr; in the northern only, and as much in Behring asin Davis Straits.

"Then the southern whaleis still unknown to you. It is the Greenland whae you have hunted up to thistime, and that would not
risk passing through the warm waters of the equator. Whaes are localised, according to their kinds, in certain seas which they
never leave. And if one of these creatures went from Behring to Davis Straits, it must be smply because there is a passage
from one seato the other, either on the American or the Asatic sde.”

"Inthat case, as| have never fished in these seas, | do not know the kind of wha e frequenting them!™

"l havetold you, Ned."

"A greater reason for making their acquaintance,” said Consail.

"Look! look!" exclaimed the Canadian, "they approach: they aggravate me; they know that | cannot get at them!”
Ned stamped hisfeet. His hand trembled, as he grasped an imaginary harpoon.

"Arethese cetaceans as large as those of the northern seas?' asked he.

"Very nearly, Ned."

"Because | have seen large whales, sir, whales measuring a hundred feet. | have even been told that those of Hullamoch and
Umgdlick, of the Aleutian Idands, are sometimes a hundred and fifty feet long.”

"That seemsto me exaggeration. These creatures are generally much smaller than the Greenland whae.” { this paragraph has
been edited}

"Ah!" exclamed the Canadian, whose eyes had never | eft the ocean, "they are coming nearer; they arein the same water asthe
Nautilus"

Then, returning to the conversation, he said:
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"Y ou spoke of the cachalot asasmal cresture. | have heard of gigantic ones. They areintelligent cetacea. It issaid of some
that they cover themselves with seaweed and fucus, and then are taken for idands. People encamp upon them, and settle there;
lightsafire----"

"And build houses," said Consail.

"Yes, joker," said Ned Land. "And onefine day the creature plunges, carrying with it dl the inhabitants to the bottom of the
%ll

"Something like the travels of Sinbad the Sailor,” | replied, laughing.

"Ah!" suddenly exclaimed Ned Land, "it is not one whale; there are ten--there are twenty--it isawhole troop! And | not able
to do anything! hands and feet tied!"

"But, friend Ned," said Consall, "why do you not ask Captain Nemo's permission to chase them?”

Consail had not finished his sentence when Ned Land had lowered himsdlf through the panel to seek the Captain. A few
minutes afterwards the two appeared together on the platform.

Captain Nemo watched the troop of cetacea playing on the waters about amile from the Nautilus.

"They are southern whaes," said he; "there goes the fortune of awholefleet of whaers.”

"Well, gr," asked the Canadian, "can | not chase them, if only to remind me of my old trade of harpooner?'

"And to what purpose?’ replied Captain Nemo; "only to destroy! We have nothing to do with the whae-oil on board.”
"But, Sir," continued the Canadian, "in the Red Seayou alowed usto follow the dugong.”

"Then it wasto procure fresh meat for my crew. Here it would be killing for killing's sake. | know that isaprivilege reserved
for man, but | do not approve of such murderous pastime. In destroying the southern whae (like the Greenland whde, an
inoffengive creature), your traders do a culpable action, Master Land. They have dready depopulated the whole of Baffin's
Bay, and are annihilating aclass of useful animals. Leave the unfortunate cetacea adone. They have plenty of natura
enemies--cachaots, swordfish, and sawfish-- without you troubling them."

The Captain was right. The barbarous and inconsiderate greed of these fishermen will one day cause the disappearance of the
last whalein the ocean. Ned Land whistled "Y ankee-doodl€" between histeeth, thrust his handsinto his pockets, and turned
his back upon us. But Captain Nemo watched the troop of cetacea, and, addressing me, said:

"l wasright in saying that whales had natural enemies enough, without counting man. These will have plenty to do before long.
Do you see, M. Aronnax, about eight milesto leeward, those blackish moving points?!

"Yes, Captain,” | replied.

"Those are cachal ots-terrible animals, which | have met in troops of two or three hundred. Asto those, they are crud,
mischievous creatures, they would be right in exterminating them."”

The Canadian turned quickly at the last words.
"Waéll, Captain,” said he, "itisgill time, in theinterest of thewhaes.”

"It isuselessto expose one's sdlf, Professor. The Nautilus will disperse them. It isarmed with asted spur as good as Magter
Land's harpoon, | imagine."

The Canadian did not put himself out enough to shrug his shoulders. Attack cetaceawith blows of aspur! Who had ever heard
of such athing?
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"Wait, M. Aronnax," said Captain Nemo. "Wewill show you something you have never yet seen. We have no pity for these
ferocious creatures. They are nothing but mouth and teeth.”

Mouth and teeth! No one could better describe the macrocephal ous cacha ot, which is sometimes more than seventy-five feet
long. Its enormous head occupies one-third of its entire body. Better armed than the whale, whose upper jaw is furnished only
with whalebone, it is supplied with twenty-five large tusks, about eight incheslong, cylindrica and conicd at the top, each
weighing two pounds. It isin the upper part of this enormous head, in greet cavities divided by cartilages, that isto be found
from six to eight hundred pounds of that precious oil called spermaceti. The cachalot is a disagreeable cresture, more tadpole
than fish, according to Fredol's description. It isbadly formed, the whole of itsleft Sde being (if we may say it), a"failure” and
being only ableto seewith itsright eye. But the formidable troop was nearing us. They had seen the whales and were preparing
to attack them. One could judge beforehand that the cacha ots would be victorious, not only because they were better built for
attack than their inoffensive adversaries, but aso because they could remain longer under water without coming to the surface.
There was only just timeto go to the help of the whales. The Nautilus went under water. Conseil, Ned Land, and | took our
places before the window in the saloon, and Captain Nemo joined the pilot in his cage to work his gpparatus as an engine of
destruction. Soon | felt the beatings of the screw quicken, and our speed increased. The battle between the cachalots and the
whales had aready begun when the Nautilus arrived. They did not at first show any fear at the sght of this new monster joining
in the conflict. But they soon had to guard againgt its blows. What a battle! The Nautilus was nothing but a formidable harpoon,
brandished by the hand of its Captain. It hurled itself againgt the fleshy mass, passing through from one part to the other, leaving
behind it two quivering haves of theanimd. It could not fedl the formidable blows from their tails upon its sides, nor the shock
which it produced itself, much more. One cachdot killed, it ran a the next, tacked on the spot that it might not missits prey,
going forwards and backwards, answering to its helm, plunging when the cetacean dived into the degp waters, coming up with
it when it returned to the surface, striking it front or Sdeways, cutting or tearing in al directions and at any pace, piercing it with
itsterrible spur. What carnage! What anoise on the surface of the waves! What sharp hissing, and what snorting peculiar to
these enraged animals! In the midst of these waters, generaly so peaceful, their tails made perfect billows. For one hour this
wholesale massacre continued, from which the cachalots could not escape. Severa timesten or twelve united tried to crush the
Nautilus by their weight. From the window we could see their enormous mouths, studded with tusks, and their formidable eyes.
Ned Land could not contain himsdlf; he threatened and swore a them. We could fed them clinging to our vessd like dogs
worrying awild boar in acopse. But the Nautilus, working its screw, carried them here and there, or to the upper levels of the
ocean, without caring for their enormous weight, nor the powerful strain on the vessdl. At length the mass of cachalots broke
up, the waves became quiet, and | felt that we wererising to the surface. The panel opened, and we hurried on to the platform.
The seawas covered with mutilated bodies. A formidable explosion could not have divided and torn this fleshy masswith more
violence. We werefloating amid gigantic bodies, bluish on the back and white undernegth, covered with enormous
protuberances. Some terrified cachd ots were flying towards the horizon. The waves were dyed red for several miles, and the
Nautilus floated in asea of blood: Captain Nemo joined us.

"Wel, Magter Land?' said he.

"Well, gir," replied the Canadian, whose enthusiasm had somewhat camed; it isaterrible spectacle, certainly. But | am not a
butcher. | am ahunter, and | cal thisabutchery.”

"It isamassacre of mischievous creatures,” replied the Captain; "and the Nautilusis not a butcher's knife.”
"| like my harpoon better," said the Canadian.
"Every oneto hisown," answered the Captain, looking fixedly at Ned Land.

| feared he would commit some act of violence, which would end in sad consequences. But his anger was turned by the sight of
awhale which the Nautilus had just come up with. The creature had not quite escaped from the cachal ot's teeth. | recognised
the southern whale by itsflat head, which isentirdly black. Anatomicaly, it is distinguished from the white whale and the North
Cape whde by the seven cervical vertebrae, and it has two more ribs than its congeners. The unfortunate cetacean waslying
on itssde, riddled with holesfrom the bites, and quite dead. From its mutilated fin till hung ayoung whae which it could not
save from the massacre. Its open mouth let the water flow in and out, murmuring like the waves breaking on the shore. Captain
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Nemo steered close to the corpse of the creature. Two of his men mounted itsside, and | saw, not without surprise, that they
were drawing from its breasts dl the milk which they contained, that isto say, about two or three tons. The Captain offered me
acup of themilk, which was still warm. | could not help showing my repugnance to the drink; but he assured methat it was
excdlent, and not to be distinguished from cow's milk. | tasted it, and was of hisopinion. It was auseful reserveto us, for in the
shape of st butter or cheese it would form an agreeable variety from our ordinary food. From that day | noticed with
uneasinessthat Ned Land'sill-will towards Captain Nemo increased, and | resolved to watch the Canadian's gestures closdly.

CHAPTER XIII. THE ICEBERG

The Nautilus was steadily pursuing its southerly course, following the fiftieth meridian with considerable speed. Did hewish to
reach the pole? 1 did not think o, for every attempt to reach that point had hitherto failed. Again, the season was far advanced,
for in the Antarctic regions the 13th of March corresponds with the 13th of September of northern regions, which begin at the
equinoctia season. On the 14th of March | saw floating ice in latitude 55@, merely pale bits of debrisfrom twenty to
twenty-five feet long, forming banks over which the sea curled. The Nautilus remained on the surface of the ocean. Ned Land,
who had fished in the Arctic Seas, was familiar with itsicebergs, but Consell and | admired them for thefirst time. Inthe
atmosphere towards the southern horizon stretched awhite dazzling band. English whaers have given it the name of "ice blink."
However thick the clouds may be, it isaways visible, and announces the presence of an ice pack or bank. Accordingly, larger
blocks soon appeared, whose brilliancy changed with the caprices of the fog. Some of these masses showed green veins, asif
long undulating lines had been traced with sulphate of copper; others resembled enormous amethysts with the light shining
through them. Some reflected the light of day upon athousand crystd facets. Others shaded with vivid ca careous reflections
resembled a perfect town of marble. The more we neared the south the more these floating id ands increased both in number
and importance.

At 60@ lat. every pass had disappeared. But, seeking carefully, Captain Nemo soon found a narrow opening, through which
he boldly dipped, knowing, however, that it would close behind him. Thus, guided by this clever hand, the Nauttilus passed
through dl theice with a precision which quite charmed Consel; icebergs or mountains, ice-filds or smooth plains, sseming to
have no limits, drift-ice or floating ice-packs, plains broken up, caled pachs when they are circular, and streamswhen they are
made up of long strips. The temperature was very low; the thermometer exposed to the air marked 2@ or 3@ below zero, but
we were warmly clad with fur, a the expense of the sea-bear and sedl. Theinterior of the Nautilus, warmed regularly by its
electric gpparatus, defied the most intense cold. Besides, it would only have been necessary to go some yards beneath the
wavesto find amore bearable temperature. Two months earlier we should have had perpetua daylight in these latitudes; but
aready we had had three or four hours of night, and by and by there would be six months of darknessin these circumpolar
regions. On the 15th of March we werein the latitude of New Shetland and South Orkney. The Captain told me that formerly
numerous tribes of sedlsinhabited them; but that English and American whaers, in their rage for destruction, massacred both
old and young; thus, where there was once life and animation, they had |eft silence and degth.

About eight o'clock on the morning of the 16th of March the Nautilus, following the fifty-fifth meridian, cut the Antarctic polar
circle. Ice surrounded us on al sides, and closed the horizon. But Captain Nemo went from one opening to another, till going
higher. | cannot express my astonishment at the beauties of these new regions. The ice took most surprising forms. Here the
grouping formed an orienta town, with innumerable mosques and minarets; there afdlen city thrown to the earth, asit were, by
some convulsion of nature. The whole aspect was congtantly changed by the oblique rays of the sun, or lost in the greyish fog
amidst hurricanes of snow. Detonations and falls were heard on al sides, great overthrows of icebergs, which atered thewhole
landscape like adiorama. Often seeing no exit, | thought we were definitely prisoners; but, ingtinct guiding him at the dightest
indication, Captain Nemo would discover anew pass. He was never mistaken when he saw the thin threads of bluish water
trickling along theice-fields; and | had no doubt that he had aready ventured into the midst of these Antarctic seas before. On
the 16th of March, however, the ice-fields absolutely blocked our road. It was not the iceberg itsalf, asyet, but vast fields
cemented by the cold. But this obstacle could not stop Captain Nemo: he hurled himsdf againgt it with frightful violence. The
Nauttilus entered the brittle masslike awedge, and split it with frightful crackings. It was the battering ram of the ancients hurled
by infinite srength. Theice, thrown highintheair, fell like hail around us. By its own power of impulsion our apparatus made a
cand for itself; sometimes carried away by its own impetus, it lodged on theice-field, crushing it with itsweight, and
sometimes buried beneath it, dividing it by asimple pitching movement, producing largerentsiniit. Violent gales assailed us at
thistime, accompanied by thick fogs, through which, from one end of the platform to the other, we could see nothing. The wind
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blew sharply from all parts of the compass, and the snow lay in such hard hegps that we had to break it with blows of a
pickaxe. The temperature was dways at 5@ beow zero; every outward part of the Nautilus was covered with ice. A rigged
vessel would have been entangled in the blocked up gorges. A vessdl without sails, with ectricity for its motive power, and
wanting no cod, could aone brave such high latitudes. At length, on the 18th of March, after many usdless assaullts, the
Nautilus was positively blocked. It was no longer elther streams, packs, or ice-fields, but an interminable and immovable
barrier, formed by mountains soldered together.

"Aniceberg!" said the Canadian to me.

| knew that to Ned Land, aswell asto al other navigators who had preceded us, thiswas an inevitable obstacle. The sun
appearing for an ingtant at noon, Captain Nemo took an observation as near as possible, which gave our Situation at 51@ 30
long. and 67@ 39 of S. lat. We had advanced one degree more in this Antarctic region. Of the liquid surface of the seathere
was no longer aglimpse. Under the spur of the Nautiluslay stretched avast plain, entangled with confused blocks. Here and
there sharp points and dender needlesrising to aheight of 200 feet; further on a steep shore, hewn asit were with an axe and
clothed with greyish tints; huge mirrors, reflecting afew rays of sunshine, half drowned in thefog. And over this desolate face of
nature astern silence reigned, scarcely broken by the flapping of the wings of petrels and puffins. Everything was frozen--even
the noise. The Nautilus was then obliged to stop in its adventurous course amid these fields of ice. In spite of our efforts, in
Spite of the powerful means employed to break up theice, the Nautilus remained immovable. Generdly, when we can proceed
no further, we have return still open to us; but here return was asimpossible as advance, for every pass had closed behind us,
and for the few moments when we were stationary, we were likely to be entirely blocked, which did indeed happen about two
o'clock in the afternoon, the fresh ice forming around its Sdes with astonishing rapidity. | was obliged to admit that Captain
Nemo was more than imprudent. | was on the platform at that moment. The Captain had been observing our situation for some
time past, when he said to me:

"Wel, sr, what do you think of this?'

"| think that we are caught, Captain.”

"So, M. Aronnax, you redly think that the Nautilus cannot disengage itself?"

"With difficulty, Captain; for the season is aready too far advanced for you to reckon on the breaking of theice."

"Ah! gr," said Captain Nemo, in anironica tone, "you will always be the same. Y ou see nothing but difficulties and obstacles. |
affirm that not only can the Nautilus disengage itsdlf, but dso that it can go further till."

"Further to the South?" | asked, looking at the Captain.
"Yes, gr; it shdl gotothe pole.”
"Tothepolel" | exclamed, unableto repress agesture of incredulity.

"Yes," replied the Captain, coldly, "to the Antarctic pole-- to that unknown point from whence springs every meridian of the
globe. Y ou know whether | can do as | please with the Nautilus!"

