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Chapter I

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG AND PASSEPARTOUT ACCEPT
EACH OTHER,

THE ONE AS MASTER, THE OTHER AS MAN

Mr. Ph�leas Fogg l�ved, �n 1872, at No. 7, Sav�lle Row, Burl�ngton
Gardens, the house �n wh�ch Sher�dan d�ed �n 1814. He was one of the most
not�ceable members of the Reform Club, though he seemed always to avo�d
attract�ng attent�on; an en�gmat�cal personage, about whom l�ttle was
known, except that he was a pol�shed man of the world. People sa�d that he
resembled Byron—at least that h�s head was Byron�c; but he was a bearded,
tranqu�l Byron, who m�ght l�ve on a thousand years w�thout grow�ng old.

Certa�nly an Engl�shman, �t was more doubtful whether Ph�leas Fogg
was a Londoner. He was never seen on 'Change, nor at the Bank, nor �n the
count�ng-rooms of the "C�ty"; no sh�ps ever came �nto London docks of
wh�ch he was the owner; he had no publ�c employment; he had never been
entered at any of the Inns of Court, e�ther at the Temple, or L�ncoln's Inn, or
Gray's Inn; nor had h�s vo�ce ever resounded �n the Court of Chancery, or �n
the Exchequer, or the Queen's Bench, or the Eccles�ast�cal Courts. He
certa�nly was not a manufacturer; nor was he a merchant or a gentleman
farmer. H�s name was strange to the sc�ent�f�c and learned soc�et�es, and he
never was known to take part �n the sage del�berat�ons of the Royal
Inst�tut�on or the London Inst�tut�on, the Art�san's Assoc�at�on, or the



Inst�tut�on of Arts and Sc�ences. He belonged, �n fact, to none of the
numerous soc�et�es wh�ch swarm �n the Engl�sh cap�tal, from the Harmon�c
to that of the Entomolog�sts, founded ma�nly for the purpose of abol�sh�ng
pern�c�ous �nsects.

Ph�leas Fogg was a member of the Reform, and that was all.

The way �n wh�ch he got adm�ss�on to th�s exclus�ve club was s�mple
enough.

He was recommended by the Bar�ngs, w�th whom he had an open cred�t.
H�s cheques were regularly pa�d at s�ght from h�s account current, wh�ch
was always flush.

Was Ph�leas Fogg r�ch? Undoubtedly. But those who knew h�m best
could not �mag�ne how he had made h�s fortune, and Mr. Fogg was the last
person to whom to apply for the �nformat�on. He was not lav�sh, nor, on the
contrary, avar�c�ous; for, whenever he knew that money was needed for a
noble, useful, or benevolent purpose, he suppl�ed �t qu�etly and somet�mes
anonymously. He was, �n short, the least commun�cat�ve of men. He talked
very l�ttle, and seemed all the more myster�ous for h�s tac�turn manner. H�s
da�ly hab�ts were qu�te open to observat�on; but whatever he d�d was so
exactly the same th�ng that he had always done before, that the w�ts of the
cur�ous were fa�rly puzzled.

Had he travelled? It was l�kely, for no one seemed to know the world
more fam�l�arly; there was no spot so secluded that he d�d not appear to
have an �nt�mate acqua�ntance w�th �t. He often corrected, w�th a few clear
words, the thousand conjectures advanced by members of the club as to lost
and unheard-of travellers, po�nt�ng out the true probab�l�t�es, and seem�ng
as �f g�fted w�th a sort of second s�ght, so often d�d events just�fy h�s
pred�ct�ons. He must have travelled everywhere, at least �n the sp�r�t.

It was at least certa�n that Ph�leas Fogg had not absented h�mself from
London for many years. Those who were honoured by a better acqua�ntance
w�th h�m than the rest, declared that nobody could pretend to have ever seen
h�m anywhere else. H�s sole past�mes were read�ng the papers and play�ng
wh�st. He often won at th�s game, wh�ch, as a s�lent one, harmon�sed w�th



h�s nature; but h�s w�nn�ngs never went �nto h�s purse, be�ng reserved as a
fund for h�s char�t�es. Mr. Fogg played, not to w�n, but for the sake of
play�ng. The game was �n h�s eyes a contest, a struggle w�th a d�ff�culty, yet
a mot�onless, unweary�ng struggle, congen�al to h�s tastes.

Ph�leas Fogg was not known to have e�ther w�fe or ch�ldren, wh�ch may
happen to the most honest people; e�ther relat�ves or near fr�ends, wh�ch �s
certa�nly more unusual. He l�ved alone �n h�s house �n Sav�lle Row, wh�ther
none penetrated. A s�ngle domest�c suff�ced to serve h�m. He breakfasted
and d�ned at the club, at hours mathemat�cally f�xed, �n the same room, at
the same table, never tak�ng h�s meals w�th other members, much less
br�ng�ng a guest w�th h�m; and went home at exactly m�dn�ght, only to
ret�re at once to bed. He never used the cosy chambers wh�ch the Reform
prov�des for �ts favoured members. He passed ten hours out of the twenty-
four �n Sav�lle Row, e�ther �n sleep�ng or mak�ng h�s to�let. When he chose
to take a walk �t was w�th a regular step �n the entrance hall w�th �ts mosa�c
floor�ng, or �n the c�rcular gallery w�th �ts dome supported by twenty red
porphyry Ion�c columns, and �llum�ned by blue pa�nted w�ndows. When he
breakfasted or d�ned all the resources of the club—�ts k�tchens and pantr�es,
�ts buttery and da�ry—a�ded to crowd h�s table w�th the�r most succulent
stores; he was served by the gravest wa�ters, �n dress coats, and shoes w�th
swan-sk�n soles, who proffered the v�ands �n spec�al porcela�n, and on the
f�nest l�nen; club decanters, of a lost mould, conta�ned h�s sherry, h�s port,
and h�s c�nnamon-sp�ced claret; wh�le h�s beverages were refresh�ngly
cooled w�th �ce, brought at great cost from the Amer�can lakes.

If to l�ve �n th�s style �s to be eccentr�c, �t must be confessed that there �s
someth�ng good �n eccentr�c�ty.

The mans�on �n Sav�lle Row, though not sumptuous, was exceed�ngly
comfortable. The hab�ts of �ts occupant were such as to demand but l�ttle
from the sole domest�c, but Ph�leas Fogg requ�red h�m to be almost
superhumanly prompt and regular. On th�s very 2nd of October he had
d�sm�ssed James Forster, because that luckless youth had brought h�m
shav�ng-water at e�ghty-four degrees Fahrenhe�t �nstead of e�ghty-s�x; and
he was awa�t�ng h�s successor, who was due at the house between eleven
and half-past.



Ph�leas Fogg was seated squarely �n h�s armcha�r, h�s feet close together
l�ke those of a grenad�er on parade, h�s hands rest�ng on h�s knees, h�s body
stra�ght, h�s head erect; he was stead�ly watch�ng a compl�cated clock wh�ch
�nd�cated the hours, the m�nutes, the seconds, the days, the months, and the
years. At exactly half-past eleven Mr. Fogg would, accord�ng to h�s da�ly
hab�t, qu�t Sav�lle Row, and repa�r to the Reform.

A rap at th�s moment sounded on the door of the cosy apartment where
Ph�leas Fogg was seated, and James Forster, the d�sm�ssed servant,
appeared.

"The new servant," sa�d he.

A young man of th�rty advanced and bowed.

"You are a Frenchman, I bel�eve," asked Ph�leas Fogg, "and your name �s
John?"

"Jean, �f mons�eur pleases," repl�ed the newcomer, "Jean Passepartout, a
surname wh�ch has clung to me because I have a natural aptness for go�ng
out of one bus�ness �nto another. I bel�eve I'm honest, mons�eur, but, to be
outspoken, I've had several trades. I've been an �t�nerant s�nger, a c�rcus-
r�der, when I used to vault l�ke Leotard, and dance on a rope l�ke Blond�n.
Then I got to be a professor of gymnast�cs, so as to make better use of my
talents; and then I was a sergeant f�reman at Par�s, and ass�sted at many a
b�g f�re. But I qu�tted France f�ve years ago, and, w�sh�ng to taste the sweets
of domest�c l�fe, took serv�ce as a valet here �n England. F�nd�ng myself out
of place, and hear�ng that Mons�eur Ph�leas Fogg was the most exact and
settled gentleman �n the Un�ted K�ngdom, I have come to mons�eur �n the
hope of l�v�ng w�th h�m a tranqu�l l�fe, and forgett�ng even the name of
Passepartout."

"Passepartout su�ts me," responded Mr. Fogg. "You are well
recommended to me; I hear a good report of you. You know my
cond�t�ons?"

"Yes, mons�eur."



"Good! What t�me �s �t?"

"Twenty-two m�nutes after eleven," returned Passepartout, draw�ng an
enormous s�lver watch from the depths of h�s pocket.

"You are too slow," sa�d Mr. Fogg.

"Pardon me, mons�eur, �t �s �mposs�ble—"

"You are four m�nutes too slow. No matter; �t's enough to ment�on the
error. Now from th�s moment, twenty-n�ne m�nutes after eleven, a.m., th�s
Wednesday, 2nd October, you are �n my serv�ce."

Ph�leas Fogg got up, took h�s hat �n h�s left hand, put �t on h�s head w�th
an automat�c mot�on, and went off w�thout a word.

Passepartout heard the street door shut once; �t was h�s new master go�ng
out. He heard �t shut aga�n; �t was h�s predecessor, James Forster, depart�ng
�n h�s turn. Passepartout rema�ned alone �n the house �n Sav�lle Row.

Chapter II

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT IS CONVINCED THAT HE HAS AT
LAST FOUND HIS IDEAL

"Fa�th," muttered Passepartout, somewhat flurr�ed, "I've seen people at
Madame Tussaud's as l�vely as my new master!"

Madame Tussaud's "people," let �t be sa�d, are of wax, and are much
v�s�ted �n London; speech �s all that �s want�ng to make them human.

Dur�ng h�s br�ef �nterv�ew w�th Mr. Fogg, Passepartout had been
carefully observ�ng h�m. He appeared to be a man about forty years of age,



w�th f�ne, handsome features, and a tall, well-shaped f�gure; h�s ha�r and
wh�skers were l�ght, h�s forehead compact and unwr�nkled, h�s face rather
pale, h�s teeth magn�f�cent. H�s countenance possessed �n the h�ghest degree
what phys�ognom�sts call "repose �n act�on," a qual�ty of those who act
rather than talk. Calm and phlegmat�c, w�th a clear eye, Mr. Fogg seemed a
perfect type of that Engl�sh composure wh�ch Angel�ca Kauffmann has so
sk�lfully represented on canvas. Seen �n the var�ous phases of h�s da�ly l�fe,
he gave the �dea of be�ng perfectly well-balanced, as exactly regulated as a
Leroy chronometer. Ph�leas Fogg was, �ndeed, exact�tude person�f�ed, and
th�s was betrayed even �n the express�on of h�s very hands and feet; for �n
men, as well as �n an�mals, the l�mbs themselves are express�ve of the
pass�ons.

He was so exact that he was never �n a hurry, was always ready, and was
econom�cal al�ke of h�s steps and h�s mot�ons. He never took one step too
many, and always went to h�s dest�nat�on by the shortest cut; he made no
superfluous gestures, and was never seen to be moved or ag�tated. He was
the most del�berate person �n the world, yet always reached h�s dest�nat�on
at the exact moment.

He l�ved alone, and, so to speak, outs�de of every soc�al relat�on; and as
he knew that �n th�s world account must be taken of fr�ct�on, and that
fr�ct�on retards, he never rubbed aga�nst anybody.

As for Passepartout, he was a true Par�s�an of Par�s. S�nce he had
abandoned h�s own country for England, tak�ng serv�ce as a valet, he had �n
va�n searched for a master after h�s own heart. Passepartout was by no
means one of those pert dunces dep�cted by Mol�ere w�th a bold gaze and a
nose held h�gh �n the a�r; he was an honest fellow, w�th a pleasant face, l�ps
a tr�fle protrud�ng, soft-mannered and serv�ceable, w�th a good round head,
such as one l�kes to see on the shoulders of a fr�end. H�s eyes were blue, h�s
complex�on rub�cund, h�s f�gure almost portly and well-bu�lt, h�s body
muscular, and h�s phys�cal powers fully developed by the exerc�ses of h�s
younger days. H�s brown ha�r was somewhat tumbled; for, wh�le the anc�ent
sculptors are sa�d to have known e�ghteen methods of arrang�ng M�nerva's
tresses, Passepartout was fam�l�ar w�th but one of dress�ng h�s own: three
strokes of a large-tooth comb completed h�s to�let.



It would be rash to pred�ct how Passepartout's l�vely nature would agree
w�th Mr. Fogg. It was �mposs�ble to tell whether the new servant would turn
out as absolutely method�cal as h�s master requ�red; exper�ence alone could
solve the quest�on. Passepartout had been a sort of vagrant �n h�s early
years, and now yearned for repose; but so far he had fa�led to f�nd �t, though
he had already served �n ten Engl�sh houses. But he could not take root �n
any of these; w�th chagr�n, he found h�s masters �nvar�ably wh�ms�cal and
�rregular, constantly runn�ng about the country, or on the look-out for
adventure. H�s last master, young Lord Longferry, Member of Parl�ament,
after pass�ng h�s n�ghts �n the Haymarket taverns, was too often brought
home �n the morn�ng on pol�cemen's shoulders. Passepartout, des�rous of
respect�ng the gentleman whom he served, ventured a m�ld remonstrance on
such conduct; wh�ch, be�ng �ll-rece�ved, he took h�s leave. Hear�ng that Mr.
Ph�leas Fogg was look�ng for a servant, and that h�s l�fe was one of
unbroken regular�ty, that he ne�ther travelled nor stayed from home
overn�ght, he felt sure that th�s would be the place he was after. He
presented h�mself, and was accepted, as has been seen.

At half-past eleven, then, Passepartout found h�mself alone �n the house
�n Sav�lle Row. He began �ts �nspect�on w�thout delay, scour�ng �t from
cellar to garret. So clean, well-arranged, solemn a mans�on pleased h�m; �t
seemed to h�m l�ke a sna�l's shell, l�ghted and warmed by gas, wh�ch
suff�ced for both these purposes. When Passepartout reached the second
story he recogn�sed at once the room wh�ch he was to �nhab�t, and he was
well sat�sf�ed w�th �t. Electr�c bells and speak�ng-tubes afforded
commun�cat�on w�th the lower stor�es; wh�le on the mantel stood an electr�c
clock, prec�sely l�ke that �n Mr. Fogg's bedchamber, both beat�ng the same
second at the same �nstant. "That's good, that'll do," sa�d Passepartout to
h�mself.

He suddenly observed, hung over the clock, a card wh�ch, upon
�nspect�on, proved to be a programme of the da�ly rout�ne of the house. It
compr�sed all that was requ�red of the servant, from e�ght �n the morn�ng,
exactly at wh�ch hour Ph�leas Fogg rose, t�ll half-past eleven, when he left
the house for the Reform Club—all the deta�ls of serv�ce, the tea and toast
at twenty-three m�nutes past e�ght, the shav�ng-water at th�rty-seven
m�nutes past n�ne, and the to�let at twenty m�nutes before ten. Everyth�ng



was regulated and foreseen that was to be done from half-past eleven a.m.
t�ll m�dn�ght, the hour at wh�ch the method�cal gentleman ret�red.

Mr. Fogg's wardrobe was amply suppl�ed and �n the best taste. Each pa�r
of trousers, coat, and vest bore a number, �nd�cat�ng the t�me of year and
season at wh�ch they were �n turn to be la�d out for wear�ng; and the same
system was appl�ed to the master's shoes. In short, the house �n Sav�lle Row,
wh�ch must have been a very temple of d�sorder and unrest under the
�llustr�ous but d�ss�pated Sher�dan, was cos�ness, comfort, and method
�deal�sed. There was no study, nor were there books, wh�ch would have
been qu�te useless to Mr. Fogg; for at the Reform two l�brar�es, one of
general l�terature and the other of law and pol�t�cs, were at h�s serv�ce. A
moderate-s�zed safe stood �n h�s bedroom, constructed so as to defy f�re as
well as burglars; but Passepartout found ne�ther arms nor hunt�ng weapons
anywhere; everyth�ng betrayed the most tranqu�l and peaceable hab�ts.

Hav�ng scrut�n�sed the house from top to bottom, he rubbed h�s hands, a
broad sm�le overspread h�s features, and he sa�d joyfully, "Th�s �s just what
I wanted! Ah, we shall get on together, Mr. Fogg and I! What a domest�c
and regular gentleman! A real mach�ne; well, I don't m�nd serv�ng a
mach�ne."

Chapter III

IN WHICH A CONVERSATION TAKES PLACE WHICH SEEMS
LIKELY TO COST PHILEAS FOGG DEAR

Ph�leas Fogg, hav�ng shut the door of h�s house at half-past eleven, and
hav�ng put h�s r�ght foot before h�s left f�ve hundred and seventy-f�ve t�mes,
and h�s left foot before h�s r�ght f�ve hundred and seventy-s�x t�mes, reached
the Reform Club, an �mpos�ng ed�f�ce �n Pall Mall, wh�ch could not have
cost less than three m�ll�ons. He repa�red at once to the d�n�ng-room, the
n�ne w�ndows of wh�ch open upon a tasteful garden, where the trees were



already g�lded w�th an autumn colour�ng; and took h�s place at the hab�tual
table, the cover of wh�ch had already been la�d for h�m. H�s breakfast
cons�sted of a s�de-d�sh, a bro�led f�sh w�th Read�ng sauce, a scarlet sl�ce of
roast beef garn�shed w�th mushrooms, a rhubarb and gooseberry tart, and a
morsel of Chesh�re cheese, the whole be�ng washed down w�th several cups
of tea, for wh�ch the Reform �s famous. He rose at th�rteen m�nutes to one,
and d�rected h�s steps towards the large hall, a sumptuous apartment
adorned w�th lav�shly-framed pa�nt�ngs. A flunkey handed h�m an uncut
T�mes, wh�ch he proceeded to cut w�th a sk�ll wh�ch betrayed fam�l�ar�ty
w�th th�s del�cate operat�on. The perusal of th�s paper absorbed Ph�leas
Fogg unt�l a quarter before four, wh�lst the Standard, h�s next task, occup�ed
h�m t�ll the d�nner hour. D�nner passed as breakfast had done, and Mr. Fogg
re-appeared �n the read�ng-room and sat down to the Pall Mall at twenty
m�nutes before s�x. Half an hour later several members of the Reform came
�n and drew up to the f�replace, where a coal f�re was stead�ly burn�ng. They
were Mr. Fogg's usual partners at wh�st: Andrew Stuart, an eng�neer; John
Sull�van and Samuel Fallent�n, bankers; Thomas Flanagan, a brewer; and
Gauth�er Ralph, one of the D�rectors of the Bank of England—all r�ch and
h�ghly respectable personages, even �n a club wh�ch compr�ses the pr�nces
of Engl�sh trade and f�nance.

"Well, Ralph," sa�d Thomas Flanagan, "what about that robbery?"

"Oh," repl�ed Stuart, "the Bank w�ll lose the money."

"On the contrary," broke �n Ralph, "I hope we may put our hands on the
robber. Sk�lful detect�ves have been sent to all the pr�nc�pal ports of
Amer�ca and the Cont�nent, and he'll be a clever fellow �f he sl�ps through
the�r f�ngers."

"But have you got the robber's descr�pt�on?" asked Stuart.

"In the f�rst place, he �s no robber at all," returned Ralph, pos�t�vely.

"What! a fellow who makes off w�th f�fty-f�ve thousand pounds, no
robber?"

"No."



"Perhaps he's a manufacturer, then."

"The Da�ly Telegraph says that he �s a gentleman."

It was Ph�leas Fogg, whose head now emerged from beh�nd h�s
newspapers, who made th�s remark. He bowed to h�s fr�ends, and entered
�nto the conversat�on. The affa�r wh�ch formed �ts subject, and wh�ch was
town talk, had occurred three days before at the Bank of England. A
package of banknotes, to the value of f�fty-f�ve thousand pounds, had been
taken from the pr�nc�pal cash�er's table, that funct�onary be�ng at the
moment engaged �n reg�ster�ng the rece�pt of three sh�ll�ngs and s�xpence.
Of course, he could not have h�s eyes everywhere. Let �t be observed that
the Bank of England reposes a touch�ng conf�dence �n the honesty of the
publ�c. There are ne�ther guards nor grat�ngs to protect �ts treasures; gold,
s�lver, banknotes are freely exposed, at the mercy of the f�rst comer. A keen
observer of Engl�sh customs relates that, be�ng �n one of the rooms of the
Bank one day, he had the cur�os�ty to exam�ne a gold �ngot we�gh�ng some
seven or e�ght pounds. He took �t up, scrut�n�sed �t, passed �t to h�s
ne�ghbour, he to the next man, and so on unt�l the �ngot, go�ng from hand to
hand, was transferred to the end of a dark entry; nor d�d �t return to �ts place
for half an hour. Meanwh�le, the cash�er had not so much as ra�sed h�s head.
But �n the present �nstance th�ngs had not gone so smoothly. The package of
notes not be�ng found when f�ve o'clock sounded from the ponderous clock
�n the "draw�ng off�ce," the amount was passed to the account of prof�t and
loss. As soon as the robbery was d�scovered, p�cked detect�ves hastened off
to L�verpool, Glasgow, Havre, Suez, Br�nd�s�, New York, and other ports,
�nsp�red by the proffered reward of two thousand pounds, and f�ve per cent.
on the sum that m�ght be recovered. Detect�ves were also charged w�th
narrowly watch�ng those who arr�ved at or left London by ra�l, and a
jud�c�al exam�nat�on was at once entered upon.

There were real grounds for suppos�ng, as the Da�ly Telegraph sa�d, that
the th�ef d�d not belong to a profess�onal band. On the day of the robbery a
well-dressed gentleman of pol�shed manners, and w�th a well-to-do a�r, had
been observed go�ng to and fro �n the pay�ng room where the cr�me was
comm�tted. A descr�pt�on of h�m was eas�ly procured and sent to the
detect�ves; and some hopeful sp�r�ts, of whom Ralph was one, d�d not



despa�r of h�s apprehens�on. The papers and clubs were full of the affa�r,
and everywhere people were d�scuss�ng the probab�l�t�es of a successful
pursu�t; and the Reform Club was espec�ally ag�tated, several of �ts
members be�ng Bank off�c�als.

Ralph would not concede that the work of the detect�ves was l�kely to be
�n va�n, for he thought that the pr�ze offered would greatly st�mulate the�r
zeal and act�v�ty. But Stuart was far from shar�ng th�s conf�dence; and, as
they placed themselves at the wh�st-table, they cont�nued to argue the
matter. Stuart and Flanagan played together, wh�le Ph�leas Fogg had
Fallent�n for h�s partner. As the game proceeded the conversat�on ceased,
except�ng between the rubbers, when �t rev�ved aga�n.

"I ma�nta�n," sa�d Stuart, "that the chances are �n favour of the th�ef, who
must be a shrewd fellow."

"Well, but where can he fly to?" asked Ralph. "No country �s safe for
h�m."

"Pshaw!"

"Where could he go, then?"

"Oh, I don't know that. The world �s b�g enough."

"It was once," sa�d Ph�leas Fogg, �n a low tone. "Cut, s�r," he added,
hand�ng the cards to Thomas Flanagan.

The d�scuss�on fell dur�ng the rubber, after wh�ch Stuart took up �ts
thread.

"What do you mean by `once'? Has the world grown smaller?"

"Certa�nly," returned Ralph. "I agree w�th Mr. Fogg. The world has
grown smaller, s�nce a man can now go round �t ten t�mes more qu�ckly
than a hundred years ago. And that �s why the search for th�s th�ef w�ll be
more l�kely to succeed."

"And also why the th�ef can get away more eas�ly."



"Be so good as to play, Mr. Stuart," sa�d Ph�leas Fogg.

But the �ncredulous Stuart was not conv�nced, and when the hand was
f�n�shed, sa�d eagerly: "You have a strange way, Ralph, of prov�ng that the
world has grown smaller. So, because you can go round �t �n three months
—"

"In e�ghty days," �nterrupted Ph�leas Fogg.

"That �s true, gentlemen," added John Sull�van. "Only e�ghty days, now
that the sect�on between Rothal and Allahabad, on the Great Ind�an
Pen�nsula Ra�lway, has been opened. Here �s the est�mate made by the
Da�ly Telegraph:

     From London to Suez via Mont Cenis and
       Brindisi, by rail and steamboats .................  7 days
     From Suez to Bombay, by steamer .................... 13  "
     From Bombay to Calcutta, by rail ...................  3  "
     From Calcutta to Hong Kong, by steamer ............. 13  "
     From Hong Kong to Yokohama (Japan), by steamer .....  6  "
     From Yokohama to San Francisco, by steamer ......... 22  "
     From San Francisco to New York, by rail ............. 7  "
     From New York to London, by steamer and rail ........ 9  "
                                                          -------
       Total ............................................ 80 days."

"Yes, �n e�ghty days!" excla�med Stuart, who �n h�s exc�tement made a
false deal. "But that doesn't take �nto account bad weather, contrary w�nds,
sh�pwrecks, ra�lway acc�dents, and so on."

"All �ncluded," returned Ph�leas Fogg, cont�nu�ng to play desp�te the
d�scuss�on.

"But suppose the H�ndoos or Ind�ans pull up the ra�ls," repl�ed Stuart;
"suppose they stop the tra�ns, p�llage the luggage-vans, and scalp the
passengers!"

"All �ncluded," calmly retorted Fogg; add�ng, as he threw down the
cards, "Two trumps."

Stuart, whose turn �t was to deal, gathered them up, and went on: "You
are r�ght, theoret�cally, Mr. Fogg, but pract�cally—"



"Pract�cally also, Mr. Stuart."

"I'd l�ke to see you do �t �n e�ghty days."

"It depends on you. Shall we go?"

"Heaven preserve me! But I would wager four thousand pounds that
such a journey, made under these cond�t�ons, �s �mposs�ble."

"Qu�te poss�ble, on the contrary," returned Mr. Fogg.

"Well, make �t, then!"

"The journey round the world �n e�ghty days?"

"Yes."

"I should l�ke noth�ng better."

"When?"

"At once. Only I warn you that I shall do �t at your expense."

"It's absurd!" cr�ed Stuart, who was beg�nn�ng to be annoyed at the
pers�stency of h�s fr�end. "Come, let's go on w�th the game."

"Deal over aga�n, then," sa�d Ph�leas Fogg. "There's a false deal."

Stuart took up the pack w�th a fever�sh hand; then suddenly put them
down aga�n.

"Well, Mr. Fogg," sa�d he, "�t shall be so: I w�ll wager the four thousand
on �t."

"Calm yourself, my dear Stuart," sa�d Fallent�n. "It's only a joke."

"When I say I'll wager," returned Stuart, "I mean �t."



"All r�ght," sa�d Mr. Fogg; and, turn�ng to the others, he cont�nued: "I
have a depos�t of twenty thousand at Bar�ng's wh�ch I w�ll w�ll�ngly r�sk
upon �t."

"Twenty thousand pounds!" cr�ed Sull�van. "Twenty thousand pounds,
wh�ch you would lose by a s�ngle acc�dental delay!"

"The unforeseen does not ex�st," qu�etly repl�ed Ph�leas Fogg.

"But, Mr. Fogg, e�ghty days are only the est�mate of the least poss�ble
t�me �n wh�ch the journey can be made."

"A well-used m�n�mum suff�ces for everyth�ng."

"But, �n order not to exceed �t, you must jump mathemat�cally from the
tra�ns upon the steamers, and from the steamers upon the tra�ns aga�n."

"I w�ll jump—mathemat�cally."

"You are jok�ng."

"A true Engl�shman doesn't joke when he �s talk�ng about so ser�ous a
th�ng as a wager," repl�ed Ph�leas Fogg, solemnly. "I w�ll bet twenty
thousand pounds aga�nst anyone who w�shes that I w�ll make the tour of the
world �n e�ghty days or less; �n n�neteen hundred and twenty hours, or a
hundred and f�fteen thousand two hundred m�nutes. Do you accept?"

"We accept," repl�ed Messrs. Stuart, Fallent�n, Sull�van, Flanagan, and
Ralph, after consult�ng each other.

"Good," sa�d Mr. Fogg. "The tra�n leaves for Dover at a quarter before
n�ne. I w�ll take �t."

"Th�s very even�ng?" asked Stuart.

"Th�s very even�ng," returned Ph�leas Fogg. He took out and consulted a
pocket almanac, and added, "As today �s Wednesday, the 2nd of October, I
shall be due �n London �n th�s very room of the Reform Club, on Saturday,
the 21st of December, at a quarter before n�ne p.m.; or else the twenty



thousand pounds, now depos�ted �n my name at Bar�ng's, w�ll belong to
you, �n fact and �n r�ght, gentlemen. Here �s a cheque for the amount."

A memorandum of the wager was at once drawn up and s�gned by the
s�x part�es, dur�ng wh�ch Ph�leas Fogg preserved a sto�cal composure. He
certa�nly d�d not bet to w�n, and had only staked the twenty thousand
pounds, half of h�s fortune, because he foresaw that he m�ght have to
expend the other half to carry out th�s d�ff�cult, not to say unatta�nable,
project. As for h�s antagon�sts, they seemed much ag�tated; not so much by
the value of the�r stake, as because they had some scruples about bett�ng
under cond�t�ons so d�ff�cult to the�r fr�end.

The clock struck seven, and the party offered to suspend the game so that
Mr. Fogg m�ght make h�s preparat�ons for departure.

"I am qu�te ready now," was h�s tranqu�l response. "D�amonds are
trumps: be so good as to play, gentlemen."

Chapter IV

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG ASTOUNDS PASSEPARTOUT, HIS
SERVANT

Hav�ng won twenty gu�neas at wh�st, and taken leave of h�s fr�ends,
Ph�leas Fogg, at twenty-f�ve m�nutes past seven, left the Reform Club.

Passepartout, who had consc�ent�ously stud�ed the programme of h�s
dut�es, was more than surpr�sed to see h�s master gu�lty of the �nexactness
of appear�ng at th�s unaccustomed hour; for, accord�ng to rule, he was not
due �n Sav�lle Row unt�l prec�sely m�dn�ght.

Mr. Fogg repa�red to h�s bedroom, and called out, "Passepartout!"



Passepartout d�d not reply. It could not be he who was called; �t was not
the r�ght hour.

"Passepartout!" repeated Mr. Fogg, w�thout ra�s�ng h�s vo�ce.

Passepartout made h�s appearance.

"I've called you tw�ce," observed h�s master.

"But �t �s not m�dn�ght," responded the other, show�ng h�s watch.

"I know �t; I don't blame you. We start for Dover and Cala�s �n ten
m�nutes."

A puzzled gr�n overspread Passepartout's round face; clearly he had not
comprehended h�s master.

"Mons�eur �s go�ng to leave home?"

"Yes," returned Ph�leas Fogg. "We are go�ng round the world."

Passepartout opened w�de h�s eyes, ra�sed h�s eyebrows, held up h�s
hands, and seemed about to collapse, so overcome was he w�th stupef�ed
aston�shment.

"Round the world!" he murmured.

"In e�ghty days," responded Mr. Fogg. "So we haven't a moment to lose."

"But the trunks?" gasped Passepartout, unconsc�ously sway�ng h�s head
from r�ght to left.

"We'll have no trunks; only a carpet-bag, w�th two sh�rts and three pa�rs
of stock�ngs for me, and the same for you. We'll buy our clothes on the way.
Br�ng down my mack�ntosh and travel�ng-cloak, and some stout shoes,
though we shall do l�ttle walk�ng. Make haste!"

Passepartout tr�ed to reply, but could not. He went out, mounted to h�s
own room, fell �nto a cha�r, and muttered: "That's good, that �s! And I, who



wanted to rema�n qu�et!"

He mechan�cally set about mak�ng the preparat�ons for departure.
Around the world �n e�ghty days! Was h�s master a fool? No. Was th�s a
joke, then? They were go�ng to Dover; good! To Cala�s; good aga�n! After
all, Passepartout, who had been away from France f�ve years, would not be
sorry to set foot on h�s nat�ve so�l aga�n. Perhaps they would go as far as
Par�s, and �t would do h�s eyes good to see Par�s once more. But surely a
gentleman so chary of h�s steps would stop there; no doubt—but, then, �t
was none the less true that he was go�ng away, th�s so domest�c person
h�therto!

By e�ght o'clock Passepartout had packed the modest carpet-bag,
conta�n�ng the wardrobes of h�s master and h�mself; then, st�ll troubled �n
m�nd, he carefully shut the door of h�s room, and descended to Mr. Fogg.

Mr. Fogg was qu�te ready. Under h�s arm m�ght have been observed a
red-bound copy of Bradshaw's Cont�nental Ra�lway Steam Trans�t and
General Gu�de, w�th �ts t�metables show�ng the arr�val and departure of
steamers and ra�lways. He took the carpet-bag, opened �t, and sl�pped �nto �t
a goodly roll of Bank of England notes, wh�ch would pass wherever he
m�ght go.

"You have forgotten noth�ng?" asked he.

"Noth�ng, mons�eur."

"My mack�ntosh and cloak?"

"Here they are."

"Good! Take th�s carpet-bag," hand�ng �t to Passepartout. "Take good
care of �t, for there are twenty thousand pounds �n �t."

Passepartout nearly dropped the bag, as �f the twenty thousand pounds
were �n gold, and we�ghed h�m down.



