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Chapter 1

A Runaway Reef

THE YEAR 1866was marked by a bizarre development, an unexplained
and downright inexplicable phenomenon that surely no one has forgot-
ten. Without getting into those rumors that upset civilians in the seaports
and deranged the public mind even far inland, it must be said that pro-
fessional seamenwere especially alarmed. Traders, shipowners, captains
of vessels, skippers, and master mariners from Europe and America,
naval officers from every country, and at their heelsthe various national
governments on these two continents, were all extremely disturbed by
the business.

In essence,over a period of time several ships had encountered "an
enormous thing" at sea,a long spindle-shaped object, sometimes giving
off a phosphorescent glow, infinitely bigger and faster than any whale.

The relevant data on this apparition, asrecorded in various logbooks,
agreed pretty closely asto the structure of the object or creature in ques-
tion, its unprecedented speed of movement, its startling locomotive
power, and the unique vitality with which it seemedto be gifted. If it
was a cetacean,it exceededin bulk any whale previously classified by
science. No naturalist, neither Cuvier nor LacZpede, neither Professor
Dumeril nor Professor de Quatrefages, would have accepted the exist-
ence of such a monster sight unseenN specifically, unseen by their own
scientific eyes.

Striking an average of observations taken at different timesN rejecting
those timid estimatesthat gave the object a length of 200feet, and ignor-
ing those exaggerated views that saw it as a mile wide and three
longNyou could still assert that this phenomenal creature greatly ex-
ceededthe dimensions of anything then known to ichthyologists, if it ex-
isted at all.

Now then, it did exist, this was an undeniable fact; and since the hu-
man mind dotes on objects of wonder, you can understand the



worldwide excitement caused by this unearthly apparition. As for releg-
ating it to the realm of fiction, that charge had to be dropped.

In essencepn July 20,1866,the steamer Governor Higginson, from the
Calcutta & Burnach Steam Navigation Co., encountered this moving
mass five miles off the eastern shores of Australia.

Captain Baker at first thought he was in the presenceof an unknown
reef; he was even about to fix its exact position when two waterspouts
shot out of this inexplicable object and sprang hissing into the air some
150feet. So,unless this reef was subjectto the intermittent eruptions of a
geyser, the Governor Higginson had fair and honest dealings with some
aquatic mammal, until then unknown, that could spurt from its
blowholes waterspouts mixed with air and steam.

Similar events were likewise observed in Pacific seas,on July 23 of the
same year, by the Christopher Columbus from the West India & Pacific
Steam Navigation Co. Consequently, this extraordinary cetaceancould
transfer itself from one locality to another with startling swiftness, since
within an interval of just three days, the Governor Higginson and the
Christopher Columbus had observed it at two positions on the charts
separated by a distance of more than 700 nautical leagues.

Fifteen days later and 2,000 leagues farther, the Helvetia from the
Compagnie Nationale and the Shannon from the Royal Mail line, run-
ning on opposite tacks in that part of the Atlantic lying between the Un-
ited Statesand Europe, respectively signaled each other that the monster
had been sighted in latitude 42 degrees 15' north and longitude 60 de-
grees 35' west of the meridian of Greenwich. From their simultaneous
observations, they were able to estimate the mammal's minimum length
at more than 350 English feet;! this was becauseboth the Shannon and
the Helvetia were of smaller dimensions, although each measured 100
meters stem to stern. Now then, the biggest whales, those rorqual whales
that frequent the waterways of the Aleutian Islands, have never ex-
ceededa length of 56 metersNif they reach even that. One after another,
reports arrived that would profoundly affect public opinion: new obser-
vations taken by the transatlantic liner Pereire,the Inman line's Etna run-
ning afoul of the monster, an official report drawn up by officers on the
French frigate Normandy, dead-earnestreckonings obtained by the gen-
eral staff of Commodore Fitz-James aboard the Lord Clyde. In light-
hearted countries, people joked about this phenomenon, but such seri-
ous, practical countries as England, America, and Germany were deeply
concerned. In every big city the monster was the latest rage; they sang

1.Author's Note: About 106 meters. An English foot is only 30.4 centimeters.



about it in the coffee houses, they ridiculed it in the newspapers, they
dramatized it in the theaters. The tabloids found it a fine opportunity for
hatching all sorts of hoaxes.In those newspapers short of copy, you saw
the reappearance of every gigantic imaginary creature, from "Moby
Dick," that dreadful white whale from the High Arctic regions, to the stu-
pendous kraken whose tentacles could entwine a 500-ton craft and drag
it into the oceandepths. They even reprinted reports from ancient times:
the views of Aristotle and Pliny accepting the existenceof such monsters,
then the Norwegian stories of Bishop Pontoppidan, the narratives of
Paul Egede, and finally the reports of Captain HarringtonN whose good
faith is above suspicionNin which he claims he saw, while aboard the
Castilian in 1857, 0ne of those enormous serpents that, until then, had
frequented only the seasof France'sold extremist newspaper, The Con-
stitutionalist. An interminable debate then broke out between believers
and skeptics in the scholarly societies and scientific journals. The
"monster question” inflamed all minds. During this memorable cam-
paign, journalists making a profession of sciencebattled with those mak-
ing a profession of wit, spilling waves of ink and some of them even two
or three drops of blood, since they went from seaserpentsto the most of-
fensive personal remarks. For six months the war seesawed.With inex-
haustible zest, the popular press took potshots at feature articles from
the Geographic Institute of Brazil, the Royal Academy of Sciencein Ber-
lin, the British Association, the Smithsonian Institution in Washington,
D.C., at discussionsin The Indian Archipelago, in Cosmos published by
Father Moigno, in Petermann's Mittheilungen, 2 and at scientific chron-
icles in the great French and foreign newspapers. When the monster's
detractors cited a saying by the botanist Linnaeus that "nature doesn't
make leaps,"” witty writers in the popular periodicals parodied it, main-
taining in essencethat "nature doesn't make lunatics," and ordering their
contemporaries never to give the lie to nature by believing in krakens,
seaserpents, "Moby Dicks," and other all-out efforts from drunken sea-
men. Finally, in a much-feared satirical journal, an article by its most
popular columnist finished off the monster for good, spurning it in the
style of Hippolytus repulsing the amorous advances of his stepmother
Phaedra, and giving the creature its quietus amid a universal burst of
laughter. Wit had defeated science.During the first months of the year
1867,the question seemedto be buried, and it didn't seemdue for resur-
rection, when new facts were brought to the public's attention. But now
it was no longer an issue of a scientific problem to be solved, but a quite

2.German: "Bulletin." Ed.



real and serious danger to be avoided. The question took an entirely new
turn. The monster again became an islet, rock, or reef, but a runaway
reef, unfixed and elusive. On March 5, 1867, the Moravian from the
Montreal OceanCo., lying during the night in latitude 27 degrees30'and
longitude 72degrees15',ran its starboard quarter afoul of a rock marked
on no charts of these waterways. Under the combined efforts of wind
and 400-horsepower steam, it was traveling at a speed of thirteen knots.
Without the high quality of its hull, the Moravian would surely have
split open from this collision and gone down together with those 237
passengersit was bringing back from Canada. This accident happened
around five o'clock in the morning, just asday was beginning to break.
The officers on watch rushed to the craft's stern. They examined the
oceanwith the most scrupulous care. They saw nothing except a strong
eddy breaking three cable lengths out, as if those sheets of water had
been violently churned. The site's exact bearings were taken, and the
Moravian continued on course apparently undamaged. Had it run afoul
of an underwater rock or the wreckage of some enormous derelict ship?
They were unable to say. But when they examined its undersides in the
service yard, they discovered that part of its keel had beensmashed. This
occurrence, extremely serious in itself, might perhaps have been forgot-
ten like so many others, if three weeks later it hadn't been reenacted un-
der identical conditions. Only, thanks to the nationality of the ship vic-
timized by this new ramming, and thanks to the reputation of the com-
pany to which this ship belonged, the event caused an immense uproar.
No one is unaware of the name of that famous English shipowner,
Cunard. In 1840 this shrewd industrialist founded a postal service
between Liverpool and Halifax, featuring three wooden ships with
400-horsepower paddle wheels and a burden of 1,162metric tons. Eight
years later, the company's assetswere increased by four 650-horsepower
ships at 1,820metric tons, and in two more years, by two other vesselsof
still greater power and tonnage. In 1853the Cunard Co., whose mail-car-
rying charter had just been renewed, successivelyadded to its assetsthe
Arabia, the Persia, the China, the Scotia, the Java, and the Russia, all
ships of top speed and, after the Great Eastern, the biggest ever to plow
the seas.Soin 1867this company owned twelve ships, eight with paddle
wheels and four with propellers. If | give these highly condensed detalils,
it is so everyone can fully understand the importance of this maritime
transportation company, known the world over for its shrewd manage-
ment. No transoceanic navigational undertaking has been conducted
with more ability, no businessdealings have been crowned with greater



success.In twenty-six years Cunard ships have made 2,000 Atlantic
crossings without so much as a voyage canceled, a delay recorded, a
man, a craft, or even a letter lost. Accordingly, despite strong competi-
tion from France,passengersstill choosethe Cunard line in preferenceto
all others, as can be seenin a recent survey of official documents. Given
this, no one will be astonished at the uproar provoked by this accident
involving one of its finest steamers.On April 13,1867,with a smooth sea
and a moderate breeze,the Scotialay in longitude 15degrees12'and lat-
itude 45 degrees37'. 1t was traveling at a speed of 13.43knots under the
thrust of its 1,000-horsepowerengines. Its paddle wheels were churning
the seawith perfect steadiness.It was then drawing 6.7 meters of water
and displacing 6,624cubic meters. At 4:17in the afternoon, during a high
tea for passengersgathered in the main lounge, a collision occurred,
scarcely noticeable on the whole, affecting the Scotia's hull in that
qguarter a little astern of its port paddle wheel. The Scotia hadn't run
afoul of something, it had been fouled, and by a cutting or perforating
instrument rather than a blunt one. This encounter seemedso minor that
nobody on board would have been disturbed by it, had it not been for
the shouts of crewmen in the hold, who climbed on deck yelling: "We're
sinking! We're sinking!" At first the passengerswere quite frightened,
but Captain Anderson hastened to reassurethem. In fact, there could be
no immediate danger. Divided into seven compartments by watertight
bulkheads, the Scotia could brave any leak with impunity. Captain
Anderson immediately made his way into the hold. He discovered that
the fifth compartment had beeninvaded by the sea,and the speed of this
invasion proved that the leak was considerable. Fortunately this com-
partment didn't contain the boilers, becausetheir furnaces would have
beenabruptly extinguished. Captain Anderson called an immediate halt,
and one of his sailors dived down to assesshe damage. Within moments
they had located a hole two meters in width on the steamer'sunderside.
Such a leak could not be patched, and with its paddle wheels half
swamped, the Scotiahad no choice but to continue its voyage. By then it
lay 300 miles from Cape Clear, and after three days of delay that filled
Liverpool with acute anxiety, it entered the company docks. The engin-
eers then proceeded to inspect the Scotia, which had been put in dry
dock. They couldn't believe their eyes. Two and a half meters below its
waterline, there gaped a symmetrical gash in the shape of an isosceles
triangle. This breachin the sheetiron was so perfectly formed, no punch
could have done a cleanerjob of it. Consequently, it must have been pro-
duced by a perforating tool of uncommon toughnessN plus, after being



launched with prodigious power and then piercing four centimeters of
sheetiron, this tool had neededto withdraw itself by a backward motion
truly inexplicable. This was the last straw, and it resulted in arousing
public passionsall over again. Indeed, from this moment on, any mari-
time casualty without an established causewas charged to the monster's
account. This outrageous animal had to shoulder responsibility for all
derelict vessels, whose numbers are unfortunately considerable, since
out of those 3,000ships whose lossesare recorded annually at the marine
insurance bureau, the figure for steam or sailing ships supposedly lost
with all hands, in the absenceof any news, amounts to at least 200! Now
then, justly or unjustly, it was the "monster" who stood accusedof their
disappearance;and since, thanks to it, travel between the various contin-
ents had becomemore and more dangerous, the public spoke up and de-

manded straight out that, at all cost, the seasbe purged of this fearsome
cetacean.



Chapter 2

The Pros and Cons

DURING THE PERIOD in which these developments were occurring, |
had returned from a scientific undertaking organized to explore the Neb-
raska badlands in the United States.In my capacity as Assistant Profess-
or at the Paris Museum of Natural History, | had been attached to this
expedition by the French government. After spending six months in
Nebraska, | arrived in New York laden with valuable collections near the
end of March. My departure for France was set for early May. In the
meantime, then, | was busy classifying my mineralogical, botanical, and
zoological treasures when that incident took place with the Scotia.

| was perfectly abreastof this question, which was the big news of the
day, and how could | not have been?l had read and reread every Amer-
ican and European newspaper without being any farther along. This
mystery puzzled me. Finding it impossible to form any views, | drifted
from one extreme to the other. Something was out there, that much was
certain, and any doubting Thomas was invited to place his finger on the
Scotia's wound.

When | arrived in New York, the question was at the boiling point.
The hypothesis of a drifting islet or an elusive reef, put forward by
people not quite in their right minds, was completely eliminated. And
indeed, unless this reef had an engine in its belly, how could it move
about with such prodigious speed?

Also discredited was the idea of a floating hull or some other enorm-
ous wreckage, and again because of this speed of movement.

Soonly two possible solutions to the question were left, creating two
very distinct groups of supporters: on one side, those favoring a monster
of colossal strength; on the other, those favoring an "underwater boat" of
tremendous motor power.

Now then, although the latter hypothesis was completely admissible,
it couldn't stand up to inquiries conducted in both the New World and
the Old. That a private individual had such a mechanism at his disposal
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was lessthan probable. Where and when had he built it, and how could
he have built it in secret?

Only some government could own such an engine of destruction, and
in these disaster-filled times, when men tax their ingenuity to build in-
creasingly powerful aggressive weapons, it was possible that, unknown
to the rest of the world, some nation could have beentesting such a fear-
some machine. The Chassepotrifle led to the torpedo, and the torpedo
has led to this underwater battering ram, which in turn will lead to the
world putting its foot down. At least | hope it will.

But this hypothesis of a war machine collapsed in the face of formal
denials from the various governments. Since the public interest was at
stake and transoceanictravel was suffering, the sincerity of thesegovern-
ments could not be doubted. Besides,how could the assembly of this un-
derwater boat have escapedpublic notice? Keeping a secretunder such
circumstanceswould be difficult enough for an individual, and certainly
impossible for a nation whose every move is under constant surveillance
by rival powers.

So, after inquiries conducted in England, France, Russia, Prussia,
Spain, Italy, America, and even Turkey, the hypothesis of an underwater
Monitor was ultimately rejected.

And so the monster surfaced again, despite the endless witticisms
heaped on it by the popular press, and the human imagination soon got
caught up in the most ridiculous ichthyological fantasies.

After | arrived in New York, several people did me the honor of con-
sulting me on the phenomenon in question. In Francel had published a
two-volume work, in quarto, entitled The Mysteries of the Great Ocean
Depths. Well received in scholarly circles, this book had established me
as a specialist in this pretty obscure field of natural history. My views
were in demand. As long as | could deny the reality of the business, |
confined myself to a flat "no comment." But soon, pinned to the wall, |
had to explain myself straight out. And in this vein, "the honorable Pi-
erre Aronnax, Professor at the Paris Museum," was summoned by The
New York Herald to formulate his views no matter what.

| complied. Sincel could no longer hold my tongue, | let it wag. | dis-
cussedthe question in its every aspect, both political and scientific, and
this is an excerpt from the well-padded article | published in the issue of
April 30.

“Therefore," | wrote, "after examining these different hypotheses one
by one, we are forced, every other supposition having been refuted, to
accept the existence of an extremely powerful marine animal.
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“The deepest parts of the oceanare totally unknown to us. No sound-
ings have beenable to reachthem. What goeson in those distant depths?
What creatures inhabit, or could inhabit, those regions twelve or fifteen
miles beneath the surface of the water? What is the constitution of these
animals? It's almost beyond conjecture.

"However, the solution to this problem submitted to me can take the
form of a choice between two alternatives.

"Either we know every variety of creature populating our planet, or
we do not.

“If we do not know every one of them, if nature still keepsichthyolo-
gical secretsfrom us, nothing is more admissible than to acceptthe exist-
ence of fish or cetaceansof new speciesor even new genera, animals
with a basically 'cast-iron' constitution that inhabit strata beyond the
reach of our soundings, and which some development or other, an urge
or awhim if you prefer, can bring to the upper level of the oceanfor long
intervals.

“If, on the other hand, we do know every living species,we must look
for the animal in question among those marine creatures already cata-
loged, and in this event | would be inclined to acceptthe existence of a
giant narwhale.

“The common narwhale, or seaunicorn, often reachesa length of sixty
feet. Increaseits dimensions fivefold or even tenfold, then give this ceta-
cean a strength in proportion to its size while enlarging its offensive
weapons, and you have the animal we're looking for. It would have the
proportions determined by the officers of the Shannon, the instrument
needed to perforate the Scotia, and the power to pierce a steamer's hull.

“In essencethe narwhale is armed with asort of ivory sword, or lance,
as certain naturalists have expressedit. It's a king-sized tooth as hard as
steel. Some of theseteeth have beenfound buried in the bodies of baleen
whales, which the narwhale attacks with invariable success.Others have
been wrenched, not without difficulty, from the undersides of vessels
that narwhales have pierced clean through, as a gimlet pierces a wine
barrel. The museum at the Faculty of Medicine in Paris owns one of
these tusks with a length of 2.25meters and a width at its base of forty-
eight centimeters!

"All right then! Imagine this weapon to be ten times stronger and the
animal ten times more powerful, launch it at a speed of twenty miles per
hour, multiply its masstimes its velocity, and you get just the collision
we need to cause the specified catastrophe.
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"So, until information becomesmore abundant, | plump for a seauni-
corn of colossaldimensions, no longer armed with a mere lance but with
an actual spur, like ironclad frigates or those warships called 'rams,'
whose mass and motor power it would possess simultaneously.

"This inexplicable phenomenon is thus explained awayNunless it's
something else entirely, which, despite everything that has been sighted,
studied, explored and experienced, is still possible!"

Theselast words were cowardly of me; but asfar as| could, | wanted
to protect my professorial dignity and not lay myself open to laughter
from the Americans, who when they do laugh, laugh raucously. | had
left myself a loophole. Yet deep down, | had accepted the existence of
“the monster."

My article was hotly debated, causing a fine old uproar. It rallied a
number of supporters. Moreover, the solution it proposed allowed for
free play of the imagination. The human mind enjoys impressive visions
of unearthly creatures. Now then, the seais precisely their best medium,
the only setting suitable for the breeding and growing of such gi-
antsNnext to which such land animals as elephants or rhinoceroses are
mere dwarves. The liquid massessupport the largest known species of
mammals and perhaps conceal mollusks of incomparable size or crusta-
ceanstoo frightful to contemplate, such as 100-meter lobsters or crabs
weighing 200 metric tons! Why not? Formerly, in prehistoric days, land
animals (quadrupeds, apes,reptiles, birds) were built on a gigantic scale.
Our Creator cast them using a colossal mold that time has gradually
made smaller. With its untold depths, couldn't the seakeep alive such
huge specimens of life from another age, this seathat never changes
while the land massesundergo almost continuous alteration? Couldn't
the heart of the ocean hide the last-remaining varieties of these titanic
species, for whom years are centuries and centuries millennia?

But | mustn't let these fantasies run away with me! Enough of these
fairy tales that time has changed for me into harsh realities. | repeat:
opinion had crystallized as to the nature of this phenomenon, and the
public acceptedwithout argument the existenceof a prodigious creature
that had nothing in common with the fabled sea serpent.

Yet if some saw it purely as a scientific problem to be solved, more
practical people, especially in America and England, were determined to
purge the ocean of this daunting monster, to insure the safety of
transoceanic travel. The industrial and commercial newspapers dealt
with the question chiefly from this viewpoint. The Shipping & Mercant-
lle Gazette, the Lloyd's List, France's Packetboat and Maritime &
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Colonial Review, all the rags devoted to insurance companiesNwho
threatened to raise their premium ratesN were unanimous on this point.

Public opinion being pronounced, the States of the Union were the
first in the field. In New York preparations were under way for an ex-
pedition designed to chasethis narwhale. A high-speed frigate, the Abra-
ham Lincoln, was fitted out for putting to seaas soon as possible. The
naval arsenalswere unlocked for Commander Farragut, who presseden-
ergetically forward with the arming of his frigate.

But, as it always happens, just when a decision had been made to
chasethe monster, the monster put in no further appearances.For two
months nobody heard a word about it. Not a single ship encountered it.
Apparently the unicorn had gotten wise to these plots being woven
around it. People were constantly babbling about the creature, even via
the Atlantic Cable! Accordingly, the wags claimed that this slippery ras-
cal had waylaid some passing telegram and was making the most of it.

Sothe frigate was equipped for a far-off voyage and armed with fear-
some fishing gear, but nobody knew where to steerit. And impatience
grew until, on June2, word camethat the Tampico, a steameron the San
Franciscoline sailing from California to Shanghai, had sighted the anim-
al again, three weeks before in the northerly seas of the Pacific.

This news causedintense excitement. Not even a 24-hour breather was
granted to Commander Farragut. His provisions were loaded on board.
His coal bunkers were overflowing. Not a crewman was missing from
his post. To castoff, he needed only to fire and stoke his furnaces! Half a
day's delay would have been unforgivable! But Commander Farragut
wanted nothing more than to go forth.

| received a letter three hours before the Abraham Lincoln left its
Brooklyn pier;? the letter read asfollows: Pierre Aronnax Professorat the
Paris Museum Fifth Avenue Hotel New York Sir: If you would like to
join the expedition on the Abraham Lincoln, the government of the
Union will be pleasedto regard you as France'srepresentative in this un-
dertaking. Commander Farragut has a cabin at your disposal. Very cor-
dially yours, J. B. HOBSON, Secretary of the Navy.

3.Author's Note: A pier is a type of wharf expressly set aside for an individual
vessel.
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Chapter

As Master Wishes

THREE SECONDS before the arrival of J.B. Hobson's letter, | no more
dreamed of chasing the unicorn than of trying for the Northwest Pas-
sage.Three secondsafter reading this letter from the honorable Secretary
of the Navy, | understood at last that my true vocation, my sole purpose
in life, was to hunt down this disturbing monster and rid the world of it.

Even so, | had just returned from an arduous journey, exhausted and
badly needing a rest. | wanted nothing more than to see my country
again, my friends, my modest quarters by the Botanical Gardens, my
dearly beloved collections! But now nothing could hold me back. | forgot
everything else, and without another thought of exhaustion, friends, or
collections, | accepted the American government's offer.

"Besides,"| mused, "all roads lead home to Europe, and our unicorn
may be gracious enough to take me toward the coastof France! That fine
animal may even let itself be captured in European seasNas a personal
favor to meNand I'l bring back to the Museum of Natural History at
least half a meter of its ivory lance!"

But in the meantime | would have to look for this narwhale in the
northern Pacific Ocean;which meant returning to France by way of the
Antipodes.

"Conseil!" | called in an impatient voice.

Conseil was my manservant. A devoted lad who went with me on all
my journeys; a gallant Flemish boy whom | genuinely liked and who re-
turned the compliment; a born stoic, punctilious on principle, habitually
hardworking, rarely startled by life's surprises, very skillful with his
hands, efficient in his every duty, and despite his having a name that
means "counsel," never giving adviceN not even the unsolicited kind!

From rubbing shoulders with scientists in our little universe by the
Botanical Gardens, the boy had cometo know athing or two. In Conseil |
had a seasonedspecialist in biological classification, an enthusiast who
could run with acrobatic agility up and down the whole ladder of
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branches, groups, classes,subclassesorders, families, genera, subgenera,
species, and varieties. But there his science came to a halt. Classifying
was everything to him, so he knew nothing else.Well versed in the the-
ory of classification, he was poorly versed in its practical application, and
| doubt that he could tell a sperm whale from a baleen whale! And yet,
what a fine, gallant lad!

For the past ten years, Conseil had gone with me wherever science
beckoned. Not once did he comment on the length or the hardships of a
journey. Never did he objectto buckling up his suitcase for any country
whatever, China or the Congo, no matter how far off it was. He went
here, there, and everywhere in perfect contentment. Moreover, he en-
joyed excellent health that defied all ailments, owned solid muscles, but
hadn't a nerve in him, not a sign of nervesN the mental type, | mean.

The lad was thirty years old, and his ageto that of his employer was as
fifteen is to twenty. Pleaseforgive me for this underhanded way of ad-
mitting | had turned forty.

But Conseil had one flaw. He was a fanatic on formality, and he only
addressed me in the third personNto the point where it got tiresome.

"Conseil!" | repeated, while feverishly beginning my preparations for
departure.

To be sure, | had confidence in this devoted lad. Ordinarily, | never
asked whether or not it suited him to go with me on my journeys; but
this time an expedition was at issue that could drag on indefinitely, a
hazardous undertaking whose purpose was to hunt an animal that could
sink a frigate as easily as a walnut shell! There was good reasonto stop
and think, even for the world's most emotionless man. What would Con-
seil say?

"Conseil!" | called a third time.

Conseil appeared.

"Did master summon me?" he said, entering.

"Yes, my boy. Get my things ready, get yours ready. We're departing
in two hours."

"As master wishes," Conseil replied serenely.

"We haven't a moment to lose. Packasmuch into my trunk asyou can,
my traveling kit, my suits, shirts, and socks, don't bother counting, just
squeeze it all inNand hurry!"

"What about master's collections?" Conseil ventured to observe.

"We'll deal with them later."

"What! The archaeotherium, hyracotherium, oreodonts, cheiropot-
amus, and master's other fossil skeletons?"
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"The hotel will keep them for us."

"What about master's live babirusa?"

“They'll feed it during our absence.Anyhow, we'll leave instructions to
ship the whole menagerie to France."

“Then we aren't returning to Paris?" Conseil asked.

"Yes,we are E certainly E ," | replied evasively, "but after we make a
detour.”

"Whatever detour master wishes."

"Oh, it's nothing really! A route slightly less direct, that's all. We're
leaving on the Abraham Lincoln."

"As master thinks best,"” Conseil replied placidly.

"You see,my friend, it's an issue of the monster, the notorious nar-
whale. We're going to rid the seasof it! The author of a two-volume
work, in quarto, on The Mysteries of the Great Ocean Depths has no ex-
cuse for not setting sail with Commander Farragut. It's a glorious mis-
sion but also a dangerous one! We don't know where it will take us!
These beastscan be quite unpredictable! But we're going just the same!
We have a commander who's game for anything!"

"What master does, I'll do," Conseil replied.

"But think it over, becausel don't want to hide anything from you.
This is one of those voyages from which people don't always come
back!"

"As master wishes."

A quarter of an hour later, our trunks were ready. Conseil did them in
a flash, and | was sure the lad hadn't missed a thing, becausehe classi-
fied shirts and suits as expertly as birds and mammals.

The hotel elevator dropped us off in the main vestibule on the mezzan-
ine. | went down a short stair leading to the ground floor. | settled my
bill at that huge counter that was always under siege by a considerable
crowd. | left instructions for shipping my containers of stuffed animals
and dried plants to Paris, France. | opened a line of credit sufficient to
cover the babirusa and, Conseil at my heels, | jumped into a carriage.

For a fare of twenty francs, the vehicle went down Broadway to Union
Square,took Fourth Ave. to its junction with Bowery St.,turned into Kat-
rin St. and halted at Pier 34. There the Katrin ferry transferred men,
horses, and carriage to Brooklyn, that great New York annex located on
the left bank of the East River, and in a few minutes we arrived at the
wharf next to which the Abraham Lincoln was vomiting torrents of black
smoke from its two funnels.

17



Our baggage was immediately carried to the deck of the frigate. |
rushed aboard. | asked for Commander Farragut. One of the sailors led
me to the afterdeck, where | stood in the presenceof a smart-looking of-
ficer who extended his hand to me.

"Professor Pierre Aronnax?" he said to me.

“The same," | replied. "Commander Farragut?"

“In person. Welcome aboard, professor. Your cabin is waiting for you."

| bowed, and letting the commander attend to getting under way, |
was taken to the cabin that had been set aside for me.

The Abraham Lincoln had been perfectly chosenand fitted out for its
new assignment. It was a high-speed frigate furnished with superheating
equipment that allowed the tension of its steam to build to seven atmo-
spheres. Under this pressure the Abraham Lincoln reached an average
speed of 18.3miles per hour, a considerable speed but still not enough to
cope with our gigantic cetacean.

The frigate's interior accommodations complemented its nautical vir-
tues. | was well satisfied with my cabin, which was located in the stern
and opened into the officers' mess.

"We'll be quite comfortable here," | told Conseil.

"With all due respectto master," Conseil replied, "as comfortable as a
hermit crab inside the shell of a whelk."

| left Conseil to the proper stowing of our luggage and climbed on
deck to watch the preparations for getting under way.

Just then Commander Farragut was giving orders to cast off the last
moorings holding the Abraham Lincoln to its Brooklyn pier. And soif I'd
beendelayed by a quarter of an hour or even less,the frigate would have
gone without me, and | would have missed out on this unearthly, ex-
traordinary, and inconceivable expedition, whose true story might well
meet with some skepticism.

But Commander Farragut didn't want to waste a single day, or even a
single hour, in making for those seaswhere the animal had just been
sighted. He summoned his engineer.