Yes, | knew that. | knew that this man was bold, even to rashness. But to conquer those obstacles which bristled round the
South Pole, rendering it more inaccessi ble than the North, which had not yet been reached by the boldest navigators-was it
not amad enterprise, one which only amaniac would have conceived? It then came into my head to ask Captain Nemo if he
had ever discovered that pole which had never yet been trodden by a human creature?

"No, gr," hereplied; "but wewill discover it together. Where others havefailed, | will not fail. | have never yet led my Nautilus
so far into southern seas; but, | repedt, it shall go further yet.”

"I can well believeyou, Captain,” said |, inadightly ironical tone. "1 believe you! Let usgo ahead! There are no obstaclesfor
ud Let ussmash thisiceberg! Let usblow it up; and, if it ressts, let us give the Nautiluswingsto fly over it!"
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"Over it, 9r!" said Captain Nemo, quietly; "no, not over it, but under it!"

"Under it!" | exclaimed, a sudden idea of the Captain's projects flashing upon my mind. | understood; the wonderful qualities of
the Nautilus were going to serve usin this superhuman enterprise.

"| seewe are beginning to understand one another, sir,” said the Captain, haf smiling. ™Y ou begin to see the possbility--I
should say the success-- of thisattempt. That which isimpossible for an ordinary vessdl is easy to the Nautilus. If acontinent
liesbefore the pole, it must stop before the continent; but if, on the contrary, the pole is washed by open ses, it will go evento
the pole.”

"Certainly,” said |, carried away by the Captain's reasoning; "if the surface of the seaiis solidified by the ice, the lower depths
are free by the Providentia law which has placed the maximum of density of the waters of the ocean one degree higher than
freezing-point; and, if | am not mistaken, the portion of thisiceberg which is above the water is as oneto four to that whichis
below."

"Very nearly, dr; for onefoot of iceberg above the seathere are three below it. If these ice mountains are not more than 300
feet above the surface, they are not more than 900 benesth. And what are 900 feet to the Nautilus?'

"Nothing, gr."

"It could even seek at greater depths that uniform temperature of sea-water, and there brave with impunity the thirty or forty
degrees of surface cold.”

"Just S0, Sir--just s0," | replied, getting animated.
"The only difficulty,” continued Captain Nemo, "isthat of remaining severa dayswithout renewing our provison of air.”
"Isthat al? The Nautilus has vast reservoirs, we can fill them, and they will supply uswith al the oxygen we want.”

"Wl thought of, M. Aronnax," replied the Captain, smiling. "But, not wishing you to accuse me of rashness, | will first giveyou
al my objections”

"Have you any more to make?"

"Only one. It ispossible, if the sea exists at the South Pole, that it may be covered; and, consequently, we shal be unableto
cometo the surface.”

"Good, gr! but do you forget that the Nautilus is armed with a powerful spur, and could we not send it diagonally against these
fidsof ice, which would open at the shocks."

"Ah! gr, you arefull of ideasto-day."

"Besides, Captain,” | added, enthusiasticaly, "why should we not find the sea open at the South Pole aswell as a the North?
The frozen poles of the earth do not coincide, either in the southern or in the northern regions; and, until it is proved to the
contrary, we may suppose either acontinent or an ocean free from ice at these two points of the globe."

"| think so too, M. Aronnax,” replied Captain Nemo. "1 only wish you to observe that, after having made so many objectionsto
my project, you are now crushing me with argumentsin itsfavour!"

The preparations for this audacious attempt now began. The powerful pumps of the Nautilus were working air into the
reservoirs and storing it at high pressure. About four o'clock, Captain Nemo announced the closing of the panels on the
platform. | threw onelast look at the massive iceberg which we were going to cross. The weather was clear, the atmosphere
pure enough, the cold very great, being 12@ below zero; but, the wind having gone down, this temperature was not o
unbearable. About ten men mounted the sides of the Nautilus, armed with pickaxesto break the ice around the vessdl, which
was soon free. The operation was quickly performed, for the fresh ice was dtill very thin. We al went below. The usua
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reservoirs were filled with the newly-liberated water, and the Nautilus soon descended. | had taken my place with Consail in
the saloon; through the open window we could see the lower beds of the Southern Ocean. The thermometer went up, the
needle of the compass deviated on the dia. At about 900 feet, as Captain Nemo had foreseen, we were floating beneath the
undulating bottom of theiceberg. But the Nautilus went lower still--it went to the depth of four hundred fathoms. The
temperature of the water at the surface showed twelve degrees, it was now only ten; we had gained two. | need not say the
temperature of the Nautiluswas raised by its heating apparatus to amuch higher degree; every manoeuvre was accomplished
with wonderful precison.

"Weshall passit, if you please, Sir," said Consall.
"l bdievewe shdl," | sad, in atone of firm conviction.

In this open sea, the Nautilus had taken its course direct to the pole, without |eaving the fifty-second meridian. From 67@ 30
to 90@, twenty-two degrees and a hdf of latitude remained to trave; that is, about five hundred leagues. The Nautilus kept up
amean speed of twenty-six miles an hour-- the speed of an expresstrain. If that was kept up, in forty hours we should reach
the pole.

For apart of the night the novelty of the Situation kept us at the window. The seawas lit with the eectric lantern; but it was
deserted; fishes did not sojourn in these imprisoned waters; they only found there a passage to take them from the Antarctic
Ocean to the open polar sea. Our pace was rapid; we could fed it by the quivering of the long stedl body. About two in the
morning | took some hours repose, and Consall did the same. In crossing thewaist | did not meet Captain Nemo: | supposed
him to bein the pilot's cage. The next morning, the 19th of March, | took my post once more in the saloon. The electric log
told me that the speed of the Nauitilus had been dackened. It was then going towards the surface; but prudently emptying its
reservoirs very dowly. My heart beat fast. Were we going to emerge and regain the open polar atmosphere? No! A shock told
me that the Nautilus had struck the bottom of theiceberg, il very thick, judging from the deadened sound. We had in deed
"gtruck,” to use a seaexpression, but in an inverse sense, and at athousand feet deep. Thiswould give three thousand feet of
ice above us; one thousand being above the water-mark. The iceberg was then higher than at its borders--not a very reassuring
fact. Severa timesthat day the Nautilustried again, and every timeit struck thewall which lay like acelling aboveit.
Sometimesit met with but 900 yards, only 200 of which rose above the surface. It was twice the height it was when the
Nauitilus had gone under the waves. | carefully noted the different depths, and thus obtained a submarine profile of the chain as
it was developed under the water. That night no change had taken place in our situation. Still ice between four and five hundred
yardsin depth! It was evidently diminishing, but, till, what athickness between us and the surface of the ocean! It wasthen
eight. According to the daily custom on board the Nautilus, its air should have been renewed four hours ago; but | did not
suffer much, athough Captain Nemo had not yet made any demand upon his reserve of oxygen. My deep was painful that
night; hope and fear besieged me by turns: | rose severd times. The groping of the Nauitilus continued. About threein the
morning, | noticed that the lower surface of the iceberg was only about fifty feet deep. One hundred and fifty feet now
separated us from the surface of the waters. The iceberg was by degrees becoming an ice-field, the mountain aplain. My eyes
never left the manometer. We were il rising diagonally to the surface, which sparkled under the eectric rays. Theiceberg was
gretching both above and benesth into lengthening dopes, mile after mile it was getting thinner. At length, a Six in the morning
of that memorable day, the 19th of March, the door of the saloon opened, and Captain Nemo appeared.

"The seaisopen!!" wasdl he said.
CHAPTER XIV.THE SOUTH POLE

| rushed on to the platform. Y es! the open sea, with but afew scattered pieces of ice and moving icebergs--along stretch of
seg; aworld of birdsin the air, and myriads of fishes under those waters, which varied from intense blue to olive green,
according to the bottom. The thermometer marked 3@ C. above zero. It was comparatively spring, shut up aswe were
behind this iceberg, whose lengthened mass was dimly seen on our northern horizon.

"Arewe at the pole?' | asked the Captain, with a beating heart.

"I do not know," hereplied. "At noon | will take our bearings."

117



"But will the sun show himsdlf through thisfog?' said |, looking at the leaden sky.
"However littleit shows, it will be enough,” replied the Captain.

About ten miles south asolitary idand rose to aheight of one hundred and four yards. We madefor it, but carefully, for the sea
might be strewn with banks. One hour afterwards we had reached it, two hours later we had made the round of it. It measured
four or five milesin circumference. A narrow cana separated it from a considerable stretch of land, perhaps a continent, for we
could not seeitslimits. The existence of thisland seemed to give some colour to Maury'stheory. The ingenious American has
remarked that, between the South Pole and the sixtieth pardllel, the seais covered with floating ice of enormous size, whichis
never met with in the North Atlantic. From thisfact he has drawn the conclusion that the Antarctic Circle encloses consderable
continents, asicebergs cannot form in open sea, but only on the coasts. According to these caculations, the mass of ice
surrounding the southern pole forms avast cap, the circumference of which must be, at least, 2,500 miles. But the Nautilus, for
fear of running aground, had stopped about three cable-lengths from a strand over which reared a superb heagp of rocks. The
boat was |aunched; the Captain, two of his men, bearing instruments, Consail, and mysdlf wereinit. It wasten in the morning. |
had not seen Ned Land. Doubtless the Canadian did not wish to admit the presence of the South Pole. A few strokes of the
oar brought usto the sand, where we ran ashore. Conseil was going to jump on to the land, when | held him back.

"Sir," sad | to Captain Nemo, "to you belongs the honour of firgt setting foot on thisland.”

"Yes, 9r," said the Captain, "and if | do not hesitate to tread this South Pole, it is because, up to thistime, no human being has
left atrace there.”

Saying this, he jumped lightly on to the sand. His heart beat with emotion. He climbed arock, doping to alittle promontory,
and there, with his arms crossed, mute and motionless, and with an eager ook, he seemed to take possession of these southern
regions. After five minutes passed in this ecstasy, he turned to us.

"Whenyoulike, sr."

| landed, followed by Consail, leaving the two men in the boat. For along way the soil was composed of areddish sandy
stone, something like crushed brick, scoriae, streams of lava, and pumice-stones. One could not mistake itsvolcanic origin. In
some parts, dight curls of smoke emitted a sulphurous smell, proving that the internd fires had lost nothing of their expansive
powers, though, having climbed a high acclivity, | could see no volcano for aradius of severa miles. We know that in those
Antarctic countries, James Ross found two craters, the Erebus and Terror, in full activity, on the 167th meridian, latitude 77@
32'. The vegetation of this desolate continent seemed to me much restricted. Some lichenslay upon the black rocks; some
microscopic plants, rudimentary diatomas, akind of cells placed between two quartz shells; long purple and scarlet weed,
supported on little swimming bladders, which the breaking of the waves brought to the shore. These contituted the meagre
floraof thisregion. The shore was strewn with molluscs, little mussels, and limpets. | also saw myriads of northern clios,
one-and-a-quarter incheslong, of which awhae would swalow awhole world at amouthful; and some perfect sea-butterflies,
animating the waters on the skirts of the shore.

There gppeared on the high bottoms some cord shrubs, of the kind which, according to James Ross, livein the Antarctic seas
to the depth of more than 1,000 yards. Then there were little kingfishers and starfish studding the soil. But where life abounded
most wasin the air. There thousands of birds fluttered and flew of al kinds, deafening uswith their cries; others crowded the
rock, looking at us aswe passed by without fear, and pressing familiarly close by our feet. There were penguins, so agilein the
water, heavy and awkward asthey are on the ground; they were uttering harsh cries, alarge assembly, sober in gesture, but
extravagant in clamour. Albatrosses passed in the air, the expanse of their wings being at least four yards and ahdf, and justly
caled the vultures of the ocean; some gigantic petrels, and some damiers, akind of smal duck, the underpart of whose body is
black and white; then there were awhole series of petrels, some whitish, with brown-bordered wings, others blue, peculiar to
the Antarctic seas, and so aily, as| told Consell, that the inhabitants of the Ferroe Idands had nothing to do before lighting
them but to put awick in.

"A littlemore," said Consall, "and they would be perfect lamps! After that, we cannot expect Nature to have previousy
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furnished them with wickd™"

About hdf amilefarther on the soil was riddled with ruffs nests, a sort of laying-ground, out of which many birds were issuing.
Captain Nemo had some hundreds hunted. They uttered acry like the braying of an ass, were about the size of agoose,
date-colour on the body, white benesath, with ayelow line round their throats, they alowed themselvesto be killed with a
stone, never trying to escape. But thefog did not lift, and at eleven the sun had not yet shown itsdlf. Its absence made me
uneasy. Without it no observations were possible. How, then, could we decide whether we had reached the pole? When |
rgjoined Captain Nemo, | found him leaning on a piece of rock, silently watching the sky. He seemed impatient and vexed. But
what was to be done? Thisrash and powerful man could not command the sun as he did the sea. Noon arrived without the orb
of day showing itsdlf for an instant. We could not even tell its position behind the curtain of fog; and soon the fog turned to
show.

"Till to-morrow," said the Captain, quietly, and we returned to the Nautilus amid these atmospheric disturbances.

The tempest of snow continued till the next day. It wasimpaossible to remain on the platform. From the saloon, where| was
taking notes of incidents happening during this excursion to the polar continent, | could hear the cries of petrels and dbatrosses
gporting in the midst of this violent scorm. The Nautilus did not remain motionless, but skirted the coadt, advancing ten miles
more to the south in the haf-light left by the sun asit skirted the edge of the horizon. The next day, the 20th of March, the snow
had ceased. The cold was alittle greater, the thermometer showing 2@ below zero. Thefog wasrising, and | hoped that that
day our observations might be taken. Captain Nemo not having yet appeared, the boat took Conseil and myself to land. The
soil was il of the same volcanic nature; everywhere were traces of lava, scoriae, and basdlt; but the crater which had vomited
them | could not see. Here, aslower down, this continent was alive with myriads of birds. But their rule was now divided with
large troops of sea-mammals, looking at us with their soft eyes. There were severad kinds of sedls, some stretched on the earth,
some on flakes of ice, many going in and out of the sea. They did not flee at our approach, never having had anything to do
with man; and | reckoned that there were provisions there for hundreds of vessals.

"Sir," said Consall, "will you tell me the names of these crestures?’
"They are sealsand morses.”

It was now eight in the morning. Four hours remained to us before the sun could be observed with advantage. | directed our
stepstowards avast bay cut in the steep granite shore. There, | can aver that earth and ice were lost to sight by the numbers of
sea-mammals covering them, and | involuntarily sought for old Proteus, the mythologica shepherd who watched these immense
flocks of Neptune. There were more sedls than anything el se, forming distinct groups, male and femae, the father watching
over hisfamily, the mother suckling her little ones, some aready strong enough to go afew steps. When they wished to change
their place, they took little jumps, made by the contraction of their bodies, and helped avkwardly enough by their imperfect fin,
which, aswith the lamantin, their cousins, forms a perfect forearm. | should say that, in the water, which istheir e ement--the
spine of these creaturesisflexible; with smooth and close skin and webbed feet--they swim admirably. In resting on the earth
they take the most graceful attitudes. Thus the ancients, observing their soft and expressive looks, which cannot be surpassed
by the most beautiful look awoman can give, their clear voluptuous eyes, their charming positions, and the poetry of their
manners, metamorphosed them, the mae into atriton and the femae into amermaid. | made Consall notice the consderable
development of the lobes of the brain in these interesting cetaceans. No mammal, except man, has such a quantity of brain
meatter; they are dso cagpable of receiving a certain amount of education, are easily domesticated, and | think, with other
naturalists, that if properly taught they would be of great service asfishing-dogs. The gregter part of them dept on the rocks or
on the sand. Amongst these sedl's, properly so cdled, which have no externd ears (in which they differ from the otter, whose
ears are prominent), | noticed severd varieties of seds about three yardslong, with awhite coat, bulldog heads, armed with
teeth in both jaws, four incisors a the top and four at the bottom, and two large canine teeth in the shape of afleur-de-lis.
Amongst them glided sea-dephants, akind of sedl, with short, flexible trunks. The giants of this species measured twenty feet
round and ten yards and a hdf in length; but they did not move as we approached.

"These creatures are not dangerous?' asked Consall.
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"No; not unless you attack them. When they have to defend their young their rageisterrible, and it is not uncommon for them
to break the fishing-boats to pieces.”

"They arequiteright,” said Consall.
"l do not say they are not.”