Master and man then descended, the street-door was double-locked, and
at the end of Sav�lle Row they took a cab and drove rap�dly to Char�ng
Cross. The cab stopped before the ra�lway stat�on at twenty m�nutes past
e�ght. Passepartout jumped off the box and followed h�s master, who, after
pay�ng the cabman, was about to enter the stat�on, when a poor beggar-
woman, w�th a ch�ld �n her arms, her naked feet smeared w�th mud, her
head covered w�th a wretched bonnet, from wh�ch hung a tattered feather,
and her shoulders shrouded �n a ragged shawl, approached, and mournfully
asked for alms.

Mr. Fogg took out the twenty gu�neas he had just won at wh�st, and
handed them to the beggar, say�ng, "Here, my good woman. I'm glad that I
met you;" and passed on.

Passepartout had a mo�st sensat�on about the eyes; h�s master's act�on
touched h�s suscept�ble heart.

Two f�rst-class t�ckets for Par�s hav�ng been speed�ly purchased, Mr.
Fogg was cross�ng the stat�on to the tra�n, when he perce�ved h�s f�ve
fr�ends of the Reform.

"Well, gentlemen," sa�d he, "I'm off, you see; and, �f you w�ll exam�ne
my passport when I get back, you w�ll be able to judge whether I have
accompl�shed the journey agreed upon."

"Oh, that would be qu�te unnecessary, Mr. Fogg," sa�d Ralph pol�tely.
"We w�ll trust your word, as a gentleman of honour."

"You do not forget when you are due �n London aga�n?" asked Stuart.

"In e�ghty days; on Saturday, the 21st of December, 1872, at a quarter
before n�ne p.m. Good-bye, gentlemen."

Ph�leas Fogg and h�s servant seated themselves �n a f�rst-class carr�age at
twenty m�nutes before n�ne; f�ve m�nutes later the wh�stle screamed, and the
tra�n slowly gl�ded out of the stat�on.



The n�ght was dark, and a f�ne, steady ra�n was fall�ng. Ph�leas Fogg,
snugly ensconced �n h�s corner, d�d not open h�s l�ps. Passepartout, not yet
recovered from h�s stupefact�on, clung mechan�cally to the carpet-bag, w�th
�ts enormous treasure.

Just as the tra�n was wh�rl�ng through Sydenham, Passepartout suddenly
uttered a cry of despa�r.

"What's the matter?" asked Mr. Fogg.

"Alas! In my hurry—I—I forgot—"

"What?"

"To turn off the gas �n my room!"

"Very well, young man," returned Mr. Fogg, coolly; "�t w�ll burn—at
your expense."

Chapter V

IN WHICH A NEW SPECIES OF FUNDS, UNKNOWN TO THE
MONEYED MEN, APPEARS ON 'CHANGE

Ph�leas Fogg r�ghtly suspected that h�s departure from London would
create a l�vely sensat�on at the West End. The news of the bet spread
through the Reform Club, and afforded an exc�t�ng top�c of conversat�on to
�ts members. From the club �t soon got �nto the papers throughout England.
The boasted "tour of the world" was talked about, d�sputed, argued w�th as
much warmth as �f the subject were another Alabama cla�m. Some took
s�des w�th Ph�leas Fogg, but the large major�ty shook the�r heads and
declared aga�nst h�m; �t was absurd, �mposs�ble, they declared, that the tour
of the world could be made, except theoret�cally and on paper, �n th�s



m�n�mum of t�me, and w�th the ex�st�ng means of travell�ng. The T�mes,
Standard, Morn�ng Post, and Da�ly News, and twenty other h�ghly
respectable newspapers scouted Mr. Fogg's project as madness; the Da�ly
Telegraph alone hes�tat�ngly supported h�m. People �n general thought h�m
a lunat�c, and blamed h�s Reform Club fr�ends for hav�ng accepted a wager
wh�ch betrayed the mental aberrat�on of �ts proposer.

Art�cles no less pass�onate than log�cal appeared on the quest�on, for
geography �s one of the pet subjects of the Engl�sh; and the columns
devoted to Ph�leas Fogg's venture were eagerly devoured by all classes of
readers. At f�rst some rash �nd�v�duals, pr�nc�pally of the gentler sex,
espoused h�s cause, wh�ch became st�ll more popular when the Illustrated
London News came out w�th h�s portra�t, cop�ed from a photograph �n the
Reform Club. A few readers of the Da�ly Telegraph even dared to say,
"Why not, after all? Stranger th�ngs have come to pass."

At last a long art�cle appeared, on the 7th of October, �n the bullet�n of
the Royal Geograph�cal Soc�ety, wh�ch treated the quest�on from every
po�nt of v�ew, and demonstrated the utter folly of the enterpr�se.

Everyth�ng, �t sa�d, was aga�nst the travellers, every obstacle �mposed
al�ke by man and by nature. A m�raculous agreement of the t�mes of
departure and arr�val, wh�ch was �mposs�ble, was absolutely necessary to
h�s success. He m�ght, perhaps, reckon on the arr�val of tra�ns at the
des�gnated hours, �n Europe, where the d�stances were relat�vely moderate;
but when he calculated upon cross�ng Ind�a �n three days, and the Un�ted
States �n seven, could he rely beyond m�sg�v�ng upon accompl�sh�ng h�s
task? There were acc�dents to mach�nery, the l�ab�l�ty of tra�ns to run off the
l�ne, coll�s�ons, bad weather, the block�ng up by snow—were not all these
aga�nst Ph�leas Fogg? Would he not f�nd h�mself, when travell�ng by
steamer �n w�nter, at the mercy of the w�nds and fogs? Is �t uncommon for
the best ocean steamers to be two or three days beh�nd t�me? But a s�ngle
delay would suff�ce to fatally break the cha�n of commun�cat�on; should
Ph�leas Fogg once m�ss, even by an hour; a steamer, he would have to wa�t
for the next, and that would �rrevocably render h�s attempt va�n.

Th�s art�cle made a great deal of no�se, and, be�ng cop�ed �nto all the
papers, ser�ously depressed the advocates of the rash tour�st.



Everybody knows that England �s the world of bett�ng men, who are of a
h�gher class than mere gamblers; to bet �s �n the Engl�sh temperament. Not
only the members of the Reform, but the general publ�c, made heavy
wagers for or aga�nst Ph�leas Fogg, who was set down �n the bett�ng books
as �f he were a race-horse. Bonds were �ssued, and made the�r appearance
on 'Change; "Ph�leas Fogg bonds" were offered at par or at a prem�um, and
a great bus�ness was done �n them. But f�ve days after the art�cle �n the
bullet�n of the Geograph�cal Soc�ety appeared, the demand began to
subs�de: "Ph�leas Fogg" decl�ned. They were offered by packages, at f�rst of
f�ve, then of ten, unt�l at last nobody would take less than twenty, f�fty, a
hundred!

Lord Albemarle, an elderly paralyt�c gentleman, was now the only
advocate of Ph�leas Fogg left. Th�s noble lord, who was fastened to h�s
cha�r, would have g�ven h�s fortune to be able to make the tour of the world,
�f �t took ten years; and he bet f�ve thousand pounds on Ph�leas Fogg. When
the folly as well as the uselessness of the adventure was po�nted out to h�m,
he contented h�mself w�th reply�ng, "If the th�ng �s feas�ble, the f�rst to do �t
ought to be an Engl�shman."

The Fogg party dw�ndled more and more, everybody was go�ng aga�nst
h�m, and the bets stood a hundred and f�fty and two hundred to one; and a
week after h�s departure an �nc�dent occurred wh�ch depr�ved h�m of
backers at any pr�ce.

The comm�ss�oner of pol�ce was s�tt�ng �n h�s off�ce at n�ne o'clock one
even�ng, when the follow�ng telegraph�c d�spatch was put �nto h�s hands:

Suez to London.

Rowan, Comm�ss�oner of Pol�ce, Scotland Yard:

I've found the bank robber, Ph�leas Fogg. Send w�th out delay warrant of
arrest to Bombay.

F�x, Detect�ve.



The effect of th�s d�spatch was �nstantaneous. The pol�shed gentleman
d�sappeared to g�ve place to the bank robber. H�s photograph, wh�ch was
hung w�th those of the rest of the members at the Reform Club, was
m�nutely exam�ned, and �t betrayed, feature by feature, the descr�pt�on of
the robber wh�ch had been prov�ded to the pol�ce. The myster�ous hab�ts of
Ph�leas Fogg were recalled; h�s sol�tary ways, h�s sudden departure; and �t
seemed clear that, �n undertak�ng a tour round the world on the pretext of a
wager, he had had no other end �n v�ew than to elude the detect�ves, and
throw them off h�s track.

Chapter VI

IN WHICH FIX, THE DETECTIVE, BETRAYS A VERY NATURAL
IMPATIENCE

The c�rcumstances under wh�ch th�s telegraph�c d�spatch about Ph�leas
Fogg was sent were as follows:

The steamer Mongol�a, belong�ng to the Pen�nsular and Or�ental
Company, bu�lt of �ron, of two thousand e�ght hundred tons burden, and f�ve
hundred horse-power, was due at eleven o'clock a.m. on Wednesday, the 9th
of October, at Suez. The Mongol�a pl�ed regularly between Br�nd�s� and
Bombay v�a the Suez Canal, and was one of the fastest steamers belong�ng
to the company, always mak�ng more than ten knots an hour between
Br�nd�s� and Suez, and n�ne and a half between Suez and Bombay.

Two men were promenad�ng up and down the wharves, among the
crowd of nat�ves and strangers who were sojourn�ng at th�s once straggl�ng
v�llage—now, thanks to the enterpr�se of M. Lesseps, a fast-grow�ng town.
One was the Br�t�sh consul at Suez, who, desp�te the prophec�es of the
Engl�sh Government, and the unfavourable pred�ct�ons of Stephenson, was
�n the hab�t of see�ng, from h�s off�ce w�ndow, Engl�sh sh�ps da�ly pass�ng
to and fro on the great canal, by wh�ch the old roundabout route from



England to Ind�a by the Cape of Good Hope was abr�dged by at least a half.
The other was a small, sl�ght-bu�lt personage, w�th a nervous, �ntell�gent
face, and br�ght eyes peer�ng out from under eyebrows wh�ch he was
�ncessantly tw�tch�ng. He was just now man�fest�ng unm�stakable s�gns of
�mpat�ence, nervously pac�ng up and down, and unable to stand st�ll for a
moment. Th�s was F�x, one of the detect�ves who had been d�spatched from
England �n search of the bank robber; �t was h�s task to narrowly watch
every passenger who arr�ved at Suez, and to follow up all who seemed to be
susp�c�ous characters, or bore a resemblance to the descr�pt�on of the
cr�m�nal, wh�ch he had rece�ved two days before from the pol�ce
headquarters at London. The detect�ve was ev�dently �nsp�red by the hope
of obta�n�ng the splend�d reward wh�ch would be the pr�ze of success, and
awa�ted w�th a fever�sh �mpat�ence, easy to understand, the arr�val of the
steamer Mongol�a.

"So you say, consul," asked he for the twent�eth t�me, "that th�s steamer
�s never beh�nd t�me?"

"No, Mr. F�x," repl�ed the consul. "She was bespoken yesterday at Port
Sa�d, and the rest of the way �s of no account to such a craft. I repeat that
the Mongol�a has been �n advance of the t�me requ�red by the company's
regulat�ons, and ga�ned the pr�ze awarded for excess of speed."

"Does she come d�rectly from Br�nd�s�?"

"D�rectly from Br�nd�s�; she takes on the Ind�an ma�ls there, and she left
there Saturday at f�ve p.m. Have pat�ence, Mr. F�x; she w�ll not be late. But
really, I don't see how, from the descr�pt�on you have, you w�ll be able to
recogn�se your man, even �f he �s on board the Mongol�a."

"A man rather feels the presence of these fellows, consul, than
recogn�ses them. You must have a scent for them, and a scent �s l�ke a s�xth
sense wh�ch comb�nes hear�ng, see�ng, and smell�ng. I've arrested more than
one of these gentlemen �n my t�me, and, �f my th�ef �s on board, I'll answer
for �t; he'll not sl�p through my f�ngers."

"I hope so, Mr. F�x, for �t was a heavy robbery."



"A magn�f�cent robbery, consul; f�fty-f�ve thousand pounds! We don't
often have such w�ndfalls. Burglars are gett�ng to be so contempt�ble
nowadays! A fellow gets hung for a handful of sh�ll�ngs!"

"Mr. F�x," sa�d the consul, "I l�ke your way of talk�ng, and hope you'll
succeed; but I fear you w�ll f�nd �t far from easy. Don't you see, the
descr�pt�on wh�ch you have there has a s�ngular resemblance to an honest
man?"

"Consul," remarked the detect�ve, dogmat�cally, "great robbers always
resemble honest folks. Fellows who have rascally faces have only one
course to take, and that �s to rema�n honest; otherw�se they would be
arrested off-hand. The art�st�c th�ng �s, to unmask honest countenances; �t's
no l�ght task, I adm�t, but a real art."

Mr. F�x ev�dently was not want�ng �n a t�nge of self-conce�t.

L�ttle by l�ttle the scene on the quay became more an�mated; sa�lors of
var�ous nat�ons, merchants, sh�p-brokers, porters, fellahs, bustled to and fro
as �f the steamer were �mmed�ately expected. The weather was clear, and
sl�ghtly ch�lly. The m�narets of the town loomed above the houses �n the
pale rays of the sun. A jetty p�er, some two thousand yards along, extended
�nto the roadstead. A number of f�sh�ng-smacks and coast�ng boats, some
reta�n�ng the fantast�c fash�on of anc�ent galleys, were d�scern�ble on the
Red Sea.

As he passed among the busy crowd, F�x, accord�ng to hab�t, scrut�n�sed
the passers-by w�th a keen, rap�d glance.

It was now half-past ten.

"The steamer doesn't come!" he excla�med, as the port clock struck.

"She can't be far off now," returned h�s compan�on.

"How long w�ll she stop at Suez?"



"Four hours; long enough to get �n her coal. It �s th�rteen hundred and ten
m�les from Suez to Aden, at the other end of the Red Sea, and she has to
take �n a fresh coal supply."

"And does she go from Suez d�rectly to Bombay?"

"W�thout putt�ng �n anywhere."

"Good!" sa�d F�x. "If the robber �s on board he w�ll no doubt get off at
Suez, so as to reach the Dutch or French colon�es �n As�a by some other
route. He ought to know that he would not be safe an hour �n Ind�a, wh�ch �s
Engl�sh so�l."

"Unless," objected the consul, "he �s except�onally shrewd. An Engl�sh
cr�m�nal, you know, �s always better concealed �n London than anywhere
else."

Th�s observat�on furn�shed the detect�ve food for thought, and
meanwh�le the consul went away to h�s off�ce. F�x, left alone, was more
�mpat�ent than ever, hav�ng a present�ment that the robber was on board the
Mongol�a. If he had �ndeed left London �ntend�ng to reach the New World,
he would naturally take the route v�a Ind�a, wh�ch was less watched and
more d�ff�cult to watch than that of the Atlant�c. But F�x's reflect�ons were
soon �nterrupted by a success�on of sharp wh�stles, wh�ch announced the
arr�val of the Mongol�a. The porters and fellahs rushed down the quay, and
a dozen boats pushed off from the shore to go and meet the steamer. Soon
her g�gant�c hull appeared pass�ng along between the banks, and eleven
o'clock struck as she anchored �n the road. She brought an unusual number
of passengers, some of whom rema�ned on deck to scan the p�cturesque
panorama of the town, wh�le the greater part d�sembarked �n the boats, and
landed on the quay.

F�x took up a pos�t�on, and carefully exam�ned each face and f�gure
wh�ch made �ts appearance. Presently one of the passengers, after
v�gorously push�ng h�s way through the �mportunate crowd of porters, came
up to h�m and pol�tely asked �f he could po�nt out the Engl�sh consulate, at
the same t�me show�ng a passport wh�ch he w�shed to have v�saed. F�x
�nst�nct�vely took the passport, and w�th a rap�d glance read the descr�pt�on



of �ts bearer. An �nvoluntary mot�on of surpr�se nearly escaped h�m, for the
descr�pt�on �n the passport was �dent�cal w�th that of the bank robber wh�ch
he had rece�ved from Scotland Yard.

"Is th�s your passport?" asked he.

"No, �t's my master's."

"And your master �s—"

"He stayed on board."

"But he must go to the consul's �n person, so as to establ�sh h�s �dent�ty."

"Oh, �s that necessary?"

"Qu�te �nd�spensable."

"And where �s the consulate?"

"There, on the corner of the square," sa�d F�x, po�nt�ng to a house two
hundred steps off.

"I'll go and fetch my master, who won't be much pleased, however, to be
d�sturbed."

The passenger bowed to F�x, and returned to the steamer.

Chapter VII

WHICH ONCE MORE DEMONSTRATES THE USELESSNESS OF
PASSPORTS AS AIDS TO DETECTIVES



The detect�ve passed down the quay, and rap�dly made h�s way to the
consul's off�ce, where he was at once adm�tted to the presence of that
off�c�al.

"Consul," sa�d he, w�thout preamble, "I have strong reasons for bel�ev�ng
that my man �s a passenger on the Mongol�a." And he narrated what had
just passed concern�ng the passport.

"Well, Mr. F�x," repl�ed the consul, "I shall not be sorry to see the
rascal's face; but perhaps he won't come here—that �s, �f he �s the person
you suppose h�m to be. A robber doesn't qu�te l�ke to leave traces of h�s
fl�ght beh�nd h�m; and, bes�des, he �s not obl�ged to have h�s passport
counters�gned."

"If he �s as shrewd as I th�nk he �s, consul, he w�ll come."

"To have h�s passport v�saed?"

"Yes. Passports are only good for annoy�ng honest folks, and a�d�ng �n
the fl�ght of rogues. I assure you �t w�ll be qu�te the th�ng for h�m to do; but
I hope you w�ll not v�sa the passport."

"Why not? If the passport �s genu�ne I have no r�ght to refuse."

"St�ll, I must keep th�s man here unt�l I can get a warrant to arrest h�m
from London."

"Ah, that's your look-out. But I cannot—"

The consul d�d not f�n�sh h�s sentence, for as he spoke a knock was heard
at the door, and two strangers entered, one of whom was the servant whom
F�x had met on the quay. The other, who was h�s master, held out h�s
passport w�th the request that the consul would do h�m the favour to v�sa �t.
The consul took the document and carefully read �t, wh�lst F�x observed, or
rather devoured, the stranger w�th h�s eyes from a corner of the room.

"You are Mr. Ph�leas Fogg?" sa�d the consul, after read�ng the passport.

"I am."



"And th�s man �s your servant?"

"He �s: a Frenchman, named Passepartout."

"You are from London?"

"Yes."

"And you are go�ng—"

"To Bombay."

"Very good, s�r. You know that a v�sa �s useless, and that no passport �s
requ�red?"

"I know �t, s�r," repl�ed Ph�leas Fogg; "but I w�sh to prove, by your v�sa,
that I came by Suez."

"Very well, s�r."

The consul proceeded to s�gn and date the passport, after wh�ch he added
h�s off�c�al seal. Mr. Fogg pa�d the customary fee, coldly bowed, and went
out, followed by h�s servant.

"Well?" quer�ed the detect�ve.

"Well, he looks and acts l�ke a perfectly honest man," repl�ed the consul.

"Poss�bly; but that �s not the quest�on. Do you th�nk, consul, that th�s
phlegmat�c gentleman resembles, feature by feature, the robber whose
descr�pt�on I have rece�ved?"

"I concede that; but then, you know, all descr�pt�ons—"

"I'll make certa�n of �t," �nterrupted F�x. "The servant seems to me less
myster�ous than the master; bes�des, he's a Frenchman, and can't help
talk�ng. Excuse me for a l�ttle wh�le, consul."

F�x started off �n search of Passepartout.



Meanwh�le Mr. Fogg, after leav�ng the consulate, repa�red to the quay,
gave some orders to Passepartout, went off to the Mongol�a �n a boat, and
descended to h�s cab�n. He took up h�s note-book, wh�ch conta�ned the
follow�ng memoranda:

"Left London, Wednesday, October 2nd, at 8.45 p.m. "Reached Par�s,
Thursday, October 3rd, at 7.20 a.m. "Left Par�s, Thursday, at 8.40 a.m.
"Reached Tur�n by Mont Cen�s, Fr�day, October 4th, at 6.35 a.m. "Left
Tur�n, Fr�day, at 7.20 a.m. "Arr�ved at Br�nd�s�, Saturday, October 5th, at 4
p.m. "Sa�led on the Mongol�a, Saturday, at 5 p.m. "Reached Suez,
Wednesday, October 9th, at 11 a.m. "Total of hours spent, 158+; or, �n days,
s�x days and a half."

These dates were �nscr�bed �n an �t�nerary d�v�ded �nto columns,
�nd�cat�ng the month, the day of the month, and the day for the st�pulated
and actual arr�vals at each pr�nc�pal po�nt Par�s, Br�nd�s�, Suez, Bombay,
Calcutta, S�ngapore, Hong Kong, Yokohama, San Franc�sco, New York,
and London—from the 2nd of October to the 21st of December; and g�v�ng
a space for sett�ng down the ga�n made or the loss suffered on arr�val at
each local�ty. Th�s method�cal record thus conta�ned an account of
everyth�ng needed, and Mr. Fogg always knew whether he was beh�nd-hand
or �n advance of h�s t�me. On th�s Fr�day, October 9th, he noted h�s arr�val
at Suez, and observed that he had as yet ne�ther ga�ned nor lost. He sat
down qu�etly to breakfast �n h�s cab�n, never once th�nk�ng of �nspect�ng the
town, be�ng one of those Engl�shmen who are wont to see fore�gn countr�es
through the eyes of the�r domest�cs.

Chapter VIII

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT TALKS RATHER MORE, PERHAPS,
THAN IS PRUDENT



F�x soon rejo�ned Passepartout, who was loung�ng and look�ng about on
the quay, as �f he d�d not feel that he, at least, was obl�ged not to see
anyth�ng.

"Well, my fr�end," sa�d the detect�ve, com�ng up w�th h�m, "�s your
passport v�saed?"

"Ah, �t's you, �s �t, mons�eur?" responded Passepartout. "Thanks, yes, the
passport �s all r�ght."

"And you are look�ng about you?"

"Yes; but we travel so fast that I seem to be journey�ng �n a dream. So
th�s �s Suez?"

"Yes."

"In Egypt?"

"Certa�nly, �n Egypt."

"And �n Afr�ca?"

"In Afr�ca."

"In Afr�ca!" repeated Passepartout. "Just th�nk, mons�eur, I had no �dea
that we should go farther than Par�s; and all that I saw of Par�s was between
twenty m�nutes past seven and twenty m�nutes before n�ne �n the morn�ng,
between the Northern and the Lyons stat�ons, through the w�ndows of a car,
and �n a dr�v�ng ra�n! How I regret not hav�ng seen once more Pere la
Cha�se and the c�rcus �n the Champs Elysees!"

"You are �n a great hurry, then?"

"I am not, but my master �s. By the way, I must buy some shoes and
sh�rts. We came away w�thout trunks, only w�th a carpet-bag."

"I w�ll show you an excellent shop for gett�ng what you want."



"Really, mons�eur, you are very k�nd."

And they walked off together, Passepartout chatt�ng volubly as they went
along.

"Above all," sa�d he; "don't let me lose the steamer."

"You have plenty of t�me; �t's only twelve o'clock."

Passepartout pulled out h�s b�g watch. "Twelve!" he excla�med; "why, �t's
only e�ght m�nutes before ten."

"Your watch �s slow."

"My watch? A fam�ly watch, mons�eur, wh�ch has come down from my
great-grandfather! It doesn't vary f�ve m�nutes �n the year. It's a perfect
chronometer, look you."

"I see how �t �s," sa�d F�x. "You have kept London t�me, wh�ch �s two
hours beh�nd that of Suez. You ought to regulate your watch at noon �n each
country."

"I regulate my watch? Never!"

"Well, then, �t w�ll not agree w�th the sun."

"So much the worse for the sun, mons�eur. The sun w�ll be wrong, then!"

And the worthy fellow returned the watch to �ts fob w�th a def�ant
gesture. After a few m�nutes s�lence, F�x resumed: "You left London hast�ly,
then?"

"I rather th�nk so! Last Fr�day at e�ght o'clock �n the even�ng, Mons�eur
Fogg came home from h�s club, and three-quarters of an hour afterwards we
were off."

"But where �s your master go�ng?"

"Always stra�ght ahead. He �s go�ng round the world."



"Round the world?" cr�ed F�x.

"Yes, and �n e�ghty days! He says �t �s on a wager; but, between us, I
don't bel�eve a word of �t. That wouldn't be common sense. There's
someth�ng else �n the w�nd."

"Ah! Mr. Fogg �s a character, �s he?"

"I should say he was."

"Is he r�ch?"

"No doubt, for he �s carry�ng an enormous sum �n brand new banknotes
w�th h�m. And he doesn't spare the money on the way, e�ther: he has offered
a large reward to the eng�neer of the Mongol�a �f he gets us to Bombay well
�n advance of t�me."

"And you have known your master a long t�me?"

"Why, no; I entered h�s serv�ce the very day we left London."

The effect of these repl�es upon the already susp�c�ous and exc�ted
detect�ve may be �mag�ned. The hasty departure from London soon after the
robbery; the large sum carr�ed by Mr. Fogg; h�s eagerness to reach d�stant
countr�es; the pretext of an eccentr�c and foolhardy bet—all conf�rmed F�x
�n h�s theory. He cont�nued to pump poor Passepartout, and learned that he
really knew l�ttle or noth�ng of h�s master, who l�ved a sol�tary ex�stence �n
London, was sa�d to be r�ch, though no one knew whence came h�s r�ches,
and was myster�ous and �mpenetrable �n h�s affa�rs and hab�ts. F�x felt sure
that Ph�leas Fogg would not land at Suez, but was really go�ng on to
Bombay.

"Is Bombay far from here?" asked Passepartout.

"Pretty far. It �s a ten days' voyage by sea."

"And �n what country �s Bombay?"

"Ind�a."



"In As�a?"

"Certa�nly."

"The deuce! I was go�ng to tell you there's one th�ng that worr�es me—
my burner!"

"What burner?"

"My gas-burner, wh�ch I forgot to turn off, and wh�ch �s at th�s moment
burn�ng at my expense. I have calculated, mons�eur, that I lose two sh�ll�ngs
every four and twenty hours, exactly s�xpence more than I earn; and you
w�ll understand that the longer our journey—"

D�d F�x pay any attent�on to Passepartout's trouble about the gas? It �s
not probable. He was not l�sten�ng, but was cog�tat�ng a project.
Passepartout and he had now reached the shop, where F�x left h�s
compan�on to make h�s purchases, after recommend�ng h�m not to m�ss the
steamer, and hurr�ed back to the consulate. Now that he was fully
conv�nced, F�x had qu�te recovered h�s equan�m�ty.

"Consul," sa�d he, "I have no longer any doubt. I have spotted my man.
He passes h�mself off as an odd st�ck who �s go�ng round the world �n
e�ghty days."

"Then he's a sharp fellow," returned the consul, "and counts on return�ng
to London after putt�ng the pol�ce of the two countr�es off h�s track."

"We'll see about that," repl�ed F�x.

"But are you not m�staken?"

"I am not m�staken."

"Why was th�s robber so anx�ous to prove, by the v�sa, that he had
passed through Suez?"

"Why? I have no �dea; but l�sten to me."



He reported �n a few words the most �mportant parts of h�s conversat�on
w�th Passepartout.

"In short," sa�d the consul, "appearances are wholly aga�nst th�s man.
And what are you go�ng to do?"



"Send a d�spatch to London for a warrant of arrest to be d�spatched
�nstantly to Bombay, take passage on board the Mongol�a, follow my rogue
to Ind�a, and there, on Engl�sh ground, arrest h�m pol�tely, w�th my warrant
�n my hand, and my hand on h�s shoulder."

Hav�ng uttered these words w�th a cool, careless a�r, the detect�ve took
leave of the consul, and repa�red to the telegraph off�ce, whence he sent the
d�spatch wh�ch we have seen to the London pol�ce off�ce. A quarter of an
hour later found F�x, w�th a small bag �n h�s hand, proceed�ng on board the
Mongol�a; and, ere many moments longer, the noble steamer rode out at full
steam upon the waters of the Red Sea.

Chapter IX

IN WHICH THE RED SEA AND THE INDIAN OCEAN PROVE
PROPITIOUS

TO THE DESIGNS OF PHILEAS FOGG

The d�stance between Suez and Aden �s prec�sely th�rteen hundred and
ten m�les, and the regulat�ons of the company allow the steamers one
hundred and th�rty-e�ght hours �n wh�ch to traverse �t. The Mongol�a, thanks
to the v�gorous exert�ons of the eng�neer, seemed l�kely, so rap�d was her
speed, to reach her dest�nat�on cons�derably w�th�n that t�me. The greater
part of the passengers from Br�nd�s� were bound for Ind�a some for
Bombay, others for Calcutta by way of Bombay, the nearest route th�ther,
now that a ra�lway crosses the Ind�an pen�nsula. Among the passengers was
a number of off�c�als and m�l�tary off�cers of var�ous grades, the latter be�ng
e�ther attached to the regular Br�t�sh forces or command�ng the Sepoy
troops, and rece�v�ng h�gh salar�es ever s�nce the central government has
assumed the powers of the East Ind�a Company: for the sub-l�eutenants get
280 pounds, br�gad�ers, 2,400 pounds, and generals of d�v�s�ons, 4,000
pounds. What w�th the m�l�tary men, a number of r�ch young Engl�shmen



on the�r travels, and the hosp�table efforts of the purser, the t�me passed
qu�ckly on the Mongol�a. The best of fare was spread upon the cab�n tables
at breakfast, lunch, d�nner, and the e�ght o'clock supper, and the lad�es
scrupulously changed the�r to�lets tw�ce a day; and the hours were wh�rled
away, when the sea was tranqu�l, w�th mus�c, danc�ng, and games.

But the Red Sea �s full of capr�ce, and often bo�sterous, l�ke most long
and narrow gulfs. When the w�nd came from the Afr�can or As�an coast the
Mongol�a, w�th her long hull, rolled fearfully. Then the lad�es speed�ly
d�sappeared below; the p�anos were s�lent; s�ng�ng and danc�ng suddenly
ceased. Yet the good sh�p ploughed stra�ght on, unretarded by w�nd or
wave, towards the stra�ts of Bab-el-Mandeb. What was Ph�leas Fogg do�ng
all th�s t�me? It m�ght be thought that, �n h�s anx�ety, he would be constantly
watch�ng the changes of the w�nd, the d�sorderly rag�ng of the b�llows—
every chance, �n short, wh�ch m�ght force the Mongol�a to slacken her
speed, and thus �nterrupt h�s journey. But, �f he thought of these
poss�b�l�t�es, he d�d not betray the fact by any outward s�gn.

Always the same �mpass�ble member of the Reform Club, whom no
�nc�dent could surpr�se, as unvary�ng as the sh�p's chronometers, and
seldom hav�ng the cur�os�ty even to go upon the deck, he passed through
the memorable scenes of the Red Sea w�th cold �nd�fference; d�d not care to
recogn�se the h�stor�c towns and v�llages wh�ch, along �ts borders, ra�sed
the�r p�cturesque outl�nes aga�nst the sky; and betrayed no fear of the
dangers of the Arab�c Gulf, wh�ch the old h�stor�ans always spoke of w�th
horror, and upon wh�ch the anc�ent nav�gators never ventured w�thout
prop�t�at�ng the gods by ample sacr�f�ces. How d�d th�s eccentr�c personage
pass h�s t�me on the Mongol�a? He made h�s four hearty meals every day,
regardless of the most pers�stent roll�ng and p�tch�ng on the part of the
steamer; and he played wh�st �ndefat�gably, for he had found partners as
enthus�ast�c �n the game as h�mself. A tax-collector, on the way to h�s post
at Goa; the Rev. Dec�mus Sm�th, return�ng to h�s par�sh at Bombay; and a
br�gad�er-general of the Engl�sh army, who was about to rejo�n h�s br�gade
at Benares, made up the party, and, w�th Mr. Fogg, played wh�st by the hour
together �n absorb�ng s�lence.



As for Passepartout, he, too, had escaped sea-s�ckness, and took h�s
meals consc�ent�ously �n the forward cab�n. He rather enjoyed the voyage,
for he was well fed and well lodged, took a great �nterest �n the scenes
through wh�ch they were pass�ng, and consoled h�mself w�th the delus�on
that h�s master's wh�m would end at Bombay. He was pleased, on the day
after leav�ng Suez, to f�nd on deck the obl�g�ng person w�th whom he had
walked and chatted on the quays.

"If I am not m�staken," sa�d he, approach�ng th�s person, w�th h�s most
am�able sm�le, "you are the gentleman who so k�ndly volunteered to gu�de
me at Suez?"

"Ah! I qu�te recogn�se you. You are the servant of the strange
Engl�shman—"

"Just so, mons�eur—"

"F�x."

"Mons�eur F�x," resumed Passepartout, "I'm charmed to f�nd you on
board. Where are you bound?"

"L�ke you, to Bombay."

"That's cap�tal! Have you made th�s tr�p before?"

"Several t�mes. I am one of the agents of the Pen�nsular Company."

"Then you know Ind�a?"

"Why yes," repl�ed F�x, who spoke caut�ously.

"A cur�ous place, th�s Ind�a?"

"Oh, very cur�ous. Mosques, m�narets, temples, fak�rs, pagodas, t�gers,
snakes, elephants! I hope you w�ll have ample t�me to see the s�ghts."