"Are we up to pressure?" he asked the man.

"Aye, sir," the engineer replied.

"Go ahead, then!" Commander Farragut called.

At this order, which was relayed to the engine by means of a
compressed-air device, the mechanics activated the start-up wheel.
Steamrushed whistling into the gaping valves. Long horizontal pistons
groaned and pushed the tie rods of the drive shaft. The blades of the pro-
peller churned the waves with increasing speed, and the Abraham
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Lincoln moved out majestically amid a spectator-laden escort of some
100 ferries and tenders.* The wharves of Brooklyn, and every part of
New York bordering the East River, were crowded with curiosity
seekers.Departing from 500,000throats, three cheers burst forth in suc-
cession. Thousands of handkerchiefs were waving above these tightly
packed masses,hailing the Abraham Lincoln until it reached the waters
of the Hudson River, at the tip of the long peninsula that forms New
York City. The frigate then went along the New JerseycoastNthe won-
derful right bank of this river, all loaded down with country homesN
and passedby the forts to salutes from their biggest cannons. The Abra-
ham Lincoln replied by three times lowering and hoisting the American
flag, whose thirty-nine stars gleamed from the gaff of the mizzen sail;
then, changing speed to take the buoy-marked channel that curved into
the inner bay formed by the spit of Sandy Hook, it hugged this sand-
covered strip of land where thousands of spectators acclaimed us one
more time. The escort of boats and tenders still followed the frigate and
only left us when we came abreast of the lightship, whose two signal
lights mark the entrance of the narrows to Upper New York Bay. Three
o'clock then sounded. The harbor pilot went down into his dinghy and
rejoined a little schooner waiting for him to leeward. The furnaces were
stoked; the propeller churned the waves more swiftly; the frigate skirted
the flat, yellow coastof Long Island; and at eight o'clock in the evening,
after the lights of Fire Island had vanished into the northwest, we ran at
full steam onto the dark waters of the Atlantic.

4 Author's Note: Tenders are small steamboats that assist the big liners.
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Chapter

Ned Land

COMMANDER FARRAGUT was a good seaman, worthy of the frigate
he commanded. His ship and he were one. He was its very soul. On the
cetaceanquestion no doubts arose in his mind, and he didn't allow the
animal's existenceto be disputed aboard his vessel. He believed in it as
certain pious women believe in the leviathan from the Book of JobNout
of faith, not reason. The monster existed, and he had vowed to rid the
seas of it. The man was a sort of Knight of Rhodes, a latter-day Sir
DieudonnZ of Gozo, on his way to fight an encounter with the dragon
devastating the island. Either Commander Farragut would slay the nar-
whale, or the narwhale would slay Commander Farragut. No middle of
the road for these two.

The ship's officers shared the views of their leader. They could be
heard chatting, discussing, arguing, calculating the different chancesof
an encounter, and observing the vast expanse of the ocean. Voluntary
watches from the crosstreesof the topgallant sail were self-imposed by
more than one who would have cursed such toil under any other circum-
stances.As often asthe sun swept over its daily arc, the masts were pop-
ulated with sailors whose feetitched and couldn't hold still on the plank-
ing of the deck below! And the Abraham Lincoln's stempost hadn't even
cut the suspected waters of the Pacific.

As for the crew, they only wanted to encounter the unicorn, harpoon
it, haul it on board, and carve it up. They surveyed the seawith scrupu-
lous care. Besides, Commander Farragut had mentioned that a certain
sum of $2,000.00was waiting for the man who first sighted the animal,
be he cabin boy or sailor, mate or officer. I'll let the reader decide wheth-
er eyes got proper exercise aboard the Abraham Lincoln.

As for me, | didn't lag behind the others and | yielded to no one my
share in these daily observations. Our frigate would have had fivescore
good reasonsfor renaming itself the Argus, after that mythological beast
with 100eyes! The lone rebel among us was Conseil, who seemedutterly
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uninterested in the question exciting us and was out of step with the
general enthusiasm on board.

As | said, Commander Farragut had carefully equipped his ship with
all the gear needed to fish for a gigantic cetacean.No whaling vessel
could have been better armed. We had every known mechanism, from
the hand-hurled harpoon, to the blunderbuss firing barbed arrows, to the
duck gun with exploding bullets. On the forecastle was mounted the
latest model breech-loading cannon, very heavy of barrel and narrow of
bore, a weapon that would figure in the Universal Exhibition of 1867.
Made in America, this valuable instrument could fire a four-kilogram
conical projectile an average distance of sixteen kilometers without the
least bother.

Sothe Abraham Lincoln wasn't lacking in means of destruction. But it
had better still. It had Ned Land, the King of Harpooners.

Gifted with uncommon manual ability, Ned Land was a Canadian
who had no equal in his dangerous trade. Dexterity, coolness, bravery,
and cunning were virtues he possessedto a high degree, and it took a
truly crafty baleen whale or an exceptionally astute sperm whale to
elude the thrusts of his harpoon.

Ned Land was about forty years old. A man of great heightNover six
English feetNhe was powerfully built, seriousin manner, not very soci-
able, sometimes headstrong, and quite ill-tempered when crossed. His
looks caught the attention, and above all the strength of his gaze, which
gave a unigue emphasis to his facial appearance.

Commander Farragut, to my thinking, had made a wise move in hir-
ing on this man. With his eye and his throwing arm, he was worth the
whole crew all by himself. | can do no better than to compare him with a
powerful telescope that could double as a cannon always ready to fire.

To say Canadian is to say French, and asunsociable asNed Land was,
| must admit he took a definite liking to me. No doubt it was my nation-
ality that attracted him. It was an opportunity for him to speak, and for
me to hear, that old Rabelaisian dialect still used in some Canadian
provinces. The harpooner's family originated in Quebec, and they were
already aline of bold fishermen back in the days when this town still be-
longed to France.

Little by little Ned developed a taste for chatting, and | loved hearing
the tales of his adventures in the polar seas.He described his fishing
trips and his battles with great natural lyricism. His tales took on the
form of an epic poem, and | felt | was hearing some Canadian Homer re-
citing his lliad of the High Arctic regions.
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I'm writing of this bold companion as| currently know him. Because
we've become old friends, united in that permanent comradeship born
and cemented during only the most frightful crises! Ah, my gallant Ned!
| ask only to live 100 years more, the longer to remember you!

And now, what were Ned Land's views on this question of a marine
monster? | must admit that he flatly didn't believe in the unicorn, and
alone on board, he didn't share the general conviction. He avoided even
dealing with the subject, for which one day | felt compelled to take him
to task.

During the magnificent evening of June 25Nin other words, three
weeks after our departureNthe frigate lay abreastof Cabo Blanco, thirty
miles to leeward of the coastof Patagonia. We had crossedthe Tropic of
Capricorn, and the Strait of Magellan opened less than 700 miles to the
south. Before eight days were out, the Abraham Lincoln would plow the
waves of the Pacific.

Seatedon the afterdeck, Ned Land and | chatted about one thing and
another, staring at that mysterious seawhose depths to this day are bey-
ond the reach of human eyes. Quite naturally, | led our conversation
around to the giant unicorn, and | weighed our expedition's various
chances for successor failure. Then, seeing that Ned just let me talk
without saying much himself, | pressed him more closely.

“Ned," | asked him, "how canyou still doubt the reality of this cetacean
we're after? Do you have any particular reasons for being so skeptical?"

The harpooner stared at me awhile before replying, slapped his broad
forehead in one of his standard gestures, closed his eyesas if to collect
himself, and finally said:

"Just maybe, Professor Aronnax."

"But Ned, you're a professional whaler, a man familiar with all the
great marine mammalsNyour mind should easily acceptthis hypothesis
of an enormous cetacean,and you ought to be the last one to doubt it un-
der these circumstances!"

“That's just where you're mistaken, professor,"” Ned replied. "The com-
mon man may still believe in fabulous comets crossing outer space,or in
prehistoric monsters living at the earth's core, but astronomers and geo-
logists don't swallow such fairy tales. It's the same with whalers. I've
chased plenty of cetaceans,l've harpooned a good number, I've killed
several. But no matter how powerful and well armed they were, neither
their tails or their tusks could puncture the sheet-iron plates of a
steamer."
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"Even so, Ned, people mention vesselsthat narwhale tusks have run
clean through."”

"Wooden ships maybe," the Canadian replied. "But I've never seenthe
like. Sotill | have proof to the contrary, I'll deny that baleen whales,
sperm whales, or unicorns can do any such thing."

"Listen to me, NedN"

"No, no, professor. I'll go along with anything you want except that.
Some gigantic devilfish maybe E ?"

"Even lesslikely, Ned. The devilfish is merely a mollusk, and even this
name hints at its semiliquid flesh, becauseit's Latin meaning soft one.
The devilfish doesn't belong to the vertebrate branch, and evenif it were
500feet long, it would still be utterly harmless to ships like the Scotiaor
the Abraham Lincoln. Consequently, the feats of krakens or other mon-
sters of that ilk must be relegated to the realm of fiction."

"So, Mr. Naturalist,” Ned Land continued in a bantering tone, "you'll
just keep on believing in the existence of some enormous cetacearlt ?"

"Yes, Ned, | repeat it with a conviction backed by factual logic. | be-
lieve in the existenceof a mammal with a powerful constitution, belong-
ing to the vertebrate branch like baleen whales, sperm whales, or dol-
phins, and armed with a tusk made of horn that has tremendous penet-
rating power."

"Humph!" the harpooner put in, shaking his head with the attitude of
a man who doesn't want to be convinced.

"Note well, my fine Canadian,” | went on, "if such an animal exists, if it
lives deep in the ocean,if it frequents the liquid strata located miles be-
neath the surface of the water, it needsto have a constitution so solid, it
defies all comparison."

"And why this powerful constitution?" Ned asked.

"Becauseit takes incalculable strength just to live in those deep strata
and withstand their pressure."”

"Oh really?" Ned said, tipping me a wink.

"Oh really, and | can prove it to you with a few simple figures."

"Bosh!" Ned replied. "You can make figures do anything you want!"

“In business, Ned, but not in mathematics. Listen to me. Let's accept
that the pressure of one atmosphere is represented by the pressure of a
column of water thirty-two feet high. In reality, such a column of water
wouldn't be quite so high becausehere we're dealing with salt water,
which is denser than fresh water. Well then, when you dive under the
waves, Ned, for every thirty-two feet of water above you, your body is
tolerating the pressure of one more atmosphere, in other words, one
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more kilogram per each square centimeter on your body's surface. So it
follows that at 320 feet down, this pressure is equal to ten atmospheres,
to 100 atmospheres at 3,200feet, and to 1,000atmospheres at 32,000feet,
that is, at about two and a half vertical leagues down. Which is tan-
tamount to saying that if you could reach such a depth in the ocean,each
square centimeter on your body's surface would be experiencing 1,000
kilograms of pressure. Now, my gallant Ned, do you know how many
square centimeters you have on your bodily surface?"

"l haven't the foggiest notion, Professor Aronnax."

"About 17,000."

"As many as that?"

"Yes, and since the atmosphere's pressure actually weighs slightly
more than one kilogram per square centimeter, your 17,000square centi-
meters are tolerating 17,568 kilograms at this very moment."

"Without my noticing it?"

"Without your noticing it. And if you aren't crushed by so much pres-
sure, it's becausethe air penetrates the interior of your body with equal
pressure. When the inside and outside pressures are in perfect balance,
they neutralize each other and allow you to tolerate them without dis-
comfort. But in the water it's another story."

"Yes, | see,"Ned replied, growing more interested. "Becausethe water
surrounds me but doesn't penetrate me."

"Precisely, Ned. So at thirty-two feet beneath the surface of the sea,
you'll undergo a pressure of 17,568kilograms; at 320 feet, or ten times
greater pressure, it's 175,680kilograms; at 3,200feet, or 100times greater
pressure, it's 1,756,800kilograms; finally, at 32,000feet, or 1,000 times
greater pressure, it's 17,568,000kilograms; in other words, you'd be
squashedasflat asif you'd just beenyanked from between the plates of a
hydraulic press!"

"Fire and brimstone!" Ned put in.

"All right then, my fine harpooner, if vertebrates several hundred
meters long and proportionate in bulk live at such depths, their surface
areasmake up millions of square centimeters, and the pressure they un-
dergo must be assessedin billions of kilograms. Calculate, then, how
much resistance of bone structure and strength of constitution they'd
need in order to withstand such pressures!"

“They'd need to be manufactured,” Ned Land replied, "from sheet-iron
plates eight inches thick, like ironclad frigates."

"Right, Ned, and then picture the damage such a masscould inflict if it
were launched with the speed of an express train against a ship's hull."
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"YesE indeed E maybe," the Canadian replied, staggered by these
figures but still not willing to give in.

"Well, have | convinced you?"

"You've convinced me of one thing, Mr. Naturalist. That deep in the
sea, such animals would need to be just as strong as you sayN if they
exist."

"But if they don't exist, my stubborn harpooner, how do you explain
the accident that happened to the Scotia?"

"It's maybe E ," Ned said, hesitating.

"Go on!"

"BecauseE it just couldn't be true!" the Canadian replied, uncon-
sciously echoing a famous catchphrase of the scientist Arago.

But this reply proved nothing, other than how bullheaded the har-
pooner could be. That day | pressedhim no further. The Scotia'saccident
was undeniable. Its hole was real enough that it had to be plugged up,
and | don't think a hole's existence can be more emphatically proven.
Now then, this hole didn't make itself, and since it hadn't resulted from
underwater rocks or underwater machines, it must have been caused by
the perforating tool of some animal.

Now, for all the reasonsput forward to this point, | believed that this
animal was a member of the branch Vertebrata, class Mammalia, group
Pisciforma, and finally, order Cetacea.As for the family in which it
would be placed (baleen whale, sperm whale, or dolphin), the genus to
which it belonged, and the speciesin which it would find its proper
home, these questions had to be left for later. To answer them called for
dissecting this unknown monster; to dissect it called for catching it; to
catch it called for harpooning itN which was Ned Land's business; to
harpoon it called for sighting itN which was the crew's business;and to
sight it called for encountering itN which was a chancy business.
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Chapter

At Random!

FOR SOME WHILE the voyage of the Abraham Lincoln was marked by
no incident. But one circumstance arose that displayed Ned Land's mar-
velous skills and showed just how much confidence we could place in
him.

Off the Falkland Islands on June 30, the frigate camein contact with a
fleet of American whalers, and we learned that they hadn't seenthe nar-
whale. But one of them, the captain of the Monroe, knew that Ned Land
had shipped aboard the Abraham Lincoln and asked his help in hunting
a baleen whale that was in sight. Anxious to see Ned Land at work,
Commander Farragut authorized him to make his way aboard the Mon-
roe. And the Canadian had such good luck that with a right-and-left
shot, he harpooned not one whale but two, striking the first straight to
the heart and catching the other after a few minutes' chase!

Assuredly, if the monster ever had to deal with Ned Land's harpoon, |
wouldn't bet on the monster.

The frigate sailed along the east coast of South America with prodi-
gious speed. By July 3 we were at the entrance to the Strait of Magellan,
abreastof Cabo de las Virgenes. But Commander Farragut was unwilling
to attempt this tortuous passagewayand maneuvered instead to double
Cape Horn.

The crew sided with him unanimously. Indeed, were we likely to en-
counter the narwhale in such a cramped strait? Many of our sailors
swore that the monster couldn't negotiate this passageway simply be-
cause "he's too big for it!"

Near three o'clock in the afternoon on July 6, fifteen miles south of
shore, the Abraham Lincoln doubled that solitary islet at the tip of the
South American continent, that stray rock Dutch seamen had named
Cape Horn after their hometown of Hoorn. Our course was set for the
northwest, and the next day our frigate's propeller finally churned the
waters of the Pacific.
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"Open your eyes! Open your eyes!" repeated the sailors of the Abra-
ham Lincoln.

And they opened amazingly wide. Eyesand spyglasses(a bit dazzled,
it is true, by the vista of $2,000.00)didn't remain at rest for an instant.
Day and night we observed the surface of the ocean, and those with
nyctalopic eyes,whose ability to seein the dark increased their chances
by fifty percent, had an excellent shot at winning the prize.

As for me, | was hardly drawn by the lure of money and yet was far
from the least attentive on board. Snatching only a few minutes for meals
and a few hours for sleep, come rain or come shine, | no longer left the
ship's deck. Sometimes bending over the forecastle railings, sometimes
leaning against the sternrail, | eagerly scoured that cotton-colored wake
that whitened the oceanasfar asthe eye could see!And how many times
| shared the excitement of general staff and crew when some unpredict-
able whale lifted its blackish back above the waves. In an instant the
frigate's deck would becomedensely populated. The cowls over the com-
panionways would vomit a torrent of sailors and officers. With panting
chests and anxious eyes, we each would observe the cetacean'smove-
ments. | stared; | stared until | nearly went blind from aworn-out retina,
while Conselil, as stoic as ever, kept repeating to me in a calm tone:

"If master's eyes would kindly stop bulging, master will see farther!"

But what a waste of energy! The Abraham Lincoln would change
course and race after the animal sighted, only to find an ordinary baleen
whale or a common sperm whale that soon disappeared amid a chorus
of curses!

However, the weather held good. Our voyage was proceeding under
the most favorable conditions. By then it was the bad seasonin these
southernmost regions, becauseJuly in this zone corresponds to our Janu-
ary in Europe; but the searemained smooth and easily visible over a vast
perimeter.

Ned Land still kept up the most tenacious skepticism; beyond his
spells on watch, he pretended that he never even looked at the surface of
the waves, at leastwhile no whales were in sight. And yet the marvelous
power of his vision could have performed yeoman service. But this stub-
born Canadian spent eight hours out of every twelve reading or sleeping
in his cabin. A hundred times | chided him for his unconcern.

"Bah!" he replied. "Nothing's out there, Professor Aronnax, and if there
Is some animal, what chancewould we have of spotting it? Can't you see
we're just wandering around at random? People say they've sighted this
slippery beastagain in the Pacific high seasN I'm truly willing to believe
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it, but two months have already gone by since then, and judging by your
narwhale's personality, it hates growing moldy from hanging out too
long in the same waterways! It's blessed with a terrific gift for getting
around. Now, professor, you know even better than | that nature doesn't
violate good sense,and she wouldn't give some naturally slow animal
the ability to move swiftly if it hadn't a need to use that talent. Soif the
beast does exist, it's already long gone!"

| had no reply to this. Obviously we were just groping blindly. But
how else could we go about it? All the same,our chanceswere automat-
ically pretty limited. Yet everyone still felt confident of successand not a
sailor on board would have bet against the narwhale appearing, and
soon.

On July 20 we cut the Tropic of Capricorn at longitude 105 degrees,
and by the 27th of the same month, we had cleared the equator on the
110th meridian. These bearings determined, the frigate took a more de-
cisive westward heading and tackled the seasof the central Pacific. Com-
mander Farragut felt, and with good reason, that it was best to stay in
deep waters and keep his distance from continents or islands, whose
neighborhoods the animal always seemed to avoidN"No doubt," our
bosun said, "becausethere isn't enough water for him!" So the frigate
kept well out when passing the Tuamotu, Marquesas, and Hawaiian |s-
lands, then cut the Tropic of Cancer at longitude 132degreesand headed
for the seas of China.

We were finally in the area of the monster's latest antics! And in all
honesty, shipboard conditions became life-threatening. Hearts were
pounding hideously, gearing up for futures full of incurable aneurysms.
The entire crew suffered from a nervous excitement that it's beyond me
to describe. Nobody ate, nobody slept. Twenty times a day some error in
perception, or the optical illusions of some sailor perched in the
crosstrees,would causeintolerable anguish, and this emotion, repeated
twenty times over, kept us in a state of irritability so intense that a reac-
tion was bound to follow.

And this reaction wasn't long in coming. For three months, during
which eachday seemedlike a century, the Abraham Lincoln plowed all
the northerly seasof the Pacific, racing after whales sighted, abruptly
veering off course, swerving sharply from one tack to another, stopping
suddenly, putting on steamand reversing enginesin quick succession,at
the risk of stripping its gears, and it didn't leave a single point unex-
plored from the beachesof Japanto the coastsof America. And we found
nothing! Nothing except an immenseness of deserted waves! Nothing
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remotely resembling a gigantic narwhale, or an underwater islet, or a
derelict shipwreck, or a runaway reef, or anything the least bit unearthly!

So the reaction set in. At first, discouragement took hold of people's
minds, opening the door to disbelief. A new feeling appeared on board,
made up of three-tenths shame and seven-tenths fury. The crew called
themselves "out-and-out fools" for being hoodwinked by a fairy tale,
then grew steadily more furious! The mountains of arguments amassed
over a year collapsed all at once, and each man now wanted only to
catch up on his eating and sleeping, to make up for the time he had so
stupidly sacrificed.

With typical human fickleness, they jumped from one extreme to the
other. Inevitably, the most enthusiastic supporters of the undertaking be-
came its most energetic opponents. This reaction mounted upward from
the bowels of the ship, from the quarters of the bunker hands to the
messroom of the general staff; and for certain, if it hadn't beenfor Com-
mander Farragut's characteristic stubbornness, the frigate would ulti-
mately have put back to that cape in the south.

But this futile searchcouldn't drag on much longer. The Abraham Lin-
coln had done everything it could to succeedand had no reasonto blame
itself. Never had the crew of an American naval craft shown more pa-
tience and zeal; they weren't responsible for this failure; there was noth-
ing to do but go home.

A request to this effect was presented to the commander. The com-
mander stood his ground. His sailors couldn't hide their discontent, and
their work suffered becauseof it. I'm unwilling to say that there was
mutiny on board, but after a reasonable period of intransigence, Com-
mander Farragut, like Christopher Columbus before him, asked for a
grace period of just three days more. After this three-day delay, if the
monster hadn't appeared, our helmsman would give three turns of the
wheel, and the Abraham Lincoln would chart a course toward European
seas.

This promise was given on November 2. It had the immediate effect of
reviving the crew's failing spirits. The oceanwas observed with renewed
care. Each man wanted one last look with which to sum up his experi-
ence. Spyglassesfunctioned with feverish energy. A supreme challenge
had beenissued to the giant narwhale, and the latter had no acceptable
excuse for ignoring this Summons to Appear!

Two days passed. The Abraham Lincoln stayed at half steam. On the
offchance that the animal might be found in these waterways, a thou-
sand methods were used to spark its interest or rouse it from its apathy.
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Enormous sides of bacon were trailed in our wake, to the great satisfac-
tion, | must say, of assorted sharks. While the Abraham Lincoln heaved
to, its longboats radiated in every direction around it and didn't leave a
single point of the seaunexplored. But the evening of November 4 ar-
rived with this underwater mystery still unsolved.

At noon the next day, November 5, the agreed-upon delay expired.
After a position fix, true to his promise, Commander Farragut would
have to sethis course for the southeastand leave the northerly regions of
the Pacific decisively behind.

By then the frigate lay in latitude 31 degrees 15' north and longitude
136 degrees4?2' east. The shores of Japanwere lessthan 200 miles to our
leeward. Night was coming on. Eight o'clock had just struck. Huge
clouds covered the moon's disk, then in its first quarter. The seaundu-
lated placidly beneath the frigate's stempost.

Justthen | was in the bow, leaning over the starboard rail. Conselil, sta-
tioned beside me, stared straight ahead. Roosting in the shrouds, the
crew examined the horizon, which shrank and darkened little by little.
Officers were probing the increasing gloom with their night glasses.So-
metimes the murky ocean sparkled beneath moonbeams that darted
between the fringes of two clouds. Then all traces of light vanished into
the darkness.

Observing Conseil, | discovered that, just barely, the gallant lad had
fallen under the general influence. At least so | thought. Perhaps his
nerves were twitching with curiosity for the first time in history.

"Come on, Conseil!" | told him. "Here's your last chanceto pocket that
$2,000.00!"

"If master will permit my saying so," Conseil replied, "I never expected
to win that prize, and the Union government could have promised
$100,000.00 and been none the poorer."

"You're right, Conselil, it turned out to be a foolish business after all,
and we jumped into it too hastily. What a waste of time, what a futile ex-
pense of emotion! Six months ago we could have been back in FranceN"

“In master's little apartment,” Conseil answered. "In master's museum!
And by now | would have classified master's fossils. And master's babi-
rusa would be ensconcedin its cageat the zoo in the Botanical Gardens,
and it would have attracted every curiosity seeker in town!"

"Quite so, Conseil, and what's more, | imagine that people will soon be
poking fun at us!"

“To be sure,” Conseil replied serenely, "l do think they'll have fun at
master's expense. And must it be saidE 2"
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"It must be said, Conseil."

"Well then, it will serve master right!"

"How true!"

"When one has the honor of being an expert as master is, one mustn't
lay himself open toN"

Conseil didn't have time to complete the compliment. In the midst of
the general silence, a voice becameaudible. It was Ned Land's voice, and
it shouted:

"Ahoy! There's the thing in question, abreast of us to leeward!"
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Chapter 6

At Full Steam

AT THIS SHOUT the entire crew rushed toward the harpoonerN com-
mander, officers, mates,

sailors, cabin boys, down to engineers leaving their machinery and
stokers neglecting their furnaces. The order was given to stop, and the
frigate merely coasted.

By then the darkness was profound, and as good as the Canadian's
eyes were, | still wondered how he could seeNand what he had seen.
My heart was pounding fit to burst.

But Ned Land was not mistaken, and we all spotted the object his
hand was indicating.

Two cablelengths off the Abraham Lincoln's starboard quarter, the sea
seemedto be lit up from underneath. This was no mere phosphorescent
phenomenon, that much was unmistakable. Submerged some fathoms
below the surface of the water, the monster gave off that very intense but
inexplicable glow that several captains had mentioned in their reports.
This magnificent radiance had to come from some force with a great illu-
minating capacity. The edge of its light swept over the seain an im-
mense, highly elongated oval, condensing at the center into a blazing
core whose unbearable glow diminished by degrees outward.

"It's only a cluster of phosphorescent particles!" exclaimed one of the
officers.

"No, sir," | answered with conviction. "Not even angel-wing clams or
salps have ever given off such a powerful light. That glow is basically
electric in nature. BesidesE look, look! It's shifting! It's moving back and
forth! It's darting at us!"

A universal shout went up from the frigate.

"Quiet!" Commander Farragut said. "Helm hard to leeward! Reverse
engines!"
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Sailors rushed to the helm, engineers to their machinery. Under re-
verse steam immediately, the Abraham Lincoln beatto port, sweeping in
a semicircle.

"Right your helm! Engines forward!" Commander Farragut called.

Theseorders were executed, and the frigate swiftly retreated from this
core of light.

My mistake. It wanted to retreat, but the unearthly animal came at us
with a speed double our own.

We gasped. More stunned than afraid, we stood mute and motionless.
The animal caught up with us, played with us. It made a full circle
around the frigateNthen doing fourteen knotsNand wrapped us in
sheetsof electricity that were like luminous dust. Then it retreated two
or three miles, leaving a phosphorescenttrail comparable to those swirls
of steam that shoot behind the locomotive of an expresstrain. Suddenly,
all the way from the dark horizon where it had gone to gather mo-
mentum, the monster abruptly dashed toward the Abraham Lincoln
with frightening speed, stopped sharply twenty feet from our side plates,
and died outN not by diving under the water, sinceits glow did not re-
cede graduallyN but all at once, as if the source of this brilliant emana-
tion had suddenly dried up. Then it reappeared on the other side of the
ship, either by circling around us or by gliding under our hull. At any in-
stant a collision could have occurred that would have been fatal to us.

Meanwhile | was astonished at the frigate's maneuvers. It was fleeing,
not fighting. Built to pursue, it was being pursued, and | commented on
this to Commander Farragut. His face, ordinarily so emotionless, was
stamped with indescribable astonishment.

"Professor Aronnax,” he answered me, "I don't know what kind of
fearsome creature I'm up against, and | don't want my frigate running
foolish risks in all this darkness. Besides,how should we attack this un-
known creature, how should we defend ourselves against it? Let's wait
for daylight, and then we'll play a different role."

"You've no further doubts, commander, as to the nature of this
animal?"

“No, sir, it's apparently a gigantic narwhale, and an electric one to
boot."

"Maybe," | added, "it's no more approachable than an electric eel or an
electric ray!"

"Right," the commander replied. "And if it has their power to electro-
cute, it's surely the most dreadful animal ever conceived by our Creator.
That's why I'll keep on my guard, sir."
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The whole crew stayed on their feet all night long. No one even
thought of sleeping. Unable to compete with the monster's speed, the
Abraham Lincoln slowed down and stayed at half steam. For its part, the
narwhale mimicked the frigate, simply rode with the waves, and seemed
determined not to forsake the field of battle.

However, near midnight it disappeared, or to use a more appropriate
expression,"it went out," like a huge glowworm. Had it fled from us?We
were duty bound to fear sorather than hope so. But at 12:53in the morn-
ing, a deafening hiss became audible, resembling the sound made by a
waterspout expelled with tremendous intensity.

By then Commander Farragut, Ned Land, and | were on the afterdeck,
peering eagerly into the profound gloom.

“Ned Land,” the commander asked, "you've often heard whales
bellowing?"

"Often, sir, but never a whale like this, whose sighting earned me
$2,000.00."

"Correct, the prize is rightfully yours. But tell me, isn't that the noise
cetaceans make when they spurt water from their blowholes?"

“The very noise, sir, but this one'sway louder. Sothere can be no mis-
take. There'sdefinitely a whale lurking in our waters. With your permis-
sion, sir," the harpooner added, "tomorrow at daybreak we'll have words
with it."