Two milesfarther on we were stopped by the promontory which shelters the bay from the southerly winds. Beyond it we heard
loud bellowings such as atroop of ruminants would produce.

"Good!" said Consal; "aconcert of bulls!"
"No; aconcert of morses.”
"They arefighting!"

"They areather fighting or playing.”

We now began to climb the blackish rocks, amid unforeseen stumbles, and over stones which theice made dippery. More
than once| rolled over at the expense of my loins. Consell, more prudent or more steady, did not stumble, and helped me up,

Sying:
"If, sir, you would have the kindness to take wider steps, you would preserve your equilibrium better.”

Arrived at the upper ridge of the promontory, | saw avast white plain covered with morses. They were playing amongst
themselves, and what we heard were bellowings of pleasure, not of anger.

As| passed these curious animas | could examine them leisurdly, for they did not move. Their skinswere thick and rugged, of
aydlowish tint, approaching to red; their hair was short and scant. Some of them were four yards and a quarter long. Quieter
and lesstimid than their cousins of the north, they did not, like them, place sentinel's round the outskirts of their encampment.
After examining thiscity of morses, | began to think of returning. It was eleven o'clock, and, if Captain Nemo found the
conditions favourable for observations, | wished to be present at the operation. We followed a narrow pathway running aong
the summit of the steep shore. At half-past eleven we had reached the place where we landed. The boat had run aground,
bringing the Captain. | saw him standing on ablock of basdlt, hisingruments near him, his eyesfixed on the northern horizon,
near which the sun was then describing alengthened curve. | took my place beside him, and waited without speaking. Noon
arrived, and, as before, the sun did not appear. It was afatality. Observations were still wanting. If not accomplished
to-morrow, we must give up al idea of taking any. We were indeed exactly at the 20th of March. To-morrow, the 21<t, would
be the equinox; the sun would disappear behind the horizon for six months, and with its disappearance the long polar night
would begin. Since the September equinox it had emerged from the northern horizon, rising by lengthened spirds up to the 21t
of December. At this period, the summer solstice of the northern regions, it had begun to descend; and to-morrow was to shed
itslast rays upon them. | communicated my fears and observations to Captain Nemo.

"You areright, M. Aronnax," said he; "if to-morrow | cannot take the dtitude of the sun, | shal not be ableto do it for six
months. But precisaly because chance has led meinto these seas on the 21t of March, my bearings will be easy to take, if a
twelve we can seethe sun.”

"Why, Captain?

"Because then the orb of day described such lengthened curvesthat it is difficult to measure exactly its height above the
horizon, and grave errors may be made with instruments.”

"What will you do then?"

"I shdl only use my chronometer,” replied Captain Nemo. "If to-morrow, the 21t of March, the disc of the sun, dlowing for
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refraction, isexactly cut by the northern horizon, it will show that | am at the South Pole.”
"Just s0," said |. "But this statement is not mathematically correct, because the equinox does not necessarily begin at noon.”
"Very likdy, dr; but the error will not be ahundred yards and we do not want more. Till to-morrow, then!™

Captain Nemo returned on board. Consell and | remained to survey the shore, observing and studying until five o'clock. Then |
went to bed, not, however, without invoking, like the Indian, the favour of the radiant orb. The next day, the 21t of March, at
fiveinthe morning, | mounted the platform. | found Captain Nemo there.

"The weather islightening alittle," said he. "I have some hope. After breskfast we will go on shore and choose apost for
observation.”

That point settled, | sought Ned Land. | wanted to take him with me. But the obstinate Canadian refused, and | saw that his
taciturnity and his bad humour grew day by day. After al, | was not sorry for his obstinacy under the circumstances. Indeed,
there were too many sedls on shore, and we ought not to lay such temptation in this unreflecting fisherman's way. Breskfast
over, we went on shore. The Nautilus had gone some miles further up in the night. 1t was awhole league from the coast, above
which reared a sharp pesk about five hundred yards high. The boat took with me Captain Nemo, two men of the crew, and
the instruments, which consisted of a chronometer, atelescope, and a barometer. While crossing, | saw numerous whales

bel onging to the three kinds peculiar to the southern sees; the whae, or the English "right whale," which has no dorsd fin; the
"humpback,” with reeved chest and large, whitish fins, which, in spite of its name, do not form wings; and the fin-back, of a
ydlowish brown, theliveliest of dl the cetacea. This powerful cregtureis heard along way off when he throwsto agrest height
columns of air and vapour, which look like whirlwinds of smoke. These different mammals were diporting themsdvesin
troopsin the quiet waters; and | could see that this basin of the Antarctic Pole serves as a place of refuge to the cetacea too
closdly tracked by the hunters. | aso noticed large medusae floating between the reeds.

At nine we landed; the sky was brightening, the clouds were flying to the south, and the fog seemed to be leaving the cold
surface of the waters. Captain Nemo went towards the peak, which he doubtless meant to be his observatory. It was a painful
ascent over the sharp lava and the pumice-stones, in an atmosphere often impregnated with a sulphurous smell from the
smoking cracks. For aman unaccustomed to walk on land, the Captain climbed the steep dopeswith an agility | never saw
equalled and which a hunter would have envied. We were two hours getting to the summit of this peak, which was haf
porphyry and half basdt. From thence we looked upon avast seawhich, towards the north, distinctly traced its boundary line
upon the sky. At our feet lay fields of dazzling whiteness. Over our heads apale azure, free from fog. To the north the disc of
the sun seemed like abd| of fire, aready horned by the cutting of the horizon. From the bosom of the water rose sheaves of
liquid jets by hundreds. In the distance lay the Nautilus like a cetacean adegp on the water. Behind us, to the south and east, an
immense country and a chaotic hesp of rocks and ice, the limits of which were not visble. On arriving at the summit Captain
Nemo carefully took the mean height of the barometer, for he would have to consider that in taking his observations. At a
quarter to twelve the sun, then seen only by refraction, looked like a golden disc shedding itslast rays upon this deserted
continent and seas which never man had yet ploughed. Captain Nemo, furnished with alenticular glasswhich, by meansof a
mirror, corrected the refraction, watched the orb sinking bel ow the horizon by degrees, following alengthened diagond. | held
the chronometer. My heart besat fast. If the disappearance of the haf-disc of the sun coincided with twelve o'clock on the
chronometer, we were a the pole itself.

"Tweve" | exclamed.

"The South Pole!" replied Captain Nemo, in agrave voice, handing me the glass, which showed the orb cut in exactly equa
parts by the horizon.

| looked at the last rays crowning the peak, and the shadows mounting by degrees up its dopes. At that moment Captain
Nemo, resting with hishand on my shoulder, sad:

", Captain Nemo, on this 21t day of March, 1868, have reached the South Pole on the ninetieth degree; and | take
possession of this part of the globe, equa to one-sixth of the known continents.”
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"In whose name, Captain?'
“Inmy own, Sr!"

Saying which, Captain Nemo unfurled ablack banner, bearing an "N" in gold quartered on its bunting. Then, turning towards
the orb of day, whose last rays |apped the horizon of the sea, he exclaimed:

"Adieu, sun! Disappear, thou radiant orb! rest beneath this open sea, and let anight of six months spread its shadows over my
new domaing"

CHAPTER XV.ACCIDENT OR INCIDENT?

The next day, the 22nd of March, a s in the morning, preparations for departure were begun. The last gleams of twilight were
melting into night. The cold was grest, the congtdl| ations shone with wonderful intengity. In the zenith glittered that wondrous
Southern Cross-- the polar bear of Antarctic regions. The thermometer showed 120 below zero, and when the wind freshened
it was most hiting. Flakes of ice increased on the open water. The sea seemed everywhere aike. Numerous blackish patches
spread on the surface, showing the formation of freshice. Evidently the southern basin, frozen during the six winter months, was
absolutely inaccessible. What became of the whaesin that time? Doubtless they went benegth the icebergs, seeking more
practicable seas. Asto the seds and morses, accustomed to live in ahard climate, they remained on theseicy shores. These
creatures have the ingtinct to bresk holesin the ice-field and to keep them open. To these holes they come for breath; when the
birds, driven away by the cold, have emigrated to the north, these sea mammal's remain sole masters of the polar continent. But
the reservoirs werefilling with water, and the Nautilus was dowly descending. At 1,000 feet deep it stopped; its screw beet the
waves, and it advanced straight towards the north at a speed of fifteen miles an hour. Towards night it was dready floating
under theimmense body of theiceberg. At threein the morning | was awakened by aviolent shock. | sat up in my bed and
ligtened in the darkness, when | was thrown into the middle of the room. The Nautilus, after having struck, had rebounded
violently. | groped dong the partition, and by the staircase to the saloon, which was it by the luminous ceiling. The furniture
was upset. Fortunately the windows were firmly set, and had held fast. The pictures on the starboard side, from being no

longer vertical, were clinging to the paper, whilst those of the port side were hanging at least afoot from thewall. The Nautilus
waslying onits starboard side perfectly motionless. | heard footsteps, and a confusion of voices; but Captain Nemo did not
appear. As| wasleaving the saloon, Ned Land and Consail entered.

"What isthe matter?' said |, at once.
"I cameto ask you, Sir," replied Consall.

"Confound it!" exclamed the Canadian, "I know well enough! The Nautilus has struck; and, judging by theway shelies, | do
not think shewill right hersdf as shedid thefirst timein Torres Straits.™

"But," | asked, "has she at least come to the surface of the sea?"
"We do not know," said Consall.

"It iseasy to decide," | answered. | consulted the manometer. To my great surprise, it showed a depth of more than 180
fathoms. "What doesthat mean?' | exclamed.

"We must ask Captain Nemo," said Consall.
"But where shdl wefind him?' said Ned Land.
"Follow me,” said I, to my companions.

We left the saloon. There was no onein the library. At the centre staircase, by the berths of the ship's crew, there was no one.
| thought that Captain Nemo must be in the pilot's cage. It was best to wait. We dl returned to the saloon. For twenty minutes
we remained thus, trying to hear the dightest noise which might be made on board the Nautilus, when Captain Nemo entered.
He seemed not to see us; hisface, generally so impassive, showed signs of uneasiness. He watched the compass silently, then
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the manometer; and, going to the planisphere, placed hisfinger on a spot representing the southern seas. | would not interrupt
him; but, some minutes later, when he turned towards me, | said, using one of his own expressonsin the Torres Straits:

"Anincident, Captain?'

"No, gr; an accident thistime.”
"Serious?!

"Perhaps.”

"|sthe danger immediate?’
"No."

"The Nautilus has stranded?'
"Wes"

"And this has happened--how?'

"From acaprice of nature, not from the ignorance of man. Not amistake has been made in the working. But we cannot prevent
equilibrium from producing its effects. We may brave human laws, but we cannot resst natura ones.”

Captain Nemo had chosen astrange moment for uttering this philosophical reflection. On the whole, his answer helped me
little.

"May | ask, gr, the cause of this accident?’

"An enormous block of ice, awhole mountain, hasturned over,” he replied. "When icebergs are undermined at their base by
warmer water or reiterated shocks their centre of gravity rises, and the whole thing turns over. Thisiswhat has happened; one
of these blocks, asit fell, struck the Nautilus, then, gliding under itshull, raised it with irresstible force, bringing it into beds
which are not so thick, whereitislying onitssde.”

"But can we not get the Nautilus off by emptying itsreservoirs, that it might regain its equilibrium?”

"That, gir, is being done at this moment. Y ou can hear the pump working. Look at the needle of the manometer; it showsthat
the Nautilusisrising, but the block of iceisfloating with it; and, until some obstacle stops its ascending motion, our position
cannot be atered.”

Indeed, the Nautilus till held the same position to starboard; doubtlessit would right itself when the block stopped. Buit at this
moment who knows if we may not be frightfully crushed between the two glassy surfaces? | reflected on al the consequences
of our position. Captain Nemo never took his eyes off the manometer. Since thefal of the iceberg, the Nautilus had risen about
ahundred and fifty feet, but it sill made the same angle with the perpendicular. Suddenly adight movement wasfdt in the hold.
Evidently it wasrighting alittle. Things hanging in the sdloon were sensibly returning to their normal position. The partitionswere
nearing the upright. No one spoke. With beating hearts we watched and felt the straightening. The boards became horizontal
under our feet. Ten minutes passed.

"At last we haverighted!" | exclaimed.
"Yes," said Captain Nemo, going to the door of the sdoon.
"But arewefloating?' | asked.

"Certainly,” hereplied; "since the reservoirs are not empty; and, when empty, the Nautilus must rise to the surface of the sea.”
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Wewerein open seg; but at adistance of about ten yards, on either side of the Nautilus, rose adazzling wall of ice. Above and
benegath the same wall. Above, because the lower surface of the iceberg stretched over uslike an immense celling. Beneath,
because the overturned block, having did by degrees, had found aresting-place on the lateral walls, which kept it in that
position. The Nautiluswasredly imprisoned in aperfect tunnel of ice more than twenty yardsin breadth, filled with quiet water.
It was easy to get out of it by going either forward or backward, and then make a free passage under the iceberg, some
hundreds of yards degper. The luminous ceiling had been extinguished, but the saloon was till resplendent with intense light. It
was the powerful reflection from the glass partition sent violently back to the sheets of the lantern. | cannot describe the effect
of the voltaic rays upon the great blocks so capricioudy cut; upon every angle, every ridge, every facet was thrown a different
light, according to the nature of the veins running through theice; adazzling mine of gems, particularly of sapphires, their blue
rays crossing with the green of the emerald. Here and there were opd shades of wonderful softness, running through bright
spotslike diamonds of fire, the brilliancy of which the eye could not bear. The power of the lantern seemed increased a
hundredfold, like alamp through the lenticular plates of afirg-classlighthouse.

"How beautiful! how beautiful!" cried Consall.
"Yes" | sad, "itisawonderful sight. Isit not, Ned?'

"Yes, confound it! Yes," answered Ned Land, "it issuperb! | am mad at being obliged to admit it. No one has ever seen
anything likeit; but the Sght may cost usdear. And, if | must say dl, | think we are seeing here things which God never
intended man to see”

Ned wasright, it wastoo beautiful. Suddenly a cry from Consall made meturn.

"What isit?" | asked.

"Shut your eyes, sir! Do not look, sir!™ Saying which, Consell clapped his hands over hiseyes.
"But what isthe matter, my boy?'

"] am dazzled, blinded."

My eyesturned involuntarily towards the glass, but | could not stand the fire which seemed to devour them. | understood what
had happened. The Nautilus had put on full speed. All the quiet lustre of the ice-wallswas at once changed into flashes of
lightning. Thefirefrom these myriads of diamonds was blinding. It required sometimeto calm our troubled looks. At last the
hands were taken down.

"Faith, | should never have bdieved it," said Consall.

It was then fivein the morning; and at that moment a shock wasfelt at the bows of the Nautilus. | knew that its spur had struck
ablock of ice. It must have been afase manoeuvre, for this submarine tunnel, obstructed by blocks, was not very easy
navigation. | thought that Captain Nemo, by changing his course, would either turn these obstacles or e se follow the windings
of the tunndl. In any case, the road before us could not be entirely blocked. But, contrary to my expectations, the Nautilus took
adecided retrograde motion.

"We are going backwards?' said Consall.

"Yes," | replied. "Thisend of the tunnel can have no egress.”

"And then?'

"Then," said |, "theworking is easy. We must go back again, and go out at the southern opening. That isall.”

In speaking thus, | wished to appear more confident than | redly was. But the retrograde motion of the Nautilus was
increasing; and, reversing the screw, it carried us at great speed.
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"It will beahindrance,” said Ned.
"What does it matter, some hours more or less, provided we get out at last?"
"Yes," repeated Ned Land, "provided we do get out at last!”

For ashort time | walked from the saloon to the library. My companions were silent. | soon threw myself on an ottoman, and
took abook, which my eyes overran mechanicaly. A quarter of an hour after, Consail, gpproaching me, said, "Iswhat you are
reading very interesting, Sr?'

"Very interesting!” | replied.
"| should think so, Sir. It isyour own book you are reading.”
"My book?"

And indeed | was holding in my hand the work on the Great Submarine Depths. | did not even dream of it. | closed the book
and returned to my walk. Ned and Consell rose to go.

"Stay here, my friends,” said |, detaining them. "L et usremain together until we are out of thisblock.”
"Asyou please, gr," Consall replied.