"I hope so, Mons�eur F�x. You see, a man of sound sense ought not to
spend h�s l�fe jump�ng from a steamer upon a ra�lway tra�n, and from a



ra�lway tra�n upon a steamer aga�n, pretend�ng to make the tour of the world
�n e�ghty days! No; all these gymnast�cs, you may be sure, w�ll cease at
Bombay."

"And Mr. Fogg �s gett�ng on well?" asked F�x, �n the most natural tone �n
the world.

"Qu�te well, and I too. I eat l�ke a fam�shed ogre; �t's the sea a�r."

"But I never see your master on deck."

"Never; he hasn't the least cur�os�ty."

"Do you know, Mr. Passepartout, that th�s pretended tour �n e�ghty days
may conceal some secret errand—perhaps a d�plomat�c m�ss�on?"

"Fa�th, Mons�eur F�x, I assure you I know noth�ng about �t, nor would I
g�ve half a crown to f�nd out."

After th�s meet�ng, Passepartout and F�x got �nto the hab�t of chatt�ng
together, the latter mak�ng �t a po�nt to ga�n the worthy man's conf�dence.
He frequently offered h�m a glass of wh�skey or pale ale �n the steamer bar-
room, wh�ch Passepartout never fa�led to accept w�th graceful alacr�ty,
mentally pronounc�ng F�x the best of good fellows.

Meanwh�le the Mongol�a was push�ng forward rap�dly; on the 13th,
Mocha, surrounded by �ts ru�ned walls whereon date-trees were grow�ng,
was s�ghted, and on the mounta�ns beyond were esp�ed vast coffee-f�elds.
Passepartout was rav�shed to behold th�s celebrated place, and thought that,
w�th �ts c�rcular walls and d�smantled fort, �t looked l�ke an �mmense
coffee-cup and saucer. The follow�ng n�ght they passed through the Stra�t of
Bab-el-Mandeb, wh�ch means �n Arab�c The Br�dge of Tears, and the next
day they put �n at Steamer Po�nt, north-west of Aden harbour, to take �n
coal. Th�s matter of fuell�ng steamers �s a ser�ous one at such d�stances from
the coal-m�nes; �t costs the Pen�nsular Company some e�ght hundred
thousand pounds a year. In these d�stant seas, coal �s worth three or four
pounds sterl�ng a ton.



The Mongol�a had st�ll s�xteen hundred and f�fty m�les to traverse before
reach�ng Bombay, and was obl�ged to rema�n four hours at Steamer Po�nt to
coal up. But th�s delay, as �t was foreseen, d�d not affect Ph�leas Fogg's
programme; bes�des, the Mongol�a, �nstead of reach�ng Aden on the
morn�ng of the 15th, when she was due, arr�ved there on the even�ng of the
14th, a ga�n of f�fteen hours.

Mr. Fogg and h�s servant went ashore at Aden to have the passport aga�n
v�saed; F�x, unobserved, followed them. The v�sa procured, Mr. Fogg
returned on board to resume h�s former hab�ts; wh�le Passepartout,
accord�ng to custom, sauntered about among the m�xed populat�on of
Somal�s, Banyans, Parsees, Jews, Arabs, and Europeans who compr�se the
twenty-f�ve thousand �nhab�tants of Aden. He gazed w�th wonder upon the
fort�f�cat�ons wh�ch make th�s place the G�braltar of the Ind�an Ocean, and
the vast c�sterns where the Engl�sh eng�neers were st�ll at work, two
thousand years after the eng�neers of Solomon.

"Very cur�ous, very cur�ous," sa�d Passepartout to h�mself, on return�ng
to the steamer. "I see that �t �s by no means useless to travel, �f a man wants
to see someth�ng new." At s�x p.m. the Mongol�a slowly moved out of the
roadstead, and was soon once more on the Ind�an Ocean. She had a hundred
and s�xty-e�ght hours �n wh�ch to reach Bombay, and the sea was
favourable, the w�nd be�ng �n the north-west, and all sa�ls a�d�ng the eng�ne.
The steamer rolled but l�ttle, the lad�es, �n fresh to�lets, reappeared on deck,
and the s�ng�ng and danc�ng were resumed. The tr�p was be�ng
accompl�shed most successfully, and Passepartout was enchanted w�th the
congen�al compan�on wh�ch chance had secured h�m �n the person of the
del�ghtful F�x. On Sunday, October 20th, towards noon, they came �n s�ght
of the Ind�an coast: two hours later the p�lot came on board. A range of h�lls
lay aga�nst the sky �n the hor�zon, and soon the rows of palms wh�ch adorn
Bombay came d�st�nctly �nto v�ew. The steamer entered the road formed by
the �slands �n the bay, and at half-past four she hauled up at the quays of
Bombay.

Ph�leas Fogg was �n the act of f�n�sh�ng the th�rty-th�rd rubber of the
voyage, and h�s partner and h�mself hav�ng, by a bold stroke, captured all
th�rteen of the tr�cks, concluded th�s f�ne campa�gn w�th a br�ll�ant v�ctory.



The Mongol�a was due at Bombay on the 22nd; she arr�ved on the 20th.
Th�s was a ga�n to Ph�leas Fogg of two days s�nce h�s departure from
London, and he calmly entered the fact �n the �t�nerary, �n the column of
ga�ns.

Chapter X

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT IS ONLY TOO GLAD TO GET OFF
WITH THE LOSS OF HIS SHOES

Everybody knows that the great reversed tr�angle of land, w�th �ts base �n
the north and �ts apex �n the south, wh�ch �s called Ind�a, embraces fourteen
hundred thousand square m�les, upon wh�ch �s spread unequally a
populat�on of one hundred and e�ghty m�ll�ons of souls. The Br�t�sh Crown
exerc�ses a real and despot�c dom�n�on over the larger port�on of th�s vast
country, and has a governor-general stat�oned at Calcutta, governors at
Madras, Bombay, and �n Bengal, and a l�eutenant-governor at Agra.

But Br�t�sh Ind�a, properly so called, only embraces seven hundred
thousand square m�les, and a populat�on of from one hundred to one
hundred and ten m�ll�ons of �nhab�tants. A cons�derable port�on of Ind�a �s
st�ll free from Br�t�sh author�ty; and there are certa�n feroc�ous rajahs �n the
�nter�or who are absolutely �ndependent. The celebrated East Ind�a
Company was all-powerful from 1756, when the Engl�sh f�rst ga�ned a
foothold on the spot where now stands the c�ty of Madras, down to the t�me
of the great Sepoy �nsurrect�on. It gradually annexed prov�nce after
prov�nce, purchas�ng them of the nat�ve ch�efs, whom �t seldom pa�d, and
appo�nted the governor-general and h�s subord�nates, c�v�l and m�l�tary. But
the East Ind�a Company has now passed away, leav�ng the Br�t�sh
possess�ons �n Ind�a d�rectly under the control of the Crown. The aspect of
the country, as well as the manners and d�st�nct�ons of race, �s da�ly
chang�ng.



Formerly one was obl�ged to travel �n Ind�a by the old cumbrous
methods of go�ng on foot or on horseback, �n palanqu�ns or unw�eldy
coaches; now fast steamboats ply on the Indus and the Ganges, and a great
ra�lway, w�th branch l�nes jo�n�ng the ma�n l�ne at many po�nts on �ts route,
traverses the pen�nsula from Bombay to Calcutta �n three days. Th�s ra�lway
does not run �n a d�rect l�ne across Ind�a. The d�stance between Bombay and
Calcutta, as the b�rd fl�es, �s only from one thousand to eleven hundred
m�les; but the deflect�ons of the road �ncrease th�s d�stance by more than a
th�rd.

The general route of the Great Ind�an Pen�nsula Ra�lway �s as follows:
Leav�ng Bombay, �t passes through Salcette, cross�ng to the cont�nent
oppos�te Tannah, goes over the cha�n of the Western Ghauts, runs thence
north-east as far as Burhampoor, sk�rts the nearly �ndependent terr�tory of
Bundelcund, ascends to Allahabad, turns thence eastwardly, meet�ng the
Ganges at Benares, then departs from the r�ver a l�ttle, and, descend�ng
south-eastward by Burd�van and the French town of Chandernagor, has �ts
term�nus at Calcutta.

The passengers of the Mongol�a went ashore at half-past four p.m.; at
exactly e�ght the tra�n would start for Calcutta.

Mr. Fogg, after b�dd�ng good-bye to h�s wh�st partners, left the steamer,
gave h�s servant several errands to do, urged �t upon h�m to be at the stat�on
promptly at e�ght, and, w�th h�s regular step, wh�ch beat to the second, l�ke
an astronom�cal clock, d�rected h�s steps to the passport off�ce. As for the
wonders of Bombay—�ts famous c�ty hall, �ts splend�d l�brary, �ts forts and
docks, �ts bazaars, mosques, synagogues, �ts Armen�an churches, and the
noble pagoda on Malabar H�ll, w�th �ts two polygonal towers—he cared not
a straw to see them. He would not de�gn to exam�ne even the masterp�eces
of Elephanta, or the myster�ous hypogea, concealed south-east from the
docks, or those f�ne rema�ns of Buddh�st arch�tecture, the Kanher�an
grottoes of the �sland of Salcette.

Hav�ng transacted h�s bus�ness at the passport off�ce, Ph�leas Fogg
repa�red qu�etly to the ra�lway stat�on, where he ordered d�nner. Among the
d�shes served up to h�m, the landlord espec�ally recommended a certa�n
g�blet of "nat�ve rabb�t," on wh�ch he pr�ded h�mself.



Mr. Fogg accord�ngly tasted the d�sh, but, desp�te �ts sp�ced sauce, found
�t far from palatable. He rang for the landlord, and, on h�s appearance, sa�d,
f�x�ng h�s clear eyes upon h�m, "Is th�s rabb�t, s�r?"

"Yes, my lord," the rogue boldly repl�ed, "rabb�t from the jungles."

"And th�s rabb�t d�d not mew when he was k�lled?"

"Mew, my lord! What, a rabb�t mew! I swear to you—"

"Be so good, landlord, as not to swear, but remember th�s: cats were
formerly cons�dered, �n Ind�a, as sacred an�mals. That was a good t�me."

"For the cats, my lord?"

"Perhaps for the travellers as well!"

After wh�ch Mr. Fogg qu�etly cont�nued h�s d�nner. F�x had gone on
shore shortly after Mr. Fogg, and h�s f�rst dest�nat�on was the headquarters
of the Bombay pol�ce. He made h�mself known as a London detect�ve, told
h�s bus�ness at Bombay, and the pos�t�on of affa�rs relat�ve to the supposed
robber, and nervously asked �f a warrant had arr�ved from London. It had
not reached the off�ce; �ndeed, there had not yet been t�me for �t to arr�ve.
F�x was sorely d�sappo�nted, and tr�ed to obta�n an order of arrest from the
d�rector of the Bombay pol�ce. Th�s the d�rector refused, as the matter
concerned the London off�ce, wh�ch alone could legally del�ver the warrant.
F�x d�d not �ns�st, and was fa�n to res�gn h�mself to awa�t the arr�val of the
�mportant document; but he was determ�ned not to lose s�ght of the
myster�ous rogue as long as he stayed �n Bombay. He d�d not doubt for a
moment, any more than Passepartout, that Ph�leas Fogg would rema�n there,
at least unt�l �t was t�me for the warrant to arr�ve.

Passepartout, however, had no sooner heard h�s master's orders on
leav�ng the Mongol�a than he saw at once that they were to leave Bombay
as they had done Suez and Par�s, and that the journey would be extended at
least as far as Calcutta, and perhaps beyond that place. He began to ask
h�mself �f th�s bet that Mr. Fogg talked about was not really �n good earnest,



and whether h�s fate was not �n truth forc�ng h�m, desp�te h�s love of repose,
around the world �n e�ghty days!

Hav�ng purchased the usual quota of sh�rts and shoes, he took a le�surely
promenade about the streets, where crowds of people of many nat�onal�t�es
—Europeans, Pers�ans w�th po�nted caps, Banyas w�th round turbans,
S�ndes w�th square bonnets, Parsees w�th black m�tres, and long-robed
Armen�ans—were collected. It happened to be the day of a Parsee fest�val.
These descendants of the sect of Zoroaster—the most thr�fty, c�v�l�sed,
�ntell�gent, and austere of the East Ind�ans, among whom are counted the
r�chest nat�ve merchants of Bombay—were celebrat�ng a sort of rel�g�ous
carn�val, w�th process�ons and shows, �n the m�dst of wh�ch Ind�an danc�ng-
g�rls, clothed �n rose-coloured gauze, looped up w�th gold and s�lver,
danced a�r�ly, but w�th perfect modesty, to the sound of v�ols and the
clang�ng of tambour�nes. It �s needless to say that Passepartout watched
these cur�ous ceremon�es w�th star�ng eyes and gap�ng mouth, and that h�s
countenance was that of the greenest booby �mag�nable.

Unhapp�ly for h�s master, as well as h�mself, h�s cur�os�ty drew h�m
unconsc�ously farther off than he �ntended to go. At last, hav�ng seen the
Parsee carn�val w�nd away �n the d�stance, he was turn�ng h�s steps towards
the stat�on, when he happened to espy the splend�d pagoda on Malabar H�ll,
and was se�zed w�th an �rres�st�ble des�re to see �ts �nter�or. He was qu�te
�gnorant that �t �s forb�dden to Chr�st�ans to enter certa�n Ind�an temples,
and that even the fa�thful must not go �n w�thout f�rst leav�ng the�r shoes
outs�de the door. It may be sa�d here that the w�se pol�cy of the Br�t�sh
Government severely pun�shes a d�sregard of the pract�ces of the nat�ve
rel�g�ons.

Passepartout, however, th�nk�ng no harm, went �n l�ke a s�mple tour�st,
and was soon lost �n adm�rat�on of the splend�d Brahm�n ornamentat�on
wh�ch everywhere met h�s eyes, when of a sudden he found h�mself
sprawl�ng on the sacred flagg�ng. He looked up to behold three enraged
pr�ests, who forthw�th fell upon h�m; tore off h�s shoes, and began to beat
h�m w�th loud, savage exclamat�ons. The ag�le Frenchman was soon upon
h�s feet aga�n, and lost no t�me �n knock�ng down two of h�s long-gowned
adversar�es w�th h�s f�sts and a v�gorous appl�cat�on of h�s toes; then,



rush�ng out of the pagoda as fast as h�s legs could carry h�m, he soon
escaped the th�rd pr�est by m�ngl�ng w�th the crowd �n the streets.

At f�ve m�nutes before e�ght, Passepartout, hatless, shoeless, and hav�ng
�n the squabble lost h�s package of sh�rts and shoes, rushed breathlessly �nto
the stat�on.

F�x, who had followed Mr. Fogg to the stat�on, and saw that he was
really go�ng to leave Bombay, was there, upon the platform. He had
resolved to follow the supposed robber to Calcutta, and farther, �f necessary.
Passepartout d�d not observe the detect�ve, who stood �n an obscure corner;
but F�x heard h�m relate h�s adventures �n a few words to Mr. Fogg.

"I hope that th�s w�ll not happen aga�n," sa�d Ph�leas Fogg coldly, as he
got �nto the tra�n. Poor Passepartout, qu�te crestfallen, followed h�s master
w�thout a word. F�x was on the po�nt of enter�ng another carr�age, when an
�dea struck h�m wh�ch �nduced h�m to alter h�s plan.

"No, I'll stay," muttered he. "An offence has been comm�tted on Ind�an
so�l. I've got my man."

Just then the locomot�ve gave a sharp screech, and the tra�n passed out
�nto the darkness of the n�ght.

Chapter XI

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG SECURES A CURIOUS MEANS OF
CONVEYANCE AT A FABULOUS PRICE

The tra�n had started punctually. Among the passengers were a number
of off�cers, Government off�c�als, and op�um and �nd�go merchants, whose
bus�ness called them to the eastern coast. Passepartout rode �n the same
carr�age w�th h�s master, and a th�rd passenger occup�ed a seat oppos�te to



them. Th�s was S�r Franc�s Cromarty, one of Mr. Fogg's wh�st partners on
the Mongol�a, now on h�s way to jo�n h�s corps at Benares. S�r Franc�s was
a tall, fa�r man of f�fty, who had greatly d�st�ngu�shed h�mself �n the last
Sepoy revolt. He made Ind�a h�s home, only pay�ng br�ef v�s�ts to England
at rare �ntervals; and was almost as fam�l�ar as a nat�ve w�th the customs,
h�story, and character of Ind�a and �ts people. But Ph�leas Fogg, who was
not travell�ng, but only descr�b�ng a c�rcumference, took no pa�ns to �nqu�re
�nto these subjects; he was a sol�d body, travers�ng an orb�t around the
terrestr�al globe, accord�ng to the laws of rat�onal mechan�cs. He was at th�s
moment calculat�ng �n h�s m�nd the number of hours spent s�nce h�s
departure from London, and, had �t been �n h�s nature to make a useless
demonstrat�on, would have rubbed h�s hands for sat�sfact�on. S�r Franc�s
Cromarty had observed the odd�ty of h�s travell�ng compan�on—although
the only opportun�ty he had for study�ng h�m had been wh�le he was deal�ng
the cards, and between two rubbers—and quest�oned h�mself whether a
human heart really beat beneath th�s cold exter�or, and whether Ph�leas
Fogg had any sense of the beaut�es of nature. The br�gad�er-general was
free to mentally confess that, of all the eccentr�c persons he had ever met,
none was comparable to th�s product of the exact sc�ences.

Ph�leas Fogg had not concealed from S�r Franc�s h�s des�gn of go�ng
round the world, nor the c�rcumstances under wh�ch he set out; and the
general only saw �n the wager a useless eccentr�c�ty and a lack of sound
common sense. In the way th�s strange gentleman was go�ng on, he would
leave the world w�thout hav�ng done any good to h�mself or anybody else.

An hour after leav�ng Bombay the tra�n had passed the v�aducts and the
Island of Salcette, and had got �nto the open country. At Callyan they
reached the junct�on of the branch l�ne wh�ch descends towards south-
eastern Ind�a by Kandallah and Pounah; and, pass�ng Pauwell, they entered
the def�les of the mounta�ns, w�th the�r basalt bases, and the�r summ�ts
crowned w�th th�ck and verdant forests. Ph�leas Fogg and S�r Franc�s
Cromarty exchanged a few words from t�me to t�me, and now S�r Franc�s,
rev�v�ng the conversat�on, observed, "Some years ago, Mr. Fogg, you would
have met w�th a delay at th�s po�nt wh�ch would probably have lost you
your wager."



"How so, S�r Franc�s?"

"Because the ra�lway stopped at the base of these mounta�ns, wh�ch the
passengers were obl�ged to cross �n palanqu�ns or on pon�es to Kandallah,
on the other s�de."

"Such a delay would not have deranged my plans �n the least," sa�d Mr.
Fogg. "I have constantly foreseen the l�kel�hood of certa�n obstacles."

"But, Mr. Fogg," pursued S�r Franc�s, "you run the r�sk of hav�ng some
d�ff�culty about th�s worthy fellow's adventure at the pagoda." Passepartout,
h�s feet comfortably wrapped �n h�s travell�ng-blanket, was sound asleep
and d�d not dream that anybody was talk�ng about h�m. "The Government �s
very severe upon that k�nd of offence. It takes part�cular care that the
rel�g�ous customs of the Ind�ans should be respected, and �f your servant
were caught—"

"Very well, S�r Franc�s," repl�ed Mr. Fogg; "�f he had been caught he
would have been condemned and pun�shed, and then would have qu�etly
returned to Europe. I don't see how th�s affa�r could have delayed h�s
master."

The conversat�on fell aga�n. Dur�ng the n�ght the tra�n left the mounta�ns
beh�nd, and passed Nass�k, and the next day proceeded over the flat, well-
cult�vated country of the Khande�sh, w�th �ts straggl�ng v�llages, above
wh�ch rose the m�narets of the pagodas. Th�s fert�le terr�tory �s watered by
numerous small r�vers and l�mp�d streams, mostly tr�butar�es of the
Godavery.

Passepartout, on wak�ng and look�ng out, could not real�se that he was
actually cross�ng Ind�a �n a ra�lway tra�n. The locomot�ve, gu�ded by an
Engl�sh eng�neer and fed w�th Engl�sh coal, threw out �ts smoke upon
cotton, coffee, nutmeg, clove, and pepper plantat�ons, wh�le the steam
curled �n sp�rals around groups of palm-trees, �n the m�dst of wh�ch were
seen p�cturesque bungalows, v�har�s (sort of abandoned monaster�es), and
marvellous temples enr�ched by the exhaustless ornamentat�on of Ind�an
arch�tecture. Then they came upon vast tracts extend�ng to the hor�zon, w�th
jungles �nhab�ted by snakes and t�gers, wh�ch fled at the no�se of the tra�n;



succeeded by forests penetrated by the ra�lway, and st�ll haunted by
elephants wh�ch, w�th pens�ve eyes, gazed at the tra�n as �t passed. The
travellers crossed, beyond M�ll�gaum, the fatal country so often sta�ned w�th
blood by the sectar�es of the goddess Kal�. Not far off rose Ellora, w�th �ts
graceful pagodas, and the famous Aurungabad, cap�tal of the feroc�ous
Aureng-Zeb, now the ch�ef town of one of the detached prov�nces of the
k�ngdom of the N�zam. It was thereabouts that Fer�nghea, the Thuggee
ch�ef, k�ng of the stranglers, held h�s sway. These ruff�ans, un�ted by a
secret bond, strangled v�ct�ms of every age �n honour of the goddess Death,
w�thout ever shedd�ng blood; there was a per�od when th�s part of the
country could scarcely be travelled over w�thout corpses be�ng found �n
every d�rect�on. The Engl�sh Government has succeeded �n greatly
d�m�n�sh�ng these murders, though the Thuggees st�ll ex�st, and pursue the
exerc�se of the�r horr�ble r�tes.

At half-past twelve the tra�n stopped at Burhampoor where Passepartout
was able to purchase some Ind�an sl�ppers, ornamented w�th false pearls, �n
wh�ch, w�th ev�dent van�ty, he proceeded to encase h�s feet. The travellers
made a hasty breakfast and started off for Assurghur, after sk�rt�ng for a
l�ttle the banks of the small r�ver Tapty, wh�ch empt�es �nto the Gulf of
Cambray, near Surat.

Passepartout was now plunged �nto absorb�ng rever�e. Up to h�s arr�val
at Bombay, he had enterta�ned hopes that the�r journey would end there;
but, now that they were pla�nly wh�rl�ng across Ind�a at full speed, a sudden
change had come over the sp�r�t of h�s dreams. H�s old vagabond nature
returned to h�m; the fantast�c �deas of h�s youth once more took possess�on
of h�m. He came to regard h�s master's project as �ntended �n good earnest,
bel�eved �n the real�ty of the bet, and therefore �n the tour of the world and
the necess�ty of mak�ng �t w�thout fa�l w�th�n the des�gnated per�od. Already
he began to worry about poss�ble delays, and acc�dents wh�ch m�ght happen
on the way. He recogn�sed h�mself as be�ng personally �nterested �n the
wager, and trembled at the thought that he m�ght have been the means of
los�ng �t by h�s unpardonable folly of the n�ght before. Be�ng much less
cool-headed than Mr. Fogg, he was much more restless, count�ng and
recount�ng the days passed over, utter�ng maled�ct�ons when the tra�n
stopped, and accus�ng �t of slugg�shness, and mentally blam�ng Mr. Fogg



for not hav�ng br�bed the eng�neer. The worthy fellow was �gnorant that,
wh�le �t was poss�ble by such means to hasten the rate of a steamer, �t could
not be done on the ra�lway.

The tra�n entered the def�les of the Sutpour Mounta�ns, wh�ch separate
the Khande�sh from Bundelcund, towards even�ng. The next day S�r Franc�s
Cromarty asked Passepartout what t�me �t was; to wh�ch, on consult�ng h�s
watch, he repl�ed that �t was three �n the morn�ng. Th�s famous t�mep�ece,
always regulated on the Greenw�ch mer�d�an, wh�ch was now some
seventy-seven degrees westward, was at least four hours slow. S�r Franc�s
corrected Passepartout's t�me, whereupon the latter made the same remark
that he had done to F�x; and upon the general �ns�st�ng that the watch should
be regulated �n each new mer�d�an, s�nce he was constantly go�ng eastward,
that �s �n the face of the sun, and therefore the days were shorter by four
m�nutes for each degree gone over, Passepartout obst�nately refused to alter
h�s watch, wh�ch he kept at London t�me. It was an �nnocent delus�on wh�ch
could harm no one.

The tra�n stopped, at e�ght o'clock, �n the m�dst of a glade some f�fteen
m�les beyond Rothal, where there were several bungalows, and workmen's
cab�ns. The conductor, pass�ng along the carr�ages, shouted, "Passengers
w�ll get out here!"

Ph�leas Fogg looked at S�r Franc�s Cromarty for an explanat�on; but the
general could not tell what meant a halt �n the m�dst of th�s forest of dates
and acac�as.

Passepartout, not less surpr�sed, rushed out and speed�ly returned,
cry�ng: "Mons�eur, no more ra�lway!"

"What do you mean?" asked S�r Franc�s.

"I mean to say that the tra�n �sn't go�ng on."

The general at once stepped out, wh�le Ph�leas Fogg calmly followed
h�m, and they proceeded together to the conductor.

"Where are we?" asked S�r Franc�s.



"At the hamlet of Kholby."

"Do we stop here?"

"Certa�nly. The ra�lway �sn't f�n�shed."

"What! not f�n�shed?"

"No. There's st�ll a matter of f�fty m�les to be la�d from here to
Allahabad, where the l�ne beg�ns aga�n."

"But the papers announced the open�ng of the ra�lway throughout."

"What would you have, off�cer? The papers were m�staken."

"Yet you sell t�ckets from Bombay to Calcutta," retorted S�r Franc�s, who
was grow�ng warm.

"No doubt," repl�ed the conductor; "but the passengers know that they
must prov�de means of transportat�on for themselves from Kholby to
Allahabad."

S�r Franc�s was fur�ous. Passepartout would w�ll�ngly have knocked the
conductor down, and d�d not dare to look at h�s master.

"S�r Franc�s," sa�d Mr. Fogg qu�etly, "we w�ll, �f you please, look about
for some means of conveyance to Allahabad."

"Mr. Fogg, th�s �s a delay greatly to your d�sadvantage."

"No, S�r Franc�s; �t was foreseen."

"What! You knew that the way—"

"Not at all; but I knew that some obstacle or other would sooner or later
ar�se on my route. Noth�ng, therefore, �s lost. I have two days, wh�ch I have
already ga�ned, to sacr�f�ce. A steamer leaves Calcutta for Hong Kong at
noon, on the 25th. Th�s �s the 22nd, and we shall reach Calcutta �n t�me."



There was noth�ng to say to so conf�dent a response.

It was but too true that the ra�lway came to a term�nat�on at th�s po�nt.
The papers were l�ke some watches, wh�ch have a way of gett�ng too fast,
and had been premature �n the�r announcement of the complet�on of the
l�ne. The greater part of the travellers were aware of th�s �nterrupt�on, and,
leav�ng the tra�n, they began to engage such veh�cles as the v�llage could
prov�de four-wheeled palk�ghar�s, waggons drawn by zebus, carr�ages that
looked l�ke perambulat�ng pagodas, palanqu�ns, pon�es, and what not.

Mr. Fogg and S�r Franc�s Cromarty, after search�ng the v�llage from end
to end, came back w�thout hav�ng found anyth�ng.

"I shall go afoot," sa�d Ph�leas Fogg.

Passepartout, who had now rejo�ned h�s master, made a wry gr�mace, as
he thought of h�s magn�f�cent, but too fra�l Ind�an shoes. Happ�ly he too had
been look�ng about h�m, and, after a moment's hes�tat�on, sa�d, "Mons�eur, I
th�nk I have found a means of conveyance."

"What?"

"An elephant! An elephant that belongs to an Ind�an who l�ves but a
hundred steps from here."

"Let's go and see the elephant," repl�ed Mr. Fogg.

They soon reached a small hut, near wh�ch, enclosed w�th�n some h�gh
pal�ngs, was the an�mal �n quest�on. An Ind�an came out of the hut, and, at
the�r request, conducted them w�th�n the enclosure. The elephant, wh�ch �ts
owner had reared, not for a beast of burden, but for warl�ke purposes, was
half domest�cated. The Ind�an had begun already, by often �rr�tat�ng h�m,
and feed�ng h�m every three months on sugar and butter, to �mpart to h�m a
feroc�ty not �n h�s nature, th�s method be�ng often employed by those who
tra�n the Ind�an elephants for battle. Happ�ly, however, for Mr. Fogg, the
an�mal's �nstruct�on �n th�s d�rect�on had not gone far, and the elephant st�ll
preserved h�s natural gentleness. K�oun�—th�s was the name of the beast—
could doubtless travel rap�dly for a long t�me, and, �n default of any other



means of conveyance, Mr. Fogg resolved to h�re h�m. But elephants are far
from cheap �n Ind�a, where they are becom�ng scarce, the males, wh�ch
alone are su�table for c�rcus shows, are much sought, espec�ally as but few
of them are domest�cated. When therefore Mr. Fogg proposed to the Ind�an
to h�re K�oun�, he refused po�nt-blank. Mr. Fogg pers�sted, offer�ng the
excess�ve sum of ten pounds an hour for the loan of the beast to Allahabad.
Refused. Twenty pounds? Refused also. Forty pounds? St�ll refused.
Passepartout jumped at each advance; but the Ind�an decl�ned to be
tempted. Yet the offer was an allur�ng one, for, suppos�ng �t took the
elephant f�fteen hours to reach Allahabad, h�s owner would rece�ve no less
than s�x hundred pounds sterl�ng.

Ph�leas Fogg, w�thout gett�ng �n the least flurr�ed, then proposed to
purchase the an�mal outr�ght, and at f�rst offered a thousand pounds for h�m.
The Ind�an, perhaps th�nk�ng he was go�ng to make a great barga�n, st�ll
refused.

S�r Franc�s Cromarty took Mr. Fogg as�de, and begged h�m to reflect
before he went any further; to wh�ch that gentleman repl�ed that he was not
�n the hab�t of act�ng rashly, that a bet of twenty thousand pounds was at
stake, that the elephant was absolutely necessary to h�m, and that he would
secure h�m �f he had to pay twenty t�mes h�s value. Return�ng to the Ind�an,
whose small, sharp eyes, gl�sten�ng w�th avar�ce, betrayed that w�th h�m �t
was only a quest�on of how great a pr�ce he could obta�n. Mr. Fogg offered
f�rst twelve hundred, then f�fteen hundred, e�ghteen hundred, two thousand
pounds. Passepartout, usually so rub�cund, was fa�rly wh�te w�th suspense.

At two thousand pounds the Ind�an y�elded.

"What a pr�ce, good heavens!" cr�ed Passepartout, "for an elephant."

It only rema�ned now to f�nd a gu�de, wh�ch was comparat�vely easy. A
young Parsee, w�th an �ntell�gent face, offered h�s serv�ces, wh�ch Mr. Fogg
accepted, prom�s�ng so generous a reward as to mater�ally st�mulate h�s
zeal. The elephant was led out and equ�pped. The Parsee, who was an
accompl�shed elephant dr�ver, covered h�s back w�th a sort of saddle-cloth,
and attached to each of h�s flanks some cur�ously uncomfortable howdahs.
Ph�leas Fogg pa�d the Ind�an w�th some banknotes wh�ch he extracted from



the famous carpet-bag, a proceed�ng that seemed to depr�ve poor
Passepartout of h�s v�tals. Then he offered to carry S�r Franc�s to Allahabad,
wh�ch the br�gad�er gratefully accepted, as one traveller the more would not
be l�kely to fat�gue the g�gant�c beast. Prov�s�ons were purchased at Kholby,
and, wh�le S�r Franc�s and Mr. Fogg took the howdahs on e�ther s�de,
Passepartout got astr�de the saddle-cloth between them. The Parsee perched
h�mself on the elephant's neck, and at n�ne o'clock they set out from the
v�llage, the an�mal march�ng off through the dense forest of palms by the
shortest cut.

Chapter XII

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG AND HIS COMPANIONS VENTURE
ACROSS THE INDIAN FORESTS, AND WHAT ENSUED

In order to shorten the journey, the gu�de passed to the left of the l�ne
where the ra�lway was st�ll �n process of be�ng bu�lt. Th�s l�ne, ow�ng to the
capr�c�ous turn�ngs of the V�ndh�a Mounta�ns, d�d not pursue a stra�ght
course. The Parsee, who was qu�te fam�l�ar w�th the roads and paths �n the
d�str�ct, declared that they would ga�n twenty m�les by str�k�ng d�rectly
through the forest.

Ph�leas Fogg and S�r Franc�s Cromarty, plunged to the neck �n the
pecul�ar howdahs prov�ded for them, were horr�bly jostled by the sw�ft
trott�ng of the elephant, spurred on as he was by the sk�lful Parsee; but they
endured the d�scomfort w�th true Br�t�sh phlegm, talk�ng l�ttle, and scarcely
able to catch a gl�mpse of each other. As for Passepartout, who was
mounted on the beast's back, and rece�ved the d�rect force of each
concuss�on as he trod along, he was very careful, �n accordance w�th h�s
master's adv�ce, to keep h�s tongue from between h�s teeth, as �t would
otherw�se have been b�tten off short. The worthy fellow bounced from the
elephant's neck to h�s rump, and vaulted l�ke a clown on a spr�ng-board; yet
he laughed �n the m�dst of h�s bounc�ng, and from t�me to t�me took a p�ece



of sugar out of h�s pocket, and �nserted �t �n K�oun�'s trunk, who rece�ved �t
w�thout �n the least slacken�ng h�s regular trot.