“If it's in amood to listen to you, Mr. Land,” | replied in atone far from
convinced.

“Let me get within four harpoon lengths of it," the Canadian shot back,
"and it had better listen!"

"But to get near it," the commander went on, "I'd have to put a whale-
boat at your disposal?"

"Certainly, sir."

“That would be gambling with the lives of my men."

"And with my own!" the harpooner replied simply.

Near two o'clock in the morning, the core of light reappeared, no less
intense, five miles to windward of the Abraham Lincoln. Despite the dis-
tance, despite the noise of wind and sea, we could distinctly hear the
fearsome thrashings of the animal's tail, and even its panting breath.
Seemingly, the moment this enormous narwhale came up to breathe at
the surface of the ocean, air was sucked into its lungs like steaminto the
huge cylinders of a 2,000-horsepower engine.

"Hmm!" | said to myself. "A cetaceanas powerful as a whole cavalry
regimentNnow that's a whale of a whale!"
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We stayed on the alert until daylight, getting ready for action. Whaling
gear was set up along the railings. Our chief officer loaded the blunder-
busses,which can launch harpoons asfar asa mile, and long duck guns
with exploding bullets that can mortally wound even the most powerful
animals. Ned Land was content to sharpen his harpoon, a dreadful
weapon in his hands.

At six o'clock day beganto break, and with the dawn's early light, the
narwhale's electric glow disappeared. At seven o'clock the day was well
along, but a very dense morning mist shrank the horizon, and our best
spyglasseswere unable to pierce it. The outcome: disappointment and
anger.

| hoisted myself up to the crosstreesof the mizzen sail. Some officers
were already perched on the mastheads.

At eight o'clock the mist rolled ponderously over the waves, and its
huge curls were lifting little by little. The horizon grew wider and clearer
all at once.

Suddenly, just as on the previous evening, Ned Land's voice was
audible.

“There's the thing in question, astern to port!" the harpooner shouted.

Every eye looked toward the point indicated.

There, amile and a half from the frigate, along blackish body emerged
a meter above the waves. Quivering violently, its tail was creating a con-
siderable eddy. Never had caudal equipment thrashed the seawith such
power. An immense wake of glowing whiteness marked the animal's
track, sweeping in a long curve.

Our frigate drew nearer to the cetacean.l examined it with a com-
pletely open mind. Thosereports from the Shannonand the Helvetia had
slightly exaggeratedits dimensions, and | put its length at only 250feet.
Its girth was more difficult to judge, but all in all, the animal seemedto
be wonderfully proportioned in all three dimensions.

While | was observing this phenomenal creature, two jets of steam and
water sprang from its blowholes and rose to an altitude of forty meters,
which settled for me its mode of breathing. From this | finally concluded
that it belonged to the branch Vertebrata, class Mammalia, subclass
Monodelphia, group Pisciforma, order Cetacea, family E but here |
couldn't make up my mind. The order Cetaceaconsists of three families,
baleen whales, sperm whales, dolphins, and it's in this last group that
narwhales are placed. Each of these families is divided into several gen-
era, each genus into species, each speciesinto varieties. So | was still
missing variety, species, genus, and family, but no doubt | would
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complete my classifying with the aid of Heaven and Commander
Farragut.

The crew were waiting impatiently for orders from their leader. The
latter, after carefully observing the animal, called for his engineer. The
engineer raced over.

"Sir," the commander said, "are you up to pressure?"

"Aye, sir," the engineer replied.

"Fine. Stoke your furnaces and clap on full steam!"

Three cheersgreeted this order. The hour of battle had sounded. A few
moments later, the frigate's two funnels vomited torrents of black smoke,
and its deck quaked from the trembling of its bolilers.

Driven forward by its powerful propeller, the Abraham Lincoln
headed straight for the animal. Unconcerned, the latter let us come with-
in half a cable length; then, not bothering to dive, it got up alittle speed,
retreated, and was content to keep its distance.

This chasedragged on for about three-quarters of an hour without the
frigate gaining two fathoms on the cetacean.At this rate, it was obvious
that we would never catch up with it.

Infuriated, Commander Farragut kept twisting the thick tuft of hair
that flourished below his chin.

“"Ned Land!" he called.

The Canadian reported at once.

"Well, Mr. Land," the commander asked, "do you still advise putting
my longboats to sea?"

“No, sir, Ned Land replied, "because that beast won't be caught
against its will."

“Then what should we do?"

"Stoke up more steam, sir, if you can. As for me, with your permission
I'll go perch on the bobstays under the bowsprit, and if we can get within
a harpoon length, I'll harpoon the brute."

"Go to it, Ned," Commander Farragut replied. "Engineer," he called,
"keep the pressure mounting!"

Ned Land made his way to his post. The furnaces were urged into
greater activity; our propeller did forty-three revolutions per minute,
and steam shot from the valves. Heaving the log, we verified that the
Abraham Lincoln was going at the rate of 18.5 miles per hour.

But that damned animal also did a speed of 18.5.

For the next hour our frigate kept up this pace without gaining a
fathom! This was humiliating for one of the fastestracersin the Americ-
an navy. The crew were working up into a blind rage. Sailor after sailor
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heaved insults at the monster, which couldn't be bothered with answer-
ing back. Commander Farragut was no longer content simply to twist his
goatee; he chewed on it.

The engineer was summoned once again.

"You're up to maximum pressure?" the commander asked him.

"Aye, sir," the engineer replied.

"And your valves are charged to E 2"

“To six and a half atmospheres.”

"Charge them to ten atmospheres."

A typical American order if | ever heard one. It would have sounded
just fine during some Mississippi paddle-wheeler race, to "outstrip the
competition!"

"Conseil," | said to my gallant servant, now at my side, "you realize
that we'll probably blow ourselves skyhigh?"

"As master wishes!" Conseil replied.

All right, | admit it: | did wish to run this risk!

The valves were charged. More coal was swallowed by the furnaces.
Ventilators shot torrents of air over the braziers. The Abraham Lincoln's
speed increased. Its masts trembled down to their blocks, and swirls of
smoke could barely squeeze through the narrow funnels.

We heaved the log a second time.

"Well, helmsman?" Commander Farragut asked.

"19.3 miles per hour, sir."

"Keep stoking the furnaces."

The engineer did so. The pressure gauge marked ten atmospheres. But
no doubt the cetaceanitself had "warmed up," becausewithout the least
trouble, it also did 19.3.

What a chase!No, | can't describe the excitement that shook my very
being. Ned Land stayed at his post, harpoon in hand. Severaltimes the
animal let us approach.

"We're overhauling it!" the Canadian would shout.

Then, just as he was about to strike, the cetaceanwould steal off with a
swiftness | could estimate at no lessthan thirty miles per hour. And even
at our maximum speed, it took the liberty of thumbing its nose at the
frigate by running a full circle around us! A howl of fury burst from
every throat!

By noon we were no farther along than at eight o'clock in the morning.

Commander Farragut then decided to use more direct methods.
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"Bah!" he said. "Sothat animal is faster than the Abraham Lincoln. All
right, we'll seeif it can outrun our conical shells! Mate, man the gun in
the bow!"

Our forecastle cannon was immediately loaded and leveled. The can-
noneer fired a shot, but his shell passed some feet above the cetacean,
which stayed half a mile off.

"Over to somebody with better aim!" the commander shouted. "And
$500.00 to the man who can pierce that infernal beast!"

Calm of eye, cool of feature, an old gray-bearded gunnerN | can see
him to this dayNapproached the cannon, put it in position, and took aim
for a good while. There was a mighty explosion, mingled with cheers
from the crew.

The shell reached its target; it hit the animal, but not in the usual fash-
ionNit bounced off that rounded surface and vanished into the seatwo
miles out.

"Oh drat!" said the old gunner in his anger. "That rascal must be
covered with six-inch armor plate!"

"Curse the beast!" Commander Farragut shouted.

The hunt was on again, and Commander Farragut leaned over to me,
saying:

“I'll chase that animal till my frigate explodes!"

"Yes," | replied, "and nobody would blame you!"

We could still hope that the animal would tire out and not be as in-
sensitive to exhaustion as our steam engines. But no such luck. Hour
after hour went by without it showing the least sign of weariness.

However, to the Abraham Lincoln's credit, it must be said that we
struggled on with tireless persistence.| estimate that we covered a dis-
tance of at least 500 kilometers during this ill-fated day of November 6.
But night fell and wrapped the surging ocean in its shadows.

By then | thought our expedition had come to an end, that we would
never see this fantastic animal again. | was mistaken.

At 10:50in the evening, that electric light reappeared three miles to
windward of the frigate, just as clear and intense as the night before.

The narwhale seemed motionless. Was it asleep perhaps, weary from
its workday, just riding with the waves? This was our chance,and Com-
mander Farragut was determined to take full advantage of it.

He gave his orders. The Abraham Lincoln stayed at half steam, advan-
cing cautiously so as not to awaken its adversary. In midocean it's not
unusual to encounter whales so sound asleep they can successfully be
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attacked, and Ned Land had harpooned more than one in its slumber.
The Canadian went to resume his post on the bobstays under the
bowsprit.

The frigate approached without making a sound, stopped two cable
lengths from the animal and coasted. Not a soul breathed on board. A
profound silence reigned over the deck. We were not 100 feet from the
blazing core of light, whose glow grew stronger and dazzled the eyes.

Just then, leaning over the forecastle railing, | saw Ned Land below
me, one hand grasping the martingale, the other brandishing his dread-
ful harpoon. Barely twenty feet separated him from the motionless
animal.

All at once his arm shot forward and the harpoon was launched. |
heard the weapon collide resonantly, as if it had hit some hard
substance.

The electric light suddenly went out, and two enormous waterspouts
crashed onto the deck of the frigate, racing like a torrent from stem to
stern, toppling crewmen, breaking spare masts and yardarms from their
lashings.

A hideous collision occurred, and thrown over the rail with no time to
catch hold of it, | was hurled into the sea.
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Chapter 7

A Whale of Unknown Species

ALTHOUGH | WAS startled by this unexpected descent,| at leasthave a
very clear recollection of my sensations during it.

At first | was dragged about twenty feet under. I'm a good swimmer,
without claiming to equal such other authors as Byron and Edgar Allan
Poe, who were master divers, and | didn't lose my head on the way
down. With two vigorous kicks of the heel, | came back to the surface of
the sea.

My first concern was to look for the frigate. Had the crew seenme go
overboard? Was the Abraham Lincoln tacking about? Would Command-
er Farragut put a longboat to sea? Could | hope to be rescued?

The gloom was profound. | glimpsed a black mass disappearing east-
ward, where its running lights were fading out in the distance. It was the
frigate. | felt | was done for.

"Help! Help!" | shouted, swimming desperately toward the Abraham
Lincoln.

My clothes were weighing me down. The water glued them to my
body, they were paralyzing my movements. | was sinking! | was
suffocating E !

"Help!"

This was the last shout | gave. My mouth was filling with water. |
struggled against being dragged into the depthsE .

Suddenly my clothes were seized by energetic hands, | felt myself
pulled abruptly back to the surface of the sea, and yes, | heard these
words pronounced in my ear:

"If master would oblige me by leaning on my shoulder, master will
swim with much greater ease."

With one hand | seized the arm of my loyal Conseil.

"You!" | said. "You!"

"Myself," Conseil replied, "and at master's command."

"That collision threw you overboard along with me?"
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“Not at all. But being in master's employ, | followed master."

The fine lad thought this only natural!

"What about the frigate?" | asked.

"The frigate?" Conseil replied, rolling over on his back. "l think master
had best not depend on it to any great extent!"

"What are you saying?"

“I'm saying that just as | jumped overboard, | heard the men at the
helm shout, 'Our propeller and rudder are smashed!" "

"Smashed?"

"Yes, smashed by the monster's tusk! | believe it's the sole injury the
Abraham Lincoln has sustained. But most inconveniently for us, the ship
can no longer steer.”

“Then we're done for!"

"Perhaps," Conseil replied serenely. "However, we still have a few
hours before us, and in a few hours one can do a great many things!"

Conseil's unflappable composure cheered me up. | swam more vigor-
ously, but hampered by clothes that were asrestricting as a cloak made
of lead, | was managing with only the greatestdifficulty. Conseil noticed
as much.

"Master will allow me to make an incision," he said.

And he slipped an open clasp knife under my clothes, slitting them
from top to bottom with one swift stroke. Then he briskly undressed me
while | swam for us both.

| then did Conseil the samefavor, and we continued to "navigate" side
by side.

But our circumstanceswere no lessdreadful. Perhapsthey hadn't seen
us go overboard; and even if they had, the frigateNbeing undone by its
rudderNcouldn't return to leeward after us. Sowe could count only on
its longboats.

Conselil had coolly reasoned out this hypothesis and laid his plans ac-
cordingly. An amazing character, this boy; in midocean, this stoic lad
seemed right at home!

So, having concluded that our sole chance for salvation lay in being
picked up by the Abraham Lincoln's longboats, we had to take stepsto
wait for them aslong as possible. Consequently, | decided to divide our
energiessowe wouldn't both be worn out at the sametime, and this was
the arrangement: while one of us lay on his back, staying motionless
with arms crossedand legs outstretched, the other would swim and pro-
pel his partner forward. This towing role was to last no longer than ten
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minutes, and by relieving eachother in this way, we could stay afloat for
hours, perhaps even until daybreak.

Slim chance, but hope springs eternal in the human breast! Besides,
there were two of us. Lastly, | can vouchNas improbable as it
seemsNthat even if | had wanted to destroy all my illusions, even if |
had been willing to "give in to despair,” | could not have done so!

The cetaceanhad rammed our frigate at about eleven o'clock in the
evening. | therefore calculated on eight hours of swimming until sunrise.
A strenuous task, but feasible, thanks to our relieving eachother. The sea
was pretty smooth and barely tired us. Sometimesl| tried to peer through
the dense gloom, which was broken only by the phosphorescent flickers
coming from our movements. | stared at the luminous ripples breaking
over my hands, shimmering sheets spattered with blotches of bluish
gray. It seemed as if we'd plunged into a pool of quicksilver.

Near one o'clock in the morning, | was overcome with tremendous ex-
haustion. My limbs stiffened in the grip of intense cramps. Conseil had
to keep me going, and attending to our selfbpreservationbecamehis sole
responsibility. | soon heard the poor lad gasping; his breathing became
shallow and quick. | didn't think he could stand such exertions for much
longer.

"Go on! Go on!" | told him.

"Leave master behind?" he replied. "Never! I'll drown before he does!"

Just then, past the fringes of a large cloud that the wind was driving
eastward, the moon appeared. The surface of the seaglistened under its
rays. That kindly light rekindled our strength. | held up my head again.
My eyesdarted to every point of the horizon. | spotted the frigate. It was
five miles from us and formed no more than a dark, barely perceptible
mass. But as for longboats, not a one in sight!

| tried to call out. What was the use at such a distance! My swollen lips
wouldn't let a single sound through. Conseil could still articulate a few
words, and | heard him repeat at intervals:

"Help! Help!"

Ceasing all movement for an instant, we listened. And it may have
beenaringing in my ear, from this organ filling with impeded blood, but
it seemed to me that Conseil's shout had received an answer back.

"Did you hear that?" | muttered.

"Yes, yes!"

And Conseil hurled another desperate plea into space.

This time there could be no mistake! A human voice had answered us!
Was it the voice of some poor devil left behind in midocean, some other
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victim of that collision suffered by our ship? Or was it one of the frigate's
longboats, hailing us out of the gloom?

Conseil made one final effort, and bracing his hands on my shoulders,
while | offered resistance with one supreme exertion, he raised himself
half out of the water, then fell back exhausted.

"What did you see?"

"| sawE ," he muttered, "I sawE but we mustn't talk E save our
strength E I

What had he seen?Then, lord knows why, the thought of the monster
came into my head for the first time E ! But even so, that voice E ?
Gone are the days when Jonahs took refuge in the bellies of whales!

Nevertheless, Conseil kept towing me. Sometimes he looked up,
stared straight ahead, and shouted a request for directions, which was
answered by a voice that was getting closer and closer. | could barely
hear it. | was at the end of my strength; my fingers gave out; my hands
were no help to me; my mouth opened convulsively, filling with brine;
its coldness ran through me; | raised my head one last time, then |
collapsedE .

Justthen something hard banged against me. | clung to it. Then | felt
myself being pulled upward, back to the surface of the water; my chest
caved in, and | faintedE .

For certain, | cameto quickly, becausesomeonewas massaging me so
vigorously it left furrows in my flesh. | half opened my eyesE .

"Conseil!" | muttered.

"Did master ring for me?" Conseil replied.

Justthen, in the last light of a moon settling on the horizon, | spotted a
face that wasn't Conseil's but which | recognized at once.

"Ned!" | exclaimed.

“In person, sir, and still after his prize!" the Canadian replied.

"You were thrown overboard after the frigate's collision?"

"Yes, professor, but | was luckier than you, and right away | was able
to set foot on this floating islet."

"Islet?"

"Or in other words, on our gigantic narwhale."

"Explain yourself, Ned."

“It's just that | soon realized why my harpoon got blunted and couldn't
puncture its hide."

"Why, Ned, why?"

"Because, professor, this beast is made of boilerplate steel!”
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At this point in my story, | needto get a grip on myself, reconstruct ex-
actly what | experienced, and make doubly sure of everything | write.

The Canadian's last words caused a sudden upheaval in my brain. |
swiftly hoisted myself to the summit of this halfBbsubmerged creature or
object that was serving as our refuge. | tested it with my foot. Obviously
it was some hard, impenetrable substance,not the soft matter that makes
up the bodies of our big marine mammals.

But this hard substance could have been a bony carapace, like those
that covered some prehistoric animals, and | might have left it at that
and classified this monster among such amphibious reptiles asturtles or
alligators.

Well, no. The blackish back supporting me was smooth and polished
with no overlapping scales.On impact, it gave off a metallic sonority,
and asincredible asthis sounds, it seemed,| swear, to be made of riveted
plates.

No doubts were possible! This animal, this monster, this natural phe-
nomenon that had puzzled the whole scientific world, that had muddled
and misled the minds of seamenin both hemispheres, was, there could
be no escapingit, an even more astonishing phenomenonNa phenomen-
on made by the hand of man.

Even if | had discovered that some fabulous, mythological creature
really existed, it wouldn't have given me such a terrific mental jolt. It's
easyenough to acceptthat prodigious things can come from our Creator.
But to find, all at once, right before your eyes, that the impossible had
been mysteriously achieved by man himself: this staggers the mind!

But there was no question now. We were stretched out on the back of
some kind of underwater boat that, as far as| could judge, boasted the
shape of an immense steel fish. Ned Land had clear views on the issue.
Conseil and | could only line up behind him.

"But then," | said, "does this contraption contain some sort of locomot-
ive mechanism, and a crew to run it?"

"Apparently,” the harpooner replied. "And yet for the three hours I've
lived on this floating island, it hasn't shown a sign of life."

"This boat hasn't moved at all?"

"No, Professor Aronnax. It just rides with the waves, but otherwise it
hasn't stirred."

"But we know that it's certainly gifted with great speed. Now then,
since an engine is needed to generate that speed, and a mechanic to run
that engine, | conclude: we're saved."

"Humph!" Ned Land put in, his tone denoting reservations.
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Just then, as if to take my side in the argument, a bubbling began
astern of this strange submersibleNwhose drive mechanism was obvi-
ously a propellerNand the boat started to move. We barely had time to
hang on to its topside, which emerged about eighty centimeters above
water. Fortunately its speed was not excessive.

"So long as it navigates horizontally,” Ned Land muttered, "lI've no
complaints. But if it gets the urge to dive, | wouldn't give $2.00for my
hide!"

The Canadian might have quoted a much lower price. Soit was imper-
ative to make contact with whatever beings were confined inside the
plating of this machine. | searchedits surface for an opening or a hatch, a
"manhole," to use the official term; but the lines of rivets had beenfirmly
driven into the sheetbiron joins and were straight and uniform.

Moreover, the moon then disappeared and left us in profound dark-
ness.We had to wait for daylight to find some way of getting inside this
underwater boat.

Soour salvation lay totally in the hands of the mysterious helmsmen
steering this submersible, and if it made a dive, we were done for! But
aside from this occurring, | didn't doubt the possibility of our making
contact with them. In fact, if they didn't produce their own air, they inev-
itably had to make periodic visits to the surface of the oceanto replenish
their oxygen supply. Hence the need for some opening that put the
boat's interior in contact with the atmosphere.

As for any hope of being rescued by Commander Farragut, that had to
be renounced completely. We were being swept westward, and | estim-
ate that our comparatively moderate speed reached twelve miles per
hour. The propeller churned the waves with mathematical regularity,
sometimes emerging above the surface and throwing phosphorescent
spray to great heights.

Near four o'clock in the morning, the submersible picked up speed.
We could barely cope with this dizzying rush, and the waves battered us
at close range. Fortunately Ned's hands came acrossa big mooring ring
fastened to the topside of this sheetbiron back, and we all held on for
dear life.

Finally this long night was over. My imperfect memories won't let me
recall my every impression of it. A single detail comesback to me. Sever-
al times, during various lulls of wind and sea,| thought | heard indis-
tinct sounds, a sort of elusive harmony produced by distant musical
chords. What was the secret behind this underwater navigating, whose
explanation the whole world had sought in vain? What beings lived
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inside this strange boat? What mechanical force allowed it to move about
with such prodigious speed?

Daylight appeared. The morning mists surrounded us, but they soon
broke up. | was about to proceed with a careful examination of the hull,
whose topside formed a sort of horizontal platform, when | felt it sinking
little by little.

"Oh, damnation!" Ned Land shouted, stamping his foot on the reson-
ant sheet iron. "Open up there, you antisocial navigators!"

But it was difficult to make yourself heard above the deafening beats
of the propeller. Fortunately this submerging movement stopped.

From inside the boat, there suddenly came noises of iron fastenings
pushed roughly aside. One of the steel plates flew up, a man appeared,
gave a bizarre yell, and instantly disappeared.

A few moments later, eight strapping fellows appeared silently, their
faces like masks, and dragged us down into their fearsome machine.
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Chapter 8

"Mobilis in Mobili"

THIS BRUTALLY EXECUTED capture was carried out with lightning
speed. My companions and | had no time to collect ourselves. | don't
know how they felt about being shoved inside this aquatic prison, but as
for me, | was shivering all over. With whom were we dealing? Surely
with some new breed of pirates, exploiting the sea after their own
fashion.

The narrow hatch had barely closed over me when | was surrounded
by profound darkness. Saturated with the outside light, my eyescouldn't
make out a thing. | felt my naked feet clinging to the stepsof aniron lad-
der. Forcibly seized, Ned Land and Conseil were behind me. At the foot
of the ladder, a door opened and instantly closed behind us with a loud
clang.

We were alone. Where? | couldn't say, could barely even imagine. All
was darkness, but such utter darkness that after several minutes, my
eyeswere still unable to catch a single one of those hazy gleams that drift
through even the blackest nights.

Meanwhile, furious at these goings on, Ned Land gave free rein to his
indignation.

"Damnation!" he exclaimed. "These people are about as hospitable as
the savagesof New Caledonia! All that's lacking is for them to be canni-
bals! | wouldn't be surprised if they were, but believe you me, they won't
eat me without my kicking up a protest!"

"Calm yourself, Ned my friend,” Conseil replied serenely."Don't flare
up so quickly! We aren't in a kettle yet!"

“In a kettle, no," the Canadian shot back, "but in an oven for sure. It's
dark enough for one. Luckily my Bowie knife hasn't left me, and | can
still seewell enough to put it to use® The first one of these bandits who
lays a hand on meN" "Don't be so irritable, Ned," | then told the

5.Author's Note: A Bowie knife is a widebbladed dagger that Americans are forever
carrying around.
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harpooner, "and don't ruin things for us with pointless violence. Who
knows whether they might be listening to us?Instead, let's try to find out
where we are!" | started moving, groping my way. After five steps| en-
countered an iron wall made of riveted boilerplate. Then, turning
around, | bumped into a wooden table next to which several stools had
beenset. The floor of this prison lay hidden beneath thick, hempen mat-
ting that deadened the sound of footsteps. Its naked walls didn't reveal
any trace of a door or window. Going around the opposite way, Conselil
met up with me, and we returned to the middle of this cabin, which had
to be twenty feet long by ten wide. As for its height, not even Ned Land,
with his great stature, was able to determine it. Half an hour had already
gone by without our situation changing, when our eyes were suddenly
spirited from utter darkness into blinding light. Our prison lit up all at
once; in other words, it filled with luminescent matter so intense that at
first | couldn't stand the brightness of it. From its glare and whiteness, |
recognized the electric glow that had played around this underwater
boat like some magnificent phosphorescent phenomenon. After involun-
tarily closing my eyes,| reopened them and saw that this luminous force
camefrom afrosted half globe curving out of the cabin's ceiling. "Finally!
It's light enough to see!"Ned Land exclaimed, knife in hand, staying on
the defensive. "Yes," | replied, then ventured the opposite view. "But as
for our situation, we're still in the dark." "Master must learn patience,"
said the emotionless Conseil. This sudden illumination of our cabin en-
abled me to examine its tiniest details. It contained only a table and five
stools. Its invisible door must have been hermetically sealed. Not a
sound reachedour ears. Everything seemeddead inside this boat. Was it
In motion, or stationary on the surface of the ocean, or sinking into the
depths? | couldn't tell. But this luminous globe hadn't been turned on
without good reason. Consequently, | hoped that some crewmen would
soon make an appearance.If you want to consign people to oblivion, you
don't light up their dungeons. | was not mistaken. Unlocking noises be-
cameaudible, a door opened, and two men appeared. One was short and
stocky, powerfully muscled, broad shouldered, robust of limbs, the head
squat, the hair black and luxuriant, the mustache heavy, the eyes bright
and penetrating, and his whole personality stamped with that south-
ernbblooded zest that, in France, typifies the people of Provence. The
philosopher Diderot has very aptly claimed that a man's bearing is the
clue to his character, and this stocky little man was certainly a living
proof of this claim. You could sensethat his everyday conversation must
have been packed with such vivid figures of speech as personification,
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symbolism, and misplaced modifiers. But | was never in a position to
verify this because,around me, he used only an odd and utterly incom-
prehensible dialect. The second stranger deserves a more detailed de-
scription. A disciple of such characterbjudging anatomists as Gratiolet or
Engel could have read this man's features like an open book. Without
hesitation, | identified his dominant qualitiesNselfBconfidence, since his
head reared like a nobleman's above the arc formed by the lines of his
shoulders, and his black eyes gazed with icy assurance;calmness,since
his skin, pale rather than ruddy, indicated tranquility of blood; energy,
shown by the swiftly knitting muscles of his brow; and finally courage,
since his deep breathing denoted tremendous reservesof vitality. | might
add that this was a man of great pride, that his calm, firm gaze seemedto
reflect thinking on an elevated plane, and that the harmony of his facial
expressions and bodily movements resulted in an overall effect of un-
questionable candorNaccording to the findings of physiognomists, those
analysts of facial character. | felt "involuntarily reassured” in his pres-
ence,and this boded well for our interview. Whether this individual was
thirtybfive or fifty years of age, | could not precisely state. He was tall,
his forehead broad, his nose straight, his mouth clearly etched, his teeth
maghnificent, his hands refined, tapered, and to use a word from palm-
Istry, highly "psychic,” in other words, worthy of serving alofty and pas-
sionate spirit. This man was certainly the most wonderful physical speci-
men | had ever encountered. One unusual detail: his eyeswere spaceda
little far from each other and could instantly take in nearly a quarter of
the horizon. This abilityNas | later verifiedNwas strengthened by a
range of vision even greater than Ned Land's. When this stranger fo-
cused his gaze on an object, his eyebrow lines gathered into a frown, his
heavy eyelids closed around his pupils to contract his huge field of vis-
ion, and he looked! What a lookNas if he could magnify objects shrink-
ing into the distance; asif he could probe your very soul; asif he could
pierce those sheetsof water so opaque to our eyesand scanthe deepest
seaskE ! Wearing caps made of seaPotterfur, and shod in sealskin fish-
ing boots, thesetwo strangers were dressedin clothing made from some
unique fabric that flattered the figure and allowed great freedom of
movement. The taller of the twoNapparently the leader on
boardNexamined us with the greatest care but without pronouncing a
word. Then, turning to his companion, he conversed with him in a lan-
guage | didn't recognize. It was a sonorous, harmonious, flexible dialect
whose vowels seemedto undergo a highly varied accentuation. The oth-
er replied with a shake of the head and added two or three utterly
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incomprehensible words. Then he seemedto question me directly with a
long stare. | replied in clear French that | wasn't familiar with his lan-
guage; but he didn't seem to understand me, and the situation grew
rather baffling. "Still, master should tell our story,” Conseil said to me.
"Perhaps these gentlemen will grasp a few words of it!" | tried again,
telling the tale of our adventures, clearly articulating my every syllable,
and not leaving out a single detail. | stated our names and titles; then, in
order, | introduced Professor Aronnax, his manservant Conseil, and Mr.
Ned Land, harpooner. The man with calm, gentle eyeslistened to me se-
renely, even courteously, and paid remarkable attention. But nothing in
his facial expression indicated that he understood my story. When | fin-
ished, he didn't pronounce a single word. One resource still left was to
speak English. Perhapsthey would be familiar with this nearly universal
language. But | only knew it, as| did the German language, well enough
to read it fluently, not well enough to speakit correctly. Here, however,
our overriding need was to make ourselves understood. "Come on, it's
your turn,” | told the harpooner. "Over to you, Mr. Land. Pull out of your
bag of tricks the bestEnglish ever spoken by an AnglobSaxon,and try for
a more favorable result than mine." Ned needed no persuading and star-
ted our story all over again, most of which | could follow. Its content was
the same, but the form differed. Carried away by his volatile tempera-
ment, the Canadian put great animation into it. He complained vehe-
mently about being imprisoned in defiance of his civil rights, asked by
virtue of which law he was hereby detained, invoked writs of habeas
corpus, threatened to press chargesagainst anyone holding him in illegal
custody, ranted, gesticulated, shouted, and finally conveyed by an ex-
pressive gesture that we were dying of hunger. This was perfectly true,
but we had nearly forgotten the fact. Much to his amazement, the har-
pooner seemedno more intelligible than | had been. Our visitors didn't
bat an eye. Apparently they were engineers who understood the lan-
guages of neither the French physicist Arago nor the English physicist
Faraday. Thoroughly baffled after vainly exhausting our philological re-
sources, | no longer knew what tactic to pursue, when Conseil told me:
“If master will authorize me, I'll tell the whole business in German."
"What! You know German?" | exclaimed. "Like most Flemish people,
with all due respectto master.”" "On the contrary, my respectis due you.
Go to it, my boy." And Conselil, in his serene voice, described for the
third time the various vicissitudes of our story. But despite our narrator's
fine accentand stylish turns of phrase, the German language met with no
success. Finally, as a last resort, | hauled out everything | could
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remember from my early schooldays, and | tried to narrate our adven-
tures in Latin. Cicero would have plugged his ears and sent me to the
scullery, but somehow | managed to pull through. With the same negat-
ive result. This last attempt ultimately misfiring, the two strangers ex-
changed a few words in their incomprehensible language and withdrew,

not even favoring us with one of those encouraging gestures that are
used in every country in the world. The door closed again. “This is out-
rageous!" Ned Land shouted, exploding for the twentieth time. "l ask
you! We speak French, English, German, and Latin to these rogues, and
neither of them has the decency to even answer back!" "Calm down,

Ned," | told the seething harpooner. "Anger won't get us anywhere." "But
professor,” our irascible companion went on, "can't you seethat we could
die of hunger in this iron cage?""Bah!" Conseil put in philosophically.