Some hours passed. | often looked at the instruments hanging from the partition. The manometer showed that the Nautilus kept
a a congtant depth of more than three hundred yards; the compass till pointed to south; the log indicated a speed of twenty
miles an hour, which, in such a cramped space, was very grest. But Captain Nemo knew that he could not hasten too much,
and that minutes were worth agesto us. At twenty-five minutes past eight a second shock took place, thistime from behind. |
turned pale. My companions were close by my side. | seized Conseil's hand. Our looks expressed our feglings better than
words. At this moment the Captain entered the saloon. | went up to him.

"Our courseis barred southward?' | asked.
"Yes, Sr. Theiceberg has shifted and closed every outlet.”
"We are blocked up then?!

llYall
CHAPTER XVI.WANT OF AIR

Thus around the Nautilus, above and below, was an impenetrable wall of ice. We were prisonersto the iceberg. | watched the
Captain. His countenance had resumed its habitua imperturbability.

"Gentlemen,” he said camly, "there are two ways of dying in the circumstancesin which we are placed.” (This puzzling person
had the air of amathematica professor lecturing to his pupils.) "Thefirg isto be crushed; the second isto die of suffocation. |
do not spesk of the possibility of dying of hunger, for the supply of provisonsin the Nautiluswill certainly last longer than we
ghall. Let us, then, caculate our chances.”

"Asto suffocation, Captain,” | replied, "that isnot to be feared, because our reservoirs are full.”

"Just so; but they will only yield two days supply of air. Now, for thirty-six hours we have been hidden under the water, and
aready the heavy atmosphere of the Nautilus requires renewd. In forty-eight hours our reserve will be exhausted.”

"Well, Captain, can we be ddivered before forty-eight hours?’

"Wewill attempt it, a least, by piercing thewall that surrounds us.”
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"Onwhich sde?'

"Sound will tell us. | am going to run the Nautilus aground on the lower bank, and my men will attack theiceberg on the side
that isleast thick."

Captain Nemo went out. Soon | discovered by a hissing noise that the water was entering the reservoirs. The Nautilus sank
dowly, and rested on the ice at a depth of 350 yards, the depth at which the lower bank wasimmersed.

"My friends," | said, "our Situation isserious, but | rely on your courage and energy.”
"Sir," replied the Canadian, 'l am ready to do anything for the generd safety.”
"Good! Ned," and | held out my hand to the Canadian.

"I will add," he continued, "that, being as handy with the pickaxe as with the harpoon, if | can be useful to the Captain, he can
command my services.”

"Hewill not refuse your help. Come, Ned!"

| led him to the room where the crew of the Nautilus were putting on their cork-jackets. | told the Captain of Ned's proposd,
which he accepted. The Canadian put on his sea-costume, and was ready as soon as his companions. When Ned was
dressed, | re-entered the drawing-room, where the panes of glass were open, and, posted near Consall, | examined the
ambient bedsthat supported the Nautilus. Some instants after, we saw a dozen of the crew set foot on the bank of ice, and
among them Ned Land, easily known by his stature. Captain Nemo was with them. Before proceeding to dig thewalls, he
took the soundings, to be sure of working in the right direction. Long sounding lineswere sunk in the sde walls, but after fifteen
yardsthey were again stopped by the thick wall. It was uselessto attack it on the celling-like surface, since the iceberg itsalf
measured more than 400 yards in height. Captain Nemo then sounded the lower surface. There ten yards of wall separated us
from the water, so great was the thickness of theice-field. It was necessary, therefore, to cut from it apiece equa in extent to
the waterline of the Nautilus. There were about 6,000 cubic yards to detach, so asto dig a hole by which we could descend to
theice-fidd. Thework had begun immediately and carried on with indefatigable energy. Instead of digging round the Nautilus
which would have involved greater difficulty, Captain Nemo had an immense trench made at eight yards from the port-quarter.
Then the men set to work smultaneoudly with their screws on severd points of its circumference. Presently the pickaxe
attacked this compact matter vigoroudy, and large blocks were detached from the mass. By a curious effect of specific gravity,
these blocks, lighter than water, fled, so to speak, to the vault of the tunndl, that increased in thickness at the top in proportion
asit diminished a the base. But that mattered little, so long asthe lower part grew thinner. After two hours hard work, Ned
Land came in exhausted. He and his comrades were replaced by new workers, whom Conseil and | joined. The second
lieutenant of the Nautilus superintended us. The water seemed singularly cold, but | soon got warm handling the pickaxe. My
movements were free enough, athough they were made under a pressure of thirty atmospheres. When | re-entered, after
working two hours, to take some food and re<t, | found a perceptibl e difference between the pure fluid with which the
Rouquayrol engine supplied me and the atmosphere of the Nautilus, aready charged with carbonic acid. The air had not been
renewed for forty-eight hours, and its vivifying qualities were considerably enfeebled. However, after alapse of twelve hours,
we had only raised ablock of ice one yard thick, on the marked surface, which was about 600 cubic yards! Reckoning that it
took twelve hours to accomplish this much it would take five nights and four days to bring this enterprise to a satisfactory
concluson. Five nightsand four days! And we have only ar enough for two daysin the reservoird "Without taking into
account,” said Ned, "that, even if we get out of thisinferna prison, we shal aso beimprisoned under the iceberg, shut out from
al possible communication with the atmosphere.” True enough! Who could then foresee the minimum of time necessary for our
deliverance? We might be suffocated before the Nautilus could regain the surface of the waves? Wasit destined to perishin
thisice-tomb, with al those it enclosed? The Situation wasterrible. But everyone had |ooked the danger in the face, and each
was determined to do his duty to the last.

As| expected, during the night anew block ayard square was carried away, and gtill further sank the immense hollow. But in
the morning when, dressed in my cork-jacket, | traversed the dushy mass at atemperature of six or seven degrees below zero,
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| remarked that the sde walls were gradually closing in. The beds of water farthest from the trench, that were not warmed by
the men'swork, showed atendency to solidification. In presence of this new and imminent danger, what would become of our
chances of safety, and how hinder the solidification of thisliquid medium, that would burst the partitions of the Nautiluslike
glass?

| did not tell my companions of this new danger. What was the good of damping the energy they displayed in the painful work
of escape? But when | went on board again, | told Captain Nemo of this grave complication.

"I know it," he said, in that calm tone which could counteract the most terrible apprehensions. "It is one danger more; but | see
no way of escaping it; the only chance of safety isto go quicker than solidification. We must be beforehand with it, that isal.”

Onthisday for severa hours| used my pickaxe vigorously. The work kept me up. Besides, to work wasto quit the Nautilus,
and breathe directly the pure air drawn from the reservoirs, and supplied by our apparatus, and to quit the impoverished and
vitiated atmosphere. Towards evening the trench was dug one yard deeper. When | returned on board, | was nearly suffocated
by the carbonic acid with which the air wasfilled--ah! if we had only the chemical meansto drive away this deleterious ges.
We had plenty of oxygen; al thiswater contained a considerable quantity, and by dissolving it with our powerful piles, it would
restore the vivifying fluid. | had thought well over it; but of what good was that, snce the carbonic acid produced by our
respiration had invaded every part of the vessel? To absorb it, it was necessary to fill some jars with caustic potash, and to
shake them incessantly. Now this substance was wanting on board, and nothing could replace it. On that evening, Captain
Nemo ought to open the taps of hisreservoirs, and let some pure air into theinterior of the Nautilus; without this precaution we
could not get rid of the sense of suffocation. The next day, March 26th, | resumed my miner'swork in beginning the fifth yard.
The sdewalls and the lower surface of theiceberg thickened visibly. It was evident that they would meet before the Nautilus
was ableto disengageitself. Despair seized mefor an ingtant; my pickaxe nearly fell from my hands. What was the good of
digging if I must be suffocated, crushed by the water that was turning into stone?--a punishment that the ferocity of the savages
even would not have invented! Just then Captain Nemo passed near me. | touched his hand and showed him the walls of our
prison. The wall to port had advanced to at least four yards from the hull of the Nautilus. The Captain understood me, and
sgned meto follow him. We went on board. | took off my cork-jacket and accompanied him into the drawing-room.

"M. Aronnax, we must attempt some desperate means, or we shall be sedled up in this solidified water asin cement.”
"Yes; but what isto be done?"

"Ah! if my Nautilus were strong enough to bear this pressure without being crushed!”

"Wel?" | asked, not catching the Captain'sidea

"Do you not understand,” he replied, "that this congdation of water will help us? Do you not see that by its solidification, it
would burst through thisfield of icethat imprisons us, as, when it freezes, it bursts the hardest stones? Do you not perceive that
it would be an agent of safety instead of destruction?”

"Y es, Captain, perhaps. But, whatever resistance to crushing the Nautilus possesses, it could not support thisterrible pressure,
and would beflattened like aniron plate.”

"I know it, Sir. Therefore we must not reckon on the aid of nature, but on our own exertions. We must stop this solidification.
Not only will the side walls be pressed together; but thereis not ten feet of water before or behind the Nautilus. The
congelation gainson uson al sides.”

"How long will the air in the reservairslast for usto bresthe on board?"
The Captain looked in my face. " After to-morrow they will be empty!"

A cold swesat came over me. However, ought | to have been astonished at the answer? On March 22, the Nautilus wasin the
open polar seas. We were at 26@. For five days we had lived on the reserve on board. And what was left of the respirable air
must be kept for the workers. Even now, as | write, my recollection isstill so vivid that an involuntary terror seizes me and my
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lungs seem to be without air. Meanwhile, Captain Nemo reflected silently, and evidently an ideahad struck him; but he seemed
torgect it. At last, these words escaped hislips:

"Boiling water!" he muttered.
"Boiling water?" | cried.

"Yes, ar. We are enclosed in aspace that is relatively confined. Would not jets of boiling water, constantly injected by the
pumps, raise the temperature in this part and stay the congelation?”

"Letustryit,” | sad resolutely.
"Let ustry it, Professor.”

The thermometer then stood at 7@ outside. Captain Nemo took me to the galleys, where the vast distillatory machines stood
that furnished the drinkable water by evaporation. They filled these with water, and al the dectric heat from the pileswas
thrown through the worms bathed in the liquid. In afew minutes this water reached 100@. It was directed towards the pumps,
while fresh water replaced it in proportion. The heat devel oped by the troughs was such that cold water, drawn up from the
seaafter only having gone through the machines, came bailing into the body of the pump. The injection was begun, and three
hours after the thermometer marked 6@ below zero outside. One degree was gained. Two hours later the thermometer only
marked 4@.

"We shdll succeed,” | said to the Captain, after having anxioudy watched the result of the operation.
"I think," he answered, "that we shal not be crushed. We have no more suffocation to fear."

During the night the temperature of the water roseto 1@ below zero. The injections could not carry it to ahigher point. But, as
the congelation of the sea-water produces at least 2@, | was at |east reassured againgt the dangers of solidification.

The next day, March 27th, six yards of ice had been cleared, twelve feet only remaining to be cleared away. There was yet
forty-eight hours work. The air could not be renewed in theinterior of the Nautilus. And this day would make it worse. An
intolerable weight oppressed me. Towards three o'clock in the evening thisfegling rose to aviolent degree. Y awns did ocated
my jaws. My lungs panted as they inhaded this burning fluid, which became rarefied more and more. A mord torpor took hold
of me. | was powerless, dmost unconscious. My brave Consell, though exhibiting the same symptoms and suffering in the same
manner, never left me. He took my hand and encouraged me, and | heard him murmur, "Oh! if | could only not breathe, so as
to leave more air for my master!”

Tears cameinto my eyes on hearing him speak thus. If our Stuation to al wasintolerable in the interior, with what haste and
gladness would we put on our cork-jacketsto work in our turn! Pickaxes sounded on the frozen ice-beds. Our arms ached,
the skin was torn off our hands. But what were these fatigues, what did the wounds matter? Vitd air cameto thelungs We
breathed! we breathed!

All thistime no one prolonged his voluntary task beyond the prescribed time. His task accomplished, each one handed in turn
to his panting companions the apparatus that supplied him with life. Captain Nemo set the example, and submitted first to this
severe discipline. When the time came, he gave up his apparatus to another and returned to the vitiated air on board, calm,
unflinching, unmurmuring.

On that day the ordinary work was accomplished with unusual vigour. Only two yards remained to be raised from the surface.
Two yards only separated us from the open sea. But the reservoirs were nearly emptied of air. The little that remained ought to
be kept for the workers; not a particle for the Nautilus. When | went back on board, | was half suffocated. What anight! |
know not how to describe it. The next day my breathing was oppressed. Dizziness accompanied the pain in my head and made
me like adrunken man. My companions showed the same symptoms. Some of the crew had rattling in the throat.

On that day, the sixth of our imprisonment, Captain Nemo, finding the pickaxes work too dowly, resolved to crush theice-bed
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that still separated usfrom the liquid sheet. This man's coolness and energy never forsook him. He subdued his physica pains
by mord force.

By hisordersthe vessel waslightened, that isto say, raised from theice-bed by a change of specific gravity. When it floated
they towed it 0 asto bring it above the immense trench made on the level of the water-line. Then, filling his reservoirs of water,
he descended and shut himsdlf up inthe hole.

Just then all the crew came on board, and the double door of communication was shut. The Nauitilus then rested on the bed of
ice, which was not one yard thick, and which the sounding leads had perforated in athousand places. The taps of the
reservoirs were then opened, and a hundred cubic yards of water was let in, increasing the weight of the Nautilusto 1,800
tons. We waited, we listened, forgetting our sufferingsin hope. Our safety depended on thislast chance. Notwithstanding the
buzzing in my head, | soon heard the humming sound under the hull of the Nautilus. Theice cracked with asingular noise, like
tearing paper, and the Nautilus sank.

"We are off!" murmured Consall in my ear.

| could not answer him. | seized hishand, and pressed it convulsively. All at once, carried away by itsfrightful overcharge, the
Nautilus sank like abullet under the waters, that isto say, it fell asif it wasin avacuum. Then dl the dectric force was put on
the pumps, that soon began to let the water out of the reservoirs. After some minutes, our fal was stopped. Soon, too, the
manometer indicated an ascending movement. The screw, going at full speed, made theiron hull trembleto its very boltsand
drew ustowards the north. But if thisfloating under theiceberg isto last another day before we reach the open sea, | shall be
dead firgt.

Half stretched upon adivan inthelibrary, | was suffocating. My face was purple, my lips blue, my faculties suspended. | neither
saw nor heard. All notion of time had gone from my mind. My muscles could not contract. | do not know how many hours
passed thus, but | was conscious of the agony that was coming over me. | felt asif | was going to die. Suddenly | cameto.
Some breaths of air penetrated my lungs. Had we risen to the surface of the waves? Were we free of the iceberg? No! Ned
and Consail, my two brave friends, were sacrificing themsalves to save me. Some particles of air till remained at the bottom of
one gpparatus. Instead of using it, they had kept it for me, and, while they were being suffocated, they gave melife, drop by
drop. | wanted to push back the thing; they held my hands, and for some moments| breathed fredly. | looked at the clock; it
was eleven in the morning. It ought to be the 28th of March. The Nautiluswent at afrightful pace, forty milesan hour. It literaly
tore through the water. Where was Captain Nemo? Had he succumbed? Were his companions dead with him? At the moment
the manometer indicated that we were not more than twenty feet from the surface. A mere plate of ice separated us from the
atmosphere. Could we not break it? Perhaps. In any case the Nautilus was going to attempt it. | felt that it wasin an oblique
position, lowering the stern, and raising the bows. The introduction of water had been the means of disturbing its equilibrium.
Then, impelled by its powerful screw, it attacked theice-field from beneath like aformidable battering-ram. It broke it by
backing and then rushing forward againgt the field, which gradualy gave way; and at last, dashing suddenly againgt it, shot
forwards on the ice-field, that crushed beneath its weight. The pand was opened--one might say torn off--and the pure air
cameinin abundanceto al parts of the Nautilus.

CHAPTER XVII. FROM CAPE HORN TO THE AMAZON

How | got on to the platform, | have no idea; perhaps the Canadian had carried methere. But | breathed, | inhaled the vivifying
sea-ar. My two companions were getting drunk with the fresh particles. The other unhappy men had been so long without
food, that they could not with impunity indulge in the smplest diments that were given them. We, on the contrary, had no end
to restrain ourselves; we could draw thisair fregly into our lungs, and it was the breeze, the breeze done, that filled us with this
keen enjoyment.

"Ah!" said Consail, "how ddightful this oxygen isl Magter need not fear to breathe it. Thereis enough for everybody.”