After two hours the gu�de stopped the elephant, and gave h�m an hour
for rest, dur�ng wh�ch K�oun�, after quench�ng h�s th�rst at a ne�ghbour�ng
spr�ng, set to devour�ng the branches and shrubs round about h�m. Ne�ther
S�r Franc�s nor Mr. Fogg regretted the delay, and both descended w�th a
feel�ng of rel�ef. "Why, he's made of �ron!" excla�med the general, gaz�ng
adm�r�ngly on K�oun�.

"Of forged �ron," repl�ed Passepartout, as he set about prepar�ng a hasty
breakfast.

At noon the Parsee gave the s�gnal of departure. The country soon
presented a very savage aspect. Copses of dates and dwarf-palms succeeded
the dense forests; then vast, dry pla�ns, dotted w�th scanty shrubs, and sown
w�th great blocks of syen�te. All th�s port�on of Bundelcund, wh�ch �s l�ttle
frequented by travellers, �s �nhab�ted by a fanat�cal populat�on, hardened �n
the most horr�ble pract�ces of the H�ndoo fa�th. The Engl�sh have not been
able to secure complete dom�n�on over th�s terr�tory, wh�ch �s subjected to
the �nfluence of rajahs, whom �t �s almost �mposs�ble to reach �n the�r
�naccess�ble mounta�n fastnesses. The travellers several t�mes saw bands of
feroc�ous Ind�ans, who, when they perce�ved the elephant str�d�ng across-
country, made angry and threaten�ng mot�ons. The Parsee avo�ded them as
much as poss�ble. Few an�mals were observed on the route; even the
monkeys hurr�ed from the�r path w�th contort�ons and gr�maces wh�ch
convulsed Passepartout w�th laughter.

In the m�dst of h�s ga�ety, however, one thought troubled the worthy
servant. What would Mr. Fogg do w�th the elephant when he got to
Allahabad? Would he carry h�m on w�th h�m? Imposs�ble! The cost of
transport�ng h�m would make h�m ru�nously expens�ve. Would he sell h�m,
or set h�m free? The est�mable beast certa�nly deserved some cons�derat�on.
Should Mr. Fogg choose to make h�m, Passepartout, a present of K�oun�, he
would be very much embarrassed; and these thoughts d�d not cease
worry�ng h�m for a long t�me.



The pr�nc�pal cha�n of the V�ndh�as was crossed by e�ght �n the even�ng,
and another halt was made on the northern slope, �n a ru�ned bungalow.
They had gone nearly twenty-f�ve m�les that day, and an equal d�stance st�ll
separated them from the stat�on of Allahabad.

The n�ght was cold. The Parsee l�t a f�re �n the bungalow w�th a few dry
branches, and the warmth was very grateful, prov�s�ons purchased at
Kholby suff�ced for supper, and the travellers ate ravenously. The
conversat�on, beg�nn�ng w�th a few d�sconnected phrases, soon gave place
to loud and steady snores. The gu�de watched K�oun�, who slept stand�ng,
bolster�ng h�mself aga�nst the trunk of a large tree. Noth�ng occurred dur�ng
the n�ght to d�sturb the slumberers, although occas�onal growls from
panthers and chatter�ngs of monkeys broke the s�lence; the more form�dable
beasts made no cr�es or host�le demonstrat�on aga�nst the occupants of the
bungalow. S�r Franc�s slept heav�ly, l�ke an honest sold�er overcome w�th
fat�gue. Passepartout was wrapped �n uneasy dreams of the bounc�ng of the
day before. As for Mr. Fogg, he slumbered as peacefully as �f he had been
�n h�s serene mans�on �n Sav�lle Row.

The journey was resumed at s�x �n the morn�ng; the gu�de hoped to reach
Allahabad by even�ng. In that case, Mr. Fogg would only lose a part of the
forty-e�ght hours saved s�nce the beg�nn�ng of the tour. K�oun�, resum�ng
h�s rap�d ga�t, soon descended the lower spurs of the V�ndh�as, and towards
noon they passed by the v�llage of Kallenger, on the Can�, one of the
branches of the Ganges. The gu�de avo�ded �nhab�ted places, th�nk�ng �t
safer to keep the open country, wh�ch l�es along the f�rst depress�ons of the
bas�n of the great r�ver. Allahabad was now only twelve m�les to the north-
east. They stopped under a clump of bananas, the fru�t of wh�ch, as healthy
as bread and as succulent as cream, was amply partaken of and apprec�ated.

At two o'clock the gu�de entered a th�ck forest wh�ch extended several
m�les; he preferred to travel under cover of the woods. They had not as yet
had any unpleasant encounters, and the journey seemed on the po�nt of
be�ng successfully accompl�shed, when the elephant, becom�ng restless,
suddenly stopped.

It was then four o'clock.



"What's the matter?" asked S�r Franc�s, putt�ng out h�s head.

"I don't know, off�cer," repl�ed the Parsee, l�sten�ng attent�vely to a
confused murmur wh�ch came through the th�ck branches.

The murmur soon became more d�st�nct; �t now seemed l�ke a d�stant
concert of human vo�ces accompan�ed by brass �nstruments. Passepartout
was all eyes and ears. Mr. Fogg pat�ently wa�ted w�thout a word. The Parsee
jumped to the ground, fastened the elephant to a tree, and plunged �nto the
th�cket. He soon returned, say�ng:

"A process�on of Brahm�ns �s com�ng th�s way. We must prevent the�r
see�ng us, �f poss�ble."

The gu�de unloosed the elephant and led h�m �nto a th�cket, at the same
t�me ask�ng the travellers not to st�r. He held h�mself ready to bestr�de the
an�mal at a moment's not�ce, should fl�ght become necessary; but he
ev�dently thought that the process�on of the fa�thful would pass w�thout
perce�v�ng them am�d the th�ck fol�age, �n wh�ch they were wholly
concealed.

The d�scordant tones of the vo�ces and �nstruments drew nearer, and now
dron�ng songs m�ngled w�th the sound of the tambour�nes and cymbals. The
head of the process�on soon appeared beneath the trees, a hundred paces
away; and the strange f�gures who performed the rel�g�ous ceremony were
eas�ly d�st�ngu�shed through the branches. F�rst came the pr�ests, w�th
m�tres on the�r heads, and clothed �n long lace robes. They were surrounded
by men, women, and ch�ldren, who sang a k�nd of lugubr�ous psalm,
�nterrupted at regular �ntervals by the tambour�nes and cymbals; wh�le
beh�nd them was drawn a car w�th large wheels, the spokes of wh�ch
represented serpents entw�ned w�th each other. Upon the car, wh�ch was
drawn by four r�chly capar�soned zebus, stood a h�deous statue w�th four
arms, the body coloured a dull red, w�th haggard eyes, d�shevelled ha�r,
protrud�ng tongue, and l�ps t�nted w�th betel. It stood upr�ght upon the
f�gure of a prostrate and headless g�ant.

S�r Franc�s, recogn�s�ng the statue, wh�spered, "The goddess Kal�; the
goddess of love and death."



"Of death, perhaps," muttered back Passepartout, "but of love—that ugly
old hag? Never!"

The Parsee made a mot�on to keep s�lence.

A group of old fak�rs were caper�ng and mak�ng a w�ld ado round the
statue; these were str�ped w�th ochre, and covered w�th cuts whence the�r
blood �ssued drop by drop—stup�d fanat�cs, who, �n the great Ind�an
ceremon�es, st�ll throw themselves under the wheels of Juggernaut. Some
Brahm�ns, clad �n all the sumptuousness of Or�ental apparel, and lead�ng a
woman who faltered at every step, followed. Th�s woman was young, and
as fa�r as a European. Her head and neck, shoulders, ears, arms, hands, and
toes were loaded down w�th jewels and gems w�th bracelets, earr�ngs, and
r�ngs; wh�le a tun�c bordered w�th gold, and covered w�th a l�ght musl�n
robe, betrayed the outl�ne of her form.

The guards who followed the young woman presented a v�olent contrast
to her, armed as they were w�th naked sabres hung at the�r wa�sts, and long
damascened p�stols, and bear�ng a corpse on a palanqu�n. It was the body of
an old man, gorgeously arrayed �n the hab�l�ments of a rajah, wear�ng, as �n
l�fe, a turban embro�dered w�th pearls, a robe of t�ssue of s�lk and gold, a
scarf of cashmere sewed w�th d�amonds, and the magn�f�cent weapons of a
H�ndoo pr�nce. Next came the mus�c�ans and a rearguard of caper�ng fak�rs,
whose cr�es somet�mes drowned the no�se of the �nstruments; these closed
the process�on.

S�r Franc�s watched the process�on w�th a sad countenance, and, turn�ng
to the gu�de, sa�d, "A suttee."

The Parsee nodded, and put h�s f�nger to h�s l�ps. The process�on slowly
wound under the trees, and soon �ts last ranks d�sappeared �n the depths of
the wood. The songs gradually d�ed away; occas�onally cr�es were heard �n
the d�stance, unt�l at last all was s�lence aga�n.

Ph�leas Fogg had heard what S�r Franc�s sa�d, and, as soon as the
process�on had d�sappeared, asked: "What �s a suttee?"



"A suttee," returned the general, "�s a human sacr�f�ce, but a voluntary
one. The woman you have just seen w�ll be burned to-morrow at the dawn
of day."

"Oh, the scoundrels!" cr�ed Passepartout, who could not repress h�s
�nd�gnat�on.

"And the corpse?" asked Mr. Fogg.

"Is that of the pr�nce, her husband," sa�d the gu�de; "an �ndependent rajah
of Bundelcund."

"Is �t poss�ble," resumed Ph�leas Fogg, h�s vo�ce betray�ng not the least
emot�on, "that these barbarous customs st�ll ex�st �n Ind�a, and that the
Engl�sh have been unable to put a stop to them?"

"These sacr�f�ces do not occur �n the larger port�on of Ind�a," repl�ed S�r
Franc�s; "but we have no power over these savage terr�tor�es, and espec�ally
here �n Bundelcund. The whole d�str�ct north of the V�ndh�as �s the theatre
of �ncessant murders and p�llage."

"The poor wretch!" excla�med Passepartout, "to be burned al�ve!"

"Yes," returned S�r Franc�s, "burned al�ve. And, �f she were not, you
cannot conce�ve what treatment she would be obl�ged to subm�t to from her
relat�ves. They would shave off her ha�r, feed her on a scanty allowance of
r�ce, treat her w�th contempt; she would be looked upon as an unclean
creature, and would d�e �n some corner, l�ke a scurvy dog. The prospect of
so fr�ghtful an ex�stence dr�ves these poor creatures to the sacr�f�ce much
more than love or rel�g�ous fanat�c�sm. Somet�mes, however, the sacr�f�ce �s
really voluntary, and �t requ�res the act�ve �nterference of the Government to
prevent �t. Several years ago, when I was l�v�ng at Bombay, a young w�dow
asked perm�ss�on of the governor to be burned along w�th her husband's
body; but, as you may �mag�ne, he refused. The woman left the town, took
refuge w�th an �ndependent rajah, and there carr�ed out her self-devoted
purpose."



Wh�le S�r Franc�s was speak�ng, the gu�de shook h�s head several t�mes,
and now sa�d: "The sacr�f�ce wh�ch w�ll take place to-morrow at dawn �s
not a voluntary one."

"How do you know?"

"Everybody knows about th�s affa�r �n Bundelcund."

"But the wretched creature d�d not seem to be mak�ng any res�stance,"
observed S�r Franc�s.

"That was because they had �ntox�cated her w�th fumes of hemp and
op�um."

"But where are they tak�ng her?"

"To the pagoda of P�llaj�, two m�les from here; she w�ll pass the n�ght
there."

"And the sacr�f�ce w�ll take place—"

"To-morrow, at the f�rst l�ght of dawn."

The gu�de now led the elephant out of the th�cket, and leaped upon h�s
neck. Just at the moment that he was about to urge K�oun� forward w�th a
pecul�ar wh�stle, Mr. Fogg stopped h�m, and, turn�ng to S�r Franc�s
Cromarty, sa�d, "Suppose we save th�s woman."

"Save the woman, Mr. Fogg!"

"I have yet twelve hours to spare; I can devote them to that."

"Why, you are a man of heart!"

"Somet�mes," repl�ed Ph�leas Fogg, qu�etly; "when I have the t�me."



Chapter XIII

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT RECEIVES A NEW PROOF THAT
FORTUNE FAVORS THE BRAVE

The project was a bold one, full of d�ff�culty, perhaps �mpract�cable. Mr.
Fogg was go�ng to r�sk l�fe, or at least l�berty, and therefore the success of
h�s tour. But he d�d not hes�tate, and he found �n S�r Franc�s Cromarty an
enthus�ast�c ally.

As for Passepartout, he was ready for anyth�ng that m�ght be proposed.
H�s master's �dea charmed h�m; he perce�ved a heart, a soul, under that �cy
exter�or. He began to love Ph�leas Fogg.

There rema�ned the gu�de: what course would he adopt? Would he not
take part w�th the Ind�ans? In default of h�s ass�stance, �t was necessary to
be assured of h�s neutral�ty.

S�r Franc�s frankly put the quest�on to h�m.

"Off�cers," repl�ed the gu�de, "I am a Parsee, and th�s woman �s a Parsee.
Command me as you w�ll."

"Excellent!" sa�d Mr. Fogg.

"However," resumed the gu�de, "�t �s certa�n, not only that we shall r�sk
our l�ves, but horr�ble tortures, �f we are taken."

"That �s foreseen," repl�ed Mr. Fogg. "I th�nk we must wa�t t�ll n�ght
before act�ng."

"I th�nk so," sa�d the gu�de.

The worthy Ind�an then gave some account of the v�ct�m, who, he sa�d,
was a celebrated beauty of the Parsee race, and the daughter of a wealthy
Bombay merchant. She had rece�ved a thoroughly Engl�sh educat�on �n that
c�ty, and, from her manners and �ntell�gence, would be thought an
European. Her name was Aouda. Left an orphan, she was marr�ed aga�nst



her w�ll to the old rajah of Bundelcund; and, know�ng the fate that awa�ted
her, she escaped, was retaken, and devoted by the rajah's relat�ves, who had
an �nterest �n her death, to the sacr�f�ce from wh�ch �t seemed she could not
escape.

The Parsee's narrat�ve only conf�rmed Mr. Fogg and h�s compan�ons �n
the�r generous des�gn. It was dec�ded that the gu�de should d�rect the
elephant towards the pagoda of P�llaj�, wh�ch he accord�ngly approached as
qu�ckly as poss�ble. They halted, half an hour afterwards, �n a copse, some
f�ve hundred feet from the pagoda, where they were well concealed; but
they could hear the groans and cr�es of the fak�rs d�st�nctly.

They then d�scussed the means of gett�ng at the v�ct�m. The gu�de was
fam�l�ar w�th the pagoda of P�llaj�, �n wh�ch, as he declared, the young
woman was �mpr�soned. Could they enter any of �ts doors wh�le the whole
party of Ind�ans was plunged �n a drunken sleep, or was �t safer to attempt
to make a hole �n the walls? Th�s could only be determ�ned at the moment
and the place themselves; but �t was certa�n that the abduct�on must be
made that n�ght, and not when, at break of day, the v�ct�m was led to her
funeral pyre. Then no human �ntervent�on could save her.

As soon as n�ght fell, about s�x o'clock, they dec�ded to make a
reconna�ssance around the pagoda. The cr�es of the fak�rs were just ceas�ng;
the Ind�ans were �n the act of plung�ng themselves �nto the drunkenness
caused by l�qu�d op�um m�ngled w�th hemp, and �t m�ght be poss�ble to sl�p
between them to the temple �tself.

The Parsee, lead�ng the others, no�selessly crept through the wood, and
�n ten m�nutes they found themselves on the banks of a small stream,
whence, by the l�ght of the ros�n torches, they perce�ved a pyre of wood, on
the top of wh�ch lay the embalmed body of the rajah, wh�ch was to be
burned w�th h�s w�fe. The pagoda, whose m�narets loomed above the trees
�n the deepen�ng dusk, stood a hundred steps away.

"Come!" wh�spered the gu�de.

He sl�pped more caut�ously than ever through the brush, followed by h�s
compan�ons; the s�lence around was only broken by the low murmur�ng of



the w�nd among the branches.

Soon the Parsee stopped on the borders of the glade, wh�ch was l�t up by
the torches. The ground was covered by groups of the Ind�ans, mot�onless
�n the�r drunken sleep; �t seemed a battlef�eld strewn w�th the dead. Men,
women, and ch�ldren lay together.

In the background, among the trees, the pagoda of P�llaj� loomed
d�st�nctly. Much to the gu�de's d�sappo�ntment, the guards of the rajah,
l�ghted by torches, were watch�ng at the doors and march�ng to and fro w�th
naked sabres; probably the pr�ests, too, were watch�ng w�th�n.

The Parsee, now conv�nced that �t was �mposs�ble to force an entrance to
the temple, advanced no farther, but led h�s compan�ons back aga�n. Ph�leas
Fogg and S�r Franc�s Cromarty also saw that noth�ng could be attempted �n
that d�rect�on. They stopped, and engaged �n a wh�spered colloquy.

"It �s only e�ght now," sa�d the br�gad�er, "and these guards may also go
to sleep."

"It �s not �mposs�ble," returned the Parsee.

They lay down at the foot of a tree, and wa�ted.

The t�me seemed long; the gu�de ever and anon left them to take an
observat�on on the edge of the wood, but the guards watched stead�ly by the
glare of the torches, and a d�m l�ght crept through the w�ndows of the
pagoda.

They wa�ted t�ll m�dn�ght; but no change took place among the guards,
and �t became apparent that the�r y�eld�ng to sleep could not be counted on.
The other plan must be carr�ed out; an open�ng �n the walls of the pagoda
must be made. It rema�ned to ascerta�n whether the pr�ests were watch�ng
by the s�de of the�r v�ct�m as ass�duously as were the sold�ers at the door.

After a last consultat�on, the gu�de announced that he was ready for the
attempt, and advanced, followed by the others. They took a roundabout
way, so as to get at the pagoda on the rear. They reached the walls about



half-past twelve, w�thout hav�ng met anyone; here there was no guard, nor
were there e�ther w�ndows or doors.

The n�ght was dark. The moon, on the wane, scarcely left the hor�zon,
and was covered w�th heavy clouds; the he�ght of the trees deepened the
darkness.

It was not enough to reach the walls; an open�ng �n them must be
accompl�shed, and to atta�n th�s purpose the party only had the�r pocket-
kn�ves. Happ�ly the temple walls were bu�lt of br�ck and wood, wh�ch could
be penetrated w�th l�ttle d�ff�culty; after one br�ck had been taken out, the
rest would y�eld eas�ly.

They set no�selessly to work, and the Parsee on one s�de and
Passepartout on the other began to loosen the br�cks so as to make an
aperture two feet w�de. They were gett�ng on rap�dly, when suddenly a cry
was heard �n the �nter�or of the temple, followed almost �nstantly by other
cr�es reply�ng from the outs�de. Passepartout and the gu�de stopped. Had
they been heard? Was the alarm be�ng g�ven? Common prudence urged
them to ret�re, and they d�d so, followed by Ph�leas Fogg and S�r Franc�s.
They aga�n h�d themselves �n the wood, and wa�ted t�ll the d�sturbance,
whatever �t m�ght be, ceased, hold�ng themselves ready to resume the�r
attempt w�thout delay. But, awkwardly enough, the guards now appeared at
the rear of the temple, and there �nstalled themselves, �n read�ness to
prevent a surpr�se.

It would be d�ff�cult to descr�be the d�sappo�ntment of the party, thus
�nterrupted �n the�r work. They could not now reach the v�ct�m; how, then,
could they save her? S�r Franc�s shook h�s f�sts, Passepartout was bes�de
h�mself, and the gu�de gnashed h�s teeth w�th rage. The tranqu�l Fogg
wa�ted, w�thout betray�ng any emot�on.

"We have noth�ng to do but to go away," wh�spered S�r Franc�s.

"Noth�ng but to go away," echoed the gu�de.

"Stop," sa�d Fogg. "I am only due at Allahabad tomorrow before noon."



"But what can you hope to do?" asked S�r Franc�s. "In a few hours �t w�ll
be dayl�ght, and—"

"The chance wh�ch now seems lost may present �tself at the last
moment."

S�r Franc�s would have l�ked to read Ph�leas Fogg's eyes. What was th�s
cool Engl�shman th�nk�ng of? Was he plann�ng to make a rush for the young
woman at the very moment of the sacr�f�ce, and boldly snatch her from her
execut�oners?

Th�s would be utter folly, and �t was hard to adm�t that Fogg was such a
fool. S�r Franc�s consented, however, to rema�n to the end of th�s terr�ble
drama. The gu�de led them to the rear of the glade, where they were able to
observe the sleep�ng groups.

Meanwh�le Passepartout, who had perched h�mself on the lower
branches of a tree, was resolv�ng an �dea wh�ch had at f�rst struck h�m l�ke a
flash, and wh�ch was now f�rmly lodged �n h�s bra�n.

He had commenced by say�ng to h�mself, "What folly!" and then he
repeated, "Why not, after all? It's a chance,—perhaps the only one; and w�th
such sots!" Th�nk�ng thus, he sl�pped, w�th the suppleness of a serpent, to
the lowest branches, the ends of wh�ch bent almost to the ground.

The hours passed, and the l�ghter shades now announced the approach of
day, though �t was not yet l�ght. Th�s was the moment. The slumber�ng
mult�tude became an�mated, the tambour�nes sounded, songs and cr�es
arose; the hour of the sacr�f�ce had come. The doors of the pagoda swung
open, and a br�ght l�ght escaped from �ts �nter�or, �n the m�dst of wh�ch Mr.
Fogg and S�r Franc�s esp�ed the v�ct�m. She seemed, hav�ng shaken off the
stupor of �ntox�cat�on, to be str�v�ng to escape from her execut�oner. S�r
Franc�s's heart throbbed; and, convuls�vely se�z�ng Mr. Fogg's hand, found
�n �t an open kn�fe. Just at th�s moment the crowd began to move. The
young woman had aga�n fallen �nto a stupor caused by the fumes of hemp,
and passed among the fak�rs, who escorted her w�th the�r w�ld, rel�g�ous
cr�es.



Ph�leas Fogg and h�s compan�ons, m�ngl�ng �n the rear ranks of the
crowd, followed; and �n two m�nutes they reached the banks of the stream,
and stopped f�fty paces from the pyre, upon wh�ch st�ll lay the rajah's
corpse. In the sem�-obscur�ty they saw the v�ct�m, qu�te senseless, stretched
out bes�de her husband's body. Then a torch was brought, and the wood,
heav�ly soaked w�th o�l, �nstantly took f�re.

At th�s moment S�r Franc�s and the gu�de se�zed Ph�leas Fogg, who, �n
an �nstant of mad generos�ty, was about to rush upon the pyre. But he had
qu�ckly pushed them as�de, when the whole scene suddenly changed. A cry
of terror arose. The whole mult�tude prostrated themselves, terror-str�cken,
on the ground.

The old rajah was not dead, then, s�nce he rose of a sudden, l�ke a
spectre, took up h�s w�fe �n h�s arms, and descended from the pyre �n the
m�dst of the clouds of smoke, wh�ch only he�ghtened h�s ghostly
appearance.

Fak�rs and sold�ers and pr�ests, se�zed w�th �nstant terror, lay there, w�th
the�r faces on the ground, not dar�ng to l�ft the�r eyes and behold such a
prod�gy.

The �nan�mate v�ct�m was borne along by the v�gorous arms wh�ch
supported her, and wh�ch she d�d not seem �n the least to burden. Mr. Fogg
and S�r Franc�s stood erect, the Parsee bowed h�s head, and Passepartout
was, no doubt, scarcely less stupef�ed.

The resusc�tated rajah approached S�r Franc�s and Mr. Fogg, and, �n an
abrupt tone, sa�d, "Let us be off!"

It was Passepartout h�mself, who had sl�pped upon the pyre �n the m�dst
of the smoke and, prof�t�ng by the st�ll overhang�ng darkness, had del�vered
the young woman from death! It was Passepartout who, play�ng h�s part
w�th a happy audac�ty, had passed through the crowd am�d the general
terror.

A moment after all four of the party had d�sappeared �n the woods, and
the elephant was bear�ng them away at a rap�d pace. But the cr�es and no�se,



and a ball wh�ch wh�zzed through Ph�leas Fogg's hat, appr�sed them that the
tr�ck had been d�scovered.

The old rajah's body, �ndeed, now appeared upon the burn�ng pyre; and
the pr�ests, recovered from the�r terror, perce�ved that an abduct�on had
taken place. They hastened �nto the forest, followed by the sold�ers, who
f�red a volley after the fug�t�ves; but the latter rap�dly �ncreased the d�stance
between them, and ere long found themselves beyond the reach of the
bullets and arrows.

Chapter XIV

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG DESCENDS THE WHOLE LENGTH
OF THE BEAUTIFUL VALLEY

OF THE GANGES WITHOUT EVER THINKING OF SEEING IT

The rash explo�t had been accompl�shed; and for an hour Passepartout
laughed ga�ly at h�s success. S�r Franc�s pressed the worthy fellow's hand,
and h�s master sa�d, "Well done!" wh�ch, from h�m, was h�gh
commendat�on; to wh�ch Passepartout repl�ed that all the cred�t of the affa�r
belonged to Mr. Fogg. As for h�m, he had only been struck w�th a "queer"
�dea; and he laughed to th�nk that for a few moments he, Passepartout, the
ex-gymnast, ex-sergeant f�reman, had been the spouse of a charm�ng
woman, a venerable, embalmed rajah! As for the young Ind�an woman, she
had been unconsc�ous throughout of what was pass�ng, and now, wrapped
up �n a travell�ng-blanket, was repos�ng �n one of the howdahs.

The elephant, thanks to the sk�lful gu�dance of the Parsee, was advanc�ng
rap�dly through the st�ll darksome forest, and, an hour after leav�ng the
pagoda, had crossed a vast pla�n. They made a halt at seven o'clock, the
young woman be�ng st�ll �n a state of complete prostrat�on. The gu�de made
her dr�nk a l�ttle brandy and water, but the drows�ness wh�ch stupef�ed her
could not yet be shaken off. S�r Franc�s, who was fam�l�ar w�th the effects



of the �ntox�cat�on produced by the fumes of hemp, reassured h�s
compan�ons on her account. But he was more d�sturbed at the prospect of
her future fate. He told Ph�leas Fogg that, should Aouda rema�n �n Ind�a,
she would �nev�tably fall aga�n �nto the hands of her execut�oners. These
fanat�cs were scattered throughout the county, and would, desp�te the
Engl�sh pol�ce, recover the�r v�ct�m at Madras, Bombay, or Calcutta. She
would only be safe by qu�tt�ng Ind�a for ever.

Ph�leas Fogg repl�ed that he would reflect upon the matter.

The stat�on at Allahabad was reached about ten o'clock, and, the
�nterrupted l�ne of ra�lway be�ng resumed, would enable them to reach
Calcutta �n less than twenty-four hours. Ph�leas Fogg would thus be able to
arr�ve �n t�me to take the steamer wh�ch left Calcutta the next day, October
25th, at noon, for Hong Kong.

The young woman was placed �n one of the wa�t�ng-rooms of the stat�on,
wh�lst Passepartout was charged w�th purchas�ng for her var�ous art�cles of
to�let, a dress, shawl, and some furs; for wh�ch h�s master gave h�m
unl�m�ted cred�t. Passepartout started off forthw�th, and found h�mself �n the
streets of Allahabad, that �s, the C�ty of God, one of the most venerated �n
Ind�a, be�ng bu�lt at the junct�on of the two sacred r�vers, Ganges and
Jumna, the waters of wh�ch attract p�lgr�ms from every part of the
pen�nsula. The Ganges, accord�ng to the legends of the Ramayana, r�ses �n
heaven, whence, ow�ng to Brahma's agency, �t descends to the earth.

Passepartout made �t a po�nt, as he made h�s purchases, to take a good
look at the c�ty. It was formerly defended by a noble fort, wh�ch has s�nce
become a state pr�son; �ts commerce has dw�ndled away, and Passepartout
�n va�n looked about h�m for such a bazaar as he used to frequent �n Regent
Street. At last he came upon an elderly, crusty Jew, who sold second-hand
art�cles, and from whom he purchased a dress of Scotch stuff, a large
mantle, and a f�ne otter-sk�n pel�sse, for wh�ch he d�d not hes�tate to pay
seventy-f�ve pounds. He then returned tr�umphantly to the stat�on.

The �nfluence to wh�ch the pr�ests of P�llaj� had subjected Aouda began
gradually to y�eld, and she became more herself, so that her f�ne eyes
resumed all the�r soft Ind�an express�on.



When the poet-k�ng, Ucaf Uddaul, celebrates the charms of the queen of
Ahmehnagara, he speaks thus:

"Her sh�n�ng tresses, d�v�ded �n two parts, enc�rcle the harmon�ous
contour of her wh�te and del�cate cheeks, br�ll�ant �n the�r glow and
freshness. Her ebony brows have the form and charm of the bow of Kama,
the god of love, and beneath her long s�lken lashes the purest reflect�ons
and a celest�al l�ght sw�m, as �n the sacred lakes of H�malaya, �n the black
pup�ls of her great clear eyes. Her teeth, f�ne, equal, and wh�te, gl�tter
between her sm�l�ng l�ps l�ke dewdrops �n a pass�on-flower's half-enveloped
breast. Her del�cately formed ears, her verm�l�on hands, her l�ttle feet,
curved and tender as the lotus-bud, gl�tter w�th the br�ll�ancy of the lovel�est
pearls of Ceylon, the most dazzl�ng d�amonds of Golconda. Her narrow and
supple wa�st, wh�ch a hand may clasp around, sets forth the outl�ne of her
rounded f�gure and the beauty of her bosom, where youth �n �ts flower
d�splays the wealth of �ts treasures; and beneath the s�lken folds of her tun�c
she seems to have been modelled �n pure s�lver by the godl�ke hand of
V�cvarcarma, the �mmortal sculptor."

It �s enough to say, w�thout apply�ng th�s poet�cal rhapsody to Aouda,
that she was a charm�ng woman, �n all the European acceptat�on of the
phrase. She spoke Engl�sh w�th great pur�ty, and the gu�de had not
exaggerated �n say�ng that the young Parsee had been transformed by her
br�ng�ng up.

The tra�n was about to start from Allahabad, and Mr. Fogg proceeded to
pay the gu�de the pr�ce agreed upon for h�s serv�ce, and not a farth�ng more;
wh�ch aston�shed Passepartout, who remembered all that h�s master owed to
the gu�de's devot�on. He had, �ndeed, r�sked h�s l�fe �n the adventure at
P�llaj�, and, �f he should be caught afterwards by the Ind�ans, he would w�th
d�ff�culty escape the�r vengeance. K�oun�, also, must be d�sposed of. What
should be done w�th the elephant, wh�ch had been so dearly purchased?
Ph�leas Fogg had already determ�ned th�s quest�on.

"Parsee," sa�d he to the gu�de, "you have been serv�ceable and devoted. I
have pa�d for your serv�ce, but not for your devot�on. Would you l�ke to
have th�s elephant? He �s yours."



The gu�de's eyes gl�stened.

"Your honour �s g�v�ng me a fortune!" cr�ed he.

"Take h�m, gu�de," returned Mr. Fogg, "and I shall st�ll be your debtor."

"Good!" excla�med Passepartout. "Take h�m, fr�end. K�oun� �s a brave
and fa�thful beast." And, go�ng up to the elephant, he gave h�m several
lumps of sugar, say�ng, "Here, K�oun�, here, here."

The elephant grunted out h�s sat�sfact�on, and, clasp�ng Passepartout
around the wa�st w�th h�s trunk, l�fted h�m as h�gh as h�s head. Passepartout,
not �n the least alarmed, caressed the an�mal, wh�ch replaced h�m gently on
the ground.

Soon after, Ph�leas Fogg, S�r Franc�s Cromarty, and Passepartout,
�nstalled �n a carr�age w�th Aouda, who had the best seat, were wh�rl�ng at
full speed towards Benares. It was a run of e�ghty m�les, and was
accompl�shed �n two hours. Dur�ng the journey, the young woman fully
recovered her senses. What was her aston�shment to f�nd herself �n th�s
carr�age, on the ra�lway, dressed �n European hab�l�ments, and w�th
travellers who were qu�te strangers to her! Her compan�ons f�rst set about
fully rev�v�ng her w�th a l�ttle l�quor, and then S�r Franc�s narrated to her
what had passed, dwell�ng upon the courage w�th wh�ch Ph�leas Fogg had
not hes�tated to r�sk h�s l�fe to save her, and recount�ng the happy sequel of
the venture, the result of Passepartout's rash �dea. Mr. Fogg sa�d noth�ng;
wh�le Passepartout, abashed, kept repeat�ng that "�t wasn't worth tell�ng."

Aouda pathet�cally thanked her del�verers, rather w�th tears than words;
her f�ne eyes �nterpreted her grat�tude better than her l�ps. Then, as her
thoughts strayed back to the scene of the sacr�f�ce, and recalled the dangers
wh�ch st�ll menaced her, she shuddered w�th terror.

Ph�leas Fogg understood what was pass�ng �n Aouda's m�nd, and offered,
�n order to reassure her, to escort her to Hong Kong, where she m�ght
rema�n safely unt�l the affa�r was hushed up—an offer wh�ch she eagerly
and gratefully accepted. She had, �t seems, a Parsee relat�on, who was one



of the pr�nc�pal merchants of Hong Kong, wh�ch �s wholly an Engl�sh c�ty,
though on an �sland on the Ch�nese coast.