"We can hold out a good while yet!" "My friends," | said, "we mustn't
despair. We've gotten out of tighter spots. So please do me the favor of
waiting a bit before you form your views on the commander and crew of
this boat." "My views are fully formed," Ned Land shot back. "They're
rogues!" "Oh good! And from what country?" "Roguedom!" "My gallant
Ned, asyet that country isn't clearly marked on maps of the world, but |
admit that the nationality of these two strangers is hard to make out!
Neither English, French, nor German, that's all we can say. But I'm temp-
ted to think that the commander and his chief officer were born in the
low latitudes. There must be southern blood in them. But asto whether
they're Spaniards, Turks, Arabs, or EastIndians, their physical character-
Istics don't give me enough to go on. And asfor their speech,it's utterly

incomprehensible." "That's the nuisance in not knowing every language,”
Conseil replied, "or the drawback in not having one universal language!"
"Which would all go out the window!" Ned Land replied. "Don't you see,
these people have a language all to themselves, a language they've in-
vented just to causedespair in decent people who ask for a little dinner!

Why, in every country on earth, when you open your mouth, snap your
jaws, smack your lips and teeth, isn't that the world's most understand-
able message?From Quebec to the Tuamotu Islands, from Paris to the
Antipodes, doesn'tit mean: I'm hungry, give me a bite to eat!" "Oh," Con-
seil put in, "there are some people so unintelligent by nature E " As he
was saying these words, the door opened. A steward entered® He
brought us some clothes, jackets and sailor's pants, made out of a fabric
whose nature | didn't recognize. | hurried to changeinto them, and my
companions followed suit. Meanwhile our silent steward, perhaps a

6.Author's Note: A steward is a waiter on board a steamer.
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deafbmute, set the table and laid three place settings. "There's something
serious afoot,” Conseil said, "and it bodes well." "Bah!" replied the
rancorous harpooner. "What the devil do you suppose they eat around
here? Turtle livers, loin of shark, dogfish steaks?""We'll soon find out!"
Conseil said. Overlaid with silver dish covers, various platters had been
neatly positioned on the table cloth, and we sat down to eat. Assuredly,
we were dealing with civilized people, and if it hadn't beenfor this elec-
tric light flooding over us, | would have thought we were in the dining
room of the Hotel Adelphi in Liverpool, or the Grand Hotel in Paris.
However, | feel compelled to mention that bread and wine were totally
absent. The water was fresh and clear, but it was still waterNwhich

wasn't what Ned Land had in mind. Among the foods we were served, |
was able to identify various daintily dressedfish; but | couldn't make up
my mind about certain otherwise excellent dishes, and | couldn't even
tell whether their contents belonged to the vegetable or the animal king-
dom. As for the tableware, it was elegant and in perfect taste. Each
utensil, spoon, fork, knife, and plate, bore on its reverse a letter encircled
by a Latin motto, and here is its exactduplicate: MOBILIS IN MOBILI N
Moving within the moving element! It was a highly appropriate motto
for this underwater machine, so long as the preposition in is translated as
within and not upon. The letter "N" was no doubt the initial of the name
of that mystifying individual in command beneath the seas!Ned and
Conseil had no time for such musings. They were wolfing down their
food, and without further ado | did the same. By now | felt reassured
about our fate, and it seemedobvious that our hosts didn't intend to let
us die of starvation. But all earthly things cometo an end, all things must
pass, even the hunger of people who haven't eatenfor fifteen hours. Our
appetites appeased,we felt an urgent need for sleep. A natural reaction
after that interminable night of fighting for our lives. "Ye gods, I'll sleep
soundly,” Conseil said. "Me, I'm out like a light!" Ned Land replied. My
two companions lay down on the cabin's carpeting and were soon deep
in slumber. As for me, | gave in lessreadily to this intense need for sleep.
Too many thoughts had piled up in my mind, too many insoluble ques-
tions had arisen, too many images were keeping my eyelids open! Where
were we? What strange power was carrying us along? | feltNor at least |
thought | didNthe submersible sinking toward the sea'slower strata. In-
tense nightmares besiegedme. In these mysterious marine sanctuaries, |
envisioned hosts of unknown animals, and this underwater boat seemed
to be a blood relation of theirs: living, breathing, just as fearsomeE !
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Then my mind grew calmer, my imagination melted into hazy drowsi-
ness, and | soon fell into an uneasy slumber.
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Chapter 9

The Tantrums of Ned Land

| HAVE NO IDEA how long this slumber lasted; but it must have beena
good while, since we were completely over our exhaustion. | was the
first one to wake up. My companions weren't yet stirring and still lay in
their corners like inanimate objects.

| had barely gotten up from my passably hard mattress when | felt my
mind clear, my brain go on the alert. Sol began a careful reexamination
of our cell.

Nothing had changedin its interior arrangements. The prison was still
a prison and its prisoners still prisoners. But, taking advantage of our
slumber, the steward had cleared the table. Consequently, nothing indic-
ated any forthcoming improvement in our situation, and | seriously
wondered if we were doomed to spend the rest of our lives in this cage.

This prospect seemedincreasingly painful to me because,even though
my brain was clear of its obsessionsfrom the night before, | was feeling
an odd shortbwindedness in my chest. It was becoming hard for me to
breathe. The heavy air was no longer sufficient for the full play of my
lungs. Although our cell was large, we obviously had used up most of
the oxygen it contained. In essence,over an hour's time a single human
being consumes all the oxygen found in 100 liters of air, at which point
that air has become charged with a nearly equal amount of carbon diox-
ide and is no longer fit for breathing.

Soit was now urgent to renew the air in our prison, and no doubt the
air in this whole underwater boat as well.

Here a question popped into my head. How did the commander of
this aquatic residence go about it? Did he obtain air using chemical
methods, releasing the oxygen contained in potassium chlorate by heat-
ing it, meanwhile absorbing the carbon dioxide with potassium hydrox-
ide? If so, he would have to keep up some kind of relationship with the
shore, to come by the materials needed for such an operation. Did he
simply limit himself to storing the air in highbpressure tanks and then
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dispense it according to his crew's needs?Perhaps. Or, proceeding in a
more convenient, more economical, and consequently more probable
fashion, was he satisfied with merely returning to breathe at the surface
of the water like a cetacean, renewing his oxygen supply every
twentyDfour hours? In any event, whatever his method was, it seemed
prudent to me that he use this method without delay.

In fact, | had already resorted to speeding up my inhalations in order
to extract from the cell what little oxygen it contained, when suddenly |
was refreshed by a current of clean air, scentedwith a salty aroma. It had
to be a seabreeze, lifebgiving and charged with iodine! | opened my
mouth wide, and my lungs glutted themselves on the fresh particles. At
the sametime, | felt a swaying, arolling of moderate magnitude but def-
initely noticeable. This boat, this sheetbironmonster, had obviously just
risen to the surface of the ocean,there to breathe in good whale fashion.
So the ship's mode of ventilation was finally established.

When | had absorbed a chestful of this clean air, | looked for the con-
duitNthe “air carrier," if you preferNthat allowed this beneficial influx
to reach us, and | soon found it. Above the door opened an air vent that
let in a fresh current of oxygen, renewing the thin air in our cell.

| had gotten to this point in my observations when Ned and Consell
woke up almost simultaneously, under the influence of this reviving air
purification. They rubbed their eyes,stretched their arms, and sprang to
their feet.

"Did master sleep well?" Conseil asked me with his perennial good
manners.

"Extremely well, my gallant lad," | replied. "And how about you, Mr.
Ned Land?"

“Like alog, professor. But | must be imagining things, becauseit seems
like I'm breathing a sea breeze!"

A seaman couldn't be wrong on this topic, and | told the Canadian
what had gone on while he slept.

"Good!" he said. "That explains perfectly all that bellowing we heard,
when our sobcalled narwhale lay in sight of the Abraham Lincoln."

"Perfectly, Mr. Land. It was catching its breath!"

"Only I've no idea what time it is, Professor Aronnax, unless maybe it's
dinnertime?"

"Dinnertime, my fine harpooner? I'd say at least breakfast time, be-
cause we've certainly woken up to a new day."

"Which indicates,” Conseil replied, "that we've spent twentybfour
hours in slumber."
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“That's my assessment,"” | replied.

"l won't argue with you," Ned Land answered. "But dinner or break-
fast, that steward will be plenty welcome whether he brings the one or
the other."

"The one and the other," Conseil said.

"Well put,” the Canadian replied. "We deserve two meals, and speak-
ing for myself, I'll do justice to them both."

"All right, Ned, let's wait and see!" | replied. "It's clear that these
strangers don't intend to let us die of hunger, otherwise last evening's
dinner wouldn't make any sense."

"Unless they're fattening us up!" Ned shot back.

"l object," | replied. "We have not fallen into the hands of cannibals."”

"Justbecausethey don't make a habit of it," the Canadian replied in all
seriousness, "doesn't mean they don't indulge from time to time. Who
knows? Maybe these people have gone without fresh meat for a long
while, and in that casethree healthy, wellDBbuilt specimenslike the pro-
fessor, his manservant, and meN"

"Get rid of those ideas, Mr. Land," | answered the harpooner. "And
above all, don't let them lead you to flare up against our hosts, which
would only make our situation worse."

"Anyhow," the harpooner said, "I'm as hungry as all Hades, and din-
ner or breakfast, not one puny meal has arrived!"

“Mr. Land," | answered, "we have to adapt to the schedule on board,
and | imagine our stomachsare running ahead of the chief cook's dinner
bell."

"Well then, we'll adjust our stomachs to the chef's timetable!" Conseil
replied serenely.

“There you go again, Conseil my friend!" the impatient Canadian shot
back. "You never allow yourself any displays of bile or attacks of nerves!
You're everlastingly calm! You'd say your afterbmeal grace even if you
didn't get any food for your beforeDmealblessingNand you'd starve to
death rather than complain!"

"What good would it do?" Conseil asked.

"Complaining doesn't have to do good, it just feels good! And if these
piratesNI say pirates out of consideration for the professor's feelings,
since he doesn't want us to call them cannibalsNif these pirates think
they're going to smother me in this cage without hearing what cuss-
words spice up my outbursts, they've got another think coming! Look
here, Professor Aronnax, speak frankly. How long do you figure they'll
keep us in this iron box?"
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“To tell the truth, friend Land, | know little more about it than you do."

“But in a nutshell, what do you suppose is going on?"

"My supposition is that sheer chance has made us privy to an import-
ant secret.Now then, if the crew of this underwater boat have a personal
interest in keeping that secret, and if their personal interest is more im-
portant than the lives of three men, | believe that our very existenceis in
jeopardy. If such is not the case,then at the first available opportunity,
this monster that has swallowed us will return us to the world inhabited
by our own kind."

"Unless they recruit us to serve on the crew," Consell said, "and keep
us hereN"

“Till the moment,” Ned Land answered, "when some frigate that's
faster or smarter than the Abraham Lincoln captures this den of buccan-
eers, then hangs all of us by the neck from the tip of a mainmast
yardarm!"

"Well thought out, Mr. Land," | replied. "But as yet, | don't believe
we've been tendered any enlistment offers. Consequently, it's pointless
to argue about what tactics we should pursue in such a case.| repeat:
let's wait, let's be guided by events, and let's do nothing, since right now
there's nothing we can do."

"On the contrary, professor,” the harpooner replied, not wanting to
give in. "There is something we can do."

"Oh? And what, Mr. Land?"

"Break out of here!"

"Breaking out of a prison on shore is difficult enough, but with an un-
derwater prison, it strikes me as completely unworkable."

"Come now, Ned my friend," Conseil asked, "how would you answer
master's objection? | refuse to believe that an American is at the end of
his tether."

Visibly baffled, the harpooner said nothing. Under the conditions in
which fate had left us, it was absolutely impossible to escape.But a
Canadian's wit is half French, and Mr. Ned Land made this clear in his
reply.

"So, Professor Aronnax," he went on after thinking for afew moments,
"you haven't figured out what people do when they can't escapefrom
their prison?"

“"No, my friend."

"Easy. They fix things so they stay there."

"Of course!" Conseil put in. "Since we're deep in the ocean, being in-
side this boat is vastly preferable to being above it or below it!"
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"But we fix things by kicking out all the jailers, guards, and wardens,"
Ned Land added.

"What's this, Ned?" | asked. "You'd seriously consider taking over this
craft?"

"Very seriously,” the Canadian replied.

“It's impossible."

"And why is that, sir? Some promising opportunity might come up,
and | don't seewhat could stop us from taking advantage of it. If there
are only about twenty men on board this machine, | don't think they can
stave off two Frenchmen and a Canadian!"

It seemedwiser to acceptthe harpooner's proposition than to debateit.
Accordingly, | was content to reply:

“Let such circumstances come, Mr. Land, and we'll see.But until then,
| beg you to control your impatience. We need to act shrewdly, and your
flareDupswon't give rise to any promising opportunities. Soswear to me
that you'll accept our situation without throwing a tantrum over it."

"l give you my word, professor," Ned Land replied in an unenthusiast-
ic tone. "No vehement phraseswill leave my mouth, no vicious gestures
will give my feelings away, not even when they don't feed us on time."

"l have your word, Ned," | answered the Canadian.

Then our conversation petered out, and each of us withdrew into his
own thoughts. For my part, despite the harpooner's confident talk, | ad-
mit that | entertained no illusions. | had no faith in those promising op-
portunities that Ned Land mentioned. To operate with such efficiency,
this underwater boat had to have a sizeable crew, soif it cameto a phys-
ical contest, we would be facing an overwhelming opponent. Besides,be-
fore we could do anything, we had to be free, and that we definitely
were not. | didn't seeany way out of this sheetbiron,hermetically sealed
cell. And if the strange commander of this boat did have a secret to
keepNwhich seemedrather likelyNhe would never give us freedom of
movement aboard his vessel. Now then, would he resort to violence in
order to berid of us, or would he drop us off one day on some remote
coast? There lay the unknown. All these hypotheses seemed extremely
plausible to me, and to hope for freedom through use of force, you had
to be a harpooner.

| realized, moreover, that Ned Land's brooding was getting him mad-
der by the minute. Little by little, | heard those aforesaid cusswords
welling up in the depths of his gullet, and | saw his movements turn
threatening again. He stood up, pacing in circles like a wild beastin a
cage, striking the walls with his foot and fist. Meanwhile the hours
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passed, our hunger nagged unmercifully, and this time the steward did
not appear. Which amounted to forgetting our castaway status for much
too long, if they really had good intentions toward us.

Tortured by the growling of his wellbbuilt stomach, Ned Land was
getting more and more riled, and despite his word of honor, | was in real
dread of an explosion when he stood in the presenceof one of the men
on board.

For two more hours Ned Land's rage increased. The Canadian shouted
and pleaded, but to no avail. The sheetbironwalls were deaf. | didn't
hear a single sound inside this deadbseemingboat. The vessel hadn't
stirred, becausel obviously would have felt its hull vibrating under the
influence of the propeller. It had undoubtedly sunk into the watery deep
and no longer belonged to the outside world. All this dismal silence was
terrifying.

As for our neglect, our isolation in the depths of this cell, | was afraid
to guessat how long it might last. Little by little, hopes| had entertained
after our interview with the ship's commander were fading away. The
gentleness of the man's gaze, the generosity expressedin his facial fea-
tures, the nobility of his bearing, all vanished from my memory. | saw
this mystifying individual anew for what he inevitably must be: cruel
and merciless. | viewed him as outside humanity, beyond all feelings of
compassion, the implacable foe of his fellow man, toward whom he must
have sworn an undying hate!

But even so, was the man going to let us die of starvation, locked up in
this cramped prison, exposed to those horrible temptations to which
people are driven by extreme hunger? This grim possibility took on a
dreadful intensity in my mind, and fired by my imagination, | felt an un-
reasoning terror run through me. Conseil stayed calm. Ned Land
bellowed.

Just then a noise was audible outside. Footsteps rang on the metal
tiling. The locks were turned, the door opened, the steward appeared.

Before | could make a single movement to prevent him, the Canadian
rushed at the poor man, threw him down, held him by the throat. The
steward was choking in the grip of those powerful hands.

Consell was already trying to loosen the harpooner's hands from his
halfbsuffocated victim, and | had gone to join in the rescue,when | was
abruptly nailed to the spot by these words pronounced in French:

"Calm down, Mr. Land! And you, professor, kindly listen to me!"
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Chapter 1 O

The Man of the Waters

IT WAS THE ship's commander who had just spoken.

At these words Ned Land stood up quickly. Nearly strangled, the
steward staggered out at a signal from his superior; but such was the
commander's authority aboard his vessel,not one gesture gave away the
resentment that this man must have felt toward the Canadian. In silence
we waited for the outcome of this scene; Conseil, in spite of himself,
seemed almost fascinated, | was stunned.

Arms crossed, leaning against a corner of the table, the commander
studied us with great care.Was he reluctant to speak further? Did he re-
gret those words he had just pronounced in French? You would have
thought so.

After a few moments of silence, which none of us would have
dreamed of interrupting:

"Gentlemen," he said in a calm, penetrating voice, "l speak French,
English, German, and Latin with equal fluency. Hence | could have
answered you asearly asour initial interview, but first | wanted to make
your acquaintance and then think things over. Your four versions of the
same narrative, perfectly consistent by and large, established your per-
sonal identities for me. | now know that sheer chance has placed in my
presence Professor Pierre Aronnax, specialist in natural history at the
Paris Museum and entrusted with a scientific mission abroad, his
manservant Conseil, and Ned Land, a harpooner of Canadian origin
aboard the Abraham Lincoln, afrigate in the national navy of the United
States of America."

| bowed in agreement. The commander hadn't put a question to me. So
no answer was called for. This man expressedhimself with perfect ease
and without a trace of an accent.His phrasing was clear, his words well
chosen, his facility in elocution remarkable. And yet, to me, he didn't
have "the feel" of a fellow countryman.

He went on with the conversation as follows:
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“"No doubt, sir, you've felt that | waited rather too long before paying
you this second visit. After discovering your identities, | wanted to
weigh carefully what policy to pursue toward you. | had great difficulty
deciding. Some extremely inconvenient circumstances have brought you
into the presenceof a man who has cut himself off from humanity. Your
coming has disrupted my whole existence."

"Unintentionally," | said.

"Unintentionally?" the stranger replied, raising his voice a little. "Was
it unintentionally that the Abraham Lincoln hunted me on every sea?
Was it unintentionally that you traveled aboard that frigate? Was it unin-
tentionally that your shells bounced off my ship's hull? Was it uninten-
tionally that Mr. Ned Land hit me with his harpoon?"

| detected a controlled irritation in these words. But there was a per-
fectly natural reply to these charges, and | made it.

"Sir," | said, "you're surely unaware of the discussions that have taken
place in Europe and America with yourself asthe subject. You don't real-
ize that various accidents, caused by collisions with your underwater
machine, have aroused public passionson those two continents. I'll spare
you the innumerable hypotheses with which we've tried to explain this
inexplicable phenomenon, whose secretis yours alone. But pleaseunder-
stand that the Abraham Lincoln chasedyou over the Pacific high seasin
the belief it was hunting some powerful marine monster, which had to
be purged from the ocean at all cost."

A half smile curled the commander's lips; then, in a calmer tone:

"Professor Aronnax," he replied, "do you dare claim that your frigate
wouldn't have chasedand cannonaded an underwater boat asreadily as
a monster?"

This question baffled me, since Commander Farragut would certainly
have shown no such hesitation. He would have seenit as his sworn duty
to destroy a contrivance of this kind just as promptly as a gigantic
narwhale.

"So you understand, sir," the stranger went on, “that | have a right to
treat you as my enemy."

| kept quiet, with good reason. What was the use of debating such a
proposition, when superior force can wipe out the best arguments?

"It took me a good while to decide,” the commander went on.
“Nothing obliged me to grant you hospitality. If | were to part company
with you, I'd have no personal interest in ever seeing you again. | could
put you back on the platform of this ship that has served asyour refuge.
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| could sink under the sea,and | could forget you ever existed. Wouldn't
that be my right?"

"Perhapsit would be the right of a savage,"l replied. "But not that of a
civilized man."

"Professor," the commander replied swiftly, "I'm not what you term a
civilized man! I've severed all ties with society, for reasonsthat | alone
have the right to appreciate. Therefore | obey none of its regulations, and
| insist that you never invoke them in front of me!"

This was plain speaking. A flash of anger and scorn lit up the
stranger's eyes, and | glimpsed a fearsome past in this man's life. Not
only had he placed himself beyond human laws, he had rendered him-
self independent, out of all reach, free in the strictest senseof the word!
For who would dare chase him to the depths of the sea when he
thwarted all attacks on the surface? What ship could withstand a colli-
sion with his underwater Monitor? What armor plate, no matter how
heavy, could bear the thrusts of his spur? No man among men could call
him to account for his actions. God, if he believed in Him, his conscience
if he had oneNthese were the only judges to whom he was answerable.

Thesethoughts swiftly crossedmy mind while this strange individual
fell silent, like someonecompletely selfbabsorbed.l regarded him with a
mixture of fear and fascination, in the sameway, no doubt, that 1dipus
regarded the Sphinx.

After a fairly long silence, the commander went on with our
conversation.

"So | had difficulty deciding,” he said. "But | concluded that my per-
sonal interests could be reconciled with that natural compassion to
which every human being has a right. Since fate has brought you here,
you'll stay aboard my vessel.You'll be free here, and in exchangefor that
freedom, moreover totally related to it, I'll lay on you just one condition.
Your word that you'll submit to it will be sufficient."

"Go on, sir," | replied. "I assume this condition is one an honest man
can accept?"

"Yes, sir. Just this. It's possible that certain unforeseen events may
force me to confine you to your cabins for some hours, or even for some
days as the casemay be. Since | prefer never to use violence, | expect
from you in such a case,even more than in any other, your unquestion-
ing obedience. By acting in this way, | shield you from complicity, | ab-
solve you of all responsibility, since | myself make it impossible for you
to see what you aren't meant to see. Do you accept this condition?"
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So things happened on board that were quite odd to say the least,
things never to be seen by people not placing themselves beyond
society's laws! Among all the surprises the future had in store for me,
this would not be the mildest.

"We accept,"| replied. "Only, I'll ask your permission, sir, to address a
guestion to you, just one."

"Go ahead, sir."

"You said we'd be free aboard your vessel?"

"Completely."”

“Then | would ask what you mean by this freedom."

"Why, the freedom to come, go, see, and even closely observe
everything happening hereNexcept under certain rare circum-
stancesNin short, the freedom we ourselves enjoy, my companions and
l."

It was obvious that we did not understand each other.

"Pardon me, sir," | went on, "but that's merely the freedom that every
prisoner has, the freedom to pace his cell! That's not enough for us."

"Nevertheless, it will have to do!"

"What! We must give up seeing our homeland, friends, and relatives
ever again?"

"Yes, sir. But giving up that intolerable earthly yoke that some men
call freedom is perhaps less painful than you think!"

"By thunder!" Ned Land shouted. "I'll never promise | won't try get-
ting out of here!"

"l didn't ask for such a promise, Mr. Land," the commander replied
coldly.

"Sir," | replied, flaring up in spite of myself, "you're taking unfair ad-
vantage of us! This is sheer cruelty!"

“No, sir, it's an act of mercy! You're my prisoners of war! I've cared for
you when, with a single word, | could plunge you back into the ocean
depths! You attacked me! You've just stumbled on a secretno living man
must probe, the secretof my entire existence!Do you think I'll send you
back to a world that must know nothing more of me? Never! By keeping
you on board, it isn't you whom | care for, it's me!"

Thesewords indicated that the commander pursued a policy impervi-
ous to arguments.

“Then, sir," | went on, "you give us, quite simply, a choice between life
and death?"

"Quite simply."
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"My friends," | said, "to a question couched in theseterms, our answer
can be taken for granted. But no solemn promises bind us to the com-
mander of this vessel."

"None, sir," the stranger replied.

Then, in a gentler voice, he went on:

"Now, allow me to finish what | have to tell you. I've heard of you,
Professor Aronnax. You, if not your companions, won't perhaps com-
plain too much about the stroke of fate that has brought us together.
Among the books that make up my favorite reading, you'll find the work
you've published on the great ocean depths. I've pored over it. You've
taken your studies asfar asterrestrial sciencecango. But you don't know
everything becauseyou haven't seen everything. Let me tell you, pro-
fessor,you won't regret the time you spend aboard my vessel.You're go-
ing to voyage through aland of wonders. Stunned amazementwill prob-
ably be your habitual state of mind. It will be along while before you tire
of the sights constantly before your eyes.I'm going to make another un-
derwater tour of the worldNperhaps my last, who knows?Nand [I'll re-
view everything I've studied in the depths of these seasthat I've crossed
so often, and you can be my fellow student. Starting this very day, you'll
enter a new element, you'll seewhat no human being has ever seen be-
foreNsince my men and | no longer countNand thanks to me, you're go-
ing to learn the ultimate secrets of our planet.”

| can't deny it; the commander's words had a tremendous effect on me.
He had caught me on my weak side, and | momentarily forgot that not
even this sublime experiencewas worth the loss of my freedom. Besides,
| counted on the future to resolve this important question. Sol was con-
tent to reply:

"Sir, even though you've cut yourself off from humanity, | can seethat
you haven't disowned all human feeling. We're castawayswhom you've
charitably taken aboard, we'll never forget that. Speaking for myself, |
don't rule out that the interests of sciencecould override even the need
for freedom, which promises me that, in exchange, our encounter will
provide great rewards."

| thought the commander would offer me his hand, to seal our agree-
ment. He did nothing of the sort. | regretted that.

"One last question,” | said, just asthis inexplicable being seemedready
to withdraw.

"Ask it, professor."

"By what name am | to call you?"
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"Sir," the commander replied, "to you, I'm simply Captain Nemo;* to
me, you and your companions are simply passengers on the Nautilus."

* Latin: nemo means "no one." Ed.

Captain Nemo called out. A steward appeared. The captain gave him
his orders in that strange language | couldn't even identify. Then, turn-
ing to the Canadian and Conseil:

"A meal is waiting for you in your cabin," he told them. "Kindly follow
this man."

“That's an offer | can't refuse!" the harpooner replied.

After being confined for over thirty hours, he and Conseil were finally
out of this cell.

"And now, Professor Aronnax, our own breakfast is ready. Allow me
to lead the way."

"Yours to command, Captain."

| followed Captain Nemo, and as soon as | passedthrough the door-
way, | went down a kind of electrically lit passagewaythat resembled a
gangway on a ship. After a stretch of some ten meters, a second door
opened before me.

| then entered a dining room, decorated and furnished in austere good
taste. Inlaid with ebony trim, tall oaken sideboards stood at both ends of
this room, and sparkling on their shelves were staggered rows of earth-
enware, porcelain, and glass of incalculable value. There silverbplated
dinnerware gleamed under rays pouring from light fixtures in the ceil-
ing, whose glare was softened and tempered by delicately painted
designs.

In the center of this room stood a table, richly spread. Captain Nemo
indicated the place | was to occupy.

"Be seated," he told me, "and eat like the famished man you must be."

Our breakfast consisted of several dishes whose contents were all sup-
plied by the sea,and some foods whose nature and derivation were un-
known to me. They were good, | admit, but with a peculiar flavor to
which | would soon grow accustomed. Thesevarious food items seemed
to be rich in phosphorous, and | thought that they, too, must have been
of marine origin.