Ned Land did not speak, but he opened his jaws wide enough to frighten a shark. Our strength soon returned, and, when |
looked round me, | saw we were aone on the platform. The foreign seamen in the Nautilus were contented with the air that
circulated in the interior; none of them had cometo drink in the open air.
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Thefirst words | spoke were words of gratitude and thankfulness to my two companions. Ned and Conseil had prolonged my
life during the last hours of thislong agony. All my gratitude could not repay such devotion.

"My friends," said I, "we are bound one to the other for ever, and | am under infinite obligationsto you."
"Which | shdl take advantage of," exclaimed the Canadian.

"What do you mean?' said Consall.

"I meanthat | shdl take you with mewhen | leave thisinferna Nautilus™

"Well," said Consall, "after dl this, are we going right?’

"Yes," | replied, "for we are going the way of the sun, and here the sunisin the north.”

"No doubt,” said Ned Land; "but it remainsto be seen whether he will bring the ship into the Pacific or the Atlantic Ocean, that
is, into frequented or deserted sees.”

| could not answer that question, and | feared that Captain Nemo would rather take us to the vast ocean that touchesthe
coasts of Asaand Americaat the sametime. He would thus compl ete the tour round the submarine world, and return to those
watersin which the Nautilus could sail freely. We ought, before long, to settle thisimportant point. The Nautiluswent at arapid
pace. The polar circle was soon passed, and the course shaped for Cape Horn. We were off the American point, March 314,
at seven o'clock in the evening. Then dl our past sufferings were forgotten. The remembrance of that imprisonment intheice
was effaced from our minds. We only thought of the future. Captain Nemo did not appear again either in the drawing-room or
on the platform. The point shown each day on the planisphere, and, marked by the lieutenant, showed me the exact direction of
the Nautilus. Now, on that evening, it was evident, to, my great satisfaction, that we were going back to the North by the
Atlantic. The next day, April 1st, when the Nautilus ascended to the surface some minutes before noon, we sighted land to the
west. It was Terradd Fuego, which the first navigators named thus from seeing the quantity of smoke that rose from the
natives huts. The coast seemed low to me, but in the distance rose high mountains. | even thought | had a glimpse of Mount
Sarmiento, that rises 2,070 yards above the leve of the sea, with avery pointed summit, which, according asitismisty or
clear, isasign of fine or of wet weather. At this moment the pesk was clearly defined against the Sky. The Nautilus, diving
again under the water, approached the coast, which was only some few miles off. From the glasswindowsin the
drawing-room, | saw long seaweeds and gigantic fuci and varech, of which the open polar sea contains so many specimens,
with their sharp polished filaments; they measured about 300 yardsin length-- real cables, thicker than one's thumb; and,
having grest tenacity, they are often used asropesfor vessals. Another weed known as velp, with leaves four feet long, buried
in the cord concretions, hung at the bottom. It served as nest and food for myriads of crustacea and molluscs, crabs, and
cuttlefish. There sedls and otters had splendid repasts, esting the flesh of fish with sea-vegetables, according to the English
fashion. Over thisfertile and luxuriant ground the Nautilus passed with greet rapidity. Towards evening it gpproached the
Falkland group, the rough summits of which I recognised the following day. The depth of the seawas moderate. On the shores
our nets brought in beautiful specimens of seaweed, and particularly acertain fucus, the roots of which werefilled with the best
musselsin theworld. Geese and ducksfell by dozens on the platform, and soon took their placesin the pantry on board.

When thelast heights of the Falklands had disappeared from the horizon, the Nautilus sank to between twenty and twenty-five
yards, and followed the American coast. Captain Nemo did not show himself. Until the 3rd of April we did not quit the shores
of Patagonia, sometimes under the ocean, sometimes a the surface. The Nautilus passed beyond the large estuary formed by
the Uraguay. Its direction was northwards, and followed the long windings of the coast of South America. We had then made
1,600 miles since our embarkation in the seas of Japan. About eeven o'clock in the morning the Tropic of Capricorn was
crossed on the thirty-seventh meridian, and we passed Cape Frio standing out to sea. Captain Nemo, to Ned Land's great
displeasure, did not like the neighbourhood of the inhabited coasts of Brazil, for we went at a giddy speed. Not afish, not a
bird of the swiftest kind could follow us, and the natura curiosities of these seas escaped all observation.

This speed was kept up for severa days, and in the evening of the 9th of April we sighted the most westerly point of South
Americathat forms Cape San Roque. But then the Nautilus swerved again, and sought the lowest depth of asubmarine valley
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which is between this Cape and Sierra L eone on the African coast. Thisvaley bifurcatesto the parale of the Antilles, and
terminates at the mouth by the enormous depression of 9,000 yards. In this place, the geologicd basin of the ocean forms, as
far asthe Lesser Antilles, acliff to three and ahalf miles perpendicular in height, and, at the paralel of the Cape Verde Idands,
an other wal not less consderable, that enclosesthusdl the sunk continent of the Atlantic. The bottom of thisimmensevalley is
dotted with some mountains, that give to these submarine places a picturesque aspect. | speak, moreover, from the manuscript
chartsthat werein thelibrary of the Nautilus--charts evidently due to Captain Nemo's hand, and made after his personal
observations. For two days the desert and deep waters were visited by means of theinclined planes. The Nautiluswas
furnished with long diagona broadsides which carried it to dl eevations. But on the 11th of April it rose suddenly, and land
appeared at the mouth of the Amazon River, avast estuary, the embouchure of which is so considerable that it freshensthe
sea-water for the distance of several leagues. { 8 paragraphs are deleted from this edition}

CHAPTER XVIII. THE POULPS

For severa daysthe Nautilus kept off from the American coast. Evidently it did not wish to risk the tides of the Gulf of Mexico
or of the sea of the Antilles. April 16th, we sighted Martinique and Guada oupe from a distance of about thirty miles. | saw
their tal peaksfor an ingant. The Canadian, who counted on carrying out his projectsin the Gulf, by ether landing or hailing
one of the numerous boats that coast from oneidand to another, was quite disheartened. Hight would have been quite
practicable, if Ned Land had been able to take possession of the boat without the Captain's knowledge. But in the open seait
could not be thought of. The Canadian, Conseil, and | had along conversation on this subject. For sx months we had been
prisoners on board the Nautilus. We had travelled 17,000 leagues, and, as Ned Land said, there was no reason why it should
cometo an end. We could hope nothing from the Captain of the Nautilus, but only from oursalves. Besides, for sometime past
he had become graver, more retired, less sociable. He seemed to shun me. | met him rarely. Formerly he was pleased to
explain the submarine marvelsto me; now heleft me to my studies, and came no more to the saloon. What change had come
over him? For what cause? For my part, | did not wish to bury with me my curious and novel studies. | had now the power to
write the true book of the sea; and this book, sooner or later, | wished to see daylight. The land nearest us was the archipelago
of the Bahamas. There rose high submarine cliffs covered with large weeds. It was about eleven o'clock when Ned Land drew
my attention to aformidable pricking, like the sting of an ant, which was produced by means of large seaweeds.

"Wdll," | said, "these are proper cavernsfor poulps, and | should not be astonished to see some of these mongters.”
"What!" said Consail; "cuttlefish, real cuttlefish of the cephalopod class?!

"No," | sad, "poulps of huge dimensons™

"l will never believethat such animasexigt,” said Ned.

"Well," said Consell, with the most serious air intheworld, "I remember perfectly to have seen alarge vessd drawn under the
waves by an octopussarm.”

"You saw that?' said the Canadian.
"Yes, Ned."

"With your own eyes?'

"Withmy own eyes

"Where, pray, might that be?"

"At St. Mdo," answered Consall.
"Inthe port?' said Ned, ironicaly.

"No; inachurch,” replied Consall.
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"Inachurch!” cried the Canadian.
"Y es; friend Ned. In a picture representing the poulp in question.”
"Good!" said Ned Land, burgting out laughing.

"Heisquiteright,” | said. "l have heard of this picture; but the subject represented is taken from alegend, and you know what
to think of legendsin the matter of natura history. Besides, when it isaquestion of mongters, the imagination is apt to run wild.
Not only isit supposed that these poul ps can draw down vessdls, but a certain Olaus Magnus speaks of an octopusamilelong
that ismore like an idand than an animal. It isaso said that the Bishop of Nidroswas building an dtar on an immense rock.
Mass finished, the rock began to walk, and returned to the sea. The rock was a poul p. Another Bishop, Pontoppidan, speaks
aso of apoulp on which aregiment of cavalry could manoeuvre. Ladtly, the ancient naturaists speak of monsters whose
mouths were like gulfs, and which were too large to pass through the Straits of Gibratar.”

"But how much istrue of these stories?' asked Consall.

"Nothing, my friends; at least of that which passesthe limit of truth to get to fable or legend. Nevertheless, there must be some
ground for the imagination of the story-tellers. One cannot deny that poulps and cuttlefish exist of alarge species, inferior,
however, to the cetaceans. Aristotle has stated the dimensions of a cuttlefish asfive cubits, or nine feet two inches. Our
fishermen frequently see some that are more than four feet long. Some skeletons of poulps are preserved in the museums of
Trieste and Montpelier, that measure two yardsin length. Besides, according to the cal culations of some naturaists, one of

these animals only six feet long would have tentacl es twenty-seven feet long. That would suffice to make aformidable monger.”

"Do they fish for them in these days?' asked Ned.

"If they do not fish for them, sailors see them at least. One of my friends, Captain Paul Bos of Havre, has often affirmed that he
met one of these mongters of colossal dimensionsin the Indian seas. But the most astonishing fact, and which does not permit
of the denid of the existence of these gigantic animals, happened some years ago, in 1861."

"What isthe fact?' asked Ned Land.

"Thisisit. In 1861, to the north-east of Teneriffe, very nearly in the same latitude we are in now, the crew of the despatch-boat
Alector perceived a mongtrous cuttlefish svimming in the waters. Captain Bouguer went near to the animal, and attacked it
with harpoon and guns, without much success, for balls and harpoons glided over the soft flesh. After severd fruitless attempts
the crew tried to pass a dip-knot round the body of the mollusc. The noose dipped asfar asthetail fins and there stopped.
They tried then to haul it on board, but its weight was so considerable that the tightness of the cord separated the tail from the
body, and, deprived of this ornament, he disappeared under the water.”

"Indeed! isthat afact?'
"An indisputable fact, my good Ned. They proposed to name this poulp "Bouguer's cuttlefish.”
"What length wasit?" asked the Canadian.

"Did it not measure about six yards?' said Consall, who, posted a the window, was examining again the irregular windings of
thediff.

"Precisdly,” | replied.

"Its head,” rejoined Consail, "was it not crowned with eight tentacles, that beat the water like anest of serpents?*
"Precisdly.”

"Had not its eyes, placed at the back of its head, considerable development?*
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"Yes, Consail."

"And was not its mouth like a parrot's beak?"

"Exactly, Consal.”

"Very welll no offenceto master," hereplied, quietly; "if thisisnot Bouguer's cuttlefish, it is, at least, one of itsbrothers.”
| looked at Conseil. Ned Land hurried to the window.

"What a horrible beast!" he cried.

| looked in my turn, and could not repress agesture of disgust. Before my eyeswas a horrible mongter worthy to figurein the
legends of the marvellous. It was an immense cuttlefish, being eight yardslong. It swam crosswaysin the direction of the
Nautilus with great speed, watching us with its enormous staring green eyes. Itseight arms, or rather feet, fixed to its head, that
have given the name of cephal opod to these animals, were twice aslong asits body, and were twisted like the furies hair. One
could see the 250 air holes on the inner side of the tentacles. The monster's mouth, ahorned besk like aparrot's, opened and
shut verticdly. Itstongue, a horned substance, furnished with severa rows of pointed teeth, came out quivering from this
veritable pair of shears. What afreak of nature, abird's beak on amollusc! Its spindle-like body formed afleshy mass that
might weigh 4,000 to 5,000 Ib.; the, varying colour changing with greet rapidity, according to theirritation of the animal, passed
successvely from livid grey to reddish brown. What irritated this mollusc? No doubt the presence of the Nautilus, more
formidable than itself, and on which its suckers or itsjaws had no hold. Y et, what mongters these poulps are! what vitdity the
Creator has given them! what vigour in their movements! and they possess three hearts! Chance had brought usin presence of
this cuttlefish, and | did not wish to lose the opportunity of carefully studying this specimen of cephaopods. | overcamethe
horror that inspired me, and, taking a pencil, began to draw it.

"Perhapsthisis the same which the Alector saw," said Consall.
"No," replied the Canadian; "for thisiswhole, and the other had lost itstail.”

"That isno reason,” | replied. "The arms and tails of these animas are re-formed by renewa; and in seven yearsthetail of
Bouguer's cuttlefish has no doubt had time to grow.”

By thistime other poul ps appeared at the port light. | counted seven. They formed a procession after the Nautilus, and | heard
their beaks gnashing againgt theiron hull. I continued my work. These mongters kept in the water with such precision that they
seemed immovable. Suddenly the Nautilus stopped. A shock made it tremblein every plate,

"Have we struck anything?' | asked.
"Inany case," replied the Canadian, "we shdl befree, for we arefloating."

The Nautilus was floating, no doubt, but it did not move. A minute passed. Captain Nemo, followed by his lieutenant, entered
the drawing-room. | had not seen him for some time. He seemed dull. Without noticing or speaking to us, he went to the pand,
looked at the poulps, and said something to his lieutenant. The latter went out. Soon the panels were shut. The celling was
lighted. | went towards the Captain.

"A curious collection of poulps?’ | said.

"Yes, indeed, Mr. Naturalist," he replied; "and we are going to fight them, man to beast.”
| looked at him. | thought | had not heard aright.

"Man to beast?" | repeated.

"Yes, 9r. The screw isstopped. | think that the horny jaws of one of the cuttlefish is entangled in the blades. That iswhat
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prevents our moving."

"What are you going to do?"

"Riseto the surface, and daughter thisvermin.”
"A difficult enterprise.”

"Y es, indeed. The dectric bullets are powerless againgt the soft flesh, where they do not find resistance enough to go off. But
we shdl attack them with the hatchet.”

"And the harpoon, sr," said the Canadian, "if you do not refuse my help.”
"l will accept it, Magter Land.”
"Wewill follow you," | said, and, following Captain Nemo, we went towards the central Saircase.

There, about ten men with boarding-hatchets were ready for the attack. Conseil and | took two hatchets, Ned Land seized a
harpoon. The Nautilus had then risen to the surface. One of the sailors, posted on the top ladderstep, unscrewed the bolts of
the panels. But hardly were the screws loosed, when the panedl rose with great violence, evidently drawn by the suckersof a
poulp's arm. Immediately one of these arms did like a serpent down the opening and twenty others were above. With one
blow of the axe, Captain Nemo cut this formidable tentacle, that did wriggling down the ladder. Just as we were pressing one
on the other to reach the platform, two other arms, lashing the air, came down on the seaman placed before Captain Nemo,
and lifted him up with irresistible power. Captain Nemo uttered a cry, and rushed out. We hurried after him.

What ascenel The unhappy man, seized by the tentacle and fixed to the suckers, was balanced in the air at the caprice of this
enormoustrunk. Herattled in histhroat, he was tifled, he cried, "Help! help!" These words, spoken in French, startled me! |
had afellow-countryman on board, perhaps severd! That heart-rending cry! | shal hear it dl my life. The unfortunate man was
lost. Who could rescue him from that powerful pressure? However, Captain Nemo had rushed to the poulp, and with one
blow of the axe had cut through one arm. His lieutenant struggled furioudy against other monsters that crept on the flanks of the
Nautilus. The crew fought with their axes. The Canadian, Conseil, and | buried our wegponsin the fleshy masses; a strong
smell of musk penetrated the atmosphere. It was horrible!

For oneingtant, | thought the unhappy man, entangled with the poulp, would be torn from its powerful suction. Seven of the
eight arms had been cut off. One only wriggled in the air, brandishing the victim like afeather. But just as Captain Nemo and
his lieutenant threw themselves on it, the animal gected astream of black liquid. We were blinded with it. When the cloud
dispersed, the cuttlefish had disappeared, and my unfortunate countryman with it. Ten or twelve poul ps now invaded the
platform and sides of the Nautilus. Werolled pell-mél into the midst of this nest of serpents, that wriggled on the platform in the
waves of blood and ink. It seemed as though these dimy tentacles sprang up like the hydra's heads. Ned Land's harpoon, at
each stroke, was plunged into the staring eyes of the cuttle fish. But my bold companion was suddenly overturned by the
tentacles of amonster he had not been able to avoid.