At half-past twelve the tra�n stopped at Benares. The Brahm�n legends
assert that th�s c�ty �s bu�lt on the s�te of the anc�ent Cas�, wh�ch, l�ke
Mahomet's tomb, was once suspended between heaven and earth; though
the Benares of to-day, wh�ch the Or�ental�sts call the Athens of Ind�a, stands
qu�te unpoet�cally on the sol�d earth, Passepartout caught gl�mpses of �ts
br�ck houses and clay huts, g�v�ng an aspect of desolat�on to the place, as
the tra�n entered �t.

Benares was S�r Franc�s Cromarty's dest�nat�on, the troops he was
rejo�n�ng be�ng encamped some m�les northward of the c�ty. He bade ad�eu
to Ph�leas Fogg, w�sh�ng h�m all success, and express�ng the hope that he
would come that way aga�n �n a less or�g�nal but more prof�table fash�on.
Mr. Fogg l�ghtly pressed h�m by the hand. The part�ng of Aouda, who d�d
not forget what she owed to S�r Franc�s, betrayed more warmth; and, as for
Passepartout, he rece�ved a hearty shake of the hand from the gallant
general.

The ra�lway, on leav�ng Benares, passed for a wh�le along the valley of
the Ganges. Through the w�ndows of the�r carr�age the travellers had
gl�mpses of the d�vers�f�ed landscape of Behar, w�th �ts mounta�ns clothed
�n verdure, �ts f�elds of barley, wheat, and corn, �ts jungles peopled w�th
green all�gators, �ts neat v�llages, and �ts st�ll th�ckly-leaved forests.
Elephants were bath�ng �n the waters of the sacred r�ver, and groups of
Ind�ans, desp�te the advanced season and ch�lly a�r, were perform�ng
solemnly the�r p�ous ablut�ons. These were fervent Brahm�ns, the b�tterest
foes of Buddh�sm, the�r de�t�es be�ng V�shnu, the solar god, Sh�va, the
d�v�ne �mpersonat�on of natural forces, and Brahma, the supreme ruler of
pr�ests and leg�slators. What would these d�v�n�t�es th�nk of Ind�a,
angl�c�sed as �t �s to-day, w�th steamers wh�stl�ng and scudd�ng along the
Ganges, fr�ghten�ng the gulls wh�ch float upon �ts surface, the turtles
swarm�ng along �ts banks, and the fa�thful dwell�ng upon �ts borders?

The panorama passed before the�r eyes l�ke a flash, save when the steam
concealed �t f�tfully from the v�ew; the travellers could scarcely d�scern the
fort of Chupen�e, twenty m�les south-westward from Benares, the anc�ent



stronghold of the rajahs of Behar; or Ghaz�pur and �ts famous rose-water
factor�es; or the tomb of Lord Cornwall�s, r�s�ng on the left bank of the
Ganges; the fort�f�ed town of Buxar, or Patna, a large manufactur�ng and
trad�ng-place, where �s held the pr�nc�pal op�um market of Ind�a; or
Mongh�r, a more than European town, for �t �s as Engl�sh as Manchester or
B�rm�ngham, w�th �ts �ron foundr�es, edgetool factor�es, and h�gh ch�mneys
puff�ng clouds of black smoke heavenward.

N�ght came on; the tra�n passed on at full speed, �n the m�dst of the
roar�ng of the t�gers, bears, and wolves wh�ch fled before the locomot�ve;
and the marvels of Bengal, Golconda ru�ned Gour, Murshedabad, the
anc�ent cap�tal, Burdwan, Hugly, and the French town of Chandernagor,
where Passepartout would have been proud to see h�s country's flag fly�ng,
were h�dden from the�r v�ew �n the darkness.

Calcutta was reached at seven �n the morn�ng, and the packet left for
Hong Kong at noon; so that Ph�leas Fogg had f�ve hours before h�m.

Accord�ng to h�s journal, he was due at Calcutta on the 25th of October,
and that was the exact date of h�s actual arr�val. He was therefore ne�ther
beh�nd-hand nor ahead of t�me. The two days ga�ned between London and
Bombay had been lost, as has been seen, �n the journey across Ind�a. But �t
�s not to be supposed that Ph�leas Fogg regretted them.



Chapter XV

IN WHICH THE BAG OF BANKNOTES DISGORGES SOME
THOUSANDS OF POUNDS MORE

The tra�n entered the stat�on, and Passepartout jump�ng out f�rst, was
followed by Mr. Fogg, who ass�sted h�s fa�r compan�on to descend. Ph�leas
Fogg �ntended to proceed at once to the Hong Kong steamer, �n order to get
Aouda comfortably settled for the voyage. He was unw�ll�ng to leave her
wh�le they were st�ll on dangerous ground.

Just as he was leav�ng the stat�on a pol�ceman came up to h�m, and sa�d,
"Mr. Ph�leas Fogg?"

"I am he."

"Is th�s man your servant?" added the pol�ceman, po�nt�ng to
Passepartout.

"Yes."

"Be so good, both of you, as to follow me."

Mr. Fogg betrayed no surpr�se whatever. The pol�ceman was a
representat�ve of the law, and law �s sacred to an Engl�shman. Passepartout
tr�ed to reason about the matter, but the pol�ceman tapped h�m w�th h�s
st�ck, and Mr. Fogg made h�m a s�gnal to obey.

"May th�s young lady go w�th us?" asked he.

"She may," repl�ed the pol�ceman.

Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and Passepartout were conducted to a palk�gahr�, a
sort of four-wheeled carr�age, drawn by two horses, �n wh�ch they took the�r
places and were dr�ven away. No one spoke dur�ng the twenty m�nutes
wh�ch elapsed before they reached the�r dest�nat�on. They f�rst passed



through the "black town," w�th �ts narrow streets, �ts m�serable, d�rty huts,
and squal�d populat�on; then through the "European town," wh�ch presented
a rel�ef �n �ts br�ght br�ck mans�ons, shaded by coconut-trees and br�stl�ng
w�th masts, where, although �t was early morn�ng, elegantly dressed
horsemen and handsome equ�pages were pass�ng back and forth.

The carr�age stopped before a modest-look�ng house, wh�ch, however,
d�d not have the appearance of a pr�vate mans�on. The pol�ceman hav�ng
requested h�s pr�soners—for so, truly, they m�ght be called—to descend,
conducted them �nto a room w�th barred w�ndows, and sa�d: "You w�ll
appear before Judge Obad�ah at half-past e�ght."

He then ret�red, and closed the door.

"Why, we are pr�soners!" excla�med Passepartout, fall�ng �nto a cha�r.

Aouda, w�th an emot�on she tr�ed to conceal, sa�d to Mr. Fogg: "S�r, you
must leave me to my fate! It �s on my account that you rece�ve th�s
treatment, �t �s for hav�ng saved me!"

Ph�leas Fogg contented h�mself w�th say�ng that �t was �mposs�ble. It
was qu�te unl�kely that he should be arrested for prevent�ng a suttee. The
compla�nants would not dare present themselves w�th such a charge. There
was some m�stake. Moreover, he would not, �n any event, abandon Aouda,
but would escort her to Hong Kong.

"But the steamer leaves at noon!" observed Passepartout, nervously.

"We shall be on board by noon," repl�ed h�s master, plac�dly.

It was sa�d so pos�t�vely that Passepartout could not help mutter�ng to
h�mself, "Parbleu that's certa�n! Before noon we shall be on board." But he
was by no means reassured.

At half-past e�ght the door opened, the pol�ceman appeared, and,
request�ng them to follow h�m, led the way to an adjo�n�ng hall. It was
ev�dently a court-room, and a crowd of Europeans and nat�ves already
occup�ed the rear of the apartment.



Mr. Fogg and h�s two compan�ons took the�r places on a bench oppos�te
the desks of the mag�strate and h�s clerk. Immed�ately after, Judge Obad�ah,
a fat, round man, followed by the clerk, entered. He proceeded to take down
a w�g wh�ch was hang�ng on a na�l, and put �t hurr�edly on h�s head.

"The f�rst case," sa�d he. Then, putt�ng h�s hand to h�s head, he
excla�med, "Heh! Th�s �s not my w�g!"

"No, your worsh�p," returned the clerk, "�t �s m�ne."

"My dear Mr. Oysterpuff, how can a judge g�ve a w�se sentence �n a
clerk's w�g?"

The w�gs were exchanged.

Passepartout was gett�ng nervous, for the hands on the face of the b�g
clock over the judge seemed to go around w�th terr�ble rap�d�ty.

"The f�rst case," repeated Judge Obad�ah.

"Ph�leas Fogg?" demanded Oysterpuff.

"I am here," repl�ed Mr. Fogg.

"Passepartout?"

"Present," responded Passepartout.

"Good," sa�d the judge. "You have been looked for, pr�soners, for two
days on the tra�ns from Bombay."

"But of what are we accused?" asked Passepartout, �mpat�ently.

"You are about to be �nformed."

"I am an Engl�sh subject, s�r," sa�d Mr. Fogg, "and I have the r�ght—"

"Have you been �ll-treated?"



"Not at all."

"Very well; let the compla�nants come �n."

A door was swung open by order of the judge, and three Ind�an pr�ests
entered.

"That's �t," muttered Passepartout; "these are the rogues who were go�ng
to burn our young lady."

The pr�ests took the�r places �n front of the judge, and the clerk
proceeded to read �n a loud vo�ce a compla�nt of sacr�lege aga�nst Ph�leas
Fogg and h�s servant, who were accused of hav�ng v�olated a place held
consecrated by the Brahm�n rel�g�on.

"You hear the charge?" asked the judge.

"Yes, s�r," repl�ed Mr. Fogg, consult�ng h�s watch, "and I adm�t �t."

"You adm�t �t?"

"I adm�t �t, and I w�sh to hear these pr�ests adm�t, �n the�r turn, what they
were go�ng to do at the pagoda of P�llaj�."

The pr�ests looked at each other; they d�d not seem to understand what
was sa�d.

"Yes," cr�ed Passepartout, warmly; "at the pagoda of P�llaj�, where they
were on the po�nt of burn�ng the�r v�ct�m."

The judge stared w�th aston�shment, and the pr�ests were stupef�ed.

"What v�ct�m?" sa�d Judge Obad�ah. "Burn whom? In Bombay �tself?"

"Bombay?" cr�ed Passepartout.

"Certa�nly. We are not talk�ng of the pagoda of P�llaj�, but of the pagoda
of Malabar H�ll, at Bombay."



"And as a proof," added the clerk, "here are the desecrator's very shoes,
wh�ch he left beh�nd h�m."

Whereupon he placed a pa�r of shoes on h�s desk.

"My shoes!" cr�ed Passepartout, �n h�s surpr�se perm�tt�ng th�s �mprudent
exclamat�on to escape h�m.

The confus�on of master and man, who had qu�te forgotten the affa�r at
Bombay, for wh�ch they were now deta�ned at Calcutta, may be �mag�ned.

F�x the detect�ve, had foreseen the advantage wh�ch Passepartout's
escapade gave h�m, and, delay�ng h�s departure for twelve hours, had
consulted the pr�ests of Malabar H�ll. Know�ng that the Engl�sh author�t�es
dealt very severely w�th th�s k�nd of m�sdemeanour, he prom�sed them a
goodly sum �n damages, and sent them forward to Calcutta by the next
tra�n. Ow�ng to the delay caused by the rescue of the young w�dow, F�x and
the pr�ests reached the Ind�an cap�tal before Mr. Fogg and h�s servant, the
mag�strates hav�ng been already warned by a d�spatch to arrest them should
they arr�ve. F�x's d�sappo�ntment when he learned that Ph�leas Fogg had not
made h�s appearance �n Calcutta may be �mag�ned. He made up h�s m�nd
that the robber had stopped somewhere on the route and taken refuge �n the
southern prov�nces. For twenty-four hours F�x watched the stat�on w�th
fever�sh anx�ety; at last he was rewarded by see�ng Mr. Fogg and
Passepartout arr�ve, accompan�ed by a young woman, whose presence he
was wholly at a loss to expla�n. He hastened for a pol�ceman; and th�s was
how the party came to be arrested and brought before Judge Obad�ah.

Had Passepartout been a l�ttle less preoccup�ed, he would have esp�ed
the detect�ve ensconced �n a corner of the court-room, watch�ng the
proceed�ngs w�th an �nterest eas�ly understood; for the warrant had fa�led to
reach h�m at Calcutta, as �t had done at Bombay and Suez.

Judge Obad�ah had unfortunately caught Passepartout's rash
exclamat�on, wh�ch the poor fellow would have g�ven the world to recall.

"The facts are adm�tted?" asked the judge.



"Adm�tted," repl�ed Mr. Fogg, coldly.

"Inasmuch," resumed the judge, "as the Engl�sh law protects equally and
sternly the rel�g�ons of the Ind�an people, and as the man Passepartout has
adm�tted that he v�olated the sacred pagoda of Malabar H�ll, at Bombay, on
the 20th of October, I condemn the sa�d Passepartout to �mpr�sonment for
f�fteen days and a f�ne of three hundred pounds."

"Three hundred pounds!" cr�ed Passepartout, startled at the largeness of
the sum.

"S�lence!" shouted the constable.

"And �nasmuch," cont�nued the judge, "as �t �s not proved that the act
was not done by the conn�vance of the master w�th the servant, and as the
master �n any case must be held respons�ble for the acts of h�s pa�d servant,
I condemn Ph�leas Fogg to a week's �mpr�sonment and a f�ne of one
hundred and f�fty pounds."

F�x rubbed h�s hands softly w�th sat�sfact�on; �f Ph�leas Fogg could be
deta�ned �n Calcutta a week, �t would be more than t�me for the warrant to
arr�ve. Passepartout was stupef�ed. Th�s sentence ru�ned h�s master. A
wager of twenty thousand pounds lost, because he, l�ke a prec�ous fool, had
gone �nto that abom�nable pagoda!

Ph�leas Fogg, as self-composed as �f the judgment d�d not �n the least
concern h�m, d�d not even l�ft h�s eyebrows wh�le �t was be�ng pronounced.
Just as the clerk was call�ng the next case, he rose, and sa�d, "I offer ba�l."

"You have that r�ght," returned the judge.

F�x's blood ran cold, but he resumed h�s composure when he heard the
judge announce that the ba�l requ�red for each pr�soner would be one
thousand pounds.

"I w�ll pay �t at once," sa�d Mr. Fogg, tak�ng a roll of bank-b�lls from the
carpet-bag, wh�ch Passepartout had by h�m, and plac�ng them on the clerk's
desk.



"Th�s sum w�ll be restored to you upon your release from pr�son," sa�d
the judge. "Meanwh�le, you are l�berated on ba�l."

"Come!" sa�d Ph�leas Fogg to h�s servant.

"But let them at least g�ve me back my shoes!" cr�ed Passepartout
angr�ly.

"Ah, these are pretty dear shoes!" he muttered, as they were handed to
h�m. "More than a thousand pounds ap�ece; bes�des, they p�nch my feet."

Mr. Fogg, offer�ng h�s arm to Aouda, then departed, followed by the
crestfallen Passepartout. F�x st�ll nour�shed hopes that the robber would not,
after all, leave the two thousand pounds beh�nd h�m, but would dec�de to
serve out h�s week �n ja�l, and �ssued forth on Mr. Fogg's traces. That
gentleman took a carr�age, and the party were soon landed on one of the
quays.

The Rangoon was moored half a m�le off �n the harbour, �ts s�gnal of
departure ho�sted at the mast-head. Eleven o'clock was str�k�ng; Mr. Fogg
was an hour �n advance of t�me. F�x saw them leave the carr�age and push
off �n a boat for the steamer, and stamped h�s feet w�th d�sappo�ntment.

"The rascal �s off, after all!" he excla�med. "Two thousand pounds
sacr�f�ced! He's as prod�gal as a th�ef! I'll follow h�m to the end of the world
�f necessary; but, at the rate he �s go�ng on, the stolen money w�ll soon be
exhausted."

The detect�ve was not far wrong �n mak�ng th�s conjecture. S�nce leav�ng
London, what w�th travell�ng expenses, br�bes, the purchase of the elephant,
ba�ls, and f�nes, Mr. Fogg had already spent more than f�ve thousand
pounds on the way, and the percentage of the sum recovered from the bank
robber prom�sed to the detect�ves, was rap�dly d�m�n�sh�ng.



Chapter XVI

IN WHICH FIX DOES NOT SEEM TO UNDERSTAND IN THE
LEAST WHAT IS SAID TO HIM

The Rangoon—one of the Pen�nsular and Or�ental Company's boats
ply�ng �n the Ch�nese and Japanese seas—was a screw steamer, bu�lt of
�ron, we�gh�ng about seventeen hundred and seventy tons, and w�th eng�nes
of four hundred horse-power. She was as fast, but not as well f�tted up, as
the Mongol�a, and Aouda was not as comfortably prov�ded for on board of
her as Ph�leas Fogg could have w�shed. However, the tr�p from Calcutta to
Hong Kong only compr�sed some three thousand f�ve hundred m�les,
occupy�ng from ten to twelve days, and the young woman was not d�ff�cult
to please.

Dur�ng the f�rst days of the journey Aouda became better acqua�nted
w�th her protector, and constantly gave ev�dence of her deep grat�tude for
what he had done. The phlegmat�c gentleman l�stened to her, apparently at
least, w�th coldness, ne�ther h�s vo�ce nor h�s manner betray�ng the sl�ghtest
emot�on; but he seemed to be always on the watch that noth�ng should be
want�ng to Aouda's comfort. He v�s�ted her regularly each day at certa�n
hours, not so much to talk h�mself, as to s�t and hear her talk. He treated her
w�th the str�ctest pol�teness, but w�th the prec�s�on of an automaton, the
movements of wh�ch had been arranged for th�s purpose. Aouda d�d not
qu�te know what to make of h�m, though Passepartout had g�ven her some
h�nts of h�s master's eccentr�c�ty, and made her sm�le by tell�ng her of the
wager wh�ch was send�ng h�m round the world. After all, she owed Ph�leas
Fogg her l�fe, and she always regarded h�m through the exalt�ng med�um of
her grat�tude.

Aouda conf�rmed the Parsee gu�de's narrat�ve of her touch�ng h�story.
She d�d, �ndeed, belong to the h�ghest of the nat�ve races of Ind�a. Many of
the Parsee merchants have made great fortunes there by deal�ng �n cotton;
and one of them, S�r Jametsee Jeejeebhoy, was made a baronet by the
Engl�sh government. Aouda was a relat�ve of th�s great man, and �t was h�s
cous�n, Jeejeeh, whom she hoped to jo�n at Hong Kong. Whether she would
f�nd a protector �n h�m she could not tell; but Mr. Fogg essayed to calm her



anx�et�es, and to assure her that everyth�ng would be mathemat�cally—he
used the very word—arranged. Aouda fastened her great eyes, "clear as the
sacred lakes of the H�malaya," upon h�m; but the �ntractable Fogg, as
reserved as ever, d�d not seem at all �ncl�ned to throw h�mself �nto th�s lake.

The f�rst few days of the voyage passed prosperously, am�d favourable
weather and prop�t�ous w�nds, and they soon came �n s�ght of the great
Andaman, the pr�nc�pal of the �slands �n the Bay of Bengal, w�th �ts
p�cturesque Saddle Peak, two thousand four hundred feet h�gh, loom�ng
above the waters. The steamer passed along near the shores, but the savage
Papuans, who are �n the lowest scale of human�ty, but are not, as has been
asserted, cann�bals, d�d not make the�r appearance.

The panorama of the �slands, as they steamed by them, was superb. Vast
forests of palms, arecs, bamboo, teakwood, of the g�gant�c m�mosa, and
tree-l�ke ferns covered the foreground, wh�le beh�nd, the graceful outl�nes
of the mounta�ns were traced aga�nst the sky; and along the coasts swarmed
by thousands the prec�ous swallows whose nests furn�sh a luxur�ous d�sh to
the tables of the Celest�al Emp�re. The var�ed landscape afforded by the
Andaman Islands was soon passed, however, and the Rangoon rap�dly
approached the Stra�ts of Malacca, wh�ch gave access to the Ch�na seas.

What was detect�ve F�x, so unluck�ly drawn on from country to country,
do�ng all th�s wh�le? He had managed to embark on the Rangoon at Calcutta
w�thout be�ng seen by Passepartout, after leav�ng orders that, �f the warrant
should arr�ve, �t should be forwarded to h�m at Hong Kong; and he hoped to
conceal h�s presence to the end of the voyage. It would have been d�ff�cult
to expla�n why he was on board w�thout awaken�ng Passepartout's
susp�c�ons, who thought h�m st�ll at Bombay. But necess�ty �mpelled h�m,
nevertheless, to renew h�s acqua�ntance w�th the worthy servant, as w�ll be
seen.

All the detect�ve's hopes and w�shes were now centred on Hong Kong;
for the steamer's stay at S�ngapore would be too br�ef to enable h�m to take
any steps there. The arrest must be made at Hong Kong, or the robber
would probably escape h�m for ever. Hong Kong was the last Engl�sh
ground on wh�ch he would set foot; beyond, Ch�na, Japan, Amer�ca offered
to Fogg an almost certa�n refuge. If the warrant should at last make �ts



appearance at Hong Kong, F�x could arrest h�m and g�ve h�m �nto the hands
of the local pol�ce, and there would be no further trouble. But beyond Hong
Kong, a s�mple warrant would be of no ava�l; an extrad�t�on warrant would
be necessary, and that would result �n delays and obstacles, of wh�ch the
rascal would take advantage to elude just�ce.

F�x thought over these probab�l�t�es dur�ng the long hours wh�ch he spent
�n h�s cab�n, and kept repeat�ng to h�mself, "Now, e�ther the warrant w�ll be
at Hong Kong, �n wh�ch case I shall arrest my man, or �t w�ll not be there;
and th�s t�me �t �s absolutely necessary that I should delay h�s departure. I
have fa�led at Bombay, and I have fa�led at Calcutta; �f I fa�l at Hong Kong,
my reputat�on �s lost: Cost what �t may, I must succeed! But how shall I
prevent h�s departure, �f that should turn out to be my last resource?"

F�x made up h�s m�nd that, �f worst came to worst, he would make a
conf�dant of Passepartout, and tell h�m what k�nd of a fellow h�s master
really was. That Passepartout was not Fogg's accompl�ce, he was very
certa�n. The servant, enl�ghtened by h�s d�sclosure, and afra�d of be�ng
h�mself �mpl�cated �n the cr�me, would doubtless become an ally of the
detect�ve. But th�s method was a dangerous one, only to be employed when
everyth�ng else had fa�led. A word from Passepartout to h�s master would
ru�n all. The detect�ve was therefore �n a sore stra�t. But suddenly a new
�dea struck h�m. The presence of Aouda on the Rangoon, �n company w�th
Ph�leas Fogg, gave h�m new mater�al for reflect�on.

Who was th�s woman? What comb�nat�on of events had made her Fogg's
travell�ng compan�on? They had ev�dently met somewhere between
Bombay and Calcutta; but where? Had they met acc�dentally, or had Fogg
gone �nto the �nter�or purposely �n quest of th�s charm�ng damsel? F�x was
fa�rly puzzled. He asked h�mself whether there had not been a w�cked
elopement; and th�s �dea so �mpressed �tself upon h�s m�nd that he
determ�ned to make use of the supposed �ntr�gue. Whether the young
woman were marr�ed or not, he would be able to create such d�ff�cult�es for
Mr. Fogg at Hong Kong that he could not escape by pay�ng any amount of
money.

But could he even wa�t t�ll they reached Hong Kong? Fogg had an
abom�nable way of jump�ng from one boat to another, and, before anyth�ng



could be effected, m�ght get full under way aga�n for Yokohama.

F�x dec�ded that he must warn the Engl�sh author�t�es, and s�gnal the
Rangoon before her arr�val. Th�s was easy to do, s�nce the steamer stopped
at S�ngapore, whence there �s a telegraph�c w�re to Hong Kong. He f�nally
resolved, moreover, before act�ng more pos�t�vely, to quest�on Passepartout.
It would not be d�ff�cult to make h�m talk; and, as there was no t�me to lose,
F�x prepared to make h�mself known.

It was now the 30th of October, and on the follow�ng day the Rangoon
was due at S�ngapore.

F�x emerged from h�s cab�n and went on deck. Passepartout was
promenad�ng up and down �n the forward part of the steamer. The detect�ve
rushed forward w�th every appearance of extreme surpr�se, and excla�med,
"You here, on the Rangoon?"

"What, Mons�eur F�x, are you on board?" returned the really aston�shed
Passepartout, recogn�s�ng h�s crony of the Mongol�a. "Why, I left you at
Bombay, and here you are, on the way to Hong Kong! Are you go�ng round
the world too?"

"No, no," repl�ed F�x; "I shall stop at Hong Kong—at least for some
days."

"Hum!" sa�d Passepartout, who seemed for an �nstant perplexed. "But
how �s �t I have not seen you on board s�nce we left Calcutta?"

"Oh, a tr�fle of sea-s�ckness—I've been stay�ng �n my berth. The Gulf of
Bengal does not agree w�th me as well as the Ind�an Ocean. And how �s Mr.
Fogg?"

"As well and as punctual as ever, not a day beh�nd t�me! But, Mons�eur
F�x, you don't know that we have a young lady w�th us."

"A young lady?" repl�ed the detect�ve, not seem�ng to comprehend what
was sa�d.



Passepartout thereupon recounted Aouda's h�story, the affa�r at the
Bombay pagoda, the purchase of the elephant for two thousand pounds, the
rescue, the arrest, and sentence of the Calcutta court, and the restorat�on of
Mr. Fogg and h�mself to l�berty on ba�l. F�x, who was fam�l�ar w�th the last
events, seemed to be equally �gnorant of all that Passepartout related; and
the later was charmed to f�nd so �nterested a l�stener.

"But does your master propose to carry th�s young woman to Europe?"

"Not at all. We are s�mply go�ng to place her under the protect�on of one
of her relat�ves, a r�ch merchant at Hong Kong."

"Noth�ng to be done there," sa�d F�x to h�mself, conceal�ng h�s
d�sappo�ntment. "A glass of g�n, Mr. Passepartout?"

"W�ll�ngly, Mons�eur F�x. We must at least have a fr�endly glass on
board the Rangoon."

Chapter XVII

SHOWING WHAT HAPPENED ON THE VOYAGE FROM
SINGAPORE TO HONG KONG

The detect�ve and Passepartout met often on deck after th�s �nterv�ew,
though F�x was reserved, and d�d not attempt to �nduce h�s compan�on to
d�vulge any more facts concern�ng Mr. Fogg. He caught a gl�mpse of that
myster�ous gentleman once or tw�ce; but Mr. Fogg usually conf�ned h�mself
to the cab�n, where he kept Aouda company, or, accord�ng to h�s �nveterate
hab�t, took a hand at wh�st.

Passepartout began very ser�ously to conjecture what strange chance
kept F�x st�ll on the route that h�s master was pursu�ng. It was really worth
cons�der�ng why th�s certa�nly very am�able and complacent person, whom



he had f�rst met at Suez, had then encountered on board the Mongol�a, who
d�sembarked at Bombay, wh�ch he announced as h�s dest�nat�on, and now
turned up so unexpectedly on the Rangoon, was follow�ng Mr. Fogg's tracks
step by step. What was F�x's object? Passepartout was ready to wager h�s
Ind�an shoes—wh�ch he rel�g�ously preserved—that F�x would also leave
Hong Kong at the same t�me w�th them, and probably on the same steamer.

Passepartout m�ght have cudgelled h�s bra�n for a century w�thout h�tt�ng
upon the real object wh�ch the detect�ve had �n v�ew. He never could have
�mag�ned that Ph�leas Fogg was be�ng tracked as a robber around the globe.
But, as �t �s �n human nature to attempt the solut�on of every mystery,
Passepartout suddenly d�scovered an explanat�on of F�x's movements,
wh�ch was �n truth far from unreasonable. F�x, he thought, could only be an
agent of Mr. Fogg's fr�ends at the Reform Club, sent to follow h�m up, and
to ascerta�n that he really went round the world as had been agreed upon.

"It's clear!" repeated the worthy servant to h�mself, proud of h�s
shrewdness. "He's a spy sent to keep us �n v�ew! That �sn't qu�te the th�ng,
e�ther, to be spy�ng Mr. Fogg, who �s so honourable a man! Ah, gentlemen
of the Reform, th�s shall cost you dear!"

Passepartout, enchanted w�th h�s d�scovery, resolved to say noth�ng to
h�s master, lest he should be justly offended at th�s m�strust on the part of
h�s adversar�es. But he determ�ned to chaff F�x, when he had the chance,
w�th myster�ous allus�ons, wh�ch, however, need not betray h�s real
susp�c�ons.

Dur�ng the afternoon of Wednesday, 30th October, the Rangoon entered
the Stra�t of Malacca, wh�ch separates the pen�nsula of that name from
Sumatra. The mounta�nous and craggy �slets �ntercepted the beaut�es of th�s
noble �sland from the v�ew of the travellers. The Rangoon we�ghed anchor
at S�ngapore the next day at four a.m., to rece�ve coal, hav�ng ga�ned half a
day on the prescr�bed t�me of her arr�val. Ph�leas Fogg noted th�s ga�n �n h�s
journal, and then, accompan�ed by Aouda, who betrayed a des�re for a walk
on shore, d�sembarked.

F�x, who suspected Mr. Fogg's every movement, followed them
caut�ously, w�thout be�ng h�mself perce�ved; wh�le Passepartout, laugh�ng



�n h�s sleeve at F�x's manoeuvres, went about h�s usual errands.

The �sland of S�ngapore �s not �mpos�ng �n aspect, for there are no
mounta�ns; yet �ts appearance �s not w�thout attract�ons. It �s a park
checkered by pleasant h�ghways and avenues. A handsome carr�age, drawn
by a sleek pa�r of New Holland horses, carr�ed Ph�leas Fogg and Aouda �nto
the m�dst of rows of palms w�th br�ll�ant fol�age, and of clove-trees,
whereof the cloves form the heart of a half-open flower. Pepper plants
replaced the pr�ckly hedges of European f�elds; sago-bushes, large ferns
w�th gorgeous branches, var�ed the aspect of th�s trop�cal cl�me; wh�le
nutmeg-trees �n full fol�age f�lled the a�r w�th a penetrat�ng perfume. Ag�le
and gr�nn�ng bands of monkeys sk�pped about �n the trees, nor were t�gers
want�ng �n the jungles.

After a dr�ve of two hours through the country, Aouda and Mr. Fogg
returned to the town, wh�ch �s a vast collect�on of heavy-look�ng, �rregular
houses, surrounded by charm�ng gardens r�ch �n trop�cal fru�ts and plants;
and at ten o'clock they re-embarked, closely followed by the detect�ve, who
had kept them constantly �n s�ght.

Passepartout, who had been purchas�ng several dozen mangoes—a fru�t
as large as good-s�zed apples, of a dark-brown colour outs�de and a br�ght
red w�th�n, and whose wh�te pulp, melt�ng �n the mouth, affords gourmands
a del�c�ous sensat�on—was wa�t�ng for them on deck. He was only too glad
to offer some mangoes to Aouda, who thanked h�m very gracefully for
them.

At eleven o'clock the Rangoon rode out of S�ngapore harbour, and �n a
few hours the h�gh mounta�ns of Malacca, w�th the�r forests, �nhab�ted by
the most beaut�fully-furred t�gers �n the world, were lost to v�ew. S�ngapore
�s d�stant some th�rteen hundred m�les from the �sland of Hong Kong, wh�ch
�s a l�ttle Engl�sh colony near the Ch�nese coast. Ph�leas Fogg hoped to
accompl�sh the journey �n s�x days, so as to be �n t�me for the steamer
wh�ch would leave on the 6th of November for Yokohama, the pr�nc�pal
Japanese port.

The Rangoon had a large quota of passengers, many of whom
d�sembarked at S�ngapore, among them a number of Ind�ans, Ceylonese,



Ch�namen, Malays, and Portuguese, mostly second-class travellers.

The weather, wh�ch had h�therto been f�ne, changed w�th the last quarter
of the moon. The sea rolled heav�ly, and the w�nd at �ntervals rose almost to
a storm, but happ�ly blew from the south-west, and thus a�ded the steamer's
progress. The capta�n as often as poss�ble put up h�s sa�ls, and under the
double act�on of steam and sa�l the vessel made rap�d progress along the
coasts of Anam and Coch�n Ch�na. Ow�ng to the defect�ve construct�on of
the Rangoon, however, unusual precaut�ons became necessary �n
unfavourable weather; but the loss of t�me wh�ch resulted from th�s cause,
wh�le �t nearly drove Passepartout out of h�s senses, d�d not seem to affect
h�s master �n the least. Passepartout blamed the capta�n, the eng�neer, and
the crew, and cons�gned all who were connected w�th the sh�p to the land
where the pepper grows. Perhaps the thought of the gas, wh�ch was
remorselessly burn�ng at h�s expense �n Sav�lle Row, had someth�ng to do
w�th h�s hot �mpat�ence.

"You are �n a great hurry, then," sa�d F�x to h�m one day, "to reach Hong
Kong?"

"A very great hurry!"

"Mr. Fogg, I suppose, �s anx�ous to catch the steamer for Yokohama?"

"Terr�bly anx�ous."

"You bel�eve �n th�s journey around the world, then?"

"Absolutely. Don't you, Mr. F�x?"

"I? I don't bel�eve a word of �t."

"You're a sly dog!" sa�d Passepartout, w�nk�ng at h�m.