Captain Nemo stared at me. | had asked him nothing, but he read my
thoughts, and on his own he answered the questions | was itching to ad-
dress him.

"Most of these dishes are new to you," he told me. "But you can con-
sume them without fear. They're healthy and nourishing. | renounced
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terrestrial foods long ago, and I'm none the worse for it. My crew are
strong and full of energy, and they eat what | eat."

"So," | said, "all these foods are products of the sea?"

"Yes, professor, the sea supplies all my needs. Sometimes | cast my
nets in our wake, and | pull them up ready to burst. Sometimes | go
hunting right in the midst of this element that haslong seemedso far out
of man's reach, and | corner the game that dwells in my underwater
forests. Like the flocks of old Proteus, King Neptune's shepherd, my
herds graze without fear on the ocean'simmense prairies. There | own
vast properties that | harvest myself, and which are forever sown by the
hand of the Creator of All Things."

| stared at Captain Nemo in definite astonishment, and | answered
him:

"Sir, | understand perfectly how your nets can furnish excellent fish for
your table; | understand less how you can chaseaquatic game in your
underwater forests; but how a piece of red meat, no matter how small,
can figure in your menu, that | don't understand at all."

“Nor |, sir,” Captain Nemo answered me. "l never touch the flesh of
land animals."

"Nevertheless, this E ," | went on, pointing to a dish where some slices
of loin were still left.

"What you believe to be red meat, professor, is nothing other than loin
of seaturtle. Similarly, here are some dolphin livers you might mistake
for stewed pork. My chefis a skillful food processorwho excelsat pick-
ling and preserving these various exhibits from the ocean. Feel free to
sample all of these foods. Here are some preserves of seacucumber that
a Malaysian would declare to be unrivaled in the entire world, here's
cream from milk furnished by the udders of cetaceans,and sugar from
the huge fucus plants in the North Sea;and finally, allow me to offer you
some marmalade of sea anemone, equal to that from the tastiest fruits."

So | sampled away, more as a curiosity seekerthan an epicure, while
Captain Nemo delighted me with his incredible anecdotes.

"But this sea, Professor Aronnax," he told me, "this prodigious, inex-
haustible wet nurse of a seanot only feeds me, she dressesme as well.
That fabric covering you was woven from the massesof filaments that
anchor certain seashells;as the ancients were wont to do, it was dyed
with purple ink from the murex snail and shaded with violet tints that |
extract from a marine slug, the Mediterranean seahare. The perfumes
you'll find on the washstand in your cabin were produced from the 00z-
ings of marine plants. Your mattress was made from the ocean'ssoftest
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eelgrass.Your quill pen will be whalebone, your ink a juice secreted by
cuttlefish or squid. Everything comes to me from the sea, just as
someday everything will return to it!"

"You love the sea, Captain."

"Yes, | love it! The seais the be all and end all! It covers sevenbtenths
of the planet earth. Its breath is clean and healthy. It's an immense wil-
dernesswhere a man is never lonely, becausehe feels life astir on every
side. The seais simply the vehicle for a prodigious, unearthly mode of
existence;it's simply movement and love; it's living infinity, as one of
your poets put it. And in essence professor, nature is here made mani-
fest by all three of her kingdoms, mineral, vegetable, and animal. The
last of these is amply represented by the four zoophyte groups, three
classes of articulates, five classes of mollusks, and three vertebrate
classes:mammals, reptiles, and those countless legions of fish, an infinite
order of animals totaling more than 13,000 species, of which only
onebtenth belong to fresh water. The seais a vast pool of nature. Our
globe began with the sea, so to speak, and who can say we won't end
with it! Here lies supreme tranquility. The seadoesn't belong to tyrants.
On its surface they can still exercisetheir iniquitous claims, battle each
other, devour eachother, haul every earthly horror. But thirty feet below
sealevel, their dominion ceases.their influence fades, their power van-
ishes! Ah, sir, live! Live in the heart of the seas!Here alone lies independ-
ence! Here | recognize no superiors! Here I'm free!"

Captain Nemo suddenly fell silent in the midst of this enthusiastic out-
pouring. Had he let himself get carried away, past the bounds of his ha-
bitual reserve?Had he said too much? For a few moments he strolled up
and down, all aquiver. Then his nerves grew calmer, his facial features
recovered their usual icy composure, and turning to me:

"Now, professor," he said, "if you'd like to inspect the Nautilus, I'm
yours to command.”
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Chapter 1 1

The Nautilus

CAPTAIN NEMO stood up. | followed him. Contrived at the rear of the
dining room, a double door opened, and | entered a room whose dimen-
sions equaled the one | had just left.

It was a library. Tall, blackbrosewood bookcases,inlaid with copper-
work, held on their wide shelves a large number of uniformly bound
books. Thesefurnishings followed the contours of the room, their lower
parts leading to huge couchesupholstered in maroon leather and curved
for maximum comfort. Light, movable reading stands, which could be
pushed away or pulled near as desired, allowed books to be positioned
on them for easy study. In the center stood a huge table covered with
pamphlets, among which some newspapers, long out of date, were vis-
ible. Electric light flooded this whole harmonious totality, falling from
four frosted half globes set in the scrollwork of the ceiling. | stared in
genuine wonderment at this room so ingeniously laid out, and | couldn't
believe my eyes.

"Captain Nemo," | told my host, who had just stretched out on a
couch, "this is alibrary that would do credit to more than one continental
palace, and | truly marvel to think it can go with you into the deepest
seas."

"Where could one find greater silence or solitude, professor?" Captain
Nemo replied. "Did your study at the museum afford you such a perfect
retreat?"

"No, sir, and | might add that it's quite a humble one next to yours.
You own 6,000 or 7,000 volumes here= "

"12,000,Professor Aronnax. They're my sole remaining ties with dry
land. But | was done with the shore the day my Nautilus submerged for
the first time under the waters. That day | purchased my last volumes,
my last pamphlets, my last newspapers, and ever since I've chosento be-
lieve that humanity no longer thinks or writes. In any event, professor,
these books are at your disposal, and you may use them freely."

68



| thanked Captain Nemo and approached the shelves of this library.
Written in every language, books on science,ethics, and literature were
there in abundance, but | didn't seea single work on economicsNthey
seemedto be strictly banned on board. One odd detail: all these books
were shelved indiscriminately without regard to the language in which
they were written, and this jumble proved that the Nautilus's captain
could read fluently whatever volumes he chanced to pick up.

Among these books | noted masterpiecesby the greats of ancient and
modern times, in other words, all of humanity's finest achievements in
history, poetry, fiction, and science,from Homer to Victor Hugo, from
Xenophon to Michelet, from Rabelaisto Madame George Sand. But sci-
ence, in particular, represented the major investment of this library:
books on mechanics, ballistics, hydrography, meteorology, geography,
geology, etc., held a place there no lessimportant than works on natural
history, and | realized that they made up the captain's chief reading.
There | saw the complete works of Humboldt, the complete Arago, as
well as works by Foucault, Henri SaintebClaire Deville, Chasles, Mil-
nebEdwards, Quatrefages, John Tyndall, Faraday, Berthelot, Father Sec-
chi, Petermann, Commander Maury, Louis Agassiz, etc., plus the trans-
actions of France'sAcademy of Sciencesbulletins from the various geo-
graphical societies, etc., and in a prime location, those two volumes on
the great ocean depths that had perhaps earned me this comparatively
charitable welcome from Captain Nemo. Among the works of Joseph
Bertrand, his book entitled The Founders of Astronomy even gave me a
definite date; and since | knew it had appeared in the course of 1865,
concluded that the fitting out of the Nautilus hadn't taken place before
then. Accordingly, three years ago at the most, Captain Nemo had begun
his underwater existence.Moreover, | hoped some books even more re-
cent would permit me to pinpoint the date precisely; but | had plenty of
time to look for them, and | didn't want to put off any longer our stroll
through the wonders of the Nautilus.

"Sir," | told the captain, "thank you for placing this library at my dis-
posal. There are scientific treasures here, and I'll take advantage of
them."

“This room isn't only a library,” Captain Nemo said, "it's also a
smoking room."

"A smoking room?" | exclaimed. "Then one may smoke on board?"

"Surely."

“In that case,sir, I'm forced to believe that you've kept up relations
with Havana."

69



"None whatever," the captain replied. "Try this cigar, Professor Aron-
nax, and even though it doesn't come from Havana, it will satisfy you if
you're a connoisseur."

| took the cigar offered me, whose shaperecalled those from Cuba; but
it seemedto be made of gold leaf. | lit it at a small brazier supported by
an elegant bronze stand, and | inhaled my first whiffs with the relish of a
smoker who hasn't had a puff in days.

“It's excellent," | said, "but it's not from the tobacco plant.”

"Right," the captain replied, "this tobacco comes from neither Havana
nor the Orient. It's a kind of nicotineBPrich seaweed that the ocean sup-
plies me, albeit sparingly. Do you still miss your Cubans, sir?"

"Captain, | scorn them from this day forward."

“Then smoke these cigars whenever you like, without debating their
origin. They bear no government seal of approval, but | imagine they're
none the worse for it."

"On the contrary."

Justthen Captain Nemo opened a door facing the one by which | had
entered the library, and | passed into an immense, splendidly lit lounge.

It was a huge quadrilateral with canted corners, ten meters long, six
wide, five high. A luminous ceiling, decorated with delicate arabesques,
distributed a soft, clear daylight over all the wonders gathered in this
museum. For a museum it truly was, in which clever hands had spared
no expenseto amassevery natural and artistic treasure, displaying them
with the helterbskelter picturesqueness that distinguishes a painter's
studio.

Somethirty pictures by the masters, uniformly framed and separated
by gleaming panoplies of arms, adorned walls on which were stretched
tapestries of austere design. There | saw canvasesof the highest value,
the likes of which | had marveled at in private European collections and
art exhibitions. The various schools of the old masters were represented
by a Raphael Madonna, a Virgin by Leonardo da Vinci, a nymph by Cor-
reggio, awoman by Titian, an adoration of the Magi by Veronese,an as-
sumption of the Virgin by Murillo, a Holbein portrait, a monk by
Velazquez, a martyr by Ribera, a village fair by Rubens, two Flemish
landscapes by Teniers, three little genre paintings by Gerard Dow,
Metsu, and Paul Potter, two canvasesby Gericault and Prud'hon, plus
seascapeshy Backhuysen and Vernet. Among the works of modern art
were pictures signed by Delacroix, Ingres, Decamps, Troyon, Meissonier,
Daubigny, etc., and some wonderful miniature statues in marble or
bronze, modeled after antiquity's finest originals, stood on their
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pedestals in the corners of this magnificent museum. As the Nautilus's
commander had predicted, my mind was already starting to fall into that
promised state of stunned amazement.

"Professor,"this strange man then said, "you must excusethe informal-
ity with which | receive you, and the disorder reigning in this lounge."

"Sir," | replied, "without prying into who you are, might | venture to
identify you as an artist?"

"A collector, sir, nothing more. Formerly | loved acquiring these beau-
tiful works created by the hand of man. | sought them greedily, ferreted
them out tirelessly, and I've been able to gather some objects of great
value. They're my last mementos of those shores that are now dead for
me. In my eyes, your modern artists are already as old as the ancients.
They've existed for 2,0000r 3,000years, and | mix them up in my mind.
The masters are ageless."

"What about these composers?”l said, pointing to sheetmusic by We-
ber, Rossini, Mozart, Beethoven, Haydn, Meyerbeer, HZrold, Wagner,
Auber, Gounod, Victor MassZ,and a number of others scattered over a
full size pianoborgan, which occupied one of the wall panels in this
lounge.

"These composers,” Captain Nemo answered me, "are the contempor-
aries of Orpheus, becausein the annals of the dead, all chronological dif-
ferencesfade; and I'm dead, professor, quite as dead as those friends of
yours sleeping six feet under!"

Captain Nemo fell silent and seemedlost in reverie. | regarded him
with intense excitement, silently analyzing his strange facial expression.
Leaning his elbow on the corner of a valuable mosaic table, he no longer
saw me, he had forgotten my very presence.

| didn't disturb his meditations but continued to passin review the
curiosities that enriched this lounge.

After the works of art, natural rarities predominated. They consisted
chiefly of plants, shells, and other exhibits from the oceanthat must have
been Captain Nemo's own personal finds. In the middle of the lounge, a
jet of water, electrically lit, fell back into a basin made from a single giant
clam. The delicately festooned rim of this shell, supplied by the biggest
mollusk in the class Acephala, measured about six meters in circumfer-
ence; so it was even bigger than those fine giant clams given to King
Franeois | by the Republic of Venice, and which the Church of
SaintbSulpice in Paris has made into two gigantic holybwater fonts.

Around this basin, inside elegant glass casesfastened with copper
bands, there were classified and labeled the most valuable marine
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exhibits ever put before the eyesof a naturalist. My professorial glee may
easily be imagined.

The zoophyte branch offered some very unusual specimens from its
two groups, the polyps and the echinoderms. In the first group: or-
ganbpipe coral, gorgonian coral arranged into fan shapes, soft sponges
from Syria, isis coral from the Molucca Islands, seabpencoral, wonderful
coral of the genus Virgularia from the waters of Norway, various coral of
the genus Umbellularia, alcyonarian coral, then a whole series of those
madrepores that my mentor Professor MilnebEdwards has so shrewdly
classified into divisions and among which | noted the wonderful genus
Flabellina as well as the genus Oculina from RZunion Island, plus a
Neptune's chariot from the Caribbean SeaNevery superb variety of cor-
al, and in short, every speciesof these unusual polyparies that congreg-
ate to form entire islands that will one day turn into continents. Among
the echinoderms, notable for being covered with spines: starfish, feather
stars, sealilies, freebswimming crinoids, brittle stars, seaurchins, seacu-
cumbers, etc., represented a complete collection of the individuals in this
group.

An excitable conchologist would surely have fainted dead away before
other, more numerous glass casesin which were classified specimens
from the mollusk branch. There | saw a collection of incalculable value
that | haven't time to describe completely. Among these exhibits I'll men-
tion, just for the record: an elegant royal hammer shell from the Indian
Ocean, whose evenly spaced white spots stood out sharply against a
baseof red and brown; an imperial spiny oyster, brightly colored, brist-
ling with thorns, a specimen rare to European museums, whose value |
estimated at ?20,000; a common hammer shell from the seas near
Queensland, very hard to come by; exotic cockles from Senegal,fragile
white bivalve shells that a single breath could pop like a soap bubble;
several varieties of wateringbpot shell from Java,a sort of limestone tube
fringed with leafy folds and much fought over by collectors; a whole
series of topBshell snailsNgreenish yellow ones fished up from Americ-
an seas, others colored reddish brown that patronize the waters off
Queensland, the former coming from the Gulf of Mexico and notable for
their overlapping shells, the latter some sunbcarrier shells found in the
southernmost seas,finally and rarest of all, the magnificent spurredbstar
shell from New Zealand; then some wonderful pepperybfurrow shells;
several valuable species of cythera clams and venus clams; the trellis
wentletrap snail from Tranquebar on India's eastern shore; a marbled
turban snail gleaming with motherbofbpearl;green parrot shells from the
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seasof China; the virtually unknown cone snail from the genus Coen-
odullus; every variety of cowry used as money in India and Africa; a
"glorybofbthebseas,the most valuable shell in the East Indies; finally,
common periwinkles, delphinula snails, turret snails, violet snails,
European cowries, volute snails, olive shells, miter shells, helmet shells,
murex snails, whelks, harp shells, spiky periwinkles, triton snails, horn
shells, spindle shells, conch shells, spider conchs, limpets, glass snails,
sea butterfliesNevery kind of delicate, fragile seashell that science has
baptized with its most delightful names.

Aside and in special compartments, strings of supremely beautiful
pearls were spread out, the electric light flecking them with little fiery
sparks: pink pearls pulled from saltwater fan shells in the Red Sea;green
pearls from the rainbow abalone; yellow, blue, and black pearls, the un-
usual handiwork of various mollusks from every ocean and of certain
mussels from rivers up north; in short, several specimensof incalculable
worth that had beenoozed by the rarest of shellfish. Someof these pearls
were bigger than a pigeon egg; they more than equaled the one that the
explorer Tavernier sold the Shah of Persia for ?3,000,000and they sur-
passedthat other pearl owned by the Imam of Muscat, which | had be-
lieved to be unrivaled in the entire world.

Consequently, to calculate the value of this collection was, | should
say, impossible. Captain Nemo must have spent millions in acquiring
thesedifferent specimens,and | was wondering what financial resources
he tapped to satisfy his collector's fancies, when thesewords interrupted
me:

"You're examining my shells, professor? They're indeed able to fascin-
ate a naturalist; but for me they have an added charm, since I've collec-
ted every one of them with my own two hands, and not a seaon the
globe has escaped my investigations."

"I understand, Captain, | understand your delight at strolling in the
midst of this wealth. You're a man who gathers his treasure in person.
No museum in Europe owns such a collection of exhibits from the ocean.
But if | exhaustall my wonderment on them, I'll have nothing left for the
ship that carries them! | have absolutely no wish to probe those secretsof
yours! But | confess that my curiosity is aroused to the limit by this
Nautilus, the motor power it contains, the equipment enabling it to oper-
ate, the ultra powerful force that brings it to life. | seesome instruments
hanging on the walls of this lounge whose purposes are unknown to me.
May | learnN"
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"Professor Aronnax," Captain Nemo answered me, "I've said you'd be
free aboard my vessel,so no part of the Nautilus is offblimits to you. You
may inspect it in detail, and I'll be delighted to act as your guide."

"I don't know how to thank you, sir, but | won't abuse your good
nature. | would only ask you about the uses intended for these instru-
ments of physical measureN"

"Professor, these same instruments are found in my stateroom, where
I'll have the pleasure of explaining their functions to you. But before-
hand, come inspect the cabin set aside for you. You need to learn how
you'll be lodged aboard the Nautilus."

| followed Captain Nemo, who, via one of the doors cut into the
lounge's canted corners, led me back down the ship's gangways. He took
me to the bow, and there | found not just a cabin but an elegant state-
room with a bed, a washstand, and various other furnishings.

| could only thank my host.

"Your stateroom adjoins mine," he told me, opening a door, "and mine
leads into that lounge we've just left."

| entered the captain's stateroom. It had an austere, almost monastic
appearance. An iron bedstead, a worktable, some washstand fixtures.
Subdued lighting. No luxuries. Just the bare necessities.

Captain Nemo showed me to a bench.

"Kindly be seated," he told me.

| sat, and he began speaking as follows:
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Chapter 1 2

Everything through Electricity

"SIR," CAPTAIN NEMO SAID, showing me the instruments hanging on
the walls of his stateroom, "these are the devices needed to navigate the
Nautilus. Here, asin the lounge, | always have them before my eyes,and
they indicate my position and exact heading in the midst of the ocean.
You're familiar with some of them, such asthe thermometer, which gives
the temperature inside the Nautilus; the barometer, which measuresthe
heavinessof the outside air and forecastschangesin the weather; the hu-
midistat, which indicates the degree of dryness in the atmosphere; the
storm glass, whose mixture decomposesto foretell the arrival of tem-
pests; the compass,which steersmy course; the sextant, which takes the
sun's altitude and tells me my latitude; chronometers, which allow me to
calculate my longitude; and finally, spyglassesfor both day and night,
enabling me to scrutinize every point of the horizon once the Nautilus
has risen to the surface of the waves."

"Theseare the normal navigational instruments,” | replied, "and I'm fa-
miliar with their uses.But no doubt these others answer pressing needs
unique to the Nautilus. That dial | see there, with the needle moving
across itNisn't it a pressure gauge?"

"It is indeed a pressure gauge. It's placed in contact with the water,
and it indicates the outside pressure on our hull, which in turn gives me
the depth at which my submersible is sitting."

"And these are some new breed of sounding line?"

"They're thermometric sounding lines that report water temperatures
in the different strata."

"And these other instruments, whose functions | can't even guess?"

"Here, professor, | need to give you some background information,"
Captain Nemo said. "So kindly hear me out."

He fell silent for some moments, then he said:

"There's a powerful, obedient, swift, and effortless force that can be
bent to any use and which reigns supreme aboard my vessel. It does
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everything. It lights me, it warms me, it's the soul of my mechanical
equipment. This force is electricity."

"Electricity!" | exclaimed in some surprise.

"Yes, sir."

"But, Captain, you have a tremendous speed of movement that doesn't
square with the strength of electricity. Until now, its dynamic potential
has remained quite limited, capable of producing only small amounts of
power!"

"Professor,” Captain Nemo replied, "my electricity isn't the
runbofbthebmill variety, and with your permission, I'll leave it at that."

"I won't insist, sir, and I'll rest content with simply being flabbergasted
at your results. | would ask one question, however, which you needn't
answer if it's indiscreet. The electric cells you use to generate this mar-
velous force must be depleted very quickly. Their zinc component, for
example: how do you replace it, since you no longer stay in contact with
the shore?"

“That question deservesan answer,"” Captain Nemo replied. "First off,
I'll mention that at the bottom of the seathere exist veins of zinc, iron, sil-
ver, and gold whose mining would quite certainly be feasible. But I've
tapped none of these landbbasedmetals, and | wanted to make demands
only on the sea itself for the sources of my electricity."

"The sea itself?"

"Yes, professor, and there was no shortage of such sources.In fact, by
establishing a circuit between two wires immersed to different depths,
I'd be able to obtain electricity through the diverging temperatures they
experience; but | preferred to use a more practical procedure."

"And that is?"

"You're familiar with the composition of salt water. In 1,000grams one
finds 96.5%water and about 2.66%sodium chloride; then small quantit-
les of magnesium chloride, potassium chloride, magnesium bromide,
sulfate of magnesia, calcium sulfate, and calcium carbonate. Hence you
observe that sodium chloride is encountered there in significant propor-
tions. Now then, it's this sodium that | extract from salt water and with
which | compose my electric cells."”

"Sodium?"

"Yes, sir. Mixed with mercury, it forms an amalgam that takes the
place of zinc in Bunsen cells. The mercury is never depleted. Only the so-
dium is consumed, and the seaitself gives me that. Beyond this, I'll men-
tion that sodium batteries have been found to generate the greater en-
ergy, and their electrobmotor strength is twice that of zinc batteries."

76



"Captain, | fully understand the excellenceof sodium under the condi-
tions in which you're placed. The seacontains it. Fine. But it still hasto
be produced, in short, extracted. And how do you accomplish this? Ob-
viously your batteries could do the extracting; but if I'm not mistaken,
the consumption of sodium needed by your electric equipment would be
greater than the quantity you'd extract. It would come about, then, that
in the processof producing your sodium, you'd use up more than you'd
make!"

"Accordingly, professor, | don't extract it with batteries; quite simply, |
utilize the heat of coal from the earth."

"From the earth?" | said, my voice going up on the word.

"We'll say coal from the seafloor, if you prefer,” Captain Nemo replied.

"And you can mine these veins of underwater coal?"

"You'll watch me work them, Professor Aronnax. | ask only a little pa-
tience of you, since you'll have ample time to be patient. Justremember
one thing: | owe everything to the ocean;it generateselectricity, and elec-
tricity gives the Nautilus heat, light, motion, and, in a word, life itself."

"But not the air you breathe?"

"Oh, | could produce the air needed on board, but it would be point-
less, since | can rise to the surface of the seawhenever | like. However,
even though electricity doesn't supply me with breathable air, it at least
operates the powerful pumps that store it under pressure in special
tanks; which, if need be, allows me to extend my stay in the lower strata
for as long as | want."

"Captain," | replied, "I'll rest content with marveling. You've obviously
found what all mankind will surely find one day, the true dynamic
power of electricity."

“I'm not so certain they'll find it,” Captain Nemo replied icily. "But be
that as it may, you're already familiar with the first use I've found for
this valuable force. It lights us, and with a uniformity and continuity not
even possessedby sunlight. Now, look at that clock: it's electric, it runs
with an accuracy rivaling the finest chronometers. I've had it divided in-
to twentybfour hours like Italian clocks, since neither day nor night, sun
nor moon, exist for me, but only this artificial light that | import into the
depths of the seas! See, right now it's ten o'clock in the morning."

“That's perfect.”

"Another use for electricity: that dial hanging before our eyesindicates
how fast the Nautilus is going. An electric wire puts it in contact with the
patent log; this needle shows me the actual speed of my submersible.
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And E hold on E just now we're proceeding at the moderate pace of fif-
teen miles per hour."

“It's marvelous," | replied, "and | truly see,Captain, how right you are
to use this force; it's sure to take the place of wind, water, and steam."

"But that's not all, Professor Aronnax,” Captain Nemo said, standing
up. "And if you'd care to follow me, we'll inspect the Nautilus's stern."

In essence, was already familiar with the whole forward part of this
underwater boat, and here are its exact subdivisions going from amid-
ships to its spur: the dining room, 5 meters long and separated from the
library by a watertight bulkhead, in other words, it couldn't be penet-
rated by the sea;the library, 5 meters long; the main lounge, 10 meters
long, separated from the captain's stateroom by a second watertight
bulkhead; the aforesaid stateroom, 5 meters long; mine, 2.5 meters long;
and finally, air tanks 7.5 meters long and extending to the stempost.
Total: a length of 35 meters. Doors were cut into the watertight bulk-
heads and were shut hermetically by means of indiabrubber seals,which
insured complete safety aboard the Nautilus in the event of aleak in any
one section.

| followed Captain Nemo down gangways located for easytransit, and
| arrived amidships. There | found a sort of shaft heading upward
between two watertight bulkheads. An iron ladder, clamped to the wall,
led to the shaft's upper end. | asked the Captain what this ladder was for.

"It goes to the skiff," he replied.

"What! You have a skiff?" | replied in some astonishment.

"Surely. An excellent longboat, light and unsinkable, which is used for
excursions and fishing trips."

"But when you want to setout, don't you have to return to the surface
of the sea?"

"By no means. The skiff is attached to the topside of the Nautilus's hull
and is set in a cavity expressly designed to receive it. It's completely
decked over, absolutely watertight, and held solidly in place by bolts.
This ladder leads to a manhole cut into the Nautilus's hull and corres-
ponding to a comparable hole cut into the side of the skiff. | insert myself
through this double opening into the longboat. My crew close up the
hole belonging to the Nautilus; | close up the one belonging to the skiff,
simply by screwing it into place. | undo the bolts holding the skiff to the
submersible, and the longboat rises with prodigious speedto the surface
of the sea.| then open the deck paneling, carefully closed until that
point; | up mast and hoist sailNor | take out my oarsNand | go for a
spin.”
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"But how do you return to the ship?"

"l don't, Professor Aronnax; the Nautilus returns to me."

"At your command?"

"At my command. An electric wire connects me to the ship. | fire off a
telegram, and that's that."

"Right," | said, tipsy from all these wonders, "nothing to it!"

After passing the well of the companionway that led to the platform, |
saw a cabin 2 meters long in which Conseil and Ned Land, enraptured
with their meal, were busy devouring it to the last crumb. Then a door
opened into the galley, 3 meters long and located between the vessel's
huge storage lockers.

There, even more powerful and obedient than gas, electricity did most
of the cooking. Arriving under the stoves, wires transmitted to platinum
griddles a heat that was distributed and sustained with perfect consist-
ency. It also heated a distilling mechanism that, via evaporation, sup-
plied excellent drinking water. Next to this galley was a bathroom, con-
veniently laid out, with faucets supplying hot or cold water at will.

After the galley came the crew's quarters, 5 meters long. But the door
was closed and | couldn't seeits accommodations, which might have
told me the number of men it took to operate the Nautilus.

At the far end stood a fourth watertight bulkhead, separating the
crew's quarters from the engine room. A door opened, and | stood in the
compartment where Captain Nemo, indisputably a worldbclass engin-
eer, had set up his locomotive equipment.

Brightly lit, the engine room measured at least 20 meters in length. It
was divided, by function, into two parts: the first contained the cells for
generating electricity, the second that mechanism transmitting move-
ment to the propeller.

Right off, | detected an odor permeating the compartment that was sui
generis.” Captain Nemo noticed the negative impression it made on me.
“That," he told me, "is a gaseousdischarge causedby our use of sodium,
but it's only a mild inconvenience. In any event, every morning we sanit-
ize the ship by ventilating it in the open air." Meanwhile | examined the
Nautilus's engine with afascination easyto imagine. "You observe," Cap-
tain Nemo told me, "that | use Bunsen cells, not Ruhmkorff cells. The lat-
ter would beineffectual. One usesfewer Bunsen cells, but they're big and
strong, and experience has proven their superiority. The electricity gen-
erated here makes its way to the stern, where electromagnets of huge
size activate a special system of levers and gearsthat transmit movement

7.Latin: "in a class by itself." Ed.
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to the propeller's shaft. The latter has a diameter of 6 meters, a pitch of
7.5meters, and cando up to 120revolutions per minute." "And that gives
you?" "A speed of fifty miles per hour." There lay a mystery, but | didn't
insist on exploring it. How could electricity work with such power?
Where did this nearly unlimited energy originate? Was it in the ex-
traordinary voltage obtained from some new kind of induction coil?
Could its transmission have beenimmeasurably increased by some un-
known system of levers? This was the point | couldn't grasp. "Captain
Nemo," | said, "I'll vouch for the results and not try to explain them. I've
seen the Nautilus at work out in front of the Abraham Lincoln, and I
know where | stand on its speed. But it isn't enough just to move, we
have to seewhere we're going! We must be able to steerright or left, up
or down! How do you reach the lower depths, where you meet an in-
creasing resistancethat's assessedn hundreds of atmospheres?How do
you rise back to the surface of the ocean?Finally, how do you keep your
ship at whatever level suits you? Am | indiscreet in asking you all these
things?" "Not at all, professor,” the Captain answered me after a slight
hesitation, "since you'll never leave this underwater boat. Come into the
lounge. It's actually our work room, and there you'll learn the full story
about the Nautilus!"