Ah! how my heart beat with emotion and horror! The formidable beak of a cuttlefish was open over Ned Land. The unhappy
man would be cut in two. | rushed to his succour. But Captain Nemo was before me; his axe disappeared between the two
enormous jaws, and, miraculoudy saved, the Canadian, rising, plunged his harpoon deep into the triple heart of the poulp.

"l owed mysdlf thisrevenge!" said the Captain to the Canadian.

Ned bowed without replying. The combat had lasted a quarter of an hour. The monsters, vanquished and mutilated, |eft usat
last, and disappeared under the waves. Captain Nemo, covered with blood, nearly exhausted, gazed upon the sea that had
swallowed up one of his companions, and grest tears gathered in his eyes.

CHAPTER XIX. THE GULF STREAM
Thisterrible scene of the 20th of April none of us can ever forget. | have written it under the influence of violent emotion. Since
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then | have revised therecitd; | have read it to Conseil and to the Canadian. They found it exact asto facts, but insufficient as
to effect. To paint such pictures, one must have the pen of the most illustrious of our poets, the author of The Toilers of the

Deep.

| have said that Captain Nemo wept while watching the waves; his grief was great. 1t was the second companion he had lost
since our arrival on board, and what a death! That friend, crushed, stifled, bruised by the dreadful arms of a poulp, pounded by
hisiron jaws, would not rest with his comrades in the peaceful coral cemetery! In the midst of the struggle, it was the despairing
cry uttered by the unfortunate man that had torn my heart. The poor Frenchman, forgetting his conventiona language, had
taken to his own mother tongue, to utter alast appea! Amongst the crew of the Nautilus, associated with the body and soul of
the Captain, recoiling like him from al contact with men, | had afellow-countryman. Did he alone represent Francein this
mysterious association, evidently composed of individuals of divers nationdities? It was one of these insoluble problems that
rose up unceasingly before my mind!

Captain Nemo entered hisroom, and | saw him no more for sometime. But that he was sad and irresolute | could see by the
vessd, of which hewasthe soul, and which received dl hisimpressons. The Nautilus did not keep on in its settled course; it
floated about like acorpse a the will of the waves. It went a random. He could not tear himsalf away from the scene of the
last struggle, from this sea that had devoured one of his men. Ten days passed thus. It was not till the 1st of May that the
Nautilus resumed its northerly course, after having sighted the Bahamas at the mouth of the Bahama Cand. We were then
following the current from the largest river to the seg, that hasits banks, itsfish, and its proper temperatures. | mean the Gulf
Stream. It isredlly ariver, that flowsfregly to the middle of the Atlantic, and whose waters do not mix with the ocean waters. It
isasdt river, sdter than the surrounding sea. Its mean depth is 1,500 fathoms, its mean breadth ten miles. In certain placesthe
current flows with the speed of two milesand ahalf an hour. The body of its watersis more considerable than that of al the
riversin the globe. It was on this ocean river that the Nautilus then sailed.

| must add that, during the night, the phosphorescent waters of the Gulf Stream rivalled the electric power of our watch-light,
especidly in the stormy weether that threatened us so frequently. May 8th, we were gill crossing Cape Hatteras, at the height
of the North Caroline. Thewidth of the Gulf Stream thereis seventy-five miles, and its depth 210 yards. The Nautilus still went
at random; al supervision seemed abandoned. | thought that, under these circumstances, escape would be possible. Indeed,
the inhabited shores offered anywhere an easy refuge. The seawas incessantly ploughed by the steamersthat ply between
New Y ork or Boston and the Gulf of Mexico, and overrun day and night by the little schooners coasting about the severd
parts of the American coast. We could hope to be picked up. It was afavourable opportunity, notwithstanding the thirty miles
that separated the Nautilus from the coasts of the Union. One unfortunate circumstance thwarted the Canadian's plans. The
weather was very bad. We were nearing those shores where tempests are so frequent, that country of waterspouts and
cyclones actudly engendered by the current of the Gulf Stream. To tempt the seain afrail boat was certain destruction. Ned
Land owned thishimsdlf. He fretted, seized with nostagiathat flight only could cure.

"Madter," he said that day to me, "this must cometo an end. | must make aclean breast of it. ThisNemo isleaving land and
going up to the north. But | declareto you that | have had enough of the South Pole, and | will not follow him to the North."

"What isto be done, Ned, since flight isimpracticable just now?"

"We must spesk to the Captain,” said he; "you said nothing when we were in your native sess. | will spegk, now we arein
mine. When | think that before long the Nautiluswill be by Nova Scotia, and that there near New foundland isalarge bay, and
into that bay the St. Lawrence emptiesitsdf, and that the St. Lawrenceis my river, theriver by Quebec, my native town--when
| think of this, | fed furious, it makes my hair sand on end. Sir, | would rather throw mysdf into the seal | will not stay herel |
am gifled!™

The Canadian was evidently losing al patience. His vigorous nature could not stand this prolonged imprisonment. Hisface
dtered daily; histemper became more surly. | knew what he must suffer, for | was seized with home-sickness mysdlf. Nearly
seven months had passed without our having had any news from land; Captain Nemao'sisolation, his atered spirits, especidly
gncethefight with the poul ps, histaciturnity, all made meview thingsin adifferent light.
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"Well, Sr?" said Ned, seeing | did not reply.

"Well, Ned, do you wish meto ask Captain Nemo hisintentions concerning us?"
"Yes gr."

"Although he has aready made them known?"

"Yes, | wishit settled findly. Spesk for me, in my name only, if you like."

"But | S0 seldom meet him. Heavoids me."

"That isall the more reason for you to go to see him.”

| went to my room. From thence | meant to go to Captain Nemo's. It would not do to let this opportunity of meeting him dip. |
knocked at the door. No answer. | knocked again, then turned the handle. The door opened, | went in. The Captain was
there. Bending over hiswork-table, he had not heard me. Resolved not to go without having spoken, | approached him. He
raised his head quickly, frowned, and said roughly, "Y ou here! What do you want?

"To speak to you, Captain.”

"But | am busy, sr; | amworking. | leave you at liberty to shut yourself up; cannot | be dlowed the same?’
This reception was not encouraging; but | was determined to hear and answer everything.

"Sir," | said coldly, "I have to speak to you on amatter that admits of no delay.”

"What isthat, Sr?" hereplied, ironicaly. "Have you discovered something that has escaped me, or has the sea ddivered up any
new secrets?'

We were at cross-purposes. But, before | could reply, he showed me an open manuscript on histable, and said, in amore
serioustone, "Here, M. Aronnax, isamanuscript written in severa languages. It contains the sum of my studies of the see; and,
if it pleese God, it shal not perish with me. This manuscript, signed with my name, complete with the history of my life, will be
shut up in alittlefloating case. Thelast survivor of al of uson board the Nautiluswill throw this caseinto the sea, and it will go
whither it is borne by the waves."

Thisman'sname! his history written by himself! His mystery would then be reveded some day.

"Captain,” | said, "'l can but approve of the ideathat makesyou act thus. Theresult of your studies must not be lost. But the
means you employ seem to meto be primitive. Who knows where the winds will carry this case, and in whose hands it will fal?
Could you not use some other means? Could not you, or one of yours----"

"Never, sr!" hesaid, hadily interrupting me.
"But | and my companions are ready to keep this manuscript in store; and, if you will put us at liberty----"
"At liberty?" said the Cagptain, risng.

"Yes, dr; that isthe subject on which | wish to question you. For seven months we have been here on board, and | ask you
to-day, in the name of my companionsand in my own, if your intention isto keep us here dways?"

"M. Aronnax, | will answer you to-day as | did seven months ago: Whoever enters the Nautilus, must never quit it.”
"Y ou impose actud davery uponug”

"Giveit what nameyou plesse.”
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"But everywhere the dave hasthe right to regain hisliberty.”
"Who deniesyou thisright? Have | ever tried to chain you with an oath?"
Helooked at me with hisarms crossed.

"Sir," | said, "to return asecond time to this subject will be neither to your nor to my taste; but, aswe have entered upon it, let
usgo through withiit. | repest, it isnot only mysdlf whom it concerns. Study isto me ardlief, adiverson, apassion that could
make me forget everything. Like you, | am willing to live obscure, in the frail hope of bequesthing one day, to future time, the
result of my labours. But it is otherwise with Ned Land. Every man, worthy of the name, deserves some consideration. Have
you thought that love of liberty, hatred of davery, can give rise to schemes of revenge in anature like the Canadian's; that he
could think, attempt, and try----"

| was silenced; Captain Nemo rose.

"Whatever Ned Land thinks of, attempts, or tries, what does it matter to me?1 did not seek him! It isnot for my pleasurethat |
keep him on board! Asfor you, M. Aronnax, you are one of those who can understand everything, even silence. | have nothing
moreto say to you. Let thisfirst time you have cometo trest of this subject be the last, for asecond time | will not listen to
you."

| retired. Our Stuation was critical. | related my conversation to my two companions.

"We know now," said Ned, "that we can expect nothing from thisman. The Nautilusis nearing Long Idand. We will escape,
whatever the weather may be."

But the sky became more and more threatening. Symjptoms of a hurricane became manifest. The atmosphere was becoming
white and misty. On the horizon fine streaks of cirrhous clouds were succeeded by masses of cumuli. Other low clouds passed
swiftly by. The swollen searosein huge billows. The birds disappeared with the exception of the petrels, those friends of the
storm. The barometer fell sensibly, and indicated an extreme extension of the vapours. The mixture of the sorm glasswas
decomposed under the influence of the electricity that pervaded the atmosphere. The tempest burst on the 18th of May, just as
the Nautilus was floating off Long Idand, some milesfrom the port of New Y ork. | can describe this strife of the eementd! for,
instead of fleeing to the depths of the sea, Captain Nemo, by an unaccountable caprice, would braveit at the surface. Thewind
blew from the south-west at first. Captain Nemo, during the squalls, had taken his place on the platform. He had made himself
fast, to prevent being washed overboard by the monstrous waves. | had hoisted mysdlf up, and made myself fast dso, dividing
my admiration between the tempest and this extraordinary man who was coping with it. The raging seawas swept by huge
cloud-drifts, which were actualy saturated with the waves. The Nautilus, sometimeslying on its Sde, sometimes stlanding up
like ameast, rolled and pitched terribly. About five o'clock atorrent of rain fell, that lulled neither seanor wind. The hurri cane
blew nearly forty leagues an hour. It is under these conditions that it overturns houses, breaks iron gates, displaces twenty-four
pounders. However, the Nautilus, in the midst of the tempest, confirmed the words of a clever engineer, "Thereisno
wdll-constructed hull that cannot defy the sea.” Thiswas not aressting rock; it was asted spindle, obedient and movable,
without rigging or masts, that braved its fury with impunity. However, | watched these raging waves attentively. They measured
fifteen feet in height, and 150 to 175 yards long, and their speed of propagation was thirty feet per second. Their bulk and
power increased with the depth of the water. Such waves as these, at the Hebrides, have displaced a mass weighing 8,400 Ib.
They are they which, in the tempest of December 23rd, 1864, after destroying the town of Y eddo, in Japan, broke the same
day on the shores of America. Theintensity of the tempest increased with the night. The barometer, asin 1860 at Reunion
during acyclone, fell saven-tenths a the close of day. | saw alarge vessd pass the horizon struggling painfully. Shewastrying
to lieto under half steam, to keep up above the waves. It was probably one of the steamers of the line from New Y ork to
Liverpool, or Havre. It soon disappeared in the gloom. At ten o'clock in the evening the sky was on fire. The atmosphere was
streaked with vivid lightning. | could not bear the brightness of it; while the captain, looking at it, seemed to envy the spirit of
the tempest. A terrible noisefilled the air, acomplex noise, made up of the howls of the crushed waves, the roaring of the wind,
and the claps of thunder. The wind veered suddenly to al points of the horizon; and the cyclone, rising in the east, returned
after passing by the north, west, and south, in the inverse course pursued by the circular ssorm of the southern hemisphere. Ah,
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that Gulf Stream! It deservesits name of the King of Tempests. It isthat which causes those formidable cyclones, by the
difference of temperature between itsair and its currents. A shower of fire had succeeded therain. The drops of water were
changed to sharp spikes. One would have thought that Captain Nemo was courting a desth worthy of himself, adeath by
lightning. Asthe Nautilus, pitching dreadfully, raised its sted spur in the air, it seemed to act asaconductor, and | saw long
sparks burst from it. Crushed and without strength | crawled to the panel, opened it, and descended to the saloon. The storm
wasthen at itsheight. It wasimpossible to stand upright in the interior of the Nautilus. Captain Nemo came down about twelve.
| heard the reservairsfilling by degrees, and the Nautilus sank dowly beneath the waves. Through the open windowsin the
sdoon | saw largefish terrified, passing like phantomsin the water. Some were struck before my eyes. The Nautilus was till
descending. | thought that at about eight fathoms deep we should find acam. But no! the upper beds were too violently
agitated for that. We had to seek repose at more than twenty-five fathoms in the bowels of the deep. But there, what quiet,
what silence, what peace! Who could have told that such a hurricane had been let |oose on the surface of that ocean?

CHAPTER XX.FROM LATITUDE 47@ 24 TO LONGITUDE 17@ 28

In consequence of the storm, we had been thrown eastward once more. All hope of escape on the shores of New York or St.
Lawrence had faded away; and poor Ned, in despair, had isolated himself like Captain Nemo. Conseil and I, however, never
left each other. | said that the Nautilus had gone aside to the east. | should have said (to be more exact) the north-east. For
some days, it wandered first on the surface, and then beneath it, amid those fogs so dreaded by sailors. What accidents are
dueto these thick fogs! What shocks upon these reefs when the wind drowns the breaking of the waves! What collisons
between vessdls, in pite of their warning lights, whistles, and darm bells! And the bottoms of these seaslook like afield of
battle, where il liedl the conquered of the ocean; some old and aready encrusted, others fresh and reflecting from their iron
bands and copper plates the brilliancy of our lantern.

On the 15th of May we were at the extreme south of the Bank of Newfoundland. Thisbank conssts of aluvia, or large heaps
of organic matter, brought either from the Equator by the Gulf Stream, or from the North Pole by the counter-current of cold
water which skirts the American coast. There dso are hegped up those erratic blocks which are carried dong by the broken
ice; and close by, avast charnel-house of molluscs, which perish here by millions. The depth of the seaisnot greet a
Newfoundland--not more than some hundreds of fathoms; but towards the south is a depression of 1,500 fathoms. Therethe
Gulf Stream widens. It loses some of its speed and some of its temperature, but it becomes asea.

It was on the 17th of May, about 500 miles from Heart's Content, at a depth of more than 1,400 fathoms, that | saw the
electric cablelying on the bottom. Consall, to whom | had not mentioned it, thought at first thet it was a gigantic sea-serpent.
But | undeceived the worthy fellow, and by way of consolation related severd particularsin the laying of thiscable. Thefirst
onewaslaid inthe years 1857 and 1858; but, after transmitting about 400 telegrams, would not act any longer. In 1863 the
engineers congtructed an other one, measuring 2,000 milesin length, and weighing 4,500 tons, which was embarked on the
Great Eagtern. This attempt also failed.

On the 25th of May the Nautilus, being at a depth of more than 1,918 fathoms, was on the precise spot where the rupture
occurred which ruined the enterprise. It was within 638 miles of the coast of Irdand; and at half-past two in the afternoon they
discovered that communication with Europe had ceased. The eectricians on board resolved to cut the cable before fishing it
up, and a deven o'clock at night they had recovered the damaged part. They made another point and spliced it, and it was
once more submerged. But some days after it broke again, and in the depths of the ocean could not be recaptured. The
Americans, however, were not discouraged. Cyrus Field, the bold promoter of the enterprise, as he had sunk al hisown
fortune, set anew subscription on foot, which was at once answered, and another cable was constructed on better principles.
The bundles of conducting wires were each enveloped in gutta-percha, and protected by awadding of hemp, containedina
metdlic covering. The Great Eastern sailed on the 13th of July, 1866. The operation worked well. But one incident occurred.
Severd timesin unrolling the cable they observed that nails had recently been forced into it, evidently with the motive of
destroying it. Captain Anderson, the officers, and engineers consulted together, and had it posted up that, if the offender was
surprised on board, he would be thrown without further tria into the sea. From that time the criminal attempt was never
repeated.