Th�s express�on rather d�sturbed F�x, w�thout h�s know�ng why. Had the
Frenchman guessed h�s real purpose? He knew not what to th�nk. But how
could Passepartout have d�scovered that he was a detect�ve? Yet, �n
speak�ng as he d�d, the man ev�dently meant more than he expressed.



Passepartout went st�ll further the next day; he could not hold h�s tongue.

"Mr. F�x," sa�d he, �n a banter�ng tone, "shall we be so unfortunate as to
lose you when we get to Hong Kong?"

"Why," responded F�x, a l�ttle embarrassed, "I don't know; perhaps—"

"Ah, �f you would only go on w�th us! An agent of the Pen�nsular
Company, you know, can't stop on the way! You were only go�ng to
Bombay, and here you are �n Ch�na. Amer�ca �s not far off, and from
Amer�ca to Europe �s only a step."

F�x looked �ntently at h�s compan�on, whose countenance was as serene
as poss�ble, and laughed w�th h�m. But Passepartout pers�sted �n chaff�ng
h�m by ask�ng h�m �f he made much by h�s present occupat�on.

"Yes, and no," returned F�x; "there �s good and bad luck �n such th�ngs.
But you must understand that I don't travel at my own expense."

"Oh, I am qu�te sure of that!" cr�ed Passepartout, laugh�ng heart�ly.

F�x, fa�rly puzzled, descended to h�s cab�n and gave h�mself up to h�s
reflect�ons. He was ev�dently suspected; somehow or other the Frenchman
had found out that he was a detect�ve. But had he told h�s master? What part
was he play�ng �n all th�s: was he an accompl�ce or not? Was the game,
then, up? F�x spent several hours turn�ng these th�ngs over �n h�s m�nd,
somet�mes th�nk�ng that all was lost, then persuad�ng h�mself that Fogg was
�gnorant of h�s presence, and then undec�ded what course �t was best to
take.

Nevertheless, he preserved h�s coolness of m�nd, and at last resolved to
deal pla�nly w�th Passepartout. If he d�d not f�nd �t pract�cable to arrest
Fogg at Hong Kong, and �f Fogg made preparat�ons to leave that last
foothold of Engl�sh terr�tory, he, F�x, would tell Passepartout all. E�ther the
servant was the accompl�ce of h�s master, and �n th�s case the master knew
of h�s operat�ons, and he should fa�l; or else the servant knew noth�ng about
the robbery, and then h�s �nterest would be to abandon the robber.



Such was the s�tuat�on between F�x and Passepartout. Meanwh�le Ph�leas
Fogg moved about above them �n the most majest�c and unconsc�ous
�nd�fference. He was pass�ng method�cally �n h�s orb�t around the world,
regardless of the lesser stars wh�ch grav�tated around h�m. Yet there was
near by what the astronomers would call a d�sturb�ng star, wh�ch m�ght have
produced an ag�tat�on �n th�s gentleman's heart. But no! the charms of
Aouda fa�led to act, to Passepartout's great surpr�se; and the d�sturbances, �f
they ex�sted, would have been more d�ff�cult to calculate than those of
Uranus wh�ch led to the d�scovery of Neptune.

It was every day an �ncreas�ng wonder to Passepartout, who read �n
Aouda's eyes the depths of her grat�tude to h�s master. Ph�leas Fogg, though
brave and gallant, must be, he thought, qu�te heartless. As to the sent�ment
wh�ch th�s journey m�ght have awakened �n h�m, there was clearly no trace
of such a th�ng; wh�le poor Passepartout ex�sted �n perpetual rever�es.

One day he was lean�ng on the ra�l�ng of the eng�ne-room, and was
observ�ng the eng�ne, when a sudden p�tch of the steamer threw the screw
out of the water. The steam came h�ss�ng out of the valves; and th�s made
Passepartout �nd�gnant.

"The valves are not suff�c�ently charged!" he excla�med. "We are not
go�ng. Oh, these Engl�sh! If th�s was an Amer�can craft, we should blow up,
perhaps, but we should at all events go faster!"

Chapter XVIII

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG, PASSEPARTOUT, AND FIX GO
EACH ABOUT HIS BUSINESS

The weather was bad dur�ng the latter days of the voyage. The w�nd,
obst�nately rema�n�ng �n the north-west, blew a gale, and retarded the
steamer. The Rangoon rolled heav�ly and the passengers became �mpat�ent



of the long, monstrous waves wh�ch the w�nd ra�sed before the�r path. A
sort of tempest arose on the 3rd of November, the squall knock�ng the
vessel about w�th fury, and the waves runn�ng h�gh. The Rangoon reefed all
her sa�ls, and even the r�gg�ng proved too much, wh�stl�ng and shak�ng
am�d the squall. The steamer was forced to proceed slowly, and the capta�n
est�mated that she would reach Hong Kong twenty hours beh�nd t�me, and
more �f the storm lasted.

Ph�leas Fogg gazed at the tempestuous sea, wh�ch seemed to be
struggl�ng espec�ally to delay h�m, w�th h�s hab�tual tranqu�ll�ty. He never
changed countenance for an �nstant, though a delay of twenty hours, by
mak�ng h�m too late for the Yokohama boat, would almost �nev�tably cause
the loss of the wager. But th�s man of nerve man�fested ne�ther �mpat�ence
nor annoyance; �t seemed as �f the storm were a part of h�s programme, and
had been foreseen. Aouda was amazed to f�nd h�m as calm as he had been
from the f�rst t�me she saw h�m.

F�x d�d not look at the state of th�ngs �n the same l�ght. The storm greatly
pleased h�m. H�s sat�sfact�on would have been complete had the Rangoon
been forced to retreat before the v�olence of w�nd and waves. Each delay
f�lled h�m w�th hope, for �t became more and more probable that Fogg
would be obl�ged to rema�n some days at Hong Kong; and now the heavens
themselves became h�s all�es, w�th the gusts and squalls. It mattered not that
they made h�m sea-s�ck—he made no account of th�s �nconven�ence; and,
wh�lst h�s body was wr�th�ng under the�r effects, h�s sp�r�t bounded w�th
hopeful exultat�on.

Passepartout was enraged beyond express�on by the unprop�t�ous
weather. Everyth�ng had gone so well t�ll now! Earth and sea had seemed to
be at h�s master's serv�ce; steamers and ra�lways obeyed h�m; w�nd and
steam un�ted to speed h�s journey. Had the hour of advers�ty come?
Passepartout was as much exc�ted as �f the twenty thousand pounds were to
come from h�s own pocket. The storm exasperated h�m, the gale made h�m
fur�ous, and he longed to lash the obst�nate sea �nto obed�ence. Poor fellow!
F�x carefully concealed from h�m h�s own sat�sfact�on, for, had he betrayed
�t, Passepartout could scarcely have restra�ned h�mself from personal
v�olence.



Passepartout rema�ned on deck as long as the tempest lasted, be�ng
unable to rema�n qu�et below, and tak�ng �t �nto h�s head to a�d the progress
of the sh�p by lend�ng a hand w�th the crew. He overwhelmed the capta�n,
off�cers, and sa�lors, who could not help laugh�ng at h�s �mpat�ence, w�th all
sorts of quest�ons. He wanted to know exactly how long the storm was
go�ng to last; whereupon he was referred to the barometer, wh�ch seemed to
have no �ntent�on of r�s�ng. Passepartout shook �t, but w�th no percept�ble
effect; for ne�ther shak�ng nor maled�ct�ons could preva�l upon �t to change
�ts m�nd.

On the 4th, however, the sea became more calm, and the storm lessened
�ts v�olence; the w�nd veered southward, and was once more favourable.
Passepartout cleared up w�th the weather. Some of the sa�ls were unfurled,
and the Rangoon resumed �ts most rap�d speed. The t�me lost could not,
however, be rega�ned. Land was not s�gnalled unt�l f�ve o'clock on the
morn�ng of the 6th; the steamer was due on the 5th. Ph�leas Fogg was
twenty-four hours beh�nd-hand, and the Yokohama steamer would, of
course, be m�ssed.

The p�lot went on board at s�x, and took h�s place on the br�dge, to gu�de
the Rangoon through the channels to the port of Hong Kong. Passepartout
longed to ask h�m �f the steamer had left for Yokohama; but he dared not,
for he w�shed to preserve the spark of hope, wh�ch st�ll rema�ned t�ll the last
moment. He had conf�ded h�s anx�ety to F�x who—the sly rascal!—tr�ed to
console h�m by say�ng that Mr. Fogg would be �n t�me �f he took the next
boat; but th�s only put Passepartout �n a pass�on.

Mr. Fogg, bolder than h�s servant, d�d not hes�tate to approach the p�lot,
and tranqu�lly ask h�m �f he knew when a steamer would leave Hong Kong
for Yokohama.

"At h�gh t�de to-morrow morn�ng," answered the p�lot.

"Ah!" sa�d Mr. Fogg, w�thout betray�ng any aston�shment.

Passepartout, who heard what passed, would w�ll�ngly have embraced
the p�lot, wh�le F�x would have been glad to tw�st h�s neck.



"What �s the steamer's name?" asked Mr. Fogg.

"The Carnat�c."

"Ought she not to have gone yesterday?"

"Yes, s�r; but they had to repa�r one of her bo�lers, and so her departure
was postponed t�ll to-morrow."

"Thank you," returned Mr. Fogg, descend�ng mathemat�cally to the
saloon.

Passepartout clasped the p�lot's hand and shook �t heart�ly �n h�s del�ght,
excla�m�ng, "P�lot, you are the best of good fellows!"

The p�lot probably does not know to th�s day why h�s responses won h�m
th�s enthus�ast�c greet�ng. He remounted the br�dge, and gu�ded the steamer
through the flot�lla of junks, tankas, and f�sh�ng boats wh�ch crowd the
harbour of Hong Kong.

At one o'clock the Rangoon was at the quay, and the passengers were
go�ng ashore.

Chance had strangely favoured Ph�leas Fogg, for had not the Carnat�c
been forced to l�e over for repa�r�ng her bo�lers, she would have left on the
6th of November, and the passengers for Japan would have been obl�ged to
awa�t for a week the sa�l�ng of the next steamer. Mr. Fogg was, �t �s true,
twenty-four hours beh�nd h�s t�me; but th�s could not ser�ously �mper�l the
rema�nder of h�s tour.

The steamer wh�ch crossed the Pac�f�c from Yokohama to San Franc�sco
made a d�rect connect�on w�th that from Hong Kong, and �t could not sa�l
unt�l the latter reached Yokohama; and �f Mr. Fogg was twenty-four hours
late on reach�ng Yokohama, th�s t�me would no doubt be eas�ly rega�ned �n
the voyage of twenty-two days across the Pac�f�c. He found h�mself, then,
about twenty-four hours beh�nd-hand, th�rty-f�ve days after leav�ng London.



The Carnat�c was announced to leave Hong Kong at f�ve the next
morn�ng. Mr. Fogg had s�xteen hours �n wh�ch to attend to h�s bus�ness
there, wh�ch was to depos�t Aouda safely w�th her wealthy relat�ve.

On land�ng, he conducted her to a palanqu�n, �n wh�ch they repa�red to
the Club Hotel. A room was engaged for the young woman, and Mr. Fogg,
after see�ng that she wanted for noth�ng, set out �n search of her cous�n
Jeejeeh. He �nstructed Passepartout to rema�n at the hotel unt�l h�s return,
that Aouda m�ght not be left ent�rely alone.

Mr. Fogg repa�red to the Exchange, where, he d�d not doubt, every one
would know so wealthy and cons�derable a personage as the Parsee
merchant. Meet�ng a broker, he made the �nqu�ry, to learn that Jeejeeh had
left Ch�na two years before, and, ret�r�ng from bus�ness w�th an �mmense
fortune, had taken up h�s res�dence �n Europe—�n Holland the broker
thought, w�th the merchants of wh�ch country he had pr�nc�pally traded.
Ph�leas Fogg returned to the hotel, begged a moment's conversat�on w�th
Aouda, and w�thout more ado, appr�sed her that Jeejeeh was no longer at
Hong Kong, but probably �n Holland.

Aouda at f�rst sa�d noth�ng. She passed her hand across her forehead, and
reflected a few moments. Then, �n her sweet, soft vo�ce, she sa�d: "What
ought I to do, Mr. Fogg?"

"It �s very s�mple," responded the gentleman. "Go on to Europe."

"But I cannot �ntrude—"

"You do not �ntrude, nor do you �n the least embarrass my project.
Passepartout!"

"Mons�eur."

"Go to the Carnat�c, and engage three cab�ns."

Passepartout, del�ghted that the young woman, who was very grac�ous to
h�m, was go�ng to cont�nue the journey w�th them, went off at a br�sk ga�t to
obey h�s master's order.



Chapter XIX

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT TAKES A TOO GREAT INTEREST IN
HIS MASTER,

AND WHAT COMES OF IT

Hong Kong �s an �sland wh�ch came �nto the possess�on of the Engl�sh
by the Treaty of Nank�n, after the war of 1842; and the colon�s�ng gen�us of
the Engl�sh has created upon �t an �mportant c�ty and an excellent port. The
�sland �s s�tuated at the mouth of the Canton R�ver, and �s separated by
about s�xty m�les from the Portuguese town of Macao, on the oppos�te
coast. Hong Kong has beaten Macao �n the struggle for the Ch�nese trade,
and now the greater part of the transportat�on of Ch�nese goods f�nds �ts
depot at the former place. Docks, hosp�tals, wharves, a Goth�c cathedral, a
government house, macadam�sed streets, g�ve to Hong Kong the appearance
of a town �n Kent or Surrey transferred by some strange mag�c to the
ant�podes.

Passepartout wandered, w�th h�s hands �n h�s pockets, towards the
V�ctor�a port, gaz�ng as he went at the cur�ous palanqu�ns and other modes
of conveyance, and the groups of Ch�nese, Japanese, and Europeans who
passed to and fro �n the streets. Hong Kong seemed to h�m not unl�ke
Bombay, Calcutta, and S�ngapore, s�nce, l�ke them, �t betrayed everywhere
the ev�dence of Engl�sh supremacy. At the V�ctor�a port he found a
confused mass of sh�ps of all nat�ons: Engl�sh, French, Amer�can, and
Dutch, men-of-war and trad�ng vessels, Japanese and Ch�nese junks,
sempas, tankas, and flower-boats, wh�ch formed so many float�ng parterres.
Passepartout not�ced �n the crowd a number of the nat�ves who seemed very
old and were dressed �n yellow. On go�ng �nto a barber's to get shaved he
learned that these anc�ent men were all at least e�ghty years old, at wh�ch
age they are perm�tted to wear yellow, wh�ch �s the Imper�al colour.
Passepartout, w�thout exactly know�ng why, thought th�s very funny.



On reach�ng the quay where they were to embark on the Carnat�c, he
was not aston�shed to f�nd F�x walk�ng up and down. The detect�ve seemed
very much d�sturbed and d�sappo�nted.

"Th�s �s bad," muttered Passepartout, "for the gentlemen of the Reform
Club!" He accosted F�x w�th a merry sm�le, as �f he had not perce�ved that
gentleman's chagr�n. The detect�ve had, �ndeed, good reasons to �nve�gh
aga�nst the bad luck wh�ch pursued h�m. The warrant had not come! It was
certa�nly on the way, but as certa�nly �t could not now reach Hong Kong for
several days; and, th�s be�ng the last Engl�sh terr�tory on Mr. Fogg's route,
the robber would escape, unless he could manage to deta�n h�m.

"Well, Mons�eur F�x," sa�d Passepartout, "have you dec�ded to go w�th
us so far as Amer�ca?"

"Yes," returned F�x, through h�s set teeth.

"Good!" excla�med Passepartout, laugh�ng heart�ly. "I knew you could
not persuade yourself to separate from us. Come and engage your berth."

They entered the steamer off�ce and secured cab�ns for four persons. The
clerk, as he gave them the t�ckets, �nformed them that, the repa�rs on the
Carnat�c hav�ng been completed, the steamer would leave that very
even�ng, and not next morn�ng, as had been announced.

"That w�ll su�t my master all the better," sa�d Passepartout. "I w�ll go and
let h�m know."

F�x now dec�ded to make a bold move; he resolved to tell Passepartout
all. It seemed to be the only poss�ble means of keep�ng Ph�leas Fogg several
days longer at Hong Kong. He accord�ngly �nv�ted h�s compan�on �nto a
tavern wh�ch caught h�s eye on the quay. On enter�ng, they found
themselves �n a large room handsomely decorated, at the end of wh�ch was
a large camp-bed furn�shed w�th cush�ons. Several persons lay upon th�s
bed �n a deep sleep. At the small tables wh�ch were arranged about the room
some th�rty customers were dr�nk�ng Engl�sh beer, porter, g�n, and brandy;
smok�ng, the wh�le, long red clay p�pes stuffed w�th l�ttle balls of op�um
m�ngled w�th essence of rose. From t�me to t�me one of the smokers,



overcome w�th the narcot�c, would sl�p under the table, whereupon the
wa�ters, tak�ng h�m by the head and feet, carr�ed and la�d h�m upon the bed.
The bed already supported twenty of these stupef�ed sots.

F�x and Passepartout saw that they were �n a smok�ng-house haunted by
those wretched, cadaverous, �d�ot�c creatures to whom the Engl�sh
merchants sell every year the m�serable drug called op�um, to the amount of
one m�ll�on four hundred thousand pounds—thousands devoted to one of
the most desp�cable v�ces wh�ch affl�ct human�ty! The Ch�nese government
has �n va�n attempted to deal w�th the ev�l by str�ngent laws. It passed
gradually from the r�ch, to whom �t was at f�rst exclus�vely reserved, to the
lower classes, and then �ts ravages could not be arrested. Op�um �s smoked
everywhere, at all t�mes, by men and women, �n the Celest�al Emp�re; and,
once accustomed to �t, the v�ct�ms cannot d�spense w�th �t, except by
suffer�ng horr�ble bod�ly contort�ons and agon�es. A great smoker can
smoke as many as e�ght p�pes a day; but he d�es �n f�ve years. It was �n one
of these dens that F�x and Passepartout, �n search of a fr�endly glass, found
themselves. Passepartout had no money, but w�ll�ngly accepted F�x's
�nv�tat�on �n the hope of return�ng the obl�gat�on at some future t�me.

They ordered two bottles of port, to wh�ch the Frenchman d�d ample
just�ce, wh�lst F�x observed h�m w�th close attent�on. They chatted about the
journey, and Passepartout was espec�ally merry at the �dea that F�x was
go�ng to cont�nue �t w�th them. When the bottles were empty, however, he
rose to go and tell h�s master of the change �n the t�me of the sa�l�ng of the
Carnat�c.

F�x caught h�m by the arm, and sa�d, "Wa�t a moment."

"What for, Mr. F�x?"

"I want to have a ser�ous talk w�th you."

"A ser�ous talk!" cr�ed Passepartout, dr�nk�ng up the l�ttle w�ne that was
left �n the bottom of h�s glass. "Well, we'll talk about �t to-morrow; I haven't
t�me now."

"Stay! What I have to say concerns your master."



Passepartout, at th�s, looked attent�vely at h�s compan�on. F�x's face
seemed to have a s�ngular express�on. He resumed h�s seat.

"What �s �t that you have to say?"

F�x placed h�s hand upon Passepartout's arm, and, lower�ng h�s vo�ce,
sa�d, "You have guessed who I am?"

"Parbleu!" sa�d Passepartout, sm�l�ng.

"Then I'm go�ng to tell you everyth�ng—"

"Now that I know everyth�ng, my fr�end! Ah! that's very good. But go
on, go on. F�rst, though, let me tell you that those gentlemen have put
themselves to a useless expense."

"Useless!" sa�d F�x. "You speak conf�dently. It's clear that you don't
know how large the sum �s."

"Of course I do," returned Passepartout. "Twenty thousand pounds."

"F�fty-f�ve thousand!" answered F�x, press�ng h�s compan�on's hand.

"What!" cr�ed the Frenchman. "Has Mons�eur Fogg dared—f�fty-f�ve
thousand pounds! Well, there's all the more reason for not los�ng an
�nstant," he cont�nued, gett�ng up hast�ly.

F�x pushed Passepartout back �n h�s cha�r, and resumed: "F�fty-f�ve
thousand pounds; and �f I succeed, I get two thousand pounds. If you'll help
me, I'll let you have f�ve hundred of them."

"Help you?" cr�ed Passepartout, whose eyes were stand�ng w�de open.

"Yes; help me keep Mr. Fogg here for two or three days."

"Why, what are you say�ng? Those gentlemen are not sat�sf�ed w�th
follow�ng my master and suspect�ng h�s honour, but they must try to put
obstacles �n h�s way! I blush for them!"



"What do you mean?"

"I mean that �t �s a p�ece of shameful tr�ckery. They m�ght as well waylay
Mr. Fogg and put h�s money �n the�r pockets!"

"That's just what we count on do�ng."

"It's a consp�racy, then," cr�ed Passepartout, who became more and more
exc�ted as the l�quor mounted �n h�s head, for he drank w�thout perce�v�ng
�t. "A real consp�racy! And gentlemen, too. Bah!"

F�x began to be puzzled.

"Members of the Reform Club!" cont�nued Passepartout. "You must
know, Mons�eur F�x, that my master �s an honest man, and that, when he
makes a wager, he tr�es to w�n �t fa�rly!"

"But who do you th�nk I am?" asked F�x, look�ng at h�m �ntently.

"Parbleu! An agent of the members of the Reform Club, sent out here to
�nterrupt my master's journey. But, though I found you out some t�me ago,
I've taken good care to say noth�ng about �t to Mr. Fogg."

"He knows noth�ng, then?"

"Noth�ng," repl�ed Passepartout, aga�n empty�ng h�s glass.

The detect�ve passed h�s hand across h�s forehead, hes�tat�ng before he
spoke aga�n. What should he do? Passepartout's m�stake seemed s�ncere,
but �t made h�s des�gn more d�ff�cult. It was ev�dent that the servant was not
the master's accompl�ce, as F�x had been �ncl�ned to suspect.

"Well," sa�d the detect�ve to h�mself, "as he �s not an accompl�ce, he w�ll
help me."

He had no t�me to lose: Fogg must be deta�ned at Hong Kong, so he
resolved to make a clean breast of �t.



"L�sten to me," sa�d F�x abruptly. "I am not, as you th�nk, an agent of the
members of the Reform Club—"

"Bah!" retorted Passepartout, w�th an a�r of ra�llery.

"I am a pol�ce detect�ve, sent out here by the London off�ce."

"You, a detect�ve?"

"I w�ll prove �t. Here �s my comm�ss�on."

Passepartout was speechless w�th aston�shment when F�x d�splayed th�s
document, the genu�neness of wh�ch could not be doubted.

"Mr. Fogg's wager," resumed F�x, "�s only a pretext, of wh�ch you and
the gentlemen of the Reform are dupes. He had a mot�ve for secur�ng your
�nnocent compl�c�ty."

"But why?"

"L�sten. On the 28th of last September a robbery of f�fty-f�ve thousand
pounds was comm�tted at the Bank of England by a person whose
descr�pt�on was fortunately secured. Here �s h�s descr�pt�on; �t answers
exactly to that of Mr. Ph�leas Fogg."

"What nonsense!" cr�ed Passepartout, str�k�ng the table w�th h�s f�st. "My
master �s the most honourable of men!"

"How can you tell? You know scarcely anyth�ng about h�m. You went
�nto h�s serv�ce the day he came away; and he came away on a fool�sh
pretext, w�thout trunks, and carry�ng a large amount �n banknotes. And yet
you are bold enough to assert that he �s an honest man!"

"Yes, yes," repeated the poor fellow, mechan�cally.

"Would you l�ke to be arrested as h�s accompl�ce?"

Passepartout, overcome by what he had heard, held h�s head between h�s
hands, and d�d not dare to look at the detect�ve. Ph�leas Fogg, the sav�our of



Aouda, that brave and generous man, a robber! And yet how many
presumpt�ons there were aga�nst h�m! Passepartout essayed to reject the
susp�c�ons wh�ch forced themselves upon h�s m�nd; he d�d not w�sh to
bel�eve that h�s master was gu�lty.

"Well, what do you want of me?" sa�d he, at last, w�th an effort.

"See here," repl�ed F�x; "I have tracked Mr. Fogg to th�s place, but as yet
I have fa�led to rece�ve the warrant of arrest for wh�ch I sent to London.
You must help me to keep h�m here �n Hong Kong—"

"I! But I—"

"I w�ll share w�th you the two thousand pounds reward offered by the
Bank of England."

"Never!" repl�ed Passepartout, who tr�ed to r�se, but fell back, exhausted
�n m�nd and body.

"Mr. F�x," he stammered, "even should what you say be true—�f my
master �s really the robber you are seek�ng for—wh�ch I deny—I have been,
am, �n h�s serv�ce; I have seen h�s generos�ty and goodness; and I w�ll never
betray h�m—not for all the gold �n the world. I come from a v�llage where
they don't eat that k�nd of bread!"

"You refuse?"

"I refuse."

"Cons�der that I've sa�d noth�ng," sa�d F�x; "and let us dr�nk."

"Yes; let us dr�nk!"

Passepartout felt h�mself y�eld�ng more and more to the effects of the
l�quor. F�x, see�ng that he must, at all hazards, be separated from h�s master,
w�shed to ent�rely overcome h�m. Some p�pes full of op�um lay upon the
table. F�x sl�pped one �nto Passepartout's hand. He took �t, put �t between
h�s l�ps, l�t �t, drew several puffs, and h�s head, becom�ng heavy under the
�nfluence of the narcot�c, fell upon the table.



"At last!" sa�d F�x, see�ng Passepartout unconsc�ous. "Mr. Fogg w�ll not
be �nformed of the Carnat�c's departure; and, �f he �s, he w�ll have to go
w�thout th�s cursed Frenchman!"

And, after pay�ng h�s b�ll, F�x left the tavern.

Chapter XX

IN WHICH FIX COMES FACE TO FACE WITH PHILEAS FOGG

Wh�le these events were pass�ng at the op�um-house, Mr. Fogg,
unconsc�ous of the danger he was �n of los�ng the steamer, was qu�etly
escort�ng Aouda about the streets of the Engl�sh quarter, mak�ng the
necessary purchases for the long voyage before them. It was all very well
for an Engl�shman l�ke Mr. Fogg to make the tour of the world w�th a
carpet-bag; a lady could not be expected to travel comfortably under such
cond�t�ons. He acqu�tted h�s task w�th character�st�c seren�ty, and �nvar�ably
repl�ed to the remonstrances of h�s fa�r compan�on, who was confused by
h�s pat�ence and generos�ty:

"It �s �n the �nterest of my journey—a part of my programme."

The purchases made, they returned to the hotel, where they d�ned at a
sumptuously served table-d'hote; after wh�ch Aouda, shak�ng hands w�th
her protector after the Engl�sh fash�on, ret�red to her room for rest. Mr.
Fogg absorbed h�mself throughout the even�ng �n the perusal of The T�mes
and Illustrated London News.

Had he been capable of be�ng aston�shed at anyth�ng, �t would have been
not to see h�s servant return at bedt�me. But, know�ng that the steamer was
not to leave for Yokohama unt�l the next morn�ng, he d�d not d�sturb
h�mself about the matter. When Passepartout d�d not appear the next
morn�ng to answer h�s master's bell, Mr. Fogg, not betray�ng the least



vexat�on, contented h�mself w�th tak�ng h�s carpet-bag, call�ng Aouda, and
send�ng for a palanqu�n.

It was then e�ght o'clock; at half-past n�ne, �t be�ng then h�gh t�de, the
Carnat�c would leave the harbour. Mr. Fogg and Aouda got �nto the
palanqu�n, the�r luggage be�ng brought after on a wheelbarrow, and half an
hour later stepped upon the quay whence they were to embark. Mr. Fogg
then learned that the Carnat�c had sa�led the even�ng before. He had
expected to f�nd not only the steamer, but h�s domest�c, and was forced to
g�ve up both; but no s�gn of d�sappo�ntment appeared on h�s face, and he
merely remarked to Aouda, "It �s an acc�dent, madam; noth�ng more."

At th�s moment a man who had been observ�ng h�m attent�vely
approached. It was F�x, who, bow�ng, addressed Mr. Fogg: "Were you not,
l�ke me, s�r, a passenger by the Rangoon, wh�ch arr�ved yesterday?"

"I was, s�r," repl�ed Mr. Fogg coldly. "But I have not the honour—"

"Pardon me; I thought I should f�nd your servant here."

"Do you know where he �s, s�r?" asked Aouda anx�ously.

"What!" responded F�x, fe�gn�ng surpr�se. "Is he not w�th you?"

"No," sa�d Aouda. "He has not made h�s appearance s�nce yesterday.
Could he have gone on board the Carnat�c w�thout us?"

"W�thout you, madam?" answered the detect�ve. "Excuse me, d�d you
�ntend to sa�l �n the Carnat�c?"

"Yes, s�r."

"So d�d I, madam, and I am excess�vely d�sappo�nted. The Carnat�c, �ts
repa�rs be�ng completed, left Hong Kong twelve hours before the stated
t�me, w�thout any not�ce be�ng g�ven; and we must now wa�t a week for
another steamer."

As he sa�d "a week" F�x felt h�s heart leap for joy. Fogg deta�ned at Hong
Kong for a week! There would be t�me for the warrant to arr�ve, and fortune



at last favoured the representat�ve of the law. H�s horror may be �mag�ned
when he heard Mr. Fogg say, �n h�s plac�d vo�ce, "But there are other
vessels bes�des the Carnat�c, �t seems to me, �n the harbour of Hong Kong."

And, offer�ng h�s arm to Aouda, he d�rected h�s steps toward the docks �n
search of some craft about to start. F�x, stupef�ed, followed; �t seemed as �f
he were attached to Mr. Fogg by an �nv�s�ble thread. Chance, however,
appeared really to have abandoned the man �t had h�therto served so well.
For three hours Ph�leas Fogg wandered about the docks, w�th the
determ�nat�on, �f necessary, to charter a vessel to carry h�m to Yokohama;
but he could only f�nd vessels wh�ch were load�ng or unload�ng, and wh�ch
could not therefore set sa�l. F�x began to hope aga�n.

But Mr. Fogg, far from be�ng d�scouraged, was cont�nu�ng h�s search,
resolved not to stop �f he had to resort to Macao, when he was accosted by a
sa�lor on one of the wharves.

"Is your honour look�ng for a boat?"

"Have you a boat ready to sa�l?"

"Yes, your honour; a p�lot-boat—No. 43—the best �n the harbour."

"Does she go fast?"

"Between e�ght and n�ne knots the hour. W�ll you look at her?"

"Yes."

"Your honour w�ll be sat�sf�ed w�th her. Is �t for a sea excurs�on?"

"No; for a voyage."

"A voyage?"

"Yes, w�ll you agree to take me to Yokohama?"

The sa�lor leaned on the ra�l�ng, opened h�s eyes w�de, and sa�d, "Is your
honour jok�ng?"



"No. I have m�ssed the Carnat�c, and I must get to Yokohama by the 14th
at the latest, to take the boat for San Franc�sco."

"I am sorry," sa�d the sa�lor; "but �t �s �mposs�ble."

"I offer you a hundred pounds per day, and an add�t�onal reward of two
hundred pounds �f I reach Yokohama �n t�me."

"Are you �n earnest?"

"Very much so."

The p�lot walked away a l�ttle d�stance, and gazed out to sea, ev�dently
struggl�ng between the anx�ety to ga�n a large sum and the fear of ventur�ng
so far. F�x was �n mortal suspense.

Mr. Fogg turned to Aouda and asked her, "You would not be afra�d,
would you, madam?"

"Not w�th you, Mr. Fogg," was her answer.

The p�lot now returned, shuffl�ng h�s hat �n h�s hands.

"Well, p�lot?" sa�d Mr. Fogg.

"Well, your honour," repl�ed he, "I could not r�sk myself, my men, or my
l�ttle boat of scarcely twenty tons on so long a voyage at th�s t�me of year.
Bes�des, we could not reach Yokohama �n t�me, for �t �s s�xteen hundred and
s�xty m�les from Hong Kong."

"Only s�xteen hundred," sa�d Mr. Fogg.

"It's the same th�ng."

F�x breathed more freely.

"But," added the p�lot, "�t m�ght be arranged another way."

F�x ceased to breathe at all.



"How?" asked Mr. Fogg.

"By go�ng to Nagasak�, at the extreme south of Japan, or even to
Shangha�, wh�ch �s only e�ght hundred m�les from here. In go�ng to
Shangha� we should not be forced to sa�l w�de of the Ch�nese coast, wh�ch
would be a great advantage, as the currents run northward, and would a�d
us."

"P�lot," sa�d Mr. Fogg, "I must take the Amer�can steamer at Yokohama,
and not at Shangha� or Nagasak�."

"Why not?" returned the p�lot. "The San Franc�sco steamer does not start
from Yokohama. It puts �n at Yokohama and Nagasak�, but �t starts from
Shangha�."

"You are sure of that?"

"Perfectly."

"And when does the boat leave Shangha�?"

"On the 11th, at seven �n the even�ng. We have, therefore, four days
before us, that �s n�nety-s�x hours; and �n that t�me, �f we had good luck and
a south-west w�nd, and the sea was calm, we could make those e�ght
hundred m�les to Shangha�."

"And you could go—"

"In an hour; as soon as prov�s�ons could be got aboard and the sa�ls put
up."

"It �s a barga�n. Are you the master of the boat?"

"Yes; John Bunsby, master of the Tankadere."

"Would you l�ke some earnest-money?"

"If �t would not put your honour out—"



"Here are two hundred pounds on account s�r," added Ph�leas Fogg,
turn�ng to F�x, "�f you would l�ke to take advantage—"

"Thanks, s�r; I was about to ask the favour."

"Very well. In half an hour we shall go on board."