8.Author's Note: And sure enough, there's now talk of such a discovery, in which a
new set of levers generates considerable power. Did its inventor meet up with Cap-
tain Nemo?
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Chapter 1 3

Some Figures

A MOMENT LATER we were seated on a couch in the lounge, cigars
between our lips. The Captain placed before my eyesa working drawing
that gave the ground plan, cross section, and side view of the Nautilus.
Then he began his description as follows:

"Here, Professor Aronnax, are the different dimensions of this boat
now transporting you. It's a very long cylinder with conical ends. It no-
ticeably takes the shape of a cigar, a shape already adopted in London
for several projects of the same kind. The length of this cylinder from
end to end is exactly seventy meters, and its maximum breadth of beam
Is eight meters. So it isn't quite built on the tenbtoboneratio of your
highbspeed steamers; but its lines are sufficiently long, and their taper-
ing gradual enough, so that the displaced water easily slips past and
poses no obstacle to the ship's movements.

"Thesetwo dimensions allow you to obtain, via a simple calculation,
the surface area and volume of the Nautilus. Its surface area totals
1,011.45square meters, its volume 1,507.2cubic metersNwhich is tan-
tamount to saying that when it's completely submerged, it displaces
1,500 cubic meters of water, or weighs 1,500 metric tons.

“In drawing up plans for a ship meant to navigate underwater, |
wanted it, when floating on the waves, to lie ninebtenthsbelow the sur-
face and to emerge only onebtenth. Consequently, under these condi-
tions it needed to displace only ninebtenthsof its volume, hence 1,356.48
cubic meters; in other words, it was to weigh only that same number of
metric tons. So | was obliged not to exceedthis weight while building it
to the aforesaid dimensions.

“The Nautilus is made up of two hulls, one inside the other; between
them, joining them together, are iron TBbarsthat give this ship the ut-
most rigidity. In fact, thanks to this cellular arrangement, it hasthe resist-
ance of a stone block, asif it were completely solid. Its plating can't give
way; it's selfbadhering and not dependent on the tightness of its rivets;
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and due to the perfect union of its materials, the solidarity of its con-
struction allows it to defy the most violent seas.

“The two hulls are manufactured from boilerplate steel, whose relative
density is 7.8times that of water. The first hull has a thickness of no less
than five centimeters and weighs 394.96metric tons. My secondhull, the
outer cover, includes a keel fifty centimeters high by twentybfive wide,
which by itself weighs 62 metric tons; this hull, the engine, the ballast,
the various accessoriesand accommodations, plus the bulkheads and in-
terior braces,have a combined weight of 961.52metric tons, which when
added to 394.96metric tons, gives us the desired total of 1,356.48metric
tons. Clear?"

"Clear," | replied.

"So,"the captain went on, "when the Nautilus lies on the waves under
these conditions, onebtenthof it does emerge above water. Now then, if |
provide some ballast tanks equal in capacity to that onebtenth, hence
able to hold 150.72metric tons, and if | fill them with water, the boat
then displaces 1,507.2metric tonsNor it weighs that muchNand it would
be completely submerged. That's what comes about, professor. These
ballast tanks exist within easyaccessn the lower reachesof the Nautilus.
| open some stopcocks, the tanks fill, the boat sinks, and it's exactly flush
with the surface of the water."

"Fine, captain, but now we come to a genuine difficulty. You're able to
lie flush with the surface of the ocean, that | understand. But lower
down, while diving beneaththat surface,isn't your submersible going to
encounter a pressure, and consequently undergo an upward thrust, that
must be assessedat one atmosphere per every thirty feet of water, hence
at about one kilogram per each square centimeter?"

"Precisely, sir."

“Then unless you fill up the whole Nautilus, | don't seehow you can
force it down into the heart of these liquid masses."

"Professor," Captain Nemo replied, "static objects mustn't be confused
with dynamic ones,or we'll be open to serious error. Comparatively little
effort is spent in reaching the ocean'slower regions, becauseall objects
have a tendency to become 'sinkers.' Follow my logic here."

“I'm all ears, captain.”

"When | wanted to determine what increase in weight the Nautilus
needed to be given in order to submerge, | had only to take note of the
proportionate reduction in volume that salt water experiencesin deeper
and deeper strata."

“That's obvious," | replied.
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"Now then, if water isn't absolutely incompressible, at least it com-
pressesvery little. In fact, according to the most recent calculations, this
reduction is only .0000436per atmosphere, or per every thirty feet of
depth. For instance, to go 1,000meters down, | must take into account
the reduction in volume that occurs under a pressure equivalent to that
from a 1,000bmeteicolumn of water, in other words, under a pressure of
100 atmospheres. In this instance the reduction would be .00436.Con-
sequently, I'd have to increase my weight from 1,507.2metric tons to
1,513.77. So the added weight would only be 6.57 metric tons."

“That's all?"

“That's all, Professor Aronnax, and the calculation is easy to check.
Now then, | have supplementary ballast tanks capable of shipping 100
metric tons of water. So | can descend to considerable depths. When |
want to rise again and lie flush with the surface, all | have to do is expel
that water; and if | desire that the Nautilus emerge above the waves to
onebtenth of its total capacity, | empty all the ballast tanks completely."

This logic, backed up by figures, left me without a single objection.

"I accept your calculations, Captain,” | replied, "and I'd be
iIlPmannered to dispute them, since your daily experience bears them
out. But at this juncture, | have a hunch that we're still left with one real
difficulty."

"What's that, sir?"

"When you're at a depth of 1,000meters, the Nautilus's plating bearsa
pressure of 100 atmospheres.If at this point you want to empty the sup-
plementary ballast tanks in order to lighten your boat and rise to the sur-
face, your pumps must overcome that pressure of 100 atmospheres,
which is 100 kilograms per each square centimeter. This demands a
strengthN"

"That electricity alone can give me," Captain Nemo said swiftly. "Sir, |
repeat. the dynamic power of my engines is nearly infinite. The
Nautilus's pumps have prodigious strength, as you must have noticed
when their waterspouts swept like a torrent over the Abraham Lincoln.
Besides,| use my supplementary ballast tanks only to reach an average
depth of 1,500to 2,000 meters, and that with a view to conserving my
machinery. Accordingly, when | have a mind to visit the ocean depths
two or three vertical leagues beneath the surface, | use maneuvers that
are more timebconsuming but no less infallible."

"What are they, Captain?" | asked.

"Here I'm naturally led into telling you how the Nautilus is
maneuvered."”
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"l can't wait to find out."

“In order to steerthis boat to port or starboard, in short, to make turns
on a horizontal plane, | use an ordinary, widebbladed rudder that's
fastened to the rear of the sternpost and worked by a wheel and tackle.
But | can also move the Nautilus upward and downward on a vertical
plane by the simple method of slanting its two fins, which are attached
to its sides at its center of flotation; thesefins are flexible, able to assume
any position, and can be operated from inside by means of powerful
levers. If thesefins stay parallel with the boat, the latter moves horizont-
ally. If they slant, the Nautilus follows the angle of that slant and, under
its propeller's thrust, either sinks on a diagonal as steep asit suits me, or
rises on that diagonal. And similarly, if | want to return more swiftly to
the surface, | throw the propeller in gear, and the water's pressure makes
the Nautilus rise vertically, asan air balloon inflated with hydrogen lifts
swiftly into the skies."

"Bravo, Captain!" | exclaimed. "But in the midst of the waters, how can
your helmsman follow the course you've given him?"

"My helmsman is stationed behind the windows of a pilothouse,
which protrudes from the topside of the Nautilus's hull and is fitted with
biconvex glass."

“Is glass capable of resisting such pressures?"

"Perfectly capable. Though fragile on impact, crystal can still offer con-
siderable resistance. In 1864, during experiments on fishing by electric
light in the middle of the North Sea,glass panes less than seven milli-
meters thick were seento resist a pressure of sixteen atmospheres, all the
while letting through strong, heatbgenerating rays whose warmth was
unevenly distributed. Now then, | use glasswindows measuring no less
than twentybone centimeters at their centers; in other words, they've
thirty times the thickness."

"Fair enough, captain, but if we're going to see,we need light to drive
away the dark, and in the midst of the murky waters, | wonder how your
helmsman canN"

"Setastern of the pilothouse is a powerful electric reflector whose rays
light up the sea for a distance of half a mile."

"Oh, bravo! Bravo three times over, Captain! That explains the phos-
phorescent glow from this sobcallednarwhale that so puzzled us scient-
ists! Pertinent to this, I'll ask you if the Nautilus's running afoul of the
Scotia, which causedsuch a great uproar, was the result of an accidental
encounter?"
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"Entirely accidental, sir. | was navigating two meters beneath the sur-
face of the water when the collision occurred. However, | could seethat
it had no dire consequences."

"None, sir. But as for your encounter with the Abraham Lincoln E ?"

"Professor, that troubled me, becauseit's one of the best ships in the
gallant American navy, but they attacked me and | had to defend myself!
All the same,| was content simply to put the frigate in a condition where
it could do me no harm; it won't have any difficulty getting repairs at the
nearest port."”

"Ah, Commander,"” | exclaimed with conviction, "your Nautilus is
truly a marvelous boat!"

"Yes, professor,” Captain Nemo replied with genuine excitement, "and
| love it asif it were my own flesh and blood! Aboard a conventional
ship, facing the ocean'sperils, danger lurks everywhere; on the surface of
the sea, your chief sensation is the constant feeling of an underlying
chasm, as the Dutchman Jansenso aptly put it; but below the waves
aboard the Nautilus, your heart never fails you! There are no structural
deformities to worry about, becausethe double hull of this boat has the
rigidity of iron; no rigging to be worn out by rolling and pitching on the
waves; no sails for the wind to carry off; no boilers for steam to burst
open; no fires to fear, becausethis submersible is made of sheetiron not
wood; no coal to run out of, since electricity is its mechanical force; no
collisions to fear, becauseit navigates the watery deep all by itself; no
storms to brave, becausejust a few meters beneaththe waves, it finds ab-
solute tranquility! There, sir. There's the ideal ship! And if it's true that
the engineer has more confidence in a craft than the builder, and the
builder more than the captain himself, you can understand the utter
abandon with which | place my trust in this Nautilus, since I'm its cap-
tain, builder, and engineer all in one!"

Captain Nemo spoke with winning eloquence. The fire in his eyesand
the passion in his gestures transfigured him. Yes, he loved his ship the
same way a father loves his child!

But one question, perhaps indiscreet, naturally popped up, and |
couldn't resist asking it.

"You're an engineer, then, Captain Nemo?"

"Yes, professor,” he answered me. "l studied in London, Paris, and
New York back in the days when | was a resident of the Earth's
continents."

"But how were you able to build this wonderful Nautilus in secret?"
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"Each part of it, Professor Aronnax, came from a different spot on the
globe and reached me at a cover address. Its keel was forged by Creusot
in France, its propeller shaft by Pen & Co. in London, the sheetbiron
plates for its hull by Laird's in Liverpool, its propeller by Scott'sin Glas-
gow. Its tanks were manufactured by Cail & Co. in Paris, its engine by
Krupp in Prussia, its spur by the Motala workshops in Sweden, its preci-
sion instruments by Hart Bros.in New York, etc.;and each of these sup-
pliers received my specifications under a different name."

"But,” | went on, "once these parts were manufactured, didn't they
have to be mounted and adjusted?"

"Professor, | set up my workshops on a deserted islet in midocean.
There our Nautilus was completed by me and my workmen, in other
words, by my gallant companions whom I've molded and educated.
Then, when the operation was over, we burned every trace of our stay on
that islet, which if | could have, I'd have blown up."

"From all this, may | assume that such a boat costs a fortune?"

"An iron ship, Professor Aronnax, runs ?1,125per metric ton. Now
then, the Nautilus has a burden of 1,500 metric tons. Consequently, it
cost 71,687,000, hence?2,000,000 including its accommodations,
and ?4,000,0000r ?5,000,000with all the collections and works of art it
contains."

"One last question, Captain Nemo."

"Ask, professor."”

“You're rich, then?"

“Infinitely rich, sir, and without any trouble, | could pay off the
tenbbillionbfranc French national debt!"

| gaped at the bizarre individual who had just spoken these words.
Was he playing on my credulity? Time would tell.
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Chapter 1 4

The Black Current

THE PART OF THE planet earth that the seasoccupy has been assessed
at 3,832,558square myriameters, hence more than 38,000,000,00tec-
tares. This liquid masstotals 2,250,000,00@ubic miles and could form a
sphere with a diameter of sixty leagues, whose weight would be three
quintillion metric tons. To appreciate such a number, we should remem-
ber that a quintillion is to a billion what a billion is to one, in other
words, there are as many billions in a quintillion as ones in a billion!
Now then, this liquid massnearly equals the total amount of water that
has poured through all the earth's rivers for the past 40,000 years!

During prehistoric times, an era of fire was followed by an era of wa-
ter. At first there was oceaneverywhere. Then, during the Silurian peri-
od, the tops of mountains gradually appeared above the waves, islands
emerged, disappeared beneath temporary floods, rose again, were fused
to form continents, and finally the earth's geography settled into what
we have today. Solid matter had wrested from liquid matter some
37,657,000 square miles, hence 12,916,000,000 hectares.

The outlines of the continents allow the seasto be divided into five
major parts: the frozen Arctic and Antarctic oceans,the Indian Ocean,
the Atlantic Ocean, and the Pacific Ocean.

The Pacific Oceanextends north to south between the two polar circles
and eastto west between America and Asia over an expanse of 145j of
longitude. It's the most tranquil of the seas;its currents are wide and
slowbmoving, its tides moderate, its rainfall abundant. And this was the
ocean that | was first destined to cross under these strangest of auspices.

"If you don't mind, professor,” Captain Nemo told me, "we'll determ-
ine our exactposition and fix the starting point of our voyage. It's fifteen
minutes before noon. I'm going to rise to the surface of the water."

The captain pressed an electric bell three times. The pumps began to
expel water from the ballast tanks; on the pressure gauge, a needle
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marked the decreasing pressures that indicated the Nautilus's upward
progress; then the needle stopped.

"Here we are," the Captain said.

| made my way to the central companionway, which led to the plat-
form. | climbed its metal steps, passedthrough the open hatches,and ar-
rived topside on the Nautilus.

The platform emerged only eighty centimeters above the waves. The
Nautilus's bow and stern boasted that spindlebshaped outline that had
causedthe ship to be compared appropriately to along cigar. | noted the
slight overlap of its sheetbironplates, which resembled the scalescover-
ing the bodies of our big land reptiles. So | had a perfectly natural ex-
planation for why, despite the best spyglasses,this boat had always been
mistaken for a marine animal.

Near the middle of the platform, the skiff was half setin the ship's
hull, making a slight bulge. Fore and aft stood two cupolas of moderate
height, their sides slanting and partly inset with heavy biconvex glass,
one reserved for the helmsman steering the Nautilus, the other for the
brilliance of the powerful electric beacon lighting his way.

The sea was magnificent, the skies clear. This long aquatic vehicle
could barely feel the broad undulations of the ocean.A mild breeze out
of the eastrippled the surface of the water. Free of all mist, the horizon
was ideal for taking sights.

There was nothing to be seen.Not a reef, not an islet. No more Abra-
ham Lincoln. A deserted immenseness.

Raising his sextant, Captain Nemo took the altitude of the sun, which
would give him his latitude. He waited for a few minutes until the orb
touched the rim of the horizon. While he was taking his sights, he didn't
move a muscle, and the instrument couldn't have been steadier in hands
made out of marble.

"Noon," he said. "Professor, whenever you're readyE ."

| took one last look at the sea,alittle yellowish near the landing places
of Japan, and | went below again to the main lounge.

There the captain fixed his position and used a chronometer to calcu-
late his longitude, which he doublebcheckedagainst his previous obser-
vations of hour angles. Then he told me:

"Professor Aronnax, we're in longitude 137; 15' westN"

"West of which meridian?" | asked quickly, hoping the captain's reply
might give me a clue to his nationality.
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"Sir," he answered me, "l have chronometers variously setto the me-
ridians of Paris, Greenwich, and Washington, D.C. But in your honor, I'll
use the one for Paris."

This reply told me nothing. | bowed, and the commander went on:

"We're in longitude 137 15'west of the meridian of Paris, and latitude
30j 7' north, in other words, about 300miles from the shoresof Japan.At
noon on this day of November 8, we hereby begin our voyage of explora-
tion under the waters."

"May God be with us!" | replied.

"And now, professor,” the captain added, "I'll leave you to your intel-
lectual pursuits. I've set our course eastbnortheastat a depth of fifty
meters. Here are some largebscalecharts on which you'll be able to fol-
low that course. The lounge is at your disposal, and with your permis-
sion, I'll take my leave."

Captain Nemo bowed. | was left to myself, lost in my thoughts. They
all centered on the Nautilus's commander. Would | ever learn the nation-
ality of this eccentric man who had boasted of having none? His sworn
hate for humanity, a hate that perhaps was bent on some dreadful re-
vengeNwhat had provoked it? Was he one of those unappreciated schol-
ars, one of those geniuses "embittered by the world,” as Conseil ex-
pressed it, a latterbday Galileo, or maybe one of those men of science,
like America's Commander Maury, whose careerswere ruined by polit-
ical revolutions? | couldn't say yet. As for me, whom fate had just
brought aboard his vessel,whose life he had held in the balance:he had
received me coolly but hospitably. Only, he never took the hand | exten-
ded to him. He never extended his own.

For an entire hour | was deep in these musings, trying to probe this
mystery that fascinated me so. Then my eyesfocused on a huge world
map displayed on the table, and | put my finger on the very spot where
our justbdetermined longitude and latitude intersected.

Like the continents, the seahasits rivers. Theseare exclusive currents
that can be identified by their temperature and color, the most remark-
able being the one called the Gulf Stream. Sciencehas defined the global
paths of five chief currents: one in the north Atlantic, a second in the
south Atlantic, athird in the north Pacific, a fourth in the south Pacific,
and afifth in the southern Indian Ocean.Also it's likely that a sixth cur-
rent used to exist in the northern Indian Ocean, when the Caspian and
Aral Seasjoined up with certain large Asian lakes to form a single uni-
form expanse of water.
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Now then, at the spot indicated on the world map, one of these seago-
ing rivers was rolling by, the Kuroshio of the Japanesethe Black Cur-
rent. heated by perpendicular rays from the tropical sun, it leaves the
Bay of Bengal, crossesthe Strait of Malacca, goes up the shores of Asia,
and curves into the north Pacific asfar asthe Aleutian Islands, carrying
along trunks of camphor trees and other local items, the pure indigo of
its warm waters sharply contrasting with the ocean'swaves. It was this
current the Nautilus was about to cross.| watched it on the map with my
eyes,| saw it lose itself in the immensenessof the Pacific, and | felt my-
self swept along with it, when Ned Land and Conseil appeared in the
lounge doorway.

My two gallant companions stood petrified at the sight of the wonders
on display.

"Where are we?" the Canadian exclaimed. "In the Quebec Museum?"

"Begging master's pardon,” Conseil answered, "but this seems more
like the Sommerard artifacts exhibition!"

"My friends," | replied, signaling them to enter, "you're in neither
Canada nor France, but securely aboard the Nautilus, fifty meters below
sea level."

"If master saysso, then so be it,"” Conseil answered. "But in all honesty,
this lounge is enough to astonish even someone Flemish like myself."

“Indulge your astonishment, my friend, and have a look, because
there's plenty of work here for a classifier of your talents."

Conseil needed no encouraging. Bending over the glass cases,the gal-
lant lad was already muttering choice words from the naturalist's vocab-
ulary: class Gastropoda, family Buccinoidea, genus Cowry, species
Cypraea madagascariensis, etc.

Meanwhile Ned Land, less dedicated to conchology, questioned me
about my interview with Captain Nemo. Had | discovered who he was,
where he came from, where he was heading, how deep he was taking
us? In short, a thousand questions | had no time to answer.

| told him everything | knewNor, rather, everything | didn't
knowNand | asked him what he had seen or heard on his part.

"Haven't seenor heard a thing!" the Canadian replied. "I haven't even
spotted the crew of this boat. By any chance, could they be electric too?"

"Electric?"

"Oh ye gods, I'm half tempted to believe it! But back to you, Professor
Aronnax,” Ned Land said, still hanging on to his ideas."Can't you tell me
how many men are on board? Ten, twenty, fifty, a hundred?"
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“I'm unable to answer you, Mr. Land. And trust me on this: for the
time being, get rid of these notions of taking over the Nautilus or escap-
ing from it. This boat is a masterpiece of modern technology, and I'd be
sorry to have missed it! Many people would welcome the circumstances
that have been handed us, just to walk in the midst of thesewonders. So
keep calm, and let's see what's happening around us."

"Seel"the harpooner exclaimed. "There's nothing to see,nothing we'll
ever see from this sheetbiron prison! We're simply running around
blindfoldedN"

Ned Land was just pronouncing these last words when we were sud-
denly plunged into darkness, utter darkness. The ceiling lights went out
so quickly, my eyesliterally ached, just asif we had experienced the op-
posite sensation of going from the deepest gloom to the brightest
sunlight.

We stood stockbstill, not knowing what surprise was waiting for us,
whether pleasant or unpleasant. But a sliding sound became audible.
You could tell that some panels were shifting over the Nautilus's sides.

"It's the beginning of the end!" Ned Land said.

"E order Hydromedusa," Conseil muttered.

Suddenly, through two oblong openings, daylight appeared on both
sides of the lounge. The liquid massescameinto view, brightly lit by the
ship's electric outpourings. We were separated from the sea by two
panes of glass. Initially | shuddered at the thought that thesefragile par-
titions could break; but strong copper bands secured them, giving them
nearly infinite resistance.

The seawas clearly visible for a onebmileradius around the Nautilus.
What a sight! What pen could describe it? Who could portray the effects
of this light through these translucent sheetsof water, the subtlety of its
progressive shadings into the ocean's upper and lower strata?

The transparency of salt water has long been recognized. Its clarity is
believed to exceedthat of spring water. The mineral and organic sub-
stancesit holds in suspension actually increase its translucency. In cer-
tain parts of the Caribbean Sea,you can seethe sandy bottom with start-
ling distinctness as deep as 145 meters down, and the penetrating power
of the sun's rays seemsto give out only at a depth of 300 meters. But in
this fluid setting traveled by the Nautilus, our electric glow was being
generated in the very heart of the waves. It was no longer illuminated
water, it was liquid light.

If we acceptthe hypotheses of the microbiologist EhrenbergNwho be-
lieves that these underwater depths are lit up by phosphorescent
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organismsNnature has certainly saved one of her most prodigious sights
for residents of the sea,and | could judge for myself from the thousand-
fold play of the light. On both sides | had windows opening over these
unexplored depths. The darkness in the lounge enhanced the brightness
outside, and we stared as if this clear glass were the window of an im-
mense aquarium.

The Nautilus seemedto be standing still. This was due to the lack of
landmarks. But streaks of water, parted by the ship's spur, sometimes
threaded before our eyes with extraordinary speed.

In wonderment, we leaned on our elbows before these show windows,
and our stunned silence remained unbroken until Conseil said:

"You wanted to see something, Ned my friend; well, now you have
something to see!"

"How unusual!" the Canadian put in, setting aside his tantrums and
getaway schemes while submitting to this irresistible allure. "A man
would go an even greater distance just to stare at such a sight!"

"Ah!" | exclaimed. "l seeour captain's way of life! He's found himself a
separate world that saves its most astonishing wonders just for him!"

"But where are the fish?" the Canadian ventured to observe."l don't
see any fish!"

"Why would you care, Ned my friend?" Conseil replied. "Since you
have no knowledge of them."

"Me? A fisherman!" Ned Land exclaimed.

And on this subjecta dispute arose between the two friends, since both
were knowledgeable about fish, but from totally different standpoints.

Everyone knows that fish make up the fourth and last classin the ver-
tebrate branch. They have been quite aptly defined as:

“coldbblooded vertebrates with a double circulatory system, breathing
through gills, and designed to live in water."

They consist of two distinct series: the series of bony fish, in other
words, those whose spines have vertebrae made of bone; and cartilagin-
ous fish, in other words, those whose spines have vertebrae made of
cartilage.

Possibly the Canadian was familiar with this distinction, but Consell
knew far more about it; and since he and Ned were now fast friends, he
just had to show off. So he told the harpooner:

"“Ned my friend, you're a slayer of fish, a highly skilled fisherman.
You've caught a large number of these fascinating animals. But I'll bet
you don't know how they're classified."
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"Sure | do," the harpooner replied in all seriousness."They're classified
into fish we eat and fish we don't eat!"

"Spoken like a true glutton,” Conseil replied. "But tell me, are you fa-
miliar with the differences between bony fish and cartilaginous fish?"

"Just maybe, Conseil."

"And how about the subdivisions of these two large classes?"

"l haven't the foggiest notion," the Canadian replied.

"All right, listen and learn, Ned my friend! Bony fish are subdivided
into six orders. Primo, the acanthopterygians, whose upper jaw is fully
formed and freeBmoving, and whose gills take the shape of a comb. This
order consists of fifteen families, in other words, threebquarters of all
known fish. Example: the common perch."

"Pretty fair eating," Ned Land replied.

"Secundo," Conseil went on, "the abdominals, whose pelvic fins hang
under the abdomen to the rear of the pectorals but aren't attached to the
shoulder bone, an order that's divided into five families and makes up
the great majority of freshwater fish. Examples: carp, pike."

"Ugh!" the Canadian put in with distinct scorn. "You can keep the
freshwater fish!"

“Tertio," Conseil said, "the subbrachians, whose pelvic fins are at-
tached under the pectorals and hang directly from the shoulder bone.
This order contains four families. Examples: flatfish such as sole, turbot,
dab, plaice, brill, etc."

"Excellent, really excellent!" the harpooner exclaimed, interested in fish
only from an edible viewpoint.

"Quarto," Conseil went on, unabashed, "the apods, with long bodies
that lack pelvic fins and are covered by a heavy, often glutinous skin, an
order consisting of only one family. Examples: common eelsand electric
eels."

"Sobso, just sobso!" Ned Land replied.

"Quinto," Conseil said, "the lophobranchians, which have fully formed,
freebmoving jaws but whose gills consist of little tufts arranged in pairs
along their gill arches. This order includes only one family. Examples:
seahorses and dragonfish."

"Bad, very bad!" the harpooner replied.

"Sextoand last," Conseil said, "the plectognaths, whose maxillary bone
Is firmly attached to the side of the intermaxillary that forms the jaw, and
whose palate arch is locked to the skull by sutures that render the jaw
immovable, an order lacking true pelvic fins and which consists of two
families. Examples: puffers and moonfish."
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“They're an insult to a frying pan!" the Canadian exclaimed.

"Are you grasping all this, Ned my friend?" asked the scholarly
Conseil.

"Not a lick of it, Conseil my friend," the harpooner replied. "But keep
going, because you fill me with fascination."

"As for cartilaginous fish," Conseil went on unflappably, "they consist
of only three orders."

"Good news," Ned put in.

"Primo, the cyclostomes, whose jaws are fused into a flexible ring and
whose gill openings are simply alarge number of holes, an order consist-
ing of only one family. Example: the lamprey."

"An acquired taste," Ned Land replied.

"Secundo, the selacians,with gills resembling those of the cyclostomes
but whose lower jaw is freebDmoving. This order, which is the most im-
portant in the class, consists of two families. Examples: the ray and the
shark."

"What!" Ned Land exclaimed. "Rays and manbeatersin the same or-
der? Well, Conseil my friend, on behalf of the rays, | wouldn't advise you
to put them in the same fish tank!"

“Tertio," Consell replied, "The sturionians, whose gill opening is the
usual single slit adorned with a gill cover, an order consisting of four
genera. Example: the sturgeon.”

"Ah, Conseil my friend, you saved the bestfor last, in my opinion any-
how! And that's all of 'em?"

"Yes, my gallant Ned," Conseil replied. "And note well, even when one
has grasped all this, one still knows next to nothing, becausethese famil-
ies are subdivided into genera, subgenera, species, varietiesN"

"All right, Conseil my friend," the harpooner said, leaning toward the
glass panel, "here come a couple of your varieties now!"

"Yes! Fish!" Conseil exclaimed. "One would think he was in front of an
aquarium!"

“No," | replied, "becausean aquarium is nothing more than a cage,and
these fish are as free as birds in the air!"

"Well, Conseil my friend, identify them! Start naming them!" Ned
Land exclaimed.

"Me?" Conseil replied. "I'm unable to! That's my employer's bailiwick!"

And in truth, although the fine lad was a classifying maniac, he was no
naturalist, and | doubt that he could tell a bonito from atuna. In short, he
was the exact opposite of the Canadian, who knew nothing about classi-
fication but could instantly put a name to any fish.
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"A triggerfish," | said.

“It's a Chinese triggerfish," Ned Land replied.

"Genus Balistes, family Scleroderma, order Plectognatha,” Conseil
muttered.

Assuredly, Ned and Conseil in combination added up to one out-
standing naturalist.