Onthe 23rd of July the Great Eastern was not more than 500 miles from Newfoundland, when they telegraphed from Ireland
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the news of the armistice concluded between Prussiaand Audtria after Sadowa. On the 27th, in the midst of heavy fogs, they
reached the port of Heart's Content. The enterprise was successfully terminated; and for itsfirst despatch, young America
addressed old Europe in these words of wisdom, so rarely understood: " Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace,
goodwill towards men."

| did not expect to find the eectric cablein its primitive state, such asit was on leaving the manufactory. The long serpent,
covered with the remains of shells, bristling with foraminiferae, was encrusted with a strong coating which served asa
protection againgt al boring molluscs. It lay quietly sheltered from the motions of the sea, and under afavourable pressure for
the transmission of the el ectric spark which passes from Europe to Americain .32 of a second. Doubtless this cable will last for
agreat length of time, for they find that the gutta-percha covering isimproved by the sea-water. Besides, on thislevel, so well
chosen, the cable is never so deeply submerged asto causeit to break. The Nautilus followed it to the lowest depth, which
was more than 2,212 fathoms, and thereit lay without any anchorage; and then we reached the spot where the accident had
taken place in 1863. The bottom of the ocean then formed avalley about 100 miles broad, in which Mont Blanc might have
been placed without its summit gppearing above the waves. Thisvalley is closed at the east by a perpendicular wall more than
2,000 yards high. We arrived there on the 28th of May, and the Nautilus was then not more than 120 miles from Ireland.

Was Captain Nemo going to land on the British Ides? No. To my great surprise he made for the south, once more coming
back towards European seas. In rounding the Emerald Ide, for oneingtant | caught sight of Cape Clear, and the light which
guidesthe thousands of vessalsleaving Glasgow or Liverpool. An important question then arosein my mind. Did the Nautilus
dare entangle itsdlf in the Manche? Ned Land, who had re-appeared since we had been nearing land, did not cease to question
me. How could | answer? Captain Nemo reminded invisible. After having shown the Canadian aglimpse of American shores,
was he going to show me the coast of France?

But the Nautilus was till going southward. On the 30th of May, it passed in sight of Land's End, between the extreme point of
England and the Scilly Ides, which were |eft to starboard. If we wished to enter the Manche, he must go straight to the east. He
did not do so.

During the whole of the 31t of May, the Nautilus described a series of circles on the water, which greetly interested me. It
seemed to be seeking a gpot it had some trouble in finding. At noon, Captain Nemo himself came to work the ship'slog. He
spoke no word to me, but seemed gloomier than ever. What could sadden him thus? Wasiit his proxim ity to European shores?
Had he some recollections of his abandoned country? If not, what did he fed? Remorse or regret? For along while this thought
haunted my mind, and | had akind of presentiment that before long chance would betray the captain's secrets.

The next day, the 1t of June, the Nautilus continued the same process. It was evidently seeking some particular spot in the
ocean. Captain Nemo took the sun's dtitude as he had done the day before. The seawas beautiful, the sky clear. About eight
milesto the east, alarge steam vessal could be discerned on the horizon. No flag fluttered from itsmast, and | could not
discover its nationdity. Some minutes before the sun passed the meridian, Captain Nemo took his sextant, and watched with
great attention. The perfect rest of the water greatly hel ped the operation. The Nautilus was motionless; it neither rolled nor
pitched.

| was on the platform when the dtitude was taken, and the Captain pronounced these words: "It is here."

He turned and went below. Had he seen the vessal which was changing its course and seemed to be nearing us? | could not
tell. | returned to the sdloon. The panels closed, | heard the hissing of the water in the reservoirs. The Nautilus began to sink,
following averticd line, for its screw communicated no motion to it. Some minutes later it stopped at adepth of more than 420
fathoms, resting on the ground. The luminous ceiling was darkened, then the panel s were opened, and through the glass | saw
the seabrilliantly illuminated by the rays of our lantern for at least half amile round us.

| looked to the port side, and saw nothing but an immensty of quiet waters. But to starboard, on the bottom appeared alarge
protuberance, which at once attracted my attention. One would have thought it aruin buried under a coating of white shells,
much resembling a covering of snow. Upon examining the mass attentively, | could recognise the ever-thickening form of a
vessd bare of its masts, which must have sunk. It certainly belonged to past times. Thiswreck, to be thus encrusted with the
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lime of the water, must aready be able to count many years passed at the bottom of the ocean.

What wasthisvesse? Why did the Nautilus visit its tomb? Could it have been aught but a shipwreck which had drawn it under
the water? | knew not what to think, when near mein asow voice | heard Captain Nemo say:

"At onetime this ship was caled the Marsalllais. It carried seventy-four guns, and was launched in 1762. In 1778, the 13th of
August, commanded by LaPoype-Ver trieux, it fought boldly againgt the Preston. In 1779, on the 4th of July, it was at the
taking of Grenada, with the squadron of Admiral Estaing. In 1781, on the 5th of September, it took part in the battle of Comte
de Grasse, in Chesgpeake Bay. In 1794, the French Republic changed its name. On the 16th of April, inthe same year, it
joined the squadron of Villaret Joyeuse, at Brest, being entrusted with the escort of acargo of corn coming from America,
under the command of Admiral Van Stebd. On the 11th and 12th Praird of the second year, this squadron fell inwith an
Englishvessdl. Sir, to-day isthe 13th Praird, thefirst of June, 1868. It is now seventy-four years ago, day for day on thisvery
spat, in latitude 47@ 24, longitude 17@ 28, that thisvessd, after fighting heroicdly, losing its three masts, with the water in its
hold, and the third of its crew disabled, preferred sinking with its 356 sailorsto surrendering; and, nailing its coloursto the
poop, disappeared under the wavesto the cry of “Long live the Republic!™

"The Avenger!" | exclamed.

"Yes, gr, the Avenger! A good name!" muttered Captain Nemo, crossing hisarms.
CHAPTER XXI.AHECATOMB

Theway of describing this unlooked-for scene, the history of the patriot ship, told at first so coldly, and the emaotion with which
this strange man pronounced the last words, the name of the Avenger, the significance of which could not escape me, dl
impressed itself deeply on my mind. My eyes did not leave the Captain, who, with his hand stretched out to sea, was watching
with aglowing eye the glorious wreck. Perhaps | was never to know who he was, from whence he came, or where he was
going to, but | saw the man move, and apart from the savant. It was no common misanthropy which had shut Captain Nemo
and his companions within the Nautilus, but a hatred, either monstrous or sublime, which time could never weaken. Did this
hatred still seek for vengeance? The future would soon teach me that. But the Nautilus was rising dowly to the surface of the
seq, and the form of the Avenger disappeared by degrees from my sight. Soon adight rolling told me that we were in the open
air. At that moment a dull boom was heard. | looked at the Captain. He did not move.

"Ceptain?' sad |

Hedid not answer. | 1eft him and mounted the platform. Consell and the Canadian were dready there.
"Where did that sound come from?" | asked.

"It was agunshot,” replied Ned Land.

| looked in the direction of the vessdl | had already seen. It was nearing the Nautilus, and we could see that it was putting on
geam. It waswithin Sx milesof us.

"Wht isthat ship, Ned?"

"By itsrigging, and the height of itslower magts,” said the Canadian, "I bet sheisaship-of-war. May it reach us; and, if
necessary, Snk this cursed Nautilus."

"Friend Ned," replied Consall, "what harm can it do to the Nautilus? Can it attack it benesth the waves? Can its cannonade us
at the bottom of the sea?'

"Tell me, Ned," said |, "'can you recognise what country she belongsto?

The Canadian knitted his eyebrows, dropped his eyelids, and screwed up the corners of his eyes, and for afew moments fixed
apiercing look upon the vessd.
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"No, gr," hereplied; "I cannot tell what nation she belongs to, for she shows no colours. But | can declare sheisaman-of-war,
for along pennant flutters from her main mast."

For aquarter of an hour we watched the ship which was steaming towards us. | could not, however, believe that she could see
the Nautilus from that distance; and till lessthat she could know what this submarine engine was. Soon the Canadian informed
me that she was alarge, armoured, two-decker ram. A thick black smoke was pouring from her two funnels. Her
closdy-furled sails were stopped to her yards. She hoisted no flag at her mizzen-peak. The distance prevented usfrom
distinguishing the colours of her pennant, which floated like athin ribbon. She advanced rapidly. If Captain Nemo allowed her
to approach, there was a chance of salvation for us.

"Sir," said Ned Land, "if that vessd passeswithin amile of us| shdl throw mysdf into the sea, and | should advise you to do
thesame.”

| did not reply to the Canadian's suggestion, but continued watching the ship. Whether English, French, American, or Russian,
shewould be sureto take usin if we could only reach her. Presently awhite smoke burst from the fore part of the vessel; some
seconds after, the water, agitated by thefal of a heavy body, splashed the stern of the Nautilus, and shortly afterwards aloud
explosion struck my ear.

"What! they arefiringat us" | exclamed.

"So pleaseyou, Sr," said Ned, "they have recognised the unicorn, and they arefiring at us."
"But," | exclamed, "surely they can seethat there are men in the case?!

"It is, perhaps, because of that," replied Ned Land, looking a me.

A wholeflood of light burst upon my mind. Doubtless they knew now how to believe the stories of the pretended monster. No
doubt, on board the Abraham Lincoln, when the Canadian struck it with the harpoon, Commander Farragut had recognised in
the supposed narwha a submarine vessal, more dangerous than a supernatura cetacean. Yes, it must have been so; and on
every seathey were now seeking this engine of destruction. Terribleindeed! if, as we supposed, Captain Nemo employed the
Nautilusin works of vengeance. On the night when we were imprisoned in that cell, in the midst of the Indian Ocean, had he
not attacked some vessal? The man buried in the cord cemetery, had he not been avictim to the shock caused by the
Nautilus? Yes, | repedt it, it must be so0. One part of the mysterious existence of Captain Nemo had been unveliled; and, if his
identity had not been recognised, at least, the nations united againgt him were no longer hunting achimerical creature, but aman
who had vowed a deadly hatred against them. All the formidable past rose before me. Instead of meeting friends on board the
approaching ship, we could only expect pitiless enemies. But the shot rattled about us. Some of them struck the seaand
ricochetted, losing themselvesin the distance. But none touched the Nautilus. The vessel was not more than three milesfrom
us. In spite of the serious cannonade, Captain Nemo did not gppear on the platform; but, if one of the conical projectiles had
struck the shell of the Nautilus, it would have been fatal. The Canadian then said, " Sir, we must do dl we can to get out of this
dilemma. Let ussgnd them. They will then, perhaps, understand that we are honest folks."

Ned Land took his handkerchief to wavein the air; but he had scarcely displayed it, when he was struck down by aniron
hand, and fell, in spite of his great strength, upon the deck.

"Fool!" exclamed the Captain, "do you wish to be pierced by the spur of the Nautilus beforeit is hurled at thisvessd?'

Captain Nemo wasterrible to hear; he was still more terrible to see. Hisface was deadly pale, with aspasm at his heart. For
an ingant it must have ceased to beat. His pupils were fearfully contracted. He did not speak, he roared, as, with his body
thrown forward, he wrung the Canadian's shoulders. Then, leaving him, and turning to the ship of war, whose shot was till
raining around him, he exclaimed, with a powerful voice, "Ah, ship of an accursed nation, you know who | am! | do not want
your coloursto know you by! Look! and | will show you mine!™

And on thefore part of the platform Captain Nemo unfurled ablack flag, smilar to the one he had placed at the South Pole. At
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that moment a shot struck the shell of the Nautilus obliquely, without piercing it; and, rebounding near the Captain, waslogtin
the sea. He shrugged his shoulders; and, addressing me, said shortly, "Go down, you and your companions, go down!"

"Sir," | cried, "are you going to attack this vessd ?"
"Sr, l angoingtosnk it."
"Youwill not do thet?"

"I shdl doit," hereplied coldly. "And | advise you not to judge me, Sr. Fate has shown you what you ought not to have seen.
The attack has begun; go down.”

"What isthisvessd?"
"Y ou do not know? Very well! so much the better! Its nationdity to you, at least, will be asecret. Go down!"

We could but obey. About fifteen of the sailors surrounded the Captain, looking with implacable hatred at the vessel nearing
them. One could fed that the same desire of vengeance animated every soul. | went down at the moment another projectile
struck the Nautilus, and | heard the Captain exclaim:

"Strike, mad vessdl! Shower your useless shot! And then, you will not escape the spur of the Nautilus. But it is not here that
you shd| perish! | would not have your ruins mingle with those of the Avenger!”

| reached my room. The Captain and his second had remained on the platform. The screw was set in motion, and the Nauttilus,
moving with speed, was soon beyond the reach of the ship's guns. But the pursuit continued, and Captain Nemo contented
himsdf with keeping hisdistance,

About four in the afternoon, being no longer able to contain my impatience, | went to the central staircase. The pand was open,
and | ventured on to the platform. The Captain was still walking up and down with an agitated step. He was|ooking at the ship,
which wasfiveor sx milesto leaward.

Hewas going round it like awild beast, and, drawing it eastward, he alowed them to pursue. But he did not attack. Perhaps
he still hesitated? | wished to mediate once more. But | had scarcely spoken, when Captain Nemo imposed silence, saying:

"l anthelaw, and | amthejudge! | am the oppressed, and thereis the oppressor! Through him | have lost dl that | loved,
cherished, and venerated--country, wife, children, father, and mother. | saw al perish! All that | hate isthere! Say no more!”

| cast alast look at the man-of-war, which was putting on steam, and rejoined Ned and Conssll.
"Wewill fly!" | exdaimed.
"Good!" said Ned. "What isthisvessd ?"

"I do not know; but, whatever it is, it will be sunk before night. In any case, it is better to perish with it, than be made
accomplicesin aretaiation the justice of which we cannot judge.”

"That ismy opinion too," said Ned Land, coolly. "Let uswait for night.”

Night arrived. Deep slence reigned on board. The compass showed that the Nautilus had not atered its course. It was on the
surface, rolling dightly. My companions and | resolved to fly when the vessel should be near enough ether to hear usor to see
us, for the moon, which would befull in two or three days, shone brightly. Once on board the ship, if we could not prevent the
blow which threatened it, we could, at least we would, do al that circumstanceswould alow. Severd times| thought the
Nautiluswas preparing for attack; but Captain Nemo contented himself with alowing his adversary to gpproach, and then fled
once more beforeit.

142



Part of the night passed without any incident. We watched the opportunity for action. We spoke little, for we were too much
moved. Ned Land would have thrown himself into the seg, but | forced him to wait. According to my idea, the Nautiluswould
attack the ship at her waterline, and then it would not only be possible, but easy tofly.

At threein the morning, full of uneasiness, | mounted the platform. Captain Nemo had not lft it. He was standing at the fore
part near hisflag, which adight breeze displayed above his head. He did not take his eyesfrom the vessdl. Theintensity of his
look seemed to attract, and fascinate, and draw it onward more surely than if he had been towing it. The moon was then
passing the meridian. Jupiter wasrising in the east. Amid this peaceful scene of nature, Sky and ocean rivalled each other in
tranquillity, the sea offering to the orbs of night the finest mirror they could ever have in which to reflect their image. Asl
thought of the degp calm of these e ements, compared with al those passons brooding imperceptibly within the Nautilus, |
shuddered.

The vessdl waswithin two miles of us. It was ever nearing that phosphorescent light which showed the presence of the
Nautilus. | could seeitsgreen and red lights, and its white lantern hanging from the large foremast. Anindistinct vibration
quivered through its rigging, showing that the furnaces were heated to the uttermost. Sheaves of sparks and red ashes flew from
the funnes, shining in the aimospherelike stars.

| remained thus until six in the morning, without Captain Nemo noticing me. The ship stood about amile and ahdf from us, and
with thefirst dawn of day thefiring began afresh. The moment could not be far off when, the Nautilus attacking its adversary,
my companions and myself should for ever leave thisman. | was preparing to go down to remind them, when the second
mounted the platform, accompanied by severa sailors. Captain Nemo elther did not or would not see them. Some stepswere
taken which might be called the signa for action. They were very smple. Theiron balustrade around the platform was lowered,
and the lantern and pilot cages were pushed within the shell until they were flush with the deck. Thelong surface of the sted
cigar no longer offered asingle point to check its manoeuvres. | returned to the saloon. The Nautilus still floated; some streaks
of light werefiltering through the liquid beds. With the undulations of the waves the windows were brightened by the red
streaks of the rising sun, and this dreadful day of the 2nd of June had dawned.