"But poor Passepartout?" urged Aouda, who was much d�sturbed by the
servant's d�sappearance.

"I shall do all I can to f�nd h�m," repl�ed Ph�leas Fogg.

Wh�le F�x, �n a fever�sh, nervous state, repa�red to the p�lot-boat, the
others d�rected the�r course to the pol�ce-stat�on at Hong Kong. Ph�leas
Fogg there gave Passepartout's descr�pt�on, and left a sum of money to be
spent �n the search for h�m. The same formal�t�es hav�ng been gone through
at the French consulate, and the palanqu�n hav�ng stopped at the hotel for
the luggage, wh�ch had been sent back there, they returned to the wharf.

It was now three o'clock; and p�lot-boat No. 43, w�th �ts crew on board,
and �ts prov�s�ons stored away, was ready for departure.

The Tankadere was a neat l�ttle craft of twenty tons, as gracefully bu�lt as
�f she were a rac�ng yacht. Her sh�n�ng copper sheath�ng, her galvan�sed
�ron-work, her deck, wh�te as �vory, betrayed the pr�de taken by John
Bunsby �n mak�ng her presentable. Her two masts leaned a tr�fle backward;
she carr�ed br�gant�ne, foresa�l, storm-j�b, and stand�ng-j�b, and was well
r�gged for runn�ng before the w�nd; and she seemed capable of br�sk speed,
wh�ch, �ndeed, she had already proved by ga�n�ng several pr�zes �n p�lot-
boat races. The crew of the Tankadere was composed of John Bunsby, the
master, and four hardy mar�ners, who were fam�l�ar w�th the Ch�nese seas.
John Bunsby, h�mself, a man of forty-f�ve or thereabouts, v�gorous,
sunburnt, w�th a spr�ghtly express�on of the eye, and energet�c and self-
rel�ant countenance, would have �nsp�red conf�dence �n the most t�m�d.

Ph�leas Fogg and Aouda went on board, where they found F�x already
�nstalled. Below deck was a square cab�n, of wh�ch the walls bulged out �n



the form of cots, above a c�rcular d�van; �n the centre was a table prov�ded
w�th a sw�ng�ng lamp. The accommodat�on was conf�ned, but neat.

"I am sorry to have noth�ng better to offer you," sa�d Mr. Fogg to F�x,
who bowed w�thout respond�ng.

The detect�ve had a feel�ng ak�n to hum�l�at�on �n prof�t�ng by the
k�ndness of Mr. Fogg.

"It's certa�n," thought he, "though rascal as he �s, he �s a pol�te one!"

The sa�ls and the Engl�sh flag were ho�sted at ten m�nutes past three. Mr.
Fogg and Aouda, who were seated on deck, cast a last glance at the quay, �n
the hope of espy�ng Passepartout. F�x was not w�thout h�s fears lest chance
should d�rect the steps of the unfortunate servant, whom he had so badly
treated, �n th�s d�rect�on; �n wh�ch case an explanat�on the reverse of
sat�sfactory to the detect�ve must have ensued. But the Frenchman d�d not
appear, and, w�thout doubt, was st�ll ly�ng under the stupefy�ng �nfluence of
the op�um.

John Bunsby, master, at length gave the order to start, and the Tankadere,
tak�ng the w�nd under her br�gant�ne, foresa�l, and stand�ng-j�b, bounded
br�skly forward over the waves.

Chapter XXI

IN WHICH THE MASTER OF THE "TANKADERE" RUNS GREAT
RISK

OF LOSING A REWARD OF TWO HUNDRED POUNDS

Th�s voyage of e�ght hundred m�les was a per�lous venture on a craft of
twenty tons, and at that season of the year. The Ch�nese seas are usually



bo�sterous, subject to terr�ble gales of w�nd, and espec�ally dur�ng the
equ�noxes; and �t was now early November.

It would clearly have been to the master's advantage to carry h�s
passengers to Yokohama, s�nce he was pa�d a certa�n sum per day; but he
would have been rash to attempt such a voyage, and �t was �mprudent even
to attempt to reach Shangha�. But John Bunsby bel�eved �n the Tankadere,
wh�ch rode on the waves l�ke a seagull; and perhaps he was not wrong.

Late �n the day they passed through the capr�c�ous channels of Hong
Kong, and the Tankadere, �mpelled by favourable w�nds, conducted herself
adm�rably.

"I do not need, p�lot," sa�d Ph�leas Fogg, when they got �nto the open
sea, "to adv�se you to use all poss�ble speed."

"Trust me, your honour. We are carry�ng all the sa�l the w�nd w�ll let us.
The poles would add noth�ng, and are only used when we are go�ng �nto
port."

"It's your trade, not m�ne, p�lot, and I conf�de �n you."

Ph�leas Fogg, w�th body erect and legs w�de apart, stand�ng l�ke a sa�lor,
gazed w�thout stagger�ng at the swell�ng waters. The young woman, who
was seated aft, was profoundly affected as she looked out upon the ocean,
darken�ng now w�th the tw�l�ght, on wh�ch she had ventured �n so fra�l a
vessel. Above her head rustled the wh�te sa�ls, wh�ch seemed l�ke great
wh�te w�ngs. The boat, carr�ed forward by the w�nd, seemed to be fly�ng �n
the a�r.

N�ght came. The moon was enter�ng her f�rst quarter, and her �nsuff�c�ent
l�ght would soon d�e out �n the m�st on the hor�zon. Clouds were r�s�ng from
the east, and already overcast a part of the heavens.

The p�lot had hung out h�s l�ghts, wh�ch was very necessary �n these seas
crowded w�th vessels bound landward; for coll�s�ons are not uncommon
occurrences, and, at the speed she was go�ng, the least shock would shatter
the gallant l�ttle craft.



F�x, seated �n the bow, gave h�mself up to med�tat�on. He kept apart from
h�s fellow-travellers, know�ng Mr. Fogg's tac�turn tastes; bes�des, he d�d not
qu�te l�ke to talk to the man whose favours he had accepted. He was
th�nk�ng, too, of the future. It seemed certa�n that Fogg would not stop at
Yokohama, but would at once take the boat for San Franc�sco; and the vast
extent of Amer�ca would ensure h�m �mpun�ty and safety. Fogg's plan
appeared to h�m the s�mplest �n the world. Instead of sa�l�ng d�rectly from
England to the Un�ted States, l�ke a common v�lla�n, he had traversed three
quarters of the globe, so as to ga�n the Amer�can cont�nent more surely; and
there, after throw�ng the pol�ce off h�s track, he would qu�etly enjoy h�mself
w�th the fortune stolen from the bank. But, once �n the Un�ted States, what
should he, F�x, do? Should he abandon th�s man? No, a hundred t�mes no!
Unt�l he had secured h�s extrad�t�on, he would not lose s�ght of h�m for an
hour. It was h�s duty, and he would fulf�l �t to the end. At all events, there
was one th�ng to be thankful for; Passepartout was not w�th h�s master; and
�t was above all �mportant, after the conf�dences F�x had �mparted to h�m,
that the servant should never have speech w�th h�s master.

Ph�leas Fogg was also th�nk�ng of Passepartout, who had so strangely
d�sappeared. Look�ng at the matter from every po�nt of v�ew, �t d�d not seem
to h�m �mposs�ble that, by some m�stake, the man m�ght have embarked on
the Carnat�c at the last moment; and th�s was also Aouda's op�n�on, who
regretted very much the loss of the worthy fellow to whom she owed so
much. They m�ght then f�nd h�m at Yokohama; for, �f the Carnat�c was
carry�ng h�m th�ther, �t would be easy to ascerta�n �f he had been on board.

A br�sk breeze arose about ten o'clock; but, though �t m�ght have been
prudent to take �n a reef, the p�lot, after carefully exam�n�ng the heavens, let
the craft rema�n r�gged as before. The Tankadere bore sa�l adm�rably, as she
drew a great deal of water, and everyth�ng was prepared for h�gh speed �n
case of a gale.

Mr. Fogg and Aouda descended �nto the cab�n at m�dn�ght, hav�ng been
already preceded by F�x, who had la�n down on one of the cots. The p�lot
and crew rema�ned on deck all n�ght.

At sunr�se the next day, wh�ch was 8th November, the boat had made
more than one hundred m�les. The log �nd�cated a mean speed of between



e�ght and n�ne m�les. The Tankadere st�ll carr�ed all sa�l, and was
accompl�sh�ng her greatest capac�ty of speed. If the w�nd held as �t was, the
chances would be �n her favour. Dur�ng the day she kept along the coast,
where the currents were favourable; the coast, �rregular �n prof�le, and
v�s�ble somet�mes across the clear�ngs, was at most f�ve m�les d�stant. The
sea was less bo�sterous, s�nce the w�nd came off land—a fortunate
c�rcumstance for the boat, wh�ch would suffer, ow�ng to �ts small tonnage,
by a heavy surge on the sea.

The breeze subs�ded a l�ttle towards noon, and set �n from the south-
west. The p�lot put up h�s poles, but took them down aga�n w�th�n two
hours, as the w�nd freshened up anew.

Mr. Fogg and Aouda, happ�ly unaffected by the roughness of the sea, ate
w�th a good appet�te, F�x be�ng �nv�ted to share the�r repast, wh�ch he
accepted w�th secret chagr�n. To travel at th�s man's expense and l�ve upon
h�s prov�s�ons was not palatable to h�m. St�ll, he was obl�ged to eat, and so
he ate.



When the meal was over, he took Mr. Fogg apart, and sa�d, "s�r"—th�s
"s�r" scorched h�s l�ps, and he had to control h�mself to avo�d collar�ng th�s
"gentleman"—"s�r, you have been very k�nd to g�ve me a passage on th�s
boat. But, though my means w�ll not adm�t of my expend�ng them as freely
as you, I must ask to pay my share—"

"Let us not speak of that, s�r," repl�ed Mr. Fogg.

"But, �f I �ns�st—"

"No, s�r," repeated Mr. Fogg, �n a tone wh�ch d�d not adm�t of a reply.
"Th�s enters �nto my general expenses."

F�x, as he bowed, had a st�fled feel�ng, and, go�ng forward, where he
ensconced h�mself, d�d not open h�s mouth for the rest of the day.

Meanwh�le they were progress�ng famously, and John Bunsby was �n
h�gh hope. He several t�mes assured Mr. Fogg that they would reach
Shangha� �n t�me; to wh�ch that gentleman responded that he counted upon
�t. The crew set to work �n good earnest, �nsp�red by the reward to be
ga�ned. There was not a sheet wh�ch was not t�ghtened, not a sa�l wh�ch was
not v�gorously ho�sted; not a lurch could be charged to the man at the helm.
They worked as desperately as �f they were contest�ng �n a Royal yacht
regatta.

By even�ng, the log showed that two hundred and twenty m�les had been
accompl�shed from Hong Kong, and Mr. Fogg m�ght hope that he would be
able to reach Yokohama w�thout record�ng any delay �n h�s journal; �n
wh�ch case, the many m�sadventures wh�ch had overtaken h�m s�nce he left
London would not ser�ously affect h�s journey.

The Tankadere entered the Stra�ts of Fo-K�en, wh�ch separate the �sland
of Formosa from the Ch�nese coast, �n the small hours of the n�ght, and
crossed the Trop�c of Cancer. The sea was very rough �n the stra�ts, full of
edd�es formed by the counter-currents, and the chopp�ng waves broke her
course, wh�lst �t became very d�ff�cult to stand on deck.



At daybreak the w�nd began to blow hard aga�n, and the heavens seemed
to pred�ct a gale. The barometer announced a speedy change, the mercury
r�s�ng and fall�ng capr�c�ously; the sea also, �n the south-east, ra�sed long
surges wh�ch �nd�cated a tempest. The sun had set the even�ng before �n a
red m�st, �n the m�dst of the phosphorescent sc�nt�llat�ons of the ocean.

John Bunsby long exam�ned the threaten�ng aspect of the heavens,
mutter�ng �nd�st�nctly between h�s teeth. At last he sa�d �n a low vo�ce to
Mr. Fogg, "Shall I speak out to your honour?"

"Of course."

"Well, we are go�ng to have a squall."

"Is the w�nd north or south?" asked Mr. Fogg qu�etly.

"South. Look! a typhoon �s com�ng up."

"Glad �t's a typhoon from the south, for �t w�ll carry us forward."

"Oh, �f you take �t that way," sa�d John Bunsby, "I've noth�ng more to
say." John Bunsby's susp�c�ons were conf�rmed. At a less advanced season
of the year the typhoon, accord�ng to a famous meteorolog�st, would have
passed away l�ke a lum�nous cascade of electr�c flame; but �n the w�nter
equ�nox �t was to be feared that �t would burst upon them w�th great
v�olence.

The p�lot took h�s precaut�ons �n advance. He reefed all sa�l, the pole-
masts were d�spensed w�th; all hands went forward to the bows. A s�ngle
tr�angular sa�l, of strong canvas, was ho�sted as a storm-j�b, so as to hold the
w�nd from beh�nd. Then they wa�ted.

John Bunsby had requested h�s passengers to go below; but th�s
�mpr�sonment �n so narrow a space, w�th l�ttle a�r, and the boat bounc�ng �n
the gale, was far from pleasant. Ne�ther Mr. Fogg, F�x, nor Aouda
consented to leave the deck.



The storm of ra�n and w�nd descended upon them towards e�ght o'clock.
W�th but �ts b�t of sa�l, the Tankadere was l�fted l�ke a feather by a w�nd, an
�dea of whose v�olence can scarcely be g�ven. To compare her speed to four
t�mes that of a locomot�ve go�ng on full steam would be below the truth.

The boat scudded thus northward dur�ng the whole day, borne on by
monstrous waves, preserv�ng always, fortunately, a speed equal to the�rs.
Twenty t�mes she seemed almost to be submerged by these mounta�ns of
water wh�ch rose beh�nd her; but the adro�t management of the p�lot saved
her. The passengers were often bathed �n spray, but they subm�tted to �t
ph�losoph�cally. F�x cursed �t, no doubt; but Aouda, w�th her eyes fastened
upon her protector, whose coolness amazed her, showed herself worthy of
h�m, and bravely weathered the storm. As for Ph�leas Fogg, �t seemed just
as �f the typhoon were a part of h�s programme.

Up to th�s t�me the Tankadere had always held her course to the north;
but towards even�ng the w�nd, veer�ng three quarters, bore down from the
north-west. The boat, now ly�ng �n the trough of the waves, shook and
rolled terr�bly; the sea struck her w�th fearful v�olence. At n�ght the tempest
�ncreased �n v�olence. John Bunsby saw the approach of darkness and the
r�s�ng of the storm w�th dark m�sg�v�ngs. He thought awh�le, and then asked
h�s crew �f �t was not t�me to slacken speed. After a consultat�on he
approached Mr. Fogg, and sa�d, "I th�nk, your honour, that we should do
well to make for one of the ports on the coast."

"I th�nk so too."

"Ah!" sa�d the p�lot. "But wh�ch one?"

"I know of but one," returned Mr. Fogg tranqu�lly.

"And that �s—"

"Shangha�."

The p�lot, at f�rst, d�d not seem to comprehend; he could scarcely real�se
so much determ�nat�on and tenac�ty. Then he cr�ed, "Well—yes! Your
honour �s r�ght. To Shangha�!"



So the Tankadere kept stead�ly on her northward track.

The n�ght was really terr�ble; �t would be a m�racle �f the craft d�d not
founder. Tw�ce �t could have been all over w�th her �f the crew had not been
constantly on the watch. Aouda was exhausted, but d�d not utter a
compla�nt. More than once Mr. Fogg rushed to protect her from the
v�olence of the waves.

Day reappeared. The tempest st�ll raged w�th und�m�n�shed fury; but the
w�nd now returned to the south-east. It was a favourable change, and the
Tankadere aga�n bounded forward on th�s mounta�nous sea, though the
waves crossed each other, and �mparted shocks and counter-shocks wh�ch
would have crushed a craft less sol�dly bu�lt. From t�me to t�me the coast
was v�s�ble through the broken m�st, but no vessel was �n s�ght. The
Tankadere was alone upon the sea.

There were some s�gns of a calm at noon, and these became more
d�st�nct as the sun descended toward the hor�zon. The tempest had been as
br�ef as terr�f�c. The passengers, thoroughly exhausted, could now eat a
l�ttle, and take some repose.

The n�ght was comparat�vely qu�et. Some of the sa�ls were aga�n ho�sted,
and the speed of the boat was very good. The next morn�ng at dawn they
esp�ed the coast, and John Bunsby was able to assert that they were not one
hundred m�les from Shangha�. A hundred m�les, and only one day to
traverse them! That very even�ng Mr. Fogg was due at Shangha�, �f he d�d
not w�sh to m�ss the steamer to Yokohama. Had there been no storm, dur�ng
wh�ch several hours were lost, they would be at th�s moment w�th�n th�rty
m�les of the�r dest�nat�on.

The w�nd grew dec�dedly calmer, and happ�ly the sea fell w�th �t. All
sa�ls were now ho�sted, and at noon the Tankadere was w�th�n forty-f�ve
m�les of Shangha�. There rema�ned yet s�x hours �n wh�ch to accompl�sh
that d�stance. All on board feared that �t could not be done, and every one—
Ph�leas Fogg, no doubt, excepted—felt h�s heart beat w�th �mpat�ence. The
boat must keep up an average of n�ne m�les an hour, and the w�nd was
becom�ng calmer every moment! It was a capr�c�ous breeze, com�ng from
the coast, and after �t passed the sea became smooth. St�ll, the Tankadere



was so l�ght, and her f�ne sa�ls caught the f�ckle zephyrs so well, that, w�th
the a�d of the currents John Bunsby found h�mself at s�x o'clock not more
than ten m�les from the mouth of Shangha� R�ver. Shangha� �tself �s s�tuated
at least twelve m�les up the stream. At seven they were st�ll three m�les
from Shangha�. The p�lot swore an angry oath; the reward of two hundred
pounds was ev�dently on the po�nt of escap�ng h�m. He looked at Mr. Fogg.
Mr. Fogg was perfectly tranqu�l; and yet h�s whole fortune was at th�s
moment at stake.

At th�s moment, also, a long black funnel, crowned w�th wreaths of
smoke, appeared on the edge of the waters. It was the Amer�can steamer,
leav�ng for Yokohama at the appo�nted t�me.

"Confound her!" cr�ed John Bunsby, push�ng back the rudder w�th a
desperate jerk.

"S�gnal her!" sa�d Ph�leas Fogg qu�etly.

A small brass cannon stood on the forward deck of the Tankadere, for
mak�ng s�gnals �n the fogs. It was loaded to the muzzle; but just as the p�lot
was about to apply a red-hot coal to the touchhole, Mr. Fogg sa�d, "Ho�st
your flag!"

The flag was run up at half-mast, and, th�s be�ng the s�gnal of d�stress, �t
was hoped that the Amer�can steamer, perce�v�ng �t, would change her
course a l�ttle, so as to succour the p�lot-boat.

"F�re!" sa�d Mr. Fogg. And the boom�ng of the l�ttle cannon resounded �n
the a�r.

Chapter XXII



IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT FINDS OUT THAT, EVEN AT THE
ANTIPODES,

IT IS CONVENIENT TO HAVE SOME MONEY IN ONE'S POCKET

The Carnat�c, sett�ng sa�l from Hong Kong at half-past s�x on the 7th of
November, d�rected her course at full steam towards Japan. She carr�ed a
large cargo and a well-f�lled cab�n of passengers. Two state-rooms �n the
rear were, however, unoccup�ed—those wh�ch had been engaged by Ph�leas
Fogg.

The next day a passenger w�th a half-stupef�ed eye, stagger�ng ga�t, and
d�sordered ha�r, was seen to emerge from the second cab�n, and to totter to a
seat on deck.

It was Passepartout; and what had happened to h�m was as follows:
Shortly after F�x left the op�um den, two wa�ters had l�fted the unconsc�ous
Passepartout, and had carr�ed h�m to the bed reserved for the smokers.
Three hours later, pursued even �n h�s dreams by a f�xed �dea, the poor
fellow awoke, and struggled aga�nst the stupefy�ng �nfluence of the
narcot�c. The thought of a duty unfulf�lled shook off h�s torpor, and he
hurr�ed from the abode of drunkenness. Stagger�ng and hold�ng h�mself up
by keep�ng aga�nst the walls, fall�ng down and creep�ng up aga�n, and
�rres�st�bly �mpelled by a k�nd of �nst�nct, he kept cry�ng out, "The Carnat�c!
the Carnat�c!"

The steamer lay puff�ng alongs�de the quay, on the po�nt of start�ng.
Passepartout had but few steps to go; and, rush�ng upon the plank, he
crossed �t, and fell unconsc�ous on the deck, just as the Carnat�c was
mov�ng off. Several sa�lors, who were ev�dently accustomed to th�s sort of
scene, carr�ed the poor Frenchman down �nto the second cab�n, and
Passepartout d�d not wake unt�l they were one hundred and f�fty m�les away
from Ch�na. Thus he found h�mself the next morn�ng on the deck of the
Carnat�c, and eagerly �nhal�ng the exh�larat�ng sea-breeze. The pure a�r
sobered h�m. He began to collect h�s sense, wh�ch he found a d�ff�cult task;
but at last he recalled the events of the even�ng before, F�x's revelat�on, and
the op�um-house.



"It �s ev�dent," sa�d he to h�mself, "that I have been abom�nably drunk!
What w�ll Mr. Fogg say? At least I have not m�ssed the steamer, wh�ch �s
the most �mportant th�ng."

Then, as F�x occurred to h�m: "As for that rascal, I hope we are well r�d
of h�m, and that he has not dared, as he proposed, to follow us on board the
Carnat�c. A detect�ve on the track of Mr. Fogg, accused of robb�ng the Bank
of England! Pshaw! Mr. Fogg �s no more a robber than I am a murderer."

Should he d�vulge F�x's real errand to h�s master? Would �t do to tell the
part the detect�ve was play�ng? Would �t not be better to wa�t unt�l Mr. Fogg
reached London aga�n, and then �mpart to h�m that an agent of the
metropol�tan pol�ce had been follow�ng h�m round the world, and have a
good laugh over �t? No doubt; at least, �t was worth cons�der�ng. The f�rst
th�ng to do was to f�nd Mr. Fogg, and apolog�se for h�s s�ngular behav�our.

Passepartout got up and proceeded, as well as he could w�th the roll�ng
of the steamer, to the after-deck. He saw no one who resembled e�ther h�s
master or Aouda. "Good!" muttered he; "Aouda has not got up yet, and Mr.
Fogg has probably found some partners at wh�st."

He descended to the saloon. Mr. Fogg was not there. Passepartout had
only, however, to ask the purser the number of h�s master's state-room. The
purser repl�ed that he d�d not know any passenger by the name of Fogg.

"I beg your pardon," sa�d Passepartout pers�stently. "He �s a tall
gentleman, qu�et, and not very talkat�ve, and has w�th h�m a young lady—"

"There �s no young lady on board," �nterrupted the purser. "Here �s a l�st
of the passengers; you may see for yourself."

Passepartout scanned the l�st, but h�s master's name was not upon �t. All
at once an �dea struck h�m.

"Ah! am I on the Carnat�c?"

"Yes."



"On the way to Yokohama?"

"Certa�nly."

Passepartout had for an �nstant feared that he was on the wrong boat;
but, though he was really on the Carnat�c, h�s master was not there.

He fell thunderstruck on a seat. He saw �t all now. He remembered that
the t�me of sa�l�ng had been changed, that he should have �nformed h�s
master of that fact, and that he had not done so. It was h�s fault, then, that
Mr. Fogg and Aouda had m�ssed the steamer. Yes, but �t was st�ll more the
fault of the tra�tor who, �n order to separate h�m from h�s master, and deta�n
the latter at Hong Kong, had �nve�gled h�m �nto gett�ng drunk! He now saw
the detect�ve's tr�ck; and at th�s moment Mr. Fogg was certa�nly ru�ned, h�s
bet was lost, and he h�mself perhaps arrested and �mpr�soned! At th�s
thought Passepartout tore h�s ha�r. Ah, �f F�x ever came w�th�n h�s reach,
what a settl�ng of accounts there would be!

After h�s f�rst depress�on, Passepartout became calmer, and began to
study h�s s�tuat�on. It was certa�nly not an env�able one. He found h�mself
on the way to Japan, and what should he do when he got there? H�s pocket
was empty; he had not a sol�tary sh�ll�ng, not so much as a penny. H�s
passage had fortunately been pa�d for �n advance; and he had f�ve or s�x
days �n wh�ch to dec�de upon h�s future course. He fell to at meals w�th an
appet�te, and ate for Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and h�mself. He helped h�mself as
generously as �f Japan were a desert, where noth�ng to eat was to be looked
for.

At dawn on the 13th the Carnat�c entered the port of Yokohama. Th�s �s
an �mportant port of call �n the Pac�f�c, where all the ma�l-steamers, and
those carry�ng travellers between North Amer�ca, Ch�na, Japan, and the
Or�ental �slands put �n. It �s s�tuated �n the bay of Yeddo, and at but a short
d�stance from that second cap�tal of the Japanese Emp�re, and the res�dence
of the Tycoon, the c�v�l Emperor, before the M�kado, the sp�r�tual Emperor,
absorbed h�s off�ce �n h�s own. The Carnat�c anchored at the quay near the
custom-house, �n the m�dst of a crowd of sh�ps bear�ng the flags of all
nat�ons.



Passepartout went t�m�dly ashore on th�s so cur�ous terr�tory of the Sons
of the Sun. He had noth�ng better to do than, tak�ng chance for h�s gu�de, to
wander a�mlessly through the streets of Yokohama. He found h�mself at
f�rst �n a thoroughly European quarter, the houses hav�ng low fronts, and
be�ng adorned w�th verandas, beneath wh�ch he caught gl�mpses of neat
per�styles. Th�s quarter occup�ed, w�th �ts streets, squares, docks, and
warehouses, all the space between the "promontory of the Treaty" and the
r�ver. Here, as at Hong Kong and Calcutta, were m�xed crowds of all races,
Amer�cans and Engl�sh, Ch�namen and Dutchmen, mostly merchants ready
to buy or sell anyth�ng. The Frenchman felt h�mself as much alone among
them as �f he had dropped down �n the m�dst of Hottentots.

He had, at least, one resource,—to call on the French and Engl�sh
consuls at Yokohama for ass�stance. But he shrank from tell�ng the story of
h�s adventures, �nt�mately connected as �t was w�th that of h�s master; and,
before do�ng so, he determ�ned to exhaust all other means of a�d. As chance
d�d not favour h�m �n the European quarter, he penetrated that �nhab�ted by
the nat�ve Japanese, determ�ned, �f necessary, to push on to Yeddo.

The Japanese quarter of Yokohama �s called Benten, after the goddess of
the sea, who �s worsh�pped on the �slands round about. There Passepartout
beheld beaut�ful f�r and cedar groves, sacred gates of a s�ngular arch�tecture,
br�dges half h�d �n the m�dst of bamboos and reeds, temples shaded by
�mmense cedar-trees, holy retreats where were sheltered Buddh�st pr�ests
and sectar�es of Confuc�us, and �nterm�nable streets, where a perfect harvest
of rose-t�nted and red-cheeked ch�ldren, who looked as �f they had been cut
out of Japanese screens, and who were play�ng �n the m�dst of short-legged
poodles and yellow�sh cats, m�ght have been gathered.

The streets were crowded w�th people. Pr�ests were pass�ng �n
process�ons, beat�ng the�r dreary tambour�nes; pol�ce and custom-house
off�cers w�th po�nted hats encrusted w�th lac and carry�ng two sabres hung
to the�r wa�sts; sold�ers, clad �n blue cotton w�th wh�te str�pes, and bear�ng
guns; the M�kado's guards, enveloped �n s�lken doubles, hauberks and coats
of ma�l; and numbers of m�l�tary folk of all ranks—for the m�l�tary
profess�on �s as much respected �n Japan as �t �s desp�sed �n Ch�na—went
h�ther and th�ther �n groups and pa�rs. Passepartout saw, too, begg�ng fr�ars,



long-robed p�lgr�ms, and s�mple c�v�l�ans, w�th the�r warped and jet-black
ha�r, b�g heads, long busts, slender legs, short stature, and complex�ons
vary�ng from copper-colour to a dead wh�te, but never yellow, l�ke the
Ch�nese, from whom the Japanese w�dely d�ffer. He d�d not fa�l to observe
the cur�ous equ�pages—carr�ages and palanqu�ns, barrows suppl�ed w�th
sa�ls, and l�tters made of bamboo; nor the women—whom he thought not
espec�ally handsome—who took l�ttle steps w�th the�r l�ttle feet, whereon
they wore canvas shoes, straw sandals, and clogs of worked wood, and who
d�splayed t�ght-look�ng eyes, flat chests, teeth fash�onably blackened, and
gowns crossed w�th s�lken scarfs, t�ed �n an enormous knot beh�nd an
ornament wh�ch the modern Par�s�an lad�es seem to have borrowed from the
dames of Japan.

Passepartout wandered for several hours �n the m�dst of th�s motley
crowd, look�ng �n at the w�ndows of the r�ch and cur�ous shops, the
jewellery establ�shments gl�tter�ng w�th qua�nt Japanese ornaments, the
restaurants decked w�th streamers and banners, the tea-houses, where the
odorous beverage was be�ng drunk w�th sak�, a l�quor concocted from the
fermentat�on of r�ce, and the comfortable smok�ng-houses, where they were
puff�ng, not op�um, wh�ch �s almost unknown �n Japan, but a very f�ne,
str�ngy tobacco. He went on t�ll he found h�mself �n the f�elds, �n the m�dst
of vast r�ce plantat�ons. There he saw dazzl�ng camell�as expand�ng
themselves, w�th flowers wh�ch were g�v�ng forth the�r last colours and
perfumes, not on bushes, but on trees, and w�th�n bamboo enclosures,
cherry, plum, and apple trees, wh�ch the Japanese cult�vate rather for the�r
blossoms than the�r fru�t, and wh�ch queerly-fash�oned, gr�nn�ng scarecrows
protected from the sparrows, p�geons, ravens, and other vorac�ous b�rds. On
the branches of the cedars were perched large eagles; am�d the fol�age of
the weep�ng w�llows were herons, solemnly stand�ng on one leg; and on
every hand were crows, ducks, hawks, w�ld b�rds, and a mult�tude of cranes,
wh�ch the Japanese cons�der sacred, and wh�ch to the�r m�nds symbol�se
long l�fe and prosper�ty.

As he was stroll�ng along, Passepartout esp�ed some v�olets among the
shrubs.

"Good!" sa�d he; "I'll have some supper."



But, on smell�ng them, he found that they were odourless.

"No chance there," thought he.

The worthy fellow had certa�nly taken good care to eat as hearty a
breakfast as poss�ble before leav�ng the Carnat�c; but, as he had been
walk�ng about all day, the demands of hunger were becom�ng �mportunate.
He observed that the butchers stalls conta�ned ne�ther mutton, goat, nor
pork; and, know�ng also that �t �s a sacr�lege to k�ll cattle, wh�ch are
preserved solely for farm�ng, he made up h�s m�nd that meat was far from
plent�ful �n Yokohama—nor was he m�staken; and, �n default of butcher's
meat, he could have w�shed for a quarter of w�ld boar or deer, a partr�dge,
or some qua�ls, some game or f�sh, wh�ch, w�th r�ce, the Japanese eat almost
exclus�vely. But he found �t necessary to keep up a stout heart, and to
postpone the meal he craved t�ll the follow�ng morn�ng. N�ght came, and
Passepartout re-entered the nat�ve quarter, where he wandered through the
streets, l�t by var�-coloured lanterns, look�ng on at the dancers, who were
execut�ng sk�lful steps and bound�ngs, and the astrologers who stood �n the
open a�r w�th the�r telescopes. Then he came to the harbour, wh�ch was l�t
up by the res�n torches of the f�shermen, who were f�sh�ng from the�r boats.

The streets at last became qu�et, and the patrol, the off�cers of wh�ch, �n
the�r splend�d costumes, and surrounded by the�r su�tes, Passepartout
thought seemed l�ke ambassadors, succeeded the bustl�ng crowd. Each t�me
a company passed, Passepartout chuckled, and sa�d to h�mself: "Good!
another Japanese embassy depart�ng for Europe!"

Chapter XXIII

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT'S NOSE BECOMES
OUTRAGEOUSLY LONG



The next morn�ng poor, jaded, fam�shed Passepartout sa�d to h�mself that
he must get someth�ng to eat at all hazards, and the sooner he d�d so the
better. He m�ght, �ndeed, sell h�s watch; but he would have starved f�rst.
Now or never he must use the strong, �f not melod�ous vo�ce wh�ch nature
had bestowed upon h�m. He knew several French and Engl�sh songs, and
resolved to try them upon the Japanese, who must be lovers of mus�c, s�nce
they were for ever pound�ng on the�r cymbals, tam-tams, and tambour�nes,
and could not but apprec�ate European talent.

It was, perhaps, rather early �n the morn�ng to get up a concert, and the
aud�ence prematurely aroused from the�r slumbers, m�ght not poss�bly pay
the�r enterta�ner w�th co�n bear�ng the M�kado's features. Passepartout
therefore dec�ded to wa�t several hours; and, as he was saunter�ng along, �t
occurred to h�m that he would seem rather too well dressed for a wander�ng
art�st. The �dea struck h�m to change h�s garments for clothes more �n
harmony w�th h�s project; by wh�ch he m�ght also get a l�ttle money to
sat�sfy the �mmed�ate crav�ngs of hunger. The resolut�on taken, �t rema�ned
to carry �t out.