The Canadian was not mistaken. Cavorting around the Nautilus was a
school of triggerfish with flat bodies, grainy skins, armed with stings on
their dorsal fins, and with four prickly rows of quills quivering on both
sides of their tails. Nothing could have been more wonderful than the
skin covering them: white underneath, gray above, with spots of gold
sparkling in the dark eddies of the waves. Around them, rays were un-
dulating like sheets flapping in the wind, and among these | spotted,
much to my glee, a Chinese ray, yellowish on its topside, a dainty pink
on its belly, and armed with three stings behind its eyes;a rare species
whose very existencewas still doubted in LacZpede's day, since that pi-
oneering classifier of fish had seenone only in a portfolio of Japanese
drawings.

For two hours a whole aquatic army escorted the Nautilus. In the
midst of their leaping and cavorting, while they competed with eachoth-
er in beauty, radiance, and speed, | could distinguish some green wrasse,
bewhiskered mullet marked with pairs of black lines, white gobies from
the genus Eleotris with curved caudal fins and violet spots on the back,
wonderful Japanesemackerel from the genus Scomberwith blue bodies
and silver heads, glittering azure goldfish whose name by itself gives
their full description, several varieties of porgy or gilthead (some banded
gilthead with fins variously blue and yellow, some with horizontal her-
aldic bars and enhanced by a black strip around their caudal area, some
with color zones and elegantly corseted in their six waistbands), trum-
petfish with flutelike beaks that looked like genuine seafaring wood-
cocks and were sometimes a meter long, Japanesesalamanders, serpent-
ine moray eelsfrom the genus Echidna that were six feet long with sharp
little eyes and a huge mouth bristling with teeth; etc.

Our wonderment stayed at an allbtime fever pitch. Our exclamations
were endless. Ned identified the fish, Conseil classified them, and as for
me, | was in ecstasyover the verve of their movements and the beauty of
their forms. Never before had | been given the chanceto glimpse these
animals alive and at large in their native element.

Given such a complete collection from the seasof Japanand China, |
won't mention every variety that passed before our dazzled eyes. More
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numerous than birds in the air, thesefish raced right up to us, no doubt
attracted by the brilliant glow of our electric beacon.

Suddenly daylight appeared in the lounge. The sheetbironpanels slid
shut. The magical vision disappeared. But for a good while | kept dream-
ing away, until the moment my eyesfocused on the instruments hanging
on the wall. The compassstill showed our heading as eastbnortheastthe
pressure gauge indicated a pressure of five atmospheres (corresponding
to a depth of fifty meters), and the electric log gave our speed as fifteen
miles per hour.

| waited for Captain Nemo. But he didn't appear. The clock marked
the hour of five.

Ned Land and Conseil returned to their cabin. As for me, | repaired to
my stateroom. There | found dinner ready for me. It consisted of turtle
soup made from the daintiest hawksbill, ared mullet with white, slightly
flaky flesh, whose liver, when separately prepared, makes delicious eat-
ing, plus loin of imperial angelfish, whose flavor struck me as even bet-
ter than salmon.

| spent the evening in reading, writing, and thinking. Then drowsiness
overtook me, | stretched out on my eelgrass mattress, and | fell into a
deep slumber, while the Nautilus glided through the swiftly flowing
Black Current.
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Chapter 1 5

An Invitation in Writing

THE NEXT DAY, November 9,1 woke up only after along, twelvebhour
slumber. Conseil, a creature of habit, came to ask "how master's night
went," and to offer his services.He had left his Canadian friend sleeping
like a man who had never done anything else.

| let the gallant lad babble as he pleased, without giving him much in
the way of areply. | was concerned about Captain Nemo's absencedur-
ing our sessionthe previous afternoon, and | hoped to see him again
today.

Soon| had put on my clothes, which were woven from strands of sea-
shell tissue. More than once their composition provoked comments from
Conseil. | informed him that they were made from the smooth, silken fil-
aments with which the fan mussel, a type of seashell quite abundant
along Mediterranean beaches,attachesitself to rocks. In olden times, fine
fabrics, stockings, and gloves were made from such filaments, because
they were both very soft and very warm. So the Nautilus's crew could
dressthemselvesat little cost, without needing athing from cotton grow-
ers, sheep, or silkworms on shore.

As soon as | was dressed, | made my way to the main lounge. It was
deserted.

| dove into studying the conchological treasures amassed inside the
glass cases.| also investigated the huge plant albums that were filled
with the rarest marine herbs, which, although they were pressed and
dried, still kept their wonderful colors. Among these valuable water
plants, | noted various seaweed: some Cladostephus verticillatus,
peacock's tails, figbleafed caulerpa, grainbbearing beauty bushes, delic-
ate rosetangle tinted scarlet, sea colander arranged into fan shapes,
mermaid's cups that looked like the caps of squat mushrooms and for
years had been classified among the zoophytes; in short, a complete
series of algae.
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The entire day passedwithout my being honored by a visit from Cap-
tain Nemo. The panels in the lounge didn't open. Perhaps they didn't
want us to get tired of these beautiful things.

The Nautilus kept to an eastbnortheasterlyheading, a speed of twelve
miles per hour, and a depth between fifty and sixty meters.

Next day, November 10:the same neglect, the same solitude. | didn't
seea soul from the crew. Ned and Conseil spent the better part of the
day with me. They were astonished at the captain's inexplicable absence.
Was this eccentric man ill? Did he want to change his plans concerning
us?

But after all, as Conseil noted, we enjoyed complete freedom, we were
daintily and abundantly fed. Our host had kept to the terms of his agree-
ment. We couldn't complain, and moreover the very uniqueness of our
situation had such generous rewards in store for us, we had no grounds
for criticism.

That day | started my diary of theseadventures, which hasenabled me
to narrate them with the most scrupulous accuracy;and one odd detail: |
wrote it on paper manufactured from marine eelgrass.

Early in the morning on November 11, fresh air poured through the
Nautilus's interior, informing me that we had returned to the surface of
the oceanto renew our oxygen supply. | headed for the central compan-
ionway and climbed onto the platform.

It was six o'clock. | found the weather overcast, the seagray but calm.
Hardly a billow. | hoped to encounter Captain Nemo thereNwould he
come?| saw only the helmsman imprisoned in his glassbwindowed pi-
lothouse. Seatedon the ledge furnished by the hull of the skiff, | inhaled
the sea's salty aroma with great pleasure.

Little by little, the mists were dispersed under the action of the sun's
rays. The radiant orb cleared the easternhorizon. Under its gaze,the sea
caught on fire like a trail of gunpowder. Scattered on high, the clouds
were colored in bright, wonderfully shaded hues, and numerous
"ladyfingers" ® warned of daylong winds. But what were mere winds to
this Nautilus, which no storms could intimidate! Sol was marveling at
this delightful sunrise, so lifebgiving and cheerful, when | heard
someone climbing onto the platform. | was prepared to greet Captain
Nemo, but it was his chief officer who appearedNwhom | had already
met during our first visit with the captain. He advanced over the plat-
form, not seemingto notice my presence.A powerful spyglassto his eye,
he scrutinized every point of the horizon with the utmost care. Then, his

9.Author's Note: "Ladyfingers" are small, thin, white clouds with ragged edges.
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examination over, he approached the hatch and pronounced a phrase
whose exactwording follows below. | remember it because,every morn-
ing, it was repeated under the same circumstances. It ran like this:
"Nautron respoc lorni virch." What it meant | was unable to say. These
words pronounced, the chief officer went below again. | thought the
Nautilus was about to resume its underwater navigating. So | went
down the hatch and back through the gangways to my stateroom. Five
days passedin this way with no changein our situation. Every morning
| climbed onto the platform. The same phrase was pronounced by the
same individual. Captain Nemo did not appear. | was pursuing the
policy that we had seenthe last of him, when on November 16, while
reentering my stateroom with Ned and Consell, | found a note addressed
to me on the table. | opened it impatiently. It was written in a script that
was clear and neat but a bit "Old English" in style, its charactersremind-
ing me of German calligraphy. The note was worded asfollows: Profess-
or Aronnax Aboard the Nautilus November 16, 1867 Captain Nemo in-
vites Professor Aronnax on a hunting trip that will take place tomorrow
morning in his Crespo Island forests. He hopes nothing will prevent the
professor from attending, and he looks forward with pleasure to the
professor's companions joining him. CAPTAIN NEMO, Commander of
the Nautilus. "A hunting trip!" Ned exclaimed. "And in his forests on
Crespo Island!" Conseil added. "But does this mean the old boy goes
ashore?"Ned Land went on. "That seemsto be the gist of it,” | said, re-
reading the letter. "Well, we've got to accept!" the Canadian answered.
"Once we're on solid ground, we'll figure out a course of action. Besides,
it wouldn't pain me to eat a couple slices of fresh venison!" Without try-
ing to reconcile the contradictions between Captain Nemo's professed
horror of continents or islands and his invitation to go hunting in a
forest, | was content to reply: "First let's look into this Crespo Island.” |
consulted the world map; and in latitude 32j 40' north and longitude
167j 50' west, | found an islet that had been discovered in 1801by Cap-
tain Crespo, which old Spanish charts called Roccade la Plata, in other
words, "Silver Rock." So we were about 1,800 miles from our starting
point, and by a slight change of heading, the Nautilus was bringing us
back toward the southeast. | showed my companions this small, stray
rock in the middle of the north Pacific. "If Captain Nemo does sometimes
go ashore,"| told them, "at least he only picks desertislands!" Ned Land
shook his head without replying; then he and Conseil left me. After sup-
per was served me by the mute and emotionless steward, | fell asleep;
but not without some anxieties. When | woke up the next day,
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November 17,1 sensed that the Nautilus was completely motionless. |
dressed hurriedly and entered the main lounge. Captain Nemo was there
waiting for me. He stood up, bowed, and asked if it suited me to come
along. Sincehe made no allusion to his absencethe past eight days, | also
refrained from mentioning it, and | simply answered that my compan-
lons and | were ready to go with him. "Only, sir," | added, "I'll take the
liberty of addressing a question to you." "Address away, Professor Aron-
nax, and if I'm able to answer, | will." "Well then, Captain, how is it that
you've severed all ties with the shore, yet you own forests on Crespo Is-
land?" "Professor," the captain answered me, "these forests of mine don't
bask in the heat and light of the sun. They aren't frequented by lions, ti-
gers, panthers, or other quadrupeds. They're known only to me. They
grow only for me. Theseforests aren't on land, they're actual underwater
forests." "Underwater forests!" | exclaimed. "Yes, professor.” "And you're
offering to take me to them?" "Precisely." "On foot?" "Without getting
your feet wet." "While hunting?" "While hunting." "Rifles in hand?"
"Rifles in hand." | stared at the Nautilus's commander with an air any-
thing but flattering to the man. "Assuredly,” | said to myself, "he's con-
tracted some mental illness. He's had a fit that's lasted eight days and
isn't over even yet. What a shame! | liked him better eccentric than in-
sane!" These thoughts were clearly readable on my face; but Captain
Nemo remained content with inviting me to follow him, and I did so like
a man resigned to the worst. We arrived at the dining room, where we
found breakfast served. "Professor Aronnax," the captain told me, "l beg
you to share my breakfast without formality. We can chat while we eat.
Because, although | promised you a stroll in my forests, | made no
pledge to arrange for your encountering a restaurant there. Accordingly,
eat your breakfast like a man who'll probably eat dinner only when it's
extremely late." | did justice to this meal. It was made up of various fish
and some slices of sea cucumber, that praiseworthy zoophyte, all gar-
nished with such highly appetizing seaweed as the Porphyra laciniata
and the Laurencia primafetida. Our beverage consisted of clear water to
which, following the captain's example, | added some drops of a fermen-
ted liquor extracted by the Kamchatka processfrom the seaweedknown
by name as Rhodymenia palmata. At first Captain Nemo ate without
pronouncing a single word. Then he told me: "Professor, when | pro-
posed that you go hunting in my Crespo forests, you thought | was con-
tradicting myself. When | informed you that it was an issue of underwa-
ter forests, you thought I'd gone insane. Professor,you must never make
snap judgments about your fellow man." "But, Captain, believe meN"
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"Kindly listen to me, and you'll seeif you have grounds for accusing me
of insanity or selfbcontradiction.” "I'm all attention." "Professor, you
know aswell asl do that a man canlive underwater solong ashe carries
with him his own supply of breathable air. For underwater work pro-
jects, the workman wears a waterproof suit with his head imprisoned in
a metal capsule, while he receives air from above by means of force
pumps and flow regulators." "That's the standard equipment for a diving
suit," | said. "Correct, but under such conditions the man has no free-
dom. He's attached to a pump that sends him air through an in-
diabrubber hose; it's an actual chain that fetters him to the shore, and if
we were to be bound in this way to the Nautilus, we couldn't go far
either.” "Then how do you break free?" | asked. "We use the
RouquayrolbDenayrouze device, invented by two of your fellow coun-
trymen but refined by me for my own special uses,thereby enabling you
to risk these new physiological conditions without suffering any organic
disorders. It consists of a tank built from heavy sheetiron in which |
store air under a pressure of fifty atmospheres. This tank is fastened to
the back by meansof straps, like a soldier's knapsack. Its top part forms a
box where the air is regulated by a bellows mechanism and can be re-
leased only at its proper tension. In the Rouquayrol device that has been
in general use, two indiabrubber hosesleave this box and feed to a kind
of tent that imprisons the operator's nose and mouth; one hoseis for the
entrance of air to be inhaled, the other for the exit of air to be exhaled,
and the tongue closes off the former or the latter depending on the
breather's needs. But in my case,since | face considerable pressures at
the bottom of the sea,| needed to enclose my head in a copper sphere,
like those found on standard diving suits, and the two hosesfor inhala-
tion and exhalation now feed to that sphere." "That's perfect, Captain
Nemo, but the air you carry must be quickly depleted; and once it con-
tains no more than 15% oxygen, it becomesunfit for breathing." "Surely,
but as| told you, Professor Aronnax, the Nautilus's pumps enable me to
store air under considerable pressure, and given this circumstance, the
tank on my diving equipment can supply breathable air for nine or ten
hours." "I've no more objections to raise," | replied. "I'll only ask you,
Captain: how canyou light your way at the bottom of the ocean?""With
the Ruhmkorff device, Professor Aronnax. If the first is carried on the
back, the second is fastened to the belt. It consists of a Bunsen battery
that | activate not with potassium dichromate but with sodium. An in-
duction coil gathers the electricity generated and directs it to a specially
designed lantern. In this lantern one finds a glass spiral that contains
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only aresidue of carbon dioxide gas.When the device is operating, this
gas becomes luminous and gives off a continuous whitish light. Thus
provided for, | breathe and | see.""Captain Nemo, to my every objection
you give such crushing answers, I'm afraid to entertain a single doubt.
However, though | have no choice but to accept both the Rouquayrol

and Ruhmkorff devices, I'd like to register some reservations about the
rifle with which you'll equip me." "But it isn't a rifle that uses gun-
powder," the captain replied. "Then it's an air gun?" "Surely. How can |
make gunpowder on my ship when | have no saltpeter, sulfur, or char-
coal?" "Even so," | replied, "to fire underwater in a medium that's 855
times denser than air, you'd have to overcome considerable resistance."
“That doesn't necessarily follow. There are certain Fultonbstyle guns per-
fected by the Englishmen PhilippebColes and Burley, the Frenchman
Furcy, and the Italian Landi; they're equipped with a special system of
airtight fastenings and can fire in underwater conditions. But | repeat:
having no gunpowder, I've replaced it with air at high pressure, which is
abundantly supplied me by the Nautilus's pumps." "But this air must be
swiftly depleted.” "Well, in a pinch can't my Rouquayrol tank supply me
with more? All | have to do is draw it from an ad hoc spigot.1° Besides,
Professor Aronnax, you'll seefor yourself that during these underwater

hunting trips, we make no great expenditure of either air or bullets." "But
it seemsto me that in this semidarkness, amid this liquid that's so dense
in comparison to the atmosphere, a gunshot couldn't carry far and would

prove fatal only with difficulty!" "On the contrary, sir, with this rifle

every shot is fatal; and as soon as the animal is hit, no matter how lightly,
it falls asif struck by lightning." "Why?" "Becausethis rifle doesn't shoot
ordinary bullets but little glass capsulesinvented by the Austrian chem-
ist Leniebroek, and | have a considerable supply of them. These glass
capsulesare covered with a strip of steel and weighted with a lead base;
they're genuine little Leyden jars charged with highbvoltage electricity.

They go off at the slightest impact, and the animal, no matter how
strong, drops dead. | might add that these capsules are no bigger than
number 4 shot, and the chamber of any ordinary rifle could hold ten of
them." "I'll quit debating," | replied, getting up from the table. "And all
that's left is for me to shoulder my rifle. Sowhere you go, I'll go." Cap-
tain Nemo led me to the Nautilus's stern, and passing by Ned and
Conseil's cabin, I summoned my two companions, who instantly fol-
lowed us. Then we arrived at a cell located within easy accessof the en-
gine room; in this cell we were to get dressed for our stroll.

10Latin: a spigot "just for that purpose." Ed.
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Chapter 1 6

Strolling the Plains

THIS CELL, properly speaking, was the Nautilus's arsenal and ward-
robe. Hanging from its walls, a dozen diving outfits were waiting for
anybody who wanted to take a stroll.

After seeingthese,Ned Land exhibited an obvious distaste for the idea
of putting one on.

"But my gallant Ned," I told him, "the forests of Crespo Island are
simply underwater forests!"

"Oh great!" put in the disappointed harpooner, watching his dreams of
fresh meat fade away. "And you, Professor Aronnax, are you going to
stick yourself inside these clothes?"

"It has to be, Mr. Ned."

"Have it your way, sir," the harpooner replied, shrugging his
shoulders. "But speaking for myself, I'll never get into those things un-
less they force me!"

"No one will force you, Mr. Land," Captain Nemo said.

"And is Conseil going to risk it?" Ned asked.

"Where master goes, | go," Conseil replied.

At the captain's summons, two crewmen cameto help us put on these
heavy, waterproof clothes, made from seamlessindia rubber and ex-
pressly designed to bear considerable pressures. They were like suits of
armor that were both yielding and resistant, you might say. These
clothes consisted of jacket and pants. The pants ended in bulky footwear
adorned with heavy lead soles. The fabric of the jacket was reinforced
with copper mail that shielded the chest, protected it from the water's
pressure, and allowed the lungs to function freely; the sleevesended in
supple gloves that didn't impede hand movements.

These perfected diving suits, it was easy to see,were a far cry from
such misshapen costumes as the cork breastplates, leather jumpers,
seagoing tunics, barrel helmets, etc., invented and acclaimed in the 18th
century.
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Conseil and | were soon dressedin thesediving suits, aswere Captain
Nemo and one of his companionsNa herculean type who must have
been prodigiously strong. All that remained was to encaseone's head in
its metal sphere. But before proceeding with this operation, | asked the
captain for permission to examine the rifles set aside for us.

One of the Nautilus's men presented me with a streamlined rifle
whose butt was boilerplate steel, hollow inside, and of fairly large di-
mensions. This served as a tank for the compressed air, which a trig-
gerboperated valve could releaseinto the metal chamber. In a groove
where the butt was heaviest, a cartridge clip held some twenty electric
bullets that, by means of a spring, automatically took their placesin the
barrel of the rifle. As soon asone shot had beenfired, another was ready
to go off.

"Captain Nemo," | said, "this is an ideal, easybtobusaveapon. | ask
only to put it to the test. But how will we reach the bottom of the sea?"

"Right now, professor, the Nautilus is aground in ten meters of water,
and we've only to depart.”

"But how will we set out?"

"You'll see."

Captain Nemo inserted his cranium into its spherical headgear. Con-
seil and | did the same, but not without hearing the Canadian toss us a
sarcastic"happy hunting." On top, the suit ended in a collar of threaded
copper onto which the metal helmet was screwed. Three holes, protected
by heavy glass, allowed us to seein any direction with simply a turn of
the head inside the sphere. Placed on our backs, the Rouquayrol device
went into operation assoon asit was in position, and for my part, | could
breathe with ease.

The Ruhmkorff lamp hanging from my belt, my rifle in hand, | was
ready to go forth. But in all honesty, while imprisoned in these heavy
clothes and nailed to the deck by my lead soles,it was impossible for me
to take a single step.

But this circumstance had been foreseen, becausel felt myself pro-
pelled into alittle room adjoining the wardrobe. Towed in the sameway,
my companions went with me. | heard a door with watertight sealsclose
after us, and we were surrounded by profound darkness.

After some minutes a sharp hissing reached my ears. | felt a distinct
sensation of cold rising from my feetto my chest. Apparently a stopcock
inside the boat was letting in water from outside, which overran us and
soon filled up the room. Contrived in the Nautilus's side, a second door
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then opened. We were lit by a subdued light. An instant later our feet
were treading the bottom of the sea.

And now, how can | convey the impressions left on me by this stroll
under the waters. Words are powerless to describe such wonders! When
even the painter's brush can't depict the effects unique to the liquid ele-
ment, how can the writer's pen hope to reproduce them?

Captain Nemo walked in front, and his companion followed us a few
stepsto the rear. Conseil and | stayed next to eachother, asif daydream-
ing that through our metal carapaces,a little polite conversation might
still be possible! Already | no longer felt the bulkiness of my clothes,
footwear, and air tank, nor the weight of the heavy sphere inside which
my head was rattling like an almond in its shell. Once immersed in wa-
ter, all these objectslost a part of their weight equal to the weight of the
liquid they displaced, and thanks to this law of physics discovered by
Archimedes, | did just fine. | was no longer an inert mass, and | had,
comparatively speaking, great freedom of movement.

Lighting up the seafloor even thirty feet beneath the surface of the
ocean, the sun astonished me with its power. The solar rays easily
crossed this aqueous mass and dispersed its dark colors. | could easily
distinguish objects 100 meters away. Farther on, the bottom was tinted
with fine shadesof ultramarine; then, off in the distance, it turned blue
and faded in the midst of a hazy darkness. Truly, this water surrounding
me was just a kind of air, denser than the atmosphere on land but almost
as transparent. Above me | could see the calm surface of the ocean.

We were walking on sand that was finebgrained and smooth, not
wrinkled like beach sand, which preserves the impressions left by the
waves. This dazzling carpet was a real mirror, throwing back the sun's
rays with startling intensity. The outcome: an immense vista of reflec-
tions that penetrated every liquid molecule. Will anyone believe me if |
assert that at this thirtybfoot depth, | could see as if it was broad
daylight?

For a quarter of an hour, | trod this blazing sand, which was strewn
with tiny crumbs of seashell.Looming like along reef, the Nautilus's hull
disappeared little by little, but when night fell in the midst of the waters,
the ship's beacon would surely facilitate our return on board, since its
rays carried with perfect distinctness. This effect is difficult to under-
stand for anyone who has never seenlight beams so sharply defined on
shore. There the dust that saturates the air gives such rays the appear-
anceof a luminous fog; but above water aswell asunderwater, shafts of
electric light are transmitted with incomparable clarity.
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Meanwhile we went ever onward, and these vast plains of sand
seemed endless. My hands parted liquid curtains that closed again be-
hind me, and my footprints faded swiftly under the water's pressure.

Soon, scarcelyblurred by their distance from us, the forms of some ob-
jects took shape before my eyes.| recognized the lower slopes of some
magnificent rocks carpeted by the finest zoophyte specimens, and right
off, | was struck by an effect unique to this medium.

By then it was ten o'clock in the morning. The sun's rays hit the surface
of the waves at a fairly oblique angle, decomposing by refraction as
though passing through a prism; and when this light came in contact
with flowers, rocks, buds, seashells,and polyps, the edges of these ob-
jectswere shaded with all seven hues of the solar spectrum. This riot of
rainbow tints was a wonder, afeastfor the eyes:a genuine kaleidoscope
of red, green, yellow, orange, violet, indigo, and blue; in short, the whole
palette of a colorbhappy painter! If only | had been able to share with
Conseil the intense sensationsrising in my brain, competing with him in
exclamations of wonderment! If only | had known, like Captain Nemo
and his companion, how to exchangethoughts by means of prearranged
signals! So,for lack of anything better, | talked to myself: | declaimed in-
side this copper box that topped my head, spending more air on empty
words than was perhaps advisable.

Consell, like me, had stopped before this splendid sight. Obviously, in
the presenceof these zoophyte and mollusk specimens,the fine lad was
classifying his head off. Polyps and echinoderms abounded on the sea-
floor: various isis coral, cornularian coral living in isolation, tufts of vir-
ginal genus Oculina formerly known by the name "white coral," prickly
fungus coral in the shape of mushrooms, sea anemone holding on by
their muscular disks, providing a literal flowerbed adorned by jellyfish
from the genus Porpita wearing collars of azure tentacles, and starfish
that spangled the sand, including veinlike feather stars from the genus
Asterophyton that were like fine lace embroidered by the hands of water
nymphs, their festoons swaying to the faint undulations caused by our
walking. It filed me with real chagrin to crush underfoot the gleaming
mollusk samples that littered the seafloor by the thousands: concentric
comb shells, hammer shells, coquina (seashells that actually hop
around), topbshell snails, red helmet shells, angelbwing conchs, sea
hares, and so many other exhibits from this inexhaustible ocean.But we
had to keep walking, and we went forward while overhead there scud-
ded schools of Portuguese menbofbwar that let their ultramarine
tentaclesdrift in their wakes, medusaswhose milky white or dainty pink

106



parasols were festooned with azure tasselsand shaded us from the sun's
rays, plus jellyfish of the species Pelagia panopyra that, in the dark,
would have strewn our path with phosphorescent glimmers!

All thesewonders | glimpsed in the spaceof a quarter of a mile, barely
pausing, following Captain Nemo whose gestures kept beckoning me
onward. Soon the nature of the seafloor changed. The plains of sand
were followed by a bed of that viscous slime Americans call "ooze,"
which is composed exclusively of seashellsrich in limestone or silica.
Then we crossed a prairie of algae, openbseaplants that the waters
hadn't yet torn loose, whose vegetation grew in wild profusion. Soft to
the foot, these densely textured lawns would have rivaled the most lux-
uriant carpets woven by the hand of man. But while this greenery was
sprawling under our steps, it didn't neglect us overhead. The surface of
the water was crisscrossedby a floating arbor of marine plants belonging
to that superabundant algae family that numbers more than 2,000known
species.| saw long ribbons of fucus drifting above me, some globular,
others tubular: Laurencia, Cladostephus with the slenderest foliage,
Rhodymenia palmata resembling the fan shapes of cactus. | observed
that greenbcoloredplants kept closer to the surface of the sea,while reds
occupied a medium depth, which left blacks and browns in charge of
designing gardens and flowerbeds in the ocean's lower strata.

These algae are a genuine prodigy of creation, one of the wonders of
world flora. This family produces both the biggest and smallest veget-
ablesin the world. Because just as 40,000nearbinvisible buds have been
counted in one fivebsquarebmillimeter space, so also have fucus plants
been gathered that were over 500 meters long!

We had been gone from the Nautilus for about an hour and a half. It
was almost noon. | spotted this fact in the perpendicularity of the sun's
rays, which were no longer refracted. The magic of these solar colors dis-
appeared little by little, with emerald and sapphire shades vanishing
from our surroundings altogether. We walked with steady steps that
rang on the seafloor with astonishing intensity. The tiniest sounds were
transmitted with a speedto which the ear is unaccustomed on shore. In
fact, water is a better conductor of sound than air, and under the waves
noises carry four times as fast.

Justthen the seafloor beganto slope sharply downward. The light took
on a uniform hue. We reached a depth of 100 meters, by which point we
were undergoing a pressure of ten atmospheres. But my diving clothes
were built along such lines that | never suffered from this pressure. | felt
only a certain tightness in the joints of my fingers, and even this
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discomfort soon disappeared. As for the exhaustion bound to accom-
pany a twobhour stroll in such unfamiliar trappingsNit was nil. Helped
by the water, my movements were executed with startling ease.

Arriving at this 300bfootdepth, | still detected the sun's rays, but just
barely. Their intense brilliance had beenfollowed by areddish twilight, a
midpoint between day and night. But we could seewell enough to find
our way, and it still wasn't necessary to activate the Ruhmkorff device.

Justthen Captain Nemo stopped. He waited until | joined him, then he
pointed a finger at some dark massesoutlined in the shadows a short
distance away.

“It's the forest of Crespo Island," | thought; and | was not mistaken.
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Chapter 1 7

An Underwater Forest

WE HAD FINALLY arrived on the outskirts of this forest, surely one of
the finest in Captain Nemo's immense domains. He regarded it as his
own and had laid the sameclaim to it that, in the first days of the world,
the first men had to their forests on land. Besides,who elsecould dispute
his ownership of this underwater property? What other, bolder pioneer
would come, ax in hand, to clear away its dark underbrush?

This forest was made up of big treelike plants, and when we entered
beneath their huge arches, my eyeswere instantly struck by the unique
arrangement of their branchesNan arrangement that | had never before
encountered.