At five o'clock, the log showed that the speed of the Nautilus was dackening, and | knew that it was allowing them to draw
nearer. Besides, the reports were heard more distinctly, and the projectiles, labouring through the ambient water, were
extinguished with astrange hissng noise.

"My friends" said |, "the moment is come. One grasp of the hand, and may God protect us”

Ned Land was resolute, Consell calm, mysdlf so nervousthat | knew not how to contain myself. We dl passed into thelibrary;
but the moment | pushed the door opening on to the centra staircase, | heard the upper panel close sharply. The Canadian
rushed on to the gtairs, but | stopped him. A well-known hissing noise told me that the water was running into the reservoirs,
and in afew minutes the Nautilus was some yards benegath the surface of the waves. | understood the manoeuvre. It wastoo
late to act. The Nautilus did not wish to strike at the impenetrable cuirass, but below the water-line, where the metallic covering
no longer protected it.

We were again imprisoned, unwilling witnesses of the dreadful dramathat was preparing. We had scarcely timeto reflect;
taking refuge in my room, we looked at each other without speaking. A deep stupor had taken hold of my mind: thought
seemed to stand gtill. | wasin that painful state of expectation preceding adreadful report. | waited, | listened, every sense was
merged in that of hearing! The speed of the Nautilus was accelerated. It was preparing to rush. The whole ship trembled.
Suddenly | screamed. | felt the shock, but comparatively light. | felt the penetrating power of the sted spur. | heard rattlings
and scrapings. But the Nautilus, carried along by its propelling power, passed through the mass of the vessdl like aneedle
through salldoth!

| could stand it no longer. Mad, out of my mind, | rushed from my room into the saloon. Captain Nemo wasthere, mute,
gloomy, implacable; he was looking through the port panel. A large mass cast ashadow on the water; and, that it might lose
nothing of her agony, the Nauitilus was going down into the abysswith her. Ten yardsfrom me | saw the open shdll, through
which the water was rushing with the noise of thunder, then the double line of guns and the netting. The bridge was covered
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with black, agitated shadows.

The water wasrising. The poor crestures were crowding the ratlines, clinging to the magts, struggling under the water. It wasa
human ant-heap overtaken by the sea. Pardlysed, stiffened with anguish, my hair standing on end, with eyes wide open,
panting, without breath, and without voice, | too waswatching! Anirresistible attraction glued meto the glassl Suddenly an
explosion took place. The compressed air blew up her decks, asif the magazines had caught fire. Then the unfortunate vessel
sank morerapidly. Her topmagt, laden with victims, now appeared; then her spars, bending under the weight of men; and, last
of dl, thetop of her mainmast. Then the dark mass disappeared, and with it the dead crew, drawn down by the strong eddy.

| turned to Captain Nemo. That terrible avenger, aperfect archangel of hatred, was still looking. When al was over, he turned
to hisroom, opened the door, and entered. | followed him with my eyes. On the end wall beneath his heroes, | saw the portrait
of awoman, still young, and two little children. Captain Nemo looked at them for some moments, Stretched his arms towards
them, and, kneeling down, burst into deep sobs.

CHAPTER XXII. THE LAST WORDS OF CAPTAIN NEMO

The pands had closed on thisdreadful vision, but light had not returned to the saloon: al was silence and darkness within the
Nautilus. At wonderful speed, a hundred feet beneath the water, it was |eaving this desolate spot. Whither wasit going? To the
north or south? Where was the man flying to after such dreadful retdiation? | had returned to my room, where Ned and
Consall had remained silent enough. | felt an insurmountable horror for Captain Nemo. Whatever he had suffered at the hands
of these men, he had no right to punish thus. He had made me, if not an accomplice, at least awitness of hisvengeance. At
eleven the dectric light reappeared. | passed into the saloon. It was deserted. | consulted the different instruments. The
Nautilus was flying northward at the rate of twenty-five miles an hour, now on the surface, and now thirty feet below it. On
taking the bearings by the chart, | saw that we were passing the mouth of the Manche, and that our course was hurrying us
towards the northern seas at afrightful speed. That night we had crossed two hundred leagues of the Atlantic. The shadows
fell, and the seawas covered with darkness until the rising of the moon. | went to my room, but could not deep. | wastroubled
with dreadful nightmare. The horrible scene of destruction was continualy before my eyes. From that day, who could tell into
what part of the North Atlantic basin the Nautilus would take us? Still with unaccountable speed. Still in the midst of these
northern fogs. Would it touch at Spitzbergen, or on the shores of Nova Zembla? Should we explore those unknown sees, the
White Ses, the Sea of Kara, the Gulf of Obi, the Archipeago of Liarrov, and the unknown coast of Asia? | could not say. |
could no longer judge of the time that was passing. The clocks had been stopped on board. It seemed, asin polar countries,
that night and day no longer followed their regular course. | felt mysdlf being drawn into that strange region where the
foundered imagination of Edgar Poe roamed at will. Like the fabulous Gordon Pym, at every moment | expected to see"that
veiled human figure, of larger proportions than those of any inhabitant of the earth, thrown across the cataract which defends
the approach to the pole.” | estimated (though, perhaps, | may be mistaken)--1 estimated this adventurous course of the
Nautilusto have lasted fifteen or twenty days. And | know not how much longer it might have lasted, had it not been for the
catastrophe which ended this voyage. Of Captain Nemo | saw nothing whatever now, nor of his second. Not aman of the
crew was vishblefor an instant. The Nautilus was amost incessantly under water. When we came to the surface to renew the
air, the pands opened and shut mechanicaly. There were no more marks on the planisphere. | knew not where we were. And
the Canadian, too, his strength and patience at an end, appeared no more. Consall could not draw aword from him; and,
fearing that, in adreadful fit of madness, he might kill himsdf, watched him with congtant devotion. One morning (what date it
was | could not say) | had fallen into aheavy deep towards the early hours, adeep both painful and unhedthy, when |
suddenly awoke. Ned Land was leaning over me, saying, in alow voice, "Wearegoing to fly." | sat up.

"When shdl we go?" | asked.

"To-night. All ingpection on board the Nautilus seems to have ceased. All appear to be stupefied. Y ou will be ready, sr?"
"Yes, whereare we?'

"Insght of land. | took the reckoning this morning in the fog-- twenty milesto the east.”

"What country isit?"
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"I do not know; but, whatever it is, we will take refuge there.”
"Yes, Ned, yes. Wewill fly to-night, even if the sea should swallow us up.”

"The seaiis bad, the wind violent, but twenty milesin that light boat of the Nautilus does not frighten me. Unknown to the crew,
| have been able to procure food and some bottles of water."

"1 will follow you."
"But," continued the Canadian, "if | am surprised, | will defend mysdlf; | will force them to kill me."
"Wewill dietogether, friend Ned."

| had made up my mind to al. The Canadian left me. | reached the platform, on which | could with difficulty support mysdlf
againgt the shock of the waves. The sky was threatening; but, asland wasin those thick brown shadows, we must fly. |
returned to the saloon, fearing and yet hoping to see Captain Nemo, wishing and yet not wishing to see him. What could | have
said to him? Could | hide theinvoluntary horror with which heinspired me? No. It was better that | should not meet him faceto
face; better to forget him. And yet---- How long seemed that day, the last that | should passin the Nautilus. | remained alone.
Ned Land and Consall avoided speaking, for fear of betraying themsalves. At six | dined, but | was not hungry; | forced myself
to eat in pite of my disgugt, that | might not weaken mysdlf. At haf-past six Ned Land cameto my room, saying, "We shal not
see each other again before our departure. At ten the moon will not be risen. We will profit by the darkness. Come to the boat;
Consail and | will wait for you."

The Canadian went out without giving me time to answer. Wishing to verify the course of the Nautilus, | went to the saloon.
Wewere running N.N.E. at frightful speed, and more than fifty yards deep. | cast alast look on these wonders of nature, on
the riches of art hegped up in this museum, upon the unrivalled collection destined to perish at the bottom of the sea, with him
who had formed it. | wished to fix an inddibleimpression of itin my mind. | remained an hour thus, bathed in the light of thet
luminous ceiling, and passing in review those treasures shining under their glasses. Then | returned to my room.

| dressed mysdlf in strong seaclothing. | collected my notes, placing them carefully about me. My heart beeat loudly. | could not
check its pulsations. Certainly my trouble and agitation would have betrayed me to Captain Nemo's eyes. What was he doing
at thismoment? | listened at the door of hisroom. | heard steps. Captain Nemo was there. He had not gone to rest. At every
moment | expected to see him agppear, and ask mewhy | wished to fly. | was congtantly on the dert. My imagination magnified
everything. Theimpression became at last so poignant that | asked myself if it would not be better to go to the Captain'sroom,
see him face to face, and brave him with look and gesture.

It wasthe ingpiration of amadman; fortunately | resisted the desire, and stretched mysdlf on my bed to quiet my bodily
agitation. My nerves were somewhat calmer, but in my excited brain | saw over again al my existence on board the Nautilus,
every incident, either happy or unfortunate, which had happened since my disappearance from the Abraham Lincoln--the
submarine hunt, the Torres Straits, the savages of Pgpua, the running ashore, the coral cemetery, the passage of Suez, the
Idand of Santorin, the Cretan diver, Vigo Bay, Atlantis, theiceberg, the South Pole, the imprisonment in theice, thefight
among the poul ps, the storm in the Gulf Stream, the Avenger, and the horrible scene of the vessdl sunk with dl her crew. All
these events passed before my eyeslike scenesin adrama. Then Captain Nemo seemed to grow enormoudly, hisfeaturesto
assume superhuman proportions. He was no longer my equa, but a man of the waters, the genie of the sea.

It was then haf-past nine. | held my head between my handsto keep it from bursting. | closed my eyes; | would not think any
longer. There was another haf-hour to wait, another half-hour of anightmare, which might drive me mad.

At that moment | heard the distant strains of the organ, a sad harmony to an undefinable chant, thewail of asoul longing to
break these earthly bonds. | listened with every sense, scarcely breathing; plunged, like Captain Nemo, in that musical ecstasy,
which was drawing him in spirit to the end of life.

Then asudden thought terrified me. Captain Nemo had |eft hisroom. Hewasin the saloon, which | must crossto fly. Therel
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should meet him for the last time. He would see me, perhaps spesk to me. A gesture of hismight destroy me, asingleword
chain me on board.

But ten was about to strike. The moment had come for me to leave my room, and join my companions.

| must not hesitate, even if Captain Nemo himself should rise before me. | opened my door carefully; and even then, asit
turned on its hinges, it seemed to me to make adreadful noise. Perhapsit only existed in my own imagination.

| crept dong the dark stairs of the Nautilus, stopping at each step to check the beating of my heart. | reached the door of the
saloon, and opened it gently. It was plunged in profound darkness. The strains of the organ sounded faintly. Captain Nemo
wasthere. He did not see me. In thefull light I do not think he would have noticed me, so entirely was he absorbed in the
ecstasy.

| crept dong the carpet, avoiding the dightest sound which might betray my presence. | was at least five minutes reaching the
door, a the opposite Sde, opening into the library.

| was going to open it, when asigh from Captain Nemo nailed me to the spot. | knew that hewasrising. | could even see him,
for the light from thelibrary came through to the saloon. He came towards me silently, with hisarms crossed, gliding likea
gpectre rather than walking. His breast was swelling with sobs; and | heard him murmur these words (the last which ever struck

my ear):
"Almighty God! enough! enough!”
Wasit a confession of remorse which thus escaped from this man's conscience?

In desperation, | rushed through the library, mounted the central staircase, and, following the upper flight, reached the boat. |
crept through the opening, which had aready admitted my two companions.

"Letusgo! letusgo!” | exclaimed.
"Directly!" replied the Canadian.

The orificein the plates of the Nautilus wasfirst closed, and fastened down by means of afase key, with which Ned Land had
provided himsdlf; the opening in the boat was also closed. The Canadian began to loosen the boltswhich till held usto the
submarine boat.

Suddenly anoise was heard. V oices were answering each other loudly. What was the matter? Had they discovered our flight?
| felt Ned Land dipping adagger into my hand.

"Yes" | murmured, "we know how to dig!"

The Canadian had stopped in hiswork. But one word many times repested, a dreadful word, revealed the cause of the
agitation spreading on board the Nautilus. It was not we the crew were looking after!

"The maelstrom! the maelstrom!™ Could amore dreadful word in amore dreadful Stuation have sounded in our ears! Wewere
then upon the dangerous coast of Norway. Was the Nautilus being drawn into this gulf at the moment our boat was going to
leave its Sdes? We knew that at the tide the pent-up waters between the idands of Ferroe and Loffoden rush with irresstible
violence, forming awhirlpool from which no vessd ever escapes. From every point of the horizon enormous waves were
mesting, forming agulf justly called the"Nave of the Ocean," whose power of attraction extends to a distance of twelve miles.
There, not only vessels, but whaes are sacrificed, aswell as white bears from the northern regions.

It isthither that the Nautilus, voluntarily or involuntarily, had been run by the Captain.

It was describing aspird, the circumference of which was lessening by degrees, and the boat, which was till fastened to its
sde, was carried dong with giddy speed. | felt that sickly giddiness which arises from long-continued whirling round.
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Wewerein dread. Our horror was at its height, circulation had stopped, al nervousinfluence was annihilated, and we were
covered with cold swest, like a sweat of agony! And what noise around our frail bark! What roarings repeated by the echo
milesaway! What an uproar wasthat of the waters broken on the sharp rocks at the bottom, where the hardest bodies are
crushed, and treesworn away, "with al the fur rubbed off," according to the Norwegian phrase!

What astuation to bein! We rocked frightfully. The Nautilus defended itself like ahuman being. Its stedd muscles cracked.
Sometimes it seemed to stand upright, and we with it!

"Wemust hold on," said Ned, "and look after the bolts. We may ill be saved if we stick to the Nautilus.”

He had not finished the words, when we heard a crashing noise, the bolts gave way, and the boat, torn from its groove, was
hurled like astone from ading into the midst of the whirlpool.

My head struck on apiece of iron, and with the violent shock | lost al consciousness.
CHAPTER XXIII. CONCLUSION

Thus ends the voyage under the seas. What passed during that night-- how the boat escaped from the eddies of the
maelstrom-- how Ned Land, Consell, and mysdlf ever came out of the gulf, | cannot tell.

But when | returned to consciousness, | was lying in afisherman's hut, on the Loffoden Ides. My two companions, safe and
sound, were near me holding my hands. We embraced each other heartily.

At that moment we could not think of returning to France. The means of communication between the north of Norway and the
south arerare. And | am therefore obliged to wait for the sseamboat running monthly from Cape North.

And, among the worthy people who have so kindly received us, | revise my record of these adventures once more. Not afact
has been omitted, not adetail exaggerated. It isafaithful narrative of thisincredible expedition in an eement inaccessibleto
man, but to which Progresswill one day open aroad.

Shdl | be bdieved? 1 do not know. And it matterslittle, after al. What | now affirmis, that | have aright to speek of these
seas, under which, in lessthan ten months, | have crossed 20,000 leagues in that submarine tour of the world, which has
revealed so many wonders.

But what has become of the Nautilus? Did it resst the pressure of the maglstrom? Does Captain Nemo still live? And does he
gtill follow under the ocean those frightful retdiations? Or, did he stop after the last hecatomb?

Will the waves one day carry to him this manuscript containing the history of hislife? Shal | ever know the name of thisman?
Will themissing vessd tell usby its nationdity that of Captain Nemo?

| hope so. And | dso hopethat his powerful vessel has conquered the seaat its most terrible gulf, and that the Nautilus has
survived where so many other vessals have been lost! If it be so--if Captain Nemo till inhabits the ocean, his adopted country,
may hatred be appeased in that savage heart! May the contemplation of so many wonders extinguish for ever the spirit of
vengeance! May the judge disappear, and the philosopher continue the peaceful exploration of the seal If hisdestiny be
drange, itisaso sublime. Have | not understood it myself? Have | not lived ten months of this unnaturd life? And to the
question asked by Ecclesastes three thousand years ago, "That which isfar off and exceeding deep, who can find it out?' two
men done of dl now living have theright to give an answver----

CAPTAINNEMO AND MYSELF.
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