None of the weeds carpeting the seafloor, none of the branches brist-
ling from the shrubbery, crept, or leaned, or stretched on a horizontal
plane. They all rose right up toward the surface of the ocean. Every fila-
ment or ribbon, no matter how thin, stood ramrod straight. Fucus plants
and creeperswere growing in stiff perpendicular lines, governed by the
density of the element that generated them. After | parted them with my
hands, these otherwise motionless plants would shoot right back to their
original positions. It was the regime of verticality.

| soon grew accustomed to this bizarre arrangement, likewise to the
comparative darkness surrounding us. The seafloor in this forest was
strewn with sharp chunks of stone that were hard to avoid. Here the
range of underwater flora seemed pretty comprehensive to me, as well
as more abundant than it might have beenin the arctic or tropical zones,
where such exhibits are lesscommon. But for a few minutes | kept acci-
dentally confusing the two kingdoms, mistaking zoophytes for water
plants, animals for vegetables.And who hasn't made the same blunder?
Flora and fauna are so closely associated in the underwater world!

| observed that all these exhibits from the vegetable kingdom were at-
tached to the seafloor by only the most makeshift methods. They had no
roots and didn't care which solid objects secured them, sand, shells,
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husks, or pebbles;they didn't ask their hosts for sustenance,just a point

of purchase. Theseplants are entirely selfbpropagating, and the principle

of their existencelies in the water that sustains and nourishes them. In

place of leaves, most of them sprouted blades of unpredictable shape,
which were confined to a narrow gamut of colors consisting only of
pink, crimson, green, olive, tan, and brown. There | saw again, but not
yet pressed and dried like the Nautilus's specimens,some peacock'stails
spread open like fans to stir up a cooling breeze, scarlet rosetangle, sea
tangle stretching out their young and edible shoots, twisting strings of
kelp from the genus Nereocystis that bloomed to a height of fifteen

meters, bouquets of mermaid's cups whose stems grew wider at the top,

and a number of other openbseaplants, all without flowers. "It's an odd

anomaly in this bizarre element!" as one witty naturalist puts it. "The an-
imal kingdom blossoms, and the vegetable kingdom doesn't!"

Thesevarious types of shrubbery were asbig astreesin the temperate
zones; in the damp shade between them, there were clustered actual
bushes of moving flowers, hedges of zoophytes in which there grew
stony coral striped with twisting furrows, yellowish seaanemone from
the genus Caryophylia with translucent tentacles, plus anemone with
grassy tufts from the genus Zoantharia; and to complete the illusion,
minnows flitted from branch to branch like a swarm of hummingbirds,
while there rose underfoot, like a covey of snipe, yellow fish from the
genus Lepisocanthus with bristling jaws and sharp scales,flying gurn-
ards, and pinecone fish.

Near one o'clock, Captain Nemo gave the signal to halt. Speaking for
myself, | was glad to oblige, and we stretched out beneath an arbor of
winged kelp, whose long thin tendrils stood up like arrows.

This short break was a delight. It lacked only the charm of conversa-
tion. But it was impossible to speak, impossible to reply. | simply
nudged my big copper headpiece against Conseil's headpiece. | saw a
happy gleam in the gallant lad's eyes,and to communicate his pleasure,
he jiggled around inside his carapace in the world's silliest way.

After four hours of strolling, | was quite astonished not to feel any in-
tense hunger. What kept my stomach in such a good mood I'm unable to
say. But, in exchange,| experienced that irresistible desire for sleep that
comesover every diver. Accordingly, my eyes soon closed behind their
heavy glass windows and | fell into an uncontrollable doze, which until
then | had been able to fight off only through the movements of our
walking. Captain Nemo and his muscular companion were already
stretched out in this clear crystal, setting us a fine naptime example.
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How long | was sunk in this torpor | cannot estimate; but when |
awoke, it seemedasif the sun were settling toward the horizon. Captain
Nemo was already up, and | had started to stretch my limbs, when an
unexpected apparition brought me sharply to my feet.

A few pacesaway, a monstrous, meterbhigh seaspider was staring at
me with beady eyes, poised to spring at me. Although my diving suit
was heavy enough to protect me from this animal's bites, | couldn't keep
back a shudder of horror. Justthen Conseil woke up, together with the
Nautilus's sailor. Captain Nemo alerted his companion to this hideous
crustacean,which a swing of the rifle butt quickly brought down, and I
watched the monster's horrible legs writhing in dreadful convulsions.

This encounter reminded me that other, more daunting animals must
be lurking in these dark reaches,and my diving suit might not be ad-
equate protection against their attacks. Such thoughts hadn't previously
crossed my mind, and | was determined to keep on my guard. Mean-
while | had assumed this rest period would be the turning point in our
stroll, but | was mistaken; and instead of heading back to the Nautilus,
Captain Nemo continued his daring excursion.

The seafloor kept sinking, and its significantly steeperslope took us to
greater depths. It must have been nearly three o'clock when we reached
a narrow valley gouged between high, vertical walls and located 150
meters down. Thanks to the perfection of our equipment, we had thus
gone ninety meters below the limit that nature had, until then, set on
man's underwater excursions.

| say 150 meters, although | had no instruments for estimating this dis-
tance. But | knew that the sun's rays, even in the clearest seas, could
reach no deeper. So at precisely this point the darkness became pro-
found. Not asingle objectwas visible pastten paces.Consequently, | had
begun to grope my way when suddenly | saw the glow of an intense
white light. Captain Nemo had just activated his electric device. His
companion did likewise. Conseil and | followed suit. By turning a
switch, | established contact between the induction coil and the glass
spiral, and the sea,lit up by our four lanterns, was illuminated for aradi-
us of twentybfive meters.

Captain Nemo continued to plummet into the dark depths of this
forest, whose shrubbery grew ever more sparse. | observed that veget-
able life was disappearing more quickly than animal life. The openbsea
plants had already left behind the increasingly arid seafloor, where a
prodigious number of animals were still swarming: zoophytes, articu-
lates, mollusks, and fish.
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While we were walking, | thought the lights of our Ruhmkorff devices
would automatically attract some inhabitants of these dark strata. But if
they did approach us, at leastthey kept at a distance regrettable from the
hunter's standpoint. Several times | saw Captain Nemo stop and take
aim with his rifle; then, after sighting down its barrel for a few seconds,
he would straighten up and resume his walk.

Finally, at around four o'clock, this marvelous excursion came to an
end. A wall of superb rocks stood before us, imposing in its sheermass:a
pile of gigantic stone blocks, an enormous granite cliffside pitted with
dark caves but not offering a single gradient we could climb up. This
was the underpinning of Crespo Island. This was land.

The captain stopped suddenly. A gesture from him brought us to a
halt, and however much | wanted to clear this wall, | had to stop. Here
ended the domains of Captain Nemo. He had no desire to pass beyond
them. Farther on lay a part of the globe he would no longer tread
underfoot.

Our return journey began. Captain Nemo resumed the lead in our
little band, always heading forward without hesitation. | noted that we
didn't follow the samepath in returning to the Nautilus. This new route,
very steep and hence very arduous, quickly took us close to the surface
of the sea.But this return to the upper strata wasn't so sudden that de-
compression took place too quickly, which could have led to serious or-
ganic disorders and given us those internal injuries so fatal to divers.
With great promptness, the light reappeared and grew stronger; and the
refraction of the sun, already low on the horizon, again ringed the edges
of various objects with the entire color spectrum.

At a depth of ten meters, we walked amid a swarm of small fish from
every species,more numerous than birds in the air, more agile too; but
no aquatic game worthy of a gunshot had yet been offered to our eyes.

Justthen | saw the captain's weapon spring to his shoulder and track a
moving object through the bushes. A shot went off, | heard a faint hiss-
ing, and an animal dropped a few paces away, literally struck by
lightning.

It was a magnificent seaotter from the genus Enhydra, the only exclus-
ively marine quadruped. One and a half meters long, this otter had to be
worth a good high price. Its coat, chestnut brown above and silver be-
low, would have made one of those wonderful fur piecesso much in de-
mand in the Russian and Chinese markets; the fineness and luster of its
pelt guaranteed that it would go for at least ?2,000.1 was full of wonder-
ment at this unusual mammal, with its circular head adorned by short
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ears, its round eyes, its white whiskers like those on a cat, its webbed
and clawed feet, its bushy tail. Hunted and trapped by fishermen, this
valuable carnivore has becomeextremely rare, and it takes refuge chiefly
in the northernmost parts of the Pacific, where in all likelihood its species
will soon be facing extinction.

Captain Nemo's companion picked up the animal, loaded it on his
shoulder, and we took to the trail again.

For an hour plains of sand unrolled before our steps. Often the sea-
floor rose to within two meters of the surface of the water. | could then
seeour images clearly mirrored on the underside of the waves, but re-
flected upside down: above us there appeared an identical band that du-
plicated our every movement and gesture;in short, a perfect likeness of
the quartet near which it walked, but with heads down and feet in the
air.

Another unusual effect. Heavy clouds passed above us, forming and
fading swiftly. But after thinking it over, | realized that these sobcalled
clouds were causedsimply by the changing densities of the long ground
swells, and | even spotted the foaming "white caps" that their breaking
crestswere proliferating over the surface of the water. Lastly, | couldn't
help seeing the actual shadows of large birds passing over our heads,
swiftly skimming the surface of the sea.

On this occasion | witnessed one of the finest gunshots ever to thrill
the marrow of a hunter. A large bird with awide wingspan, quite clearly
visible, approached and hovered over us. When it was just a few meters
above the waves, Captain Nemo's companion took aim and fired. The
animal dropped, electrocuted, and its descentbrought it within reach of
our adroit hunter, who promptly took possessionof it. It was an al-
batross of the finest species, a wonderful specimen of these openbsea
fowl.

This incident did not interrupt our walk. For two hours we were some-
times led over plains of sand, sometimes over prairies of seaweed that
were quite arduous to cross.In all honesty, | was dead tired by the time |
spotted a hazy glow half a mile away, cutting through the darkness of
the waters. It was the Nautilus's beacon. Within twenty minutes we
would be on board, and there | could breathe easy againNbecause my
tank's current air supply seemedto be quite low in oxygen. But | was
reckoning without an encounter that slightly delayed our arrival.

| was lagging behind some twenty paceswhen | saw Captain Nemo
suddenly come back toward me. With his powerful hands he sent me
buckling to the ground, while his companion did the sameto Conseil. At
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first | didn't know what to make of this sudden assault, but | was reas-
sured to observe the captain lying motionless beside me.

| was stretched out on the seafloor directly beneath some bushesof al-
gae,when | raised my head and spied two enormous masseshurtling by,
throwing off phosphorescent glimmers.

My blood turned cold in my veins! | saw that we were under threat
from a fearsome pair of sharks. They were blue sharks, dreadful
manbeaterswith enormous tails, dull, glassy stares,and phosphorescent
matter oozing from holes around their snouts. They were like monstrous
fireflies that could thoroughly pulverize a man in their iron jaws! | don't
know if Conseil was busy with their classification, but asfor me, | looked
at their silver bellies, their fearsome mouths bristling with teeth, from a
viewpoint less than scientificNmore as a victim than as a professor of
natural history.

Luckily these voracious animals have poor eyesight. They went by
without noticing us, grazing us with their brownish fins; and miracu-
lously, we escapeda danger greater than encountering a tiger deep in
the jungle.

Half an hour later, guided by its electric trail, we reachedthe Nautilus.
The outside door had been left open, and Captain Nemo closed it after
we reentered the first cell. Then he pressed a button. | heard pumps op-
erating within the ship, | felt the water lowering around me, and in afew
moments the cell was completely empty. The inside door opened, and
we passed into the wardrobe.

There our diving suits were removed, not without difficulty; and ut-
terly exhausted, faint from lack of food and rest, | repaired to my state-
room, full of wonder at this startling excursion on the bottom of the sea.
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Chapter 1 8

Four Thousand Leagues Under the Pacific

BY THE NEXT MORNING, November 18,1 was fully recovered from my
exhaustion of the day before, and | climbed onto the platform just asthe
Nautilus's chief officer was pronouncing his daily phrase. It then oc-
curred to me that these words either referred to the state of the sea, or
that they meant: "There's nothing in sight."

And in truth, the oceanwas deserted. Not a sail on the horizon. The
tips of Crespo Island had disappeared during the night. The sea,absorb-
ing every color of the prism except its blue rays, reflected the latter in
every direction and sported a wonderful indigo tint. The undulating
waves regularly took on the appearance of watered silk with wide
stripes.

| was marveling at this magnificent oceanview when Captain Nemo
appeared. He didn't seemto notice my presenceand began a seriesof as-
tronomical observations. Then, his operations finished, he went and
leaned his elbows on the beaconhousing, his eyesstraying over the sur-
face of the ocean.

Meanwhile some twenty of the Nautilus's sailorsNall energetic,
wellbbuilt fellowsNclimbed onto the platform. They had cometo pull up
the nets left in our wake during the night. These seamenobviously be-
longed to different nationalities, although indications of European phys-
ical traits could be seenin them all. If I'm not mistaken, | recognized
some Irishmen, some Frenchmen, a few Slavs, and a native of either
Greece or Crete. Even so, these men were frugal of speech and used
among themselves only that bizarre dialect whose origin | couldn't even
guess. So | had to give up any notions of questioning them.

The nets were hauled on board. They were a breed of trawl resembling
those used off the Normandy coast, huge pouches held half open by a
floating pole and a chain laced through the lower meshes.Trailing in this
way from theseiron glove makers, the resulting receptaclesscoured the
ocean floor and collected every marine exhibit in their path. That day
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they gathered up some unusual specimensfrom these fishbfilled water-
ways: anglerfish whose comical movements qualify them for the epithet
“clowns," black Commerson anglers equipped with their antennas, un-
dulating triggerfish encircled by little red bands, bloated puffers whose
venom is extremely insidious, some olivebDhued lampreys, snipefish
covered with silver scales,cutlass fish whose electrocuting power equals
that of the electric eel and the electric ray, scaly featherbackswith brown
crosswise bands, greenish codfish, several varieties of goby, etc.; finally,
some fish of larger proportions: a onebmeterjack with a prominent head,
several fine bonito from the genus Scomberdecked out in the colors blue
and silver, and three magnificent tuna whose high speedscouldn't save
them from our trawl.

| estimate that this cast of the net brought in more than 1,000pounds
of fish. It was afine catch but not surprising. In essencethesenets stayed
in our wake for several hours, incarcerating an entire aquatic world in
prisons made of thread. Sowe were never lacking in provisions of the
highest quality, which the Nautilus's speed and the allure of its electric
light could continually replenish.

Thesevarious exhibits from the seawere immediately lowered down
the hatch in the direction of the storage lockers, some to be eaten fresh,
others to be preserved.

After its fishing was finished and its air supply renewed, | thought the
Nautilus would resume its underwater excursion, and | was getting
ready to return to my stateroom, when Captain Nemo turned to me and
said without further preamble:

"Look at this ocean, professor! Doesn't it have the actual gift of life?
Doesn't it experience both anger and affection? Last evening it went to
sleep just as we did, and there it is, waking up after a peaceful night!"

No hellos or good mornings for this gent! You would have thought
this eccentric individual was simply continuing a conversation we'd
already started!

"See!"he went on. "It's waking up under the sun's caressesllt's going
to relive its daily existence! What a fascinating field of study lies in
watching the play of its organism. It owns a pulse and arteries, it has
spasms, and | side with the scholarly Commander Maury, who dis-
covered that it has a circulation as real as the circulation of blood in
animals."

I'm sure that Captain Nemo expected no replies from me, and it
seemed pointless to pitch in with "Ah yes," "Exactly," or "How right you
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are!" Rather, he was simply talking to himself, with long pausesbetween
sentences. He was meditating out loud.

"Yes,"he said, "the oceanowns a genuine circulation, and to start it go-
ing, the Creator of All Things has only to increaseits heat, salt, and mi-
croscopic animal life. In essence heat createsthe different densities that
lead to currents and countercurrents. Evaporation, which is nil in the
High Arctic regions and very active in equatorial zones, brings about a
constant interchange of tropical and polar waters. What's more, I've de-
tected those falling and rising currents that make up the ocean's true
breathing. I've seena molecule of salt water heat up at the surface, sink
into the depths, reach maximum density at B2jcentigrade, then cool off,
grow lighter, and rise again. At the poles you'll seethe consequencesof
this phenomenon, and through this law of farseeing nature, you'll under-
stand why water can freeze only at the surface!"

As the captain was finishing his sentence,| said to myself: "The pole! Is
this brazen individual claiming he'll take us even to that location?"

Meanwhile the captain fell silent and stared at the element he had
studied so thoroughly and unceasingly. Then, going on:

"Salts," he said, "fill the seain considerable quantities, professor, and if
you removed all its dissolved saline content, you'd createa massmeasur-
ing 4,500,000cubic leagues, which if it were spread all over the globe,
would form a layer more than ten meters high. And don't think that the
presenceof these salts is due merely to some whim of nature. No. They
make oceanwater lessopen to evaporation and prevent winds from car-
rying off excessiveamounts of steam, which, when condensing, would
submerge the temperate zones. Salts play a leading role, the role of sta-
bilizer for the general ecology of the globe!"

Captain Nemo stopped, straightened up, took a few steps along the
platform, and returned to me:

"As for those billions of tiny animals," he went on, "those infusoria that
live by the millions in one droplet of water, 800,0000f which are needed
to weigh one milligram, their role is no lessimportant. They absorb the
marine salts, they assimilate the solid elements in the water, and since
they create coral and madrepores, they're the true builders of limestone
continents! And so, after they've finished depriving our water drop of its
mineral nutrients, the droplet gets lighter, rises to the surface, there ab-
sorbs more salts left behind through evaporation, gets heavier, sinks
again, and brings those tiny animals new elements to absorb. The out-
come: a double current, rising and falling, constant movement, constant
life! More intense than on land, more abundant, more infinite, such life
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blooms in every part of this ocean,an element fatal to man, they say, but
vital to myriads of animalsNand to me!"

When Captain Nemo spoke in this way, he was transfigured, and he
filled me with extraordinary excitement.

“There," he added, "out there lies true existence!And | canimagine the
founding of nautical towns, clusters of underwater households that, like
the Nautilus, would return to the surface of the seato breathe each
morning, free towns if ever there were, independent cities! Then again,
who knows whether some tyrant E "

Captain Nemo finished his sentencewith a vehement gesture. Then,
addressing me directly, as if to drive away an ugly thought:

"Professor Aronnax,” he asked me, "do you know the depth of the
ocean floor?"

"At least, Captain, | know what the major soundings tell us."

"Could you gquote them to me, so | can doublebcheckthem asthe need
arises?"

"Here," | replied, "are afew of them that stick in my memory. If I'm not
mistaken, an average depth of 8,200 meters was found in the north At-
lantic, and 2,500 meters in the Mediterranean. The most remarkable
soundings were taken in the south Atlantic near the 35th parallel, and
they gave 12,000meters, 14,091 meters, and 15,149meters. All in all, it's
estimated that if the sea bottom were made level, its average depth
would be about seven kilometers."

"Well, professor,” Captain Nemo replied, "we'll show you better than
that, | hope. As for the average depth of this part of the Pacific, I'll inform
you that it's a mere 4,000 meters."

This said, Captain Nemo headed to the hatch and disappeared down
the ladder. | followed him and went back to the main lounge. The pro-
peller was instantly setin motion, and the log gave our speed as twenty
miles per hour.

Over the ensuing days and weeks, Captain Nemo was very frugal
with his visits. | saw him only at rare intervals. His chief officer regularly
fixed the positions | found reported on the chart, and in such a way that |
could exactly plot the Nautilus's course.

Conseil and Land spent the long hours with me. Conseil had told his
friend about the wonders of our undersea stroll, and the Canadian was
sorry he hadn't gone along. But | hoped an opportunity would arise for a
visit to the forests of Oceania.
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Almost every day the panelsin the lounge were open for some hours,
and our eyes never tired of probing the mysteries of the underwater
world.

The Nautilus's general heading was southeast,and it stayed at a depth
between 100 and 150 meters. However, from LordBknowsbwhat whim,
one day it did a diagonal dive by means of its slanting fins, reaching
strata located 2,000 meters underwater. The thermometer indicated a
temperature of 4.25j centigrade, which at this depth seemedto be a tem-
perature common to all latitudes.

On November 26, at three o'clock in the morning, the Nautilus cleared
the Tropic of Cancer at longitude 172j. On the 27th it passedin sight of
the Hawaiian Islands, where the famous Captain Cook met his death on
February 14,1779.By then we had fared 4,860leaguesfrom our starting
point. When | arrived on the platform that morning, | saw the Island of
Hawaii two miles to leeward, the largest of the sevenislands making up
this group. | could clearly distinguish the tilled soil on its outskirts, the
various mountain chains running parallel with its coastline, and its vol-
canoes,crowned by Mauna Kea, whose elevation is 5,000 meters above
sea level. Among other specimens from these waterways, our nets
brought up some peacockbtailedflabellarian coral, polyps flattened into
stylish shapes and unique to this part of the ocean.

The Nautilus kept to its southeasterly heading. On December 1 it cut
the equator at longitude 142j, and on the 4th of the same month, after a
quick crossing marked by no incident, we raised the Marquesas Islands.
Three miles off, in latitude 8j 57' south and longitude 139; 32' west, |
spotted Martin Point on Nuku Hiva, chief member of this island group
that belongs to France.| could make out only its wooded mountains on
the horizon, becauseCaptain Nemo hated to hug shore. There our nets
brought up some fine fish samples: dolphinfish with azure fins, gold
tails, and flesh that's unrivaled in the entire world, wrasse from the
genus Hologymnosus that were nearly denuded of scalesbut exquisite
in flavor, knifejaws with bony beaks, yellowish albacore that were as
tasty as bonito, all fish worth classifying in the ship's pantry.

After leaving these delightful islands to the protection of the French
flag, the Nautilus covered about 2,000 miles from December 4 to the
11th. Its navigating was marked by an encounter with an immense
school of squid, unusual mollusks that are near neighbors of the cuttle-
fish. French fishermen give them the name "cuckoldfish," and they be-
long to the class Cephalopoda, family Dibranchiata, consisting of them-
selvestogether with cuttlefish and argonauts. The naturalists of antiquity
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made a special study of them, and these animals furnished many ribald
figures of speechfor soapbox orators in the Greek marketplace, as well
as excellent dishes for the tables of rich citizens, if we're to believe
Athen%aus, a Greek physician predating Galen.

It was during the night of December 9D10that the Nautilus en-
countered this army of distinctly nocturnal mollusks. They numbered in
the millions. They were migrating from the temperate zones toward
zones still warmer, following the itineraries of herring and sardines. We
stared at them through our thick glass windows: they swam backward
with tremendous speed, moving by means of their locomotive tubes,
chasing fish and mollusks, eating the little ones, eaten by the big ones,
and tossing in indescribable confusion the ten feet that nature hasrooted
in their headslike a hairpiece of pneumatic snakes.Despite its speed,the
Nautilus navigated for several hours in the midst of this school of anim-
als, and its nets brought up an incalculable number, among which | re-
cognized all nine speciesthat Professor Orbigny has classified as native
to the Pacific Ocean.

During this crossing, the sea continually lavished us with the most
marvelous sights. Its variety was infinite. It changed its setting and decor
for the mere pleasure of our eyes,and we were called upon not simply to
contemplate the works of our Creator in the midst of the liquid element,
but also to probe the ocean's most daunting mysteries.

During the day of December 11, | was busy reading in the main
lounge. Ned Land and Conseil were observing the luminous waters
through the gaping panels. The Nautilus was motionless. Its ballast tanks
full, it was sitting at a depth of 1,000meters in a comparatively unpopu-
lated region of the ocean where only larger fish put in occasional
appearances.

Justthen | was studying a delightful book by JeanMacZ, The Servants
of the Stomach, and savoring its ingenious teachings, when Conseil in-
terrupted my reading.

"Would master kindly come here for an instant?" he said to me in an
odd voice.

"What is it, Conseil?"

"It's something that master should see."

| stood up, went, leaned on my elbows before the window, and | saw
it.

In the broad electric daylight, an enormous black mass, quite motion-
less, hung suspended in the midst of the waters. | observed it carefully,
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trying to find out the nature of this gigantic cetacean.Then a sudden
thought crossed my mind.

"A ship!" | exclaimed.

"Yes," the Canadian replied, "a disabled craft that's sinking straight
down!"

Ned Land was not mistaken. We were in the presenceof a ship whose
severed shrouds still hung from their clasps.Its hull looked in good con-
dition, and it must have gone under only afew hours before. The stumps
of three masts, chopped off two feet above the deck, indicated a flooding
ship that had beenforced to sacrifice its masting. But it had heeled side-
ways, filling completely, and it was listing to port even yet. A sorry
sight, this carcasslost under the waves, but sorrier still was the sight on
its deck, where, lashed with ropes to prevent their being washed over-
board, some human corpsesstill lay! | counted four of themNfour men,
one still standing at the helmNthen a woman, halfway out of a skylight
on the afterdeck, holding a child in her arms. This woman was young.
Under the brilliant lighting of the Nautilus's rays, | could make out her
features, which the water hadn't yet decomposed. With a supreme effort,
she had lifted her child above her head, and the poor little creature's
arms were still twined around its mother's neck! The postures of the four
seamenseemedghastly to me, twisted from convulsive movements, asif
making a last effort to break loose from the ropes that bound them to
their ship. And the helmsman, standing alone, calmer, his face smooth
and serious, his grizzled hair plastered to his brow, his hands clutching
the wheel, seemed even yet to be guiding his wrecked threebmaster
through the ocean depths!

What a scene! We stood dumbstruck, hearts pounding, before this
shipwreck caught in the act, asif it had been photographed in its final
moments, so to speak! And already | could seeenormous sharks moving
in, eyes ablaze, drawn by the lure of human flesh!

Meanwhile, turning, the Nautilus made a circle around the sinking
ship, and for an instant | could read the board on its stern:

The Florida

Sunderland, England
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Chapter 1 9

Vanikoro

THIS DREADFUL SIGHT was the first of a whole series of maritime
catastrophesthat the Nautilus would encounter on its run. When it plied
more heavily traveled seas,we often saw wrecked hulls rotting in mid-
water, and farther down, cannons, shells, anchors, chains, and a thou-
sand other iron objects rusting away.

Meanwhile, continuously swept along by the Nautilus, where we lived
In near isolation, we raised the Tuamotu Islands on December 11, that
old "dangerous group" associatedwith the French global navigator Com-
mander Bougainville; it stretches from Ducie Island to Lazareff Island
over an area of 500 leagues from the eastbsoutheast to the
westbnorthwest, between latitude 13 30'and 23 50' south, and between
longitude 125; 30'and 151 30' west. This island group covers a surface
area of 370 square leagues, and it's made up of some sixty subgroups,
among which we noted the Gambier group, which is a French protector-
ate. Theseislands are coral formations. Thanks to the work of polyps, a
slow but steady upheaval will someday connect these islands to each
other. Later on, this new island will be fused to its neighboring island
groups, and a fifth continent will stretch from New Zealand and New
Caledonia as far as the Marquesas Islands.

The day | expounded this theory to Captain Nemo, he answered me
coldly:

"The earth doesn't need new continents, but new men!"

Sailors' luck led the Nautilus straight to ReaolIsland, one of the most
unusual in this group, which was discovered in 1822 by Captain Bell
aboard the Minerva. Sol was able to study the madreporic processthat
has created the islands in this ocean.

Madrepores, which one must guard against confusing with precious
coral, clothe their tissue in a limestone crust, and their variations in
structure have led my famous mentor Professor MilneBDEdwards to clas-
sify them into five divisions. The tiny microscopic animals that secrete
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this polypary live by the billions in the depths of their cells. Their lime-
stone deposits build up into rocks, reefs, islets, islands. In some places,
they form atolls, a circular ring surrounding alagoon or small inner lake
that gaps place in contact with the sea.Elsewhere, they take the shape of
barrier reefs, such as those that exist along the coastsof New Caledonia
and several of the Tuamotu Islands. In still other localities, such as
RZunion Island and the island of Mauritius, they build fringing reefs,
high, straight walls next to which the ocean's depth is considerable.

While cruising along only a few cable lengths from the underpinning
of Reaolsland, | marveled at the gigantic piece of work accomplished by
these microscopic laborers. These walls were the express achievements
of madrepores known by the names fire coral, finger coral, star coral,
and stony coral. These polyps grow exclusively in the agitated strata at
the surface of the sea,and so it's in the upper reachesthat they begin
these substructures, which sink little by little together with the secreted
rubble binding them. This, at least, is the theory of Mr. Charles Darwin,
who thus explains the formation of atollsNa theory superior, in my
view, to the one that saysthese madreporic edifices sit on the summits of
mountains or volcanoes submerged a few feet below sea level.

| could observe these strange walls quite closely: our sounding lines
indicated that they dropped perpendicularly for more than 300 meters,
and our electric beams made the bright limestone positively sparkle.

In reply to a question Conseil asked me about the growth rate of these
colossalbarriers, | thoroughly amazed him by saying that scientists put it
at an eighth of an inch per biennium.

"Therefore," he said to me, "to build these walls, it took E 2"

"192,000years, my gallant Conseil, which significantly extends the bib-
lical Days of Creation. What's more, the formation of coalNin other
words, the petrification of forests swallowed by floodsNand the cooling
of basaltic rocks likewise call for a much longer period of time. | might
add that those 'days' in the Bible must represent whole epochs and not
literally the lapse of time between two sunrises, becauseaccording to the
Bible itself, the sun doesn't date from the first day of Creation."

When the Nautilus returned to the surface of the ocean,| could take in
Reao Island over its whole flat, wooded expanse.Obviously its madre-
poric rocks had been made fertile by tornadoes and thunderstorms. One
day, carried off by a hurricane from neighboring shores, some seed fell
onto theselimestone beds, mixing with decomposed particles of fish and
marine plants to form vegetable humus. Propelled by the waves, a
coconut arrived on this new coast. Its germ took root. Its tree grew tall,
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