It was only after a long search that Passepartout d�scovered a nat�ve
dealer �n old clothes, to whom he appl�ed for an exchange. The man l�ked
the European costume, and ere long Passepartout �ssued from h�s shop
accoutred �n an old Japanese coat, and a sort of one-s�ded turban, faded w�th
long use. A few small p�eces of s�lver, moreover, j�ngled �n h�s pocket.

"Good!" thought he. "I w�ll �mag�ne I am at the Carn�val!"

H�s f�rst care, after be�ng thus "Japanesed," was to enter a tea-house of
modest appearance, and, upon half a b�rd and a l�ttle r�ce, to breakfast l�ke a
man for whom d�nner was as yet a problem to be solved.

"Now," thought he, when he had eaten heart�ly, "I mustn't lose my head.
I can't sell th�s costume aga�n for one st�ll more Japanese. I must cons�der
how to leave th�s country of the Sun, of wh�ch I shall not reta�n the most
del�ghtful of memor�es, as qu�ckly as poss�ble."

It occurred to h�m to v�s�t the steamers wh�ch were about to leave for
Amer�ca. He would offer h�mself as a cook or servant, �n payment of h�s



passage and meals. Once at San Franc�sco, he would f�nd some means of
go�ng on. The d�ff�culty was, how to traverse the four thousand seven
hundred m�les of the Pac�f�c wh�ch lay between Japan and the New World.

Passepartout was not the man to let an �dea go begg�ng, and d�rected h�s
steps towards the docks. But, as he approached them, h�s project, wh�ch at
f�rst had seemed so s�mple, began to grow more and more form�dable to h�s
m�nd. What need would they have of a cook or servant on an Amer�can
steamer, and what conf�dence would they put �n h�m, dressed as he was?
What references could he g�ve?

As he was reflect�ng �n th�s w�se, h�s eyes fell upon an �mmense placard
wh�ch a sort of clown was carry�ng through the streets. Th�s placard, wh�ch
was �n Engl�sh, read as follows:

ACROBATIC JAPANESE TROUPE,
HONOURABLE WILLIAM BATULCAR, PROPRIETOR,
LAST REPRESENTATIONS,
PRIOR TO THEIR DEPARTURE TO THE UNITED STATES, OF THE
LONG NOSES! LONG NOSES!
UNDER THE DIRECT PATRONAGE OF THE GOD TINGOU! GREAT
ATTRACTION!

"The Un�ted States!" sa�d Passepartout; "that's just what I want!"

He followed the clown, and soon found h�mself once more �n the
Japanese quarter. A quarter of an hour later he stopped before a large cab�n,
adorned w�th several clusters of streamers, the exter�or walls of wh�ch were
des�gned to represent, �n v�olent colours and w�thout perspect�ve, a
company of jugglers.

Th�s was the Honourable W�ll�am Batulcar's establ�shment. That
gentleman was a sort of Barnum, the d�rector of a troupe of mountebanks,
jugglers, clowns, acrobats, equ�l�br�sts, and gymnasts, who, accord�ng to the
placard, was g�v�ng h�s last performances before leav�ng the Emp�re of the
Sun for the States of the Un�on.



Passepartout entered and asked for Mr. Batulcar, who stra�ghtway
appeared �n person.

"What do you want?" sa�d he to Passepartout, whom he at f�rst took for a
nat�ve.

"Would you l�ke a servant, s�r?" asked Passepartout.

"A servant!" cr�ed Mr. Batulcar, caress�ng the th�ck grey beard wh�ch
hung from h�s ch�n. "I already have two who are obed�ent and fa�thful, have
never left me, and serve me for the�r nour�shment and here they are," added
he, hold�ng out h�s two robust arms, furrowed w�th ve�ns as large as the
str�ngs of a bass-v�ol.

"So I can be of no use to you?"

"None."

"The dev�l! I should so l�ke to cross the Pac�f�c w�th you!"

"Ah!" sa�d the Honourable Mr. Batulcar. "You are no more a Japanese
than I am a monkey! Who are you dressed up �n that way?"

"A man dresses as he can."

"That's true. You are a Frenchman, aren't you?"

"Yes; a Par�s�an of Par�s."

"Then you ought to know how to make gr�maces?"

"Why," repl�ed Passepartout, a l�ttle vexed that h�s nat�onal�ty should
cause th�s quest�on, "we Frenchmen know how to make gr�maces, �t �s true
but not any better than the Amer�cans do."

"True. Well, �f I can't take you as a servant, I can as a clown. You see,
my fr�end, �n France they exh�b�t fore�gn clowns, and �n fore�gn parts
French clowns."



"Ah!"

"You are pretty strong, eh?"

"Espec�ally after a good meal."

"And you can s�ng?"

"Yes," returned Passepartout, who had formerly been wont to s�ng �n the
streets.

"But can you s�ng stand�ng on your head, w�th a top sp�nn�ng on your
left foot, and a sabre balanced on your r�ght?"

"Humph! I th�nk so," repl�ed Passepartout, recall�ng the exerc�ses of h�s
younger days.

"Well, that's enough," sa�d the Honourable W�ll�am Batulcar.

The engagement was concluded there and then.

Passepartout had at last found someth�ng to do. He was engaged to act �n
the celebrated Japanese troupe. It was not a very d�gn�f�ed pos�t�on, but
w�th�n a week he would be on h�s way to San Franc�sco.

The performance, so no�s�ly announced by the Honourable Mr. Batulcar,
was to commence at three o'clock, and soon the deafen�ng �nstruments of a
Japanese orchestra resounded at the door. Passepartout, though he had not
been able to study or rehearse a part, was des�gnated to lend the a�d of h�s
sturdy shoulders �n the great exh�b�t�on of the "human pyram�d," executed
by the Long Noses of the god T�ngou. Th�s "great attract�on" was to close
the performance.

Before three o'clock the large shed was �nvaded by the spectators,
compr�s�ng Europeans and nat�ves, Ch�nese and Japanese, men, women and
ch�ldren, who prec�p�tated themselves upon the narrow benches and �nto the
boxes oppos�te the stage. The mus�c�ans took up a pos�t�on �ns�de, and were
v�gorously perform�ng on the�r gongs, tam-tams, flutes, bones, tambour�nes,
and �mmense drums.



The performance was much l�ke all acrobat�c d�splays; but �t must be
confessed that the Japanese are the f�rst equ�l�br�sts �n the world.

One, w�th a fan and some b�ts of paper, performed the graceful tr�ck of
the butterfl�es and the flowers; another traced �n the a�r, w�th the odorous
smoke of h�s p�pe, a ser�es of blue words, wh�ch composed a compl�ment to
the aud�ence; wh�le a th�rd juggled w�th some l�ghted candles, wh�ch he
ext�ngu�shed success�vely as they passed h�s l�ps, and rel�t aga�n w�thout
�nterrupt�ng for an �nstant h�s juggl�ng. Another reproduced the most
s�ngular comb�nat�ons w�th a sp�nn�ng-top; �n h�s hands the revolv�ng tops
seemed to be an�mated w�th a l�fe of the�r own �n the�r �nterm�nable
wh�rl�ng; they ran over p�pe-stems, the edges of sabres, w�res and even
ha�rs stretched across the stage; they turned around on the edges of large
glasses, crossed bamboo ladders, d�spersed �nto all the corners, and
produced strange mus�cal effects by the comb�nat�on of the�r var�ous p�tches
of tone. The jugglers tossed them �n the a�r, threw them l�ke shuttlecocks
w�th wooden battledores, and yet they kept on sp�nn�ng; they put them �nto
the�r pockets, and took them out st�ll wh�rl�ng as before.

It �s useless to descr�be the aston�sh�ng performances of the acrobats and
gymnasts. The turn�ng on ladders, poles, balls, barrels, &c., was executed
w�th wonderful prec�s�on.

But the pr�nc�pal attract�on was the exh�b�t�on of the Long Noses, a show
to wh�ch Europe �s as yet a stranger.

The Long Noses form a pecul�ar company, under the d�rect patronage of
the god T�ngou. Att�red after the fash�on of the M�ddle Ages, they bore
upon the�r shoulders a splend�d pa�r of w�ngs; but what espec�ally
d�st�ngu�shed them was the long noses wh�ch were fastened to the�r faces,
and the uses wh�ch they made of them. These noses were made of bamboo,
and were f�ve, s�x, and even ten feet long, some stra�ght, others curved,
some r�bboned, and some hav�ng �m�tat�on warts upon them. It was upon
these appendages, f�xed t�ghtly on the�r real noses, that they performed the�r
gymnast�c exerc�ses. A dozen of these sectar�es of T�ngou lay flat upon
the�r backs, wh�le others, dressed to represent l�ghtn�ng-rods, came and
frol�cked on the�r noses, jump�ng from one to another, and perform�ng the
most sk�lful leap�ngs and somersaults.



As a last scene, a "human pyram�d" had been announced, �n wh�ch f�fty
Long Noses were to represent the Car of Juggernaut. But, �nstead of
form�ng a pyram�d by mount�ng each other's shoulders, the art�sts were to
group themselves on top of the noses. It happened that the performer who
had h�therto formed the base of the Car had qu�tted the troupe, and as, to f�ll
th�s part, only strength and adro�tness were necessary, Passepartout had
been chosen to take h�s place.

The poor fellow really felt sad when—melancholy rem�n�scence of h�s
youth!—he donned h�s costume, adorned w�th var�-coloured w�ngs, and
fastened to h�s natural feature a false nose s�x feet long. But he cheered up
when he thought that th�s nose was w�nn�ng h�m someth�ng to eat.

He went upon the stage, and took h�s place bes�de the rest who were to
compose the base of the Car of Juggernaut. They all stretched themselves
on the floor, the�r noses po�nt�ng to the ce�l�ng. A second group of art�sts
d�sposed themselves on these long appendages, then a th�rd above these,
then a fourth, unt�l a human monument reach�ng to the very corn�ces of the
theatre soon arose on top of the noses. Th�s el�c�ted loud applause, �n the
m�dst of wh�ch the orchestra was just str�k�ng up a deafen�ng a�r, when the
pyram�d tottered, the balance was lost, one of the lower noses van�shed
from the pyram�d, and the human monument was shattered l�ke a castle
bu�lt of cards!

It was Passepartout's fault. Abandon�ng h�s pos�t�on, clear�ng the
footl�ghts w�thout the a�d of h�s w�ngs, and, clamber�ng up to the r�ght-hand
gallery, he fell at the feet of one of the spectators, cry�ng, "Ah, my master!
my master!"

"You here?"

"Myself."

"Very well; then let us go to the steamer, young man!"

Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and Passepartout passed through the lobby of the
theatre to the outs�de, where they encountered the Honourable Mr. Batulcar,
fur�ous w�th rage. He demanded damages for the "breakage" of the



pyram�d; and Ph�leas Fogg appeased h�m by g�v�ng h�m a handful of
banknotes.

At half-past s�x, the very hour of departure, Mr. Fogg and Aouda,
followed by Passepartout, who �n h�s hurry had reta�ned h�s w�ngs, and nose
s�x feet long, stepped upon the Amer�can steamer.

Chapter XXIV

DURING WHICH MR. FOGG AND PARTY CROSS THE PACIFIC
OCEAN

What happened when the p�lot-boat came �n s�ght of Shangha� w�ll be
eas�ly guessed. The s�gnals made by the Tankadere had been seen by the
capta�n of the Yokohama steamer, who, espy�ng the flag at half-mast, had
d�rected h�s course towards the l�ttle craft. Ph�leas Fogg, after pay�ng the
st�pulated pr�ce of h�s passage to John Busby, and reward�ng that worthy
w�th the add�t�onal sum of f�ve hundred and f�fty pounds, ascended the
steamer w�th Aouda and F�x; and they started at once for Nagasak� and
Yokohama.

They reached the�r dest�nat�on on the morn�ng of the 14th of November.
Ph�leas Fogg lost no t�me �n go�ng on board the Carnat�c, where he learned,
to Aouda's great del�ght—and perhaps to h�s own, though he betrayed no
emot�on—that Passepartout, a Frenchman, had really arr�ved on her the day
before.

The San Franc�sco steamer was announced to leave that very even�ng,
and �t became necessary to f�nd Passepartout, �f poss�ble, w�thout delay. Mr.
Fogg appl�ed �n va�n to the French and Engl�sh consuls, and, after
wander�ng through the streets a long t�me, began to despa�r of f�nd�ng h�s
m�ss�ng servant. Chance, or perhaps a k�nd of present�ment, at last led h�m
�nto the Honourable Mr. Batulcar's theatre. He certa�nly would not have



recogn�sed Passepartout �n the eccentr�c mountebank's costume; but the
latter, ly�ng on h�s back, perce�ved h�s master �n the gallery. He could not
help start�ng, wh�ch so changed the pos�t�on of h�s nose as to br�ng the
"pyram�d" pell-mell upon the stage.

All th�s Passepartout learned from Aouda, who recounted to h�m what
had taken place on the voyage from Hong Kong to Shangha� on the
Tankadere, �n company w�th one Mr. F�x.

Passepartout d�d not change countenance on hear�ng th�s name. He
thought that the t�me had not yet arr�ved to d�vulge to h�s master what had
taken place between the detect�ve and h�mself; and, �n the account he gave
of h�s absence, he s�mply excused h�mself for hav�ng been overtaken by
drunkenness, �n smok�ng op�um at a tavern �n Hong Kong.

Mr. Fogg heard th�s narrat�ve coldly, w�thout a word; and then furn�shed
h�s man w�th funds necessary to obta�n cloth�ng more �n harmony w�th h�s
pos�t�on. W�th�n an hour the Frenchman had cut off h�s nose and parted w�th
h�s w�ngs, and reta�ned noth�ng about h�m wh�ch recalled the sectary of the
god T�ngou.

The steamer wh�ch was about to depart from Yokohama to San Franc�sco
belonged to the Pac�f�c Ma�l Steamsh�p Company, and was named the
General Grant. She was a large paddle-wheel steamer of two thousand f�ve
hundred tons; well equ�pped and very fast. The mass�ve walk�ng-beam rose
and fell above the deck; at one end a p�ston-rod worked up and down; and
at the other was a connect�ng-rod wh�ch, �n chang�ng the rect�l�near mot�on
to a c�rcular one, was d�rectly connected w�th the shaft of the paddles. The
General Grant was r�gged w�th three masts, g�v�ng a large capac�ty for sa�ls,
and thus mater�ally a�d�ng the steam power. By mak�ng twelve m�les an
hour, she would cross the ocean �n twenty-one days. Ph�leas Fogg was
therefore just�f�ed �n hop�ng that he would reach San Franc�sco by the 2nd
of December, New York by the 11th, and London on the 20th—thus ga�n�ng
several hours on the fatal date of the 21st of December.

There was a full complement of passengers on board, among them
Engl�sh, many Amer�cans, a large number of cool�es on the�r way to
Cal�forn�a, and several East Ind�an off�cers, who were spend�ng the�r



vacat�on �n mak�ng the tour of the world. Noth�ng of moment happened on
the voyage; the steamer, susta�ned on �ts large paddles, rolled but l�ttle, and
the Pac�f�c almost just�f�ed �ts name. Mr. Fogg was as calm and tac�turn as
ever. H�s young compan�on felt herself more and more attached to h�m by
other t�es than grat�tude; h�s s�lent but generous nature �mpressed her more
than she thought; and �t was almost unconsc�ously that she y�elded to
emot�ons wh�ch d�d not seem to have the least effect upon her protector.
Aouda took the keenest �nterest �n h�s plans, and became �mpat�ent at any
�nc�dent wh�ch seemed l�kely to retard h�s journey.

She often chatted w�th Passepartout, who d�d not fa�l to perce�ve the
state of the lady's heart; and, be�ng the most fa�thful of domest�cs, he never
exhausted h�s eulog�es of Ph�leas Fogg's honesty, generos�ty, and devot�on.
He took pa�ns to calm Aouda's doubts of a successful term�nat�on of the
journey, tell�ng her that the most d�ff�cult part of �t had passed, that now
they were beyond the fantast�c countr�es of Japan and Ch�na, and were
fa�rly on the�r way to c�v�l�sed places aga�n. A ra�lway tra�n from San
Franc�sco to New York, and a transatlant�c steamer from New York to
L�verpool, would doubtless br�ng them to the end of th�s �mposs�ble journey
round the world w�th�n the per�od agreed upon.

On the n�nth day after leav�ng Yokohama, Ph�leas Fogg had traversed
exactly one half of the terrestr�al globe. The General Grant passed, on the
23rd of November, the one hundred and e�ght�eth mer�d�an, and was at the
very ant�podes of London. Mr. Fogg had, �t �s true, exhausted f�fty-two of
the e�ghty days �n wh�ch he was to complete the tour, and there were only
twenty-e�ght left. But, though he was only half-way by the d�fference of
mer�d�ans, he had really gone over two-th�rds of the whole journey; for he
had been obl�ged to make long c�rcu�ts from London to Aden, from Aden to
Bombay, from Calcutta to S�ngapore, and from S�ngapore to Yokohama.
Could he have followed w�thout dev�at�on the f�ft�eth parallel, wh�ch �s that
of London, the whole d�stance would only have been about twelve thousand
m�les; whereas he would be forced, by the �rregular methods of locomot�on,
to traverse twenty-s�x thousand, of wh�ch he had, on the 23rd of November,
accompl�shed seventeen thousand f�ve hundred. And now the course was a
stra�ght one, and F�x was no longer there to put obstacles �n the�r way!



It happened also, on the 23rd of November, that Passepartout made a
joyful d�scovery. It w�ll be remembered that the obst�nate fellow had
�ns�sted on keep�ng h�s famous fam�ly watch at London t�me, and on
regard�ng that of the countr�es he had passed through as qu�te false and
unrel�able. Now, on th�s day, though he had not changed the hands, he
found that h�s watch exactly agreed w�th the sh�p's chronometers. H�s
tr�umph was h�lar�ous. He would have l�ked to know what F�x would say �f
he were aboard!

"The rogue told me a lot of stor�es," repeated Passepartout, "about the
mer�d�ans, the sun, and the moon! Moon, �ndeed! moonsh�ne more l�kely! If
one l�stened to that sort of people, a pretty sort of t�me one would keep! I
was sure that the sun would some day regulate �tself by my watch!"

Passepartout was �gnorant that, �f the face of h�s watch had been d�v�ded
�nto twenty-four hours, l�ke the Ital�an clocks, he would have no reason for
exultat�on; for the hands of h�s watch would then, �nstead of as now
�nd�cat�ng n�ne o'clock �n the morn�ng, �nd�cate n�ne o'clock �n the even�ng,
that �s, the twenty-f�rst hour after m�dn�ght prec�sely the d�fference between
London t�me and that of the one hundred and e�ght�eth mer�d�an. But �f F�x
had been able to expla�n th�s purely phys�cal effect, Passepartout would not
have adm�tted, even �f he had comprehended �t. Moreover, �f the detect�ve
had been on board at that moment, Passepartout would have jo�ned �ssue
w�th h�m on a qu�te d�fferent subject, and �n an ent�rely d�fferent manner.

Where was F�x at that moment?

He was actually on board the General Grant.

On reach�ng Yokohama, the detect�ve, leav�ng Mr. Fogg, whom he
expected to meet aga�n dur�ng the day, had repa�red at once to the Engl�sh
consulate, where he at last found the warrant of arrest. It had followed h�m
from Bombay, and had come by the Carnat�c, on wh�ch steamer he h�mself
was supposed to be. F�x's d�sappo�ntment may be �mag�ned when he
reflected that the warrant was now useless. Mr. Fogg had left Engl�sh
ground, and �t was now necessary to procure h�s extrad�t�on!



"Well," thought F�x, after a moment of anger, "my warrant �s not good
here, but �t w�ll be �n England. The rogue ev�dently �ntends to return to h�s
own country, th�nk�ng he has thrown the pol�ce off h�s track. Good! I w�ll
follow h�m across the Atlant�c. As for the money, heaven grant there may
be some left! But the fellow has already spent �n travell�ng, rewards, tr�als,
ba�l, elephants, and all sorts of charges, more than f�ve thousand pounds.
Yet, after all, the Bank �s r�ch!"

H�s course dec�ded on, he went on board the General Grant, and was
there when Mr. Fogg and Aouda arr�ved. To h�s utter amazement, he
recogn�sed Passepartout, desp�te h�s theatr�cal d�sgu�se. He qu�ckly
concealed h�mself �n h�s cab�n, to avo�d an awkward explanat�on, and hoped
—thanks to the number of passengers—to rema�n unperce�ved by Mr.
Fogg's servant.

On that very day, however, he met Passepartout face to face on the
forward deck. The latter, w�thout a word, made a rush for h�m, grasped h�m
by the throat, and, much to the amusement of a group of Amer�cans, who
�mmed�ately began to bet on h�m, adm�n�stered to the detect�ve a perfect
volley of blows, wh�ch proved the great super�or�ty of French over Engl�sh
pug�l�st�c sk�ll.

When Passepartout had f�n�shed, he found h�mself rel�eved and
comforted. F�x got up �n a somewhat rumpled cond�t�on, and, look�ng at h�s
adversary, coldly sa�d, "Have you done?"

"For th�s t�me—yes."

"Then let me have a word w�th you."

"But I—"

"In your master's �nterests."

Passepartout seemed to be vanqu�shed by F�x's coolness, for he qu�etly
followed h�m, and they sat down as�de from the rest of the passengers.



"You have g�ven me a thrash�ng," sa�d F�x. "Good, I expected �t. Now,
l�sten to me. Up to th�s t�me I have been Mr. Fogg's adversary. I am now �n
h�s game."

"Aha!" cr�ed Passepartout; "you are conv�nced he �s an honest man?"

"No," repl�ed F�x coldly, "I th�nk h�m a rascal. Sh! don't budge, and let
me speak. As long as Mr. Fogg was on Engl�sh ground, �t was for my
�nterest to deta�n h�m there unt�l my warrant of arrest arr�ved. I d�d
everyth�ng I could to keep h�m back. I sent the Bombay pr�ests after h�m, I
got you �ntox�cated at Hong Kong, I separated you from h�m, and I made
h�m m�ss the Yokohama steamer."

Passepartout l�stened, w�th closed f�sts.

"Now," resumed F�x, "Mr. Fogg seems to be go�ng back to England.
Well, I w�ll follow h�m there. But hereafter I w�ll do as much to keep
obstacles out of h�s way as I have done up to th�s t�me to put them �n h�s
path. I've changed my game, you see, and s�mply because �t was for my
�nterest to change �t. Your �nterest �s the same as m�ne; for �t �s only �n
England that you w�ll ascerta�n whether you are �n the serv�ce of a cr�m�nal
or an honest man."

Passepartout l�stened very attent�vely to F�x, and was conv�nced that he
spoke w�th ent�re good fa�th.

"Are we fr�ends?" asked the detect�ve.

"Fr�ends?—no," repl�ed Passepartout; "but all�es, perhaps. At the least
s�gn of treason, however, I'll tw�st your neck for you."

"Agreed," sa�d the detect�ve qu�etly.

Eleven days later, on the 3rd of December, the General Grant entered the
bay of the Golden Gate, and reached San Franc�sco.

Mr. Fogg had ne�ther ga�ned nor lost a s�ngle day.



Chapter XXV

IN WHICH A SLIGHT GLIMPSE IS HAD OF SAN FRANCISCO

It was seven �n the morn�ng when Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and Passepartout set
foot upon the Amer�can cont�nent, �f th�s name can be g�ven to the float�ng
quay upon wh�ch they d�sembarked. These quays, r�s�ng and fall�ng w�th the
t�de, thus fac�l�tate the load�ng and unload�ng of vessels. Alongs�de them
were cl�ppers of all s�zes, steamers of all nat�onal�t�es, and the steamboats,
w�th several decks r�s�ng one above the other, wh�ch ply on the Sacramento
and �ts tr�butar�es. There were also heaped up the products of a commerce
wh�ch extends to Mex�co, Ch�l�, Peru, Braz�l, Europe, As�a, and all the
Pac�f�c �slands.

Passepartout, �n h�s joy on reach�ng at last the Amer�can cont�nent,
thought he would man�fest �t by execut�ng a per�lous vault �n f�ne style; but,
tumbl�ng upon some worm-eaten planks, he fell through them. Put out of
countenance by the manner �n wh�ch he thus "set foot" upon the New
World, he uttered a loud cry, wh�ch so fr�ghtened the �nnumerable
cormorants and pel�cans that are always perched upon these movable quays,
that they flew no�s�ly away.

Mr. Fogg, on reach�ng shore, proceeded to f�nd out at what hour the f�rst
tra�n left for New York, and learned that th�s was at s�x o'clock p.m.; he had,
therefore, an ent�re day to spend �n the Cal�forn�an cap�tal. Tak�ng a carr�age
at a charge of three dollars, he and Aouda entered �t, wh�le Passepartout
mounted the box bes�de the dr�ver, and they set out for the Internat�onal
Hotel.

From h�s exalted pos�t�on Passepartout observed w�th much cur�os�ty the
w�de streets, the low, evenly ranged houses, the Anglo-Saxon Goth�c
churches, the great docks, the palat�al wooden and br�ck warehouses, the
numerous conveyances, omn�buses, horse-cars, and upon the s�de-walks,



not only Amer�cans and Europeans, but Ch�nese and Ind�ans. Passepartout
was surpr�sed at all he saw. San Franc�sco was no longer the legendary c�ty
of 1849—a c�ty of band�tt�, assass�ns, and �ncend�ar�es, who had flocked
h�ther �n crowds �n pursu�t of plunder; a parad�se of outlaws, where they
gambled w�th gold-dust, a revolver �n one hand and a bow�e-kn�fe �n the
other: �t was now a great commerc�al empor�um.

The lofty tower of �ts C�ty Hall overlooked the whole panorama of the
streets and avenues, wh�ch cut each other at r�ght-angles, and �n the m�dst of
wh�ch appeared pleasant, verdant squares, wh�le beyond appeared the
Ch�nese quarter, seem�ngly �mported from the Celest�al Emp�re �n a toy-
box. Sombreros and red sh�rts and plumed Ind�ans were rarely to be seen;
but there were s�lk hats and black coats everywhere worn by a mult�tude of
nervously act�ve, gentlemanly-look�ng men. Some of the streets—espec�ally
Montgomery Street, wh�ch �s to San Franc�sco what Regent Street �s to
London, the Boulevard des Ital�ens to Par�s, and Broadway to New York—
were l�ned w�th splend�d and spac�ous stores, wh�ch exposed �n the�r
w�ndows the products of the ent�re world.

When Passepartout reached the Internat�onal Hotel, �t d�d not seem to
h�m as �f he had left England at all.

The ground floor of the hotel was occup�ed by a large bar, a sort of
restaurant freely open to all passers-by, who m�ght partake of dr�ed beef,
oyster soup, b�scu�ts, and cheese, w�thout tak�ng out the�r purses. Payment
was made only for the ale, porter, or sherry wh�ch was drunk. Th�s seemed
"very Amer�can" to Passepartout. The hotel refreshment-rooms were
comfortable, and Mr. Fogg and Aouda, �nstall�ng themselves at a table,
were abundantly served on d�m�nut�ve plates by negroes of darkest hue.

After breakfast, Mr. Fogg, accompan�ed by Aouda, started for the
Engl�sh consulate to have h�s passport v�saed. As he was go�ng out, he met
Passepartout, who asked h�m �f �t would not be well, before tak�ng the tra�n,
to purchase some dozens of Enf�eld r�fles and Colt's revolvers. He had been
l�sten�ng to stor�es of attacks upon the tra�ns by the S�oux and Pawnees. Mr.
Fogg thought �t a useless precaut�on, but told h�m to do as he thought best,
and went on to the consulate.



He had not proceeded two hundred steps, however, when, "by the
greatest chance �n the world," he met F�x. The detect�ve seemed wholly
taken by surpr�se. What! Had Mr. Fogg and h�mself crossed the Pac�f�c
together, and not met on the steamer! At least F�x felt honoured to behold
once more the gentleman to whom he owed so much, and, as h�s bus�ness
recalled h�m to Europe, he should be del�ghted to cont�nue the journey �n
such pleasant company.

Mr. Fogg repl�ed that the honour would be h�s; and the detect�ve—who
was determ�ned not to lose s�ght of h�m—begged perm�ss�on to accompany
them �n the�r walk about San Franc�sco—a request wh�ch Mr. Fogg read�ly
granted.

They soon found themselves �n Montgomery Street, where a great crowd
was collected; the s�de-walks, street, horsecar ra�ls, the shop-doors, the
w�ndows of the houses, and even the roofs, were full of people. Men were
go�ng about carry�ng large posters, and flags and streamers were float�ng �n
the w�nd; wh�le loud cr�es were heard on every hand.

"Hurrah for Camerf�eld!"

"Hurrah for Mand�boy!"

It was a pol�t�cal meet�ng; at least so F�x conjectured, who sa�d to Mr.
Fogg, "Perhaps we had better not m�ngle w�th the crowd. There may be
danger �n �t."

"Yes," returned Mr. Fogg; "and blows, even �f they are pol�t�cal are st�ll
blows."

F�x sm�led at th�s remark; and, �n order to be able to see w�thout be�ng
jostled about, the party took up a pos�t�on on the top of a fl�ght of steps
s�tuated at the upper end of Montgomery Street. Oppos�te them, on the
other s�de of the street, between a coal wharf and a petroleum warehouse, a
large platform had been erected �n the open a�r, towards wh�ch the current
of the crowd seemed to be d�rected.



For what purpose was th�s meet�ng? What was the occas�on of th�s
exc�ted assemblage? Ph�leas Fogg could not �mag�ne. Was �t to nom�nate
some h�gh off�c�al—a governor or member of Congress? It was not
�mprobable, so ag�tated was the mult�tude before them.

Just at th�s moment there was an unusual st�r �n the human mass. All the
hands were ra�sed �n the a�r. Some, t�ghtly closed, seemed to d�sappear
suddenly �n the m�dst of the cr�es—an energet�c way, no doubt, of cast�ng a
vote. The crowd swayed back, the banners and flags wavered, d�sappeared
an �nstant, then reappeared �n tatters. The undulat�ons of the human surge
reached the steps, wh�le all the heads floundered on the surface l�ke a sea
ag�tated by a squall. Many of the black hats d�sappeared, and the greater
part of the crowd seemed to have d�m�n�shed �n he�ght.

"It �s ev�dently a meet�ng," sa�d F�x, "and �ts object must be an exc�t�ng
one. I should not wonder �f �t were about the Alabama, desp�te the fact that
that quest�on �s settled."

"Perhaps," repl�ed Mr. Fogg, s�mply.

"At least, there are two champ�ons �n presence of each other, the
Honourable Mr. Camerf�eld and the Honourable Mr. Mand�boy."

Aouda, lean�ng upon Mr. Fogg's arm, observed the tumultuous scene
w�th surpr�se, wh�le F�x asked a man near h�m what the cause of �t all was.
Before the man could reply, a fresh ag�tat�on arose; hurrahs and exc�ted
shouts were heard; the staffs of the banners began to be used as offens�ve
weapons; and f�sts flew about �n every d�rect�on. Thumps were exchanged
from the tops of the carr�ages and omn�buses wh�ch had been blocked up �n
the crowd. Boots and shoes went wh�rl�ng through the a�r, and Mr. Fogg
thought he even heard the crack of revolvers m�ngl�ng �n the d�n, the rout
approached the sta�rway, and flowed over the lower step. One of the part�es
had ev�dently been repulsed; but the mere lookers-on could not tell whether
Mand�boy or Camerf�eld had ga�ned the upper hand.

"It would be prudent for us to ret�re," sa�d F�x, who was anx�ous that Mr.
Fogg should not rece�ve any �njury, at least unt�l they got back to London.



"If there �s any quest�on about England �n all th�s, and we were recogn�sed,
I fear �t would go hard w�th us."

"An Engl�sh subject—" began Mr. Fogg.

He d�d not f�n�sh h�s sentence; for a terr�f�c hubbub now arose on the
terrace beh�nd the fl�ght of steps where they stood, and there were frant�c
shouts of, "Hurrah for Mand�boy! H�p, h�p, hurrah!"

It was a band of voters com�ng to the rescue of the�r all�es, and tak�ng
the Camerf�eld forces �n flank. Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and F�x found themselves
between two f�res; �t was too late to escape. The torrent of men, armed w�th
loaded canes and st�cks, was �rres�st�ble. Ph�leas Fogg and F�x were roughly
hustled �n the�r attempts to protect the�r fa�r compan�on; the former, as cool
as ever, tr�ed to defend h�mself w�th the weapons wh�ch nature has placed at
the end of every Engl�shman's arm, but �n va�n. A b�g brawny fellow w�th a
red beard, flushed face, and broad shoulders, who seemed to be the ch�ef of
the band, ra�sed h�s clenched f�st to str�ke Mr. Fogg, whom he would have
g�ven a crush�ng blow, had not F�x rushed �n and rece�ved �t �n h�s stead. An
enormous bru�se �mmed�ately made �ts appearance under the detect�ve's s�lk
hat, wh�ch was completely smashed �n.

"Yankee!" excla�med Mr. Fogg, dart�ng a contemptuous look at the
ruff�an.

"Engl�shman!" returned the other. "We w�ll meet aga�n!"

"When you please."

"What �s your name?"

"Ph�leas Fogg. And yours?"

"Colonel Stamp Proctor."

The human t�de now swept by, after overturn�ng F�x, who speed�ly got
upon h�s feet aga�n, though w�th tattered clothes. Happ�ly, he was not
ser�ously hurt. H�s travell�ng overcoat was d�v�ded �nto two unequal parts,



and h�s trousers resembled those of certa�n Ind�ans, wh�ch f�t less compactly
than they are easy to put on. Aouda had escaped unharmed, and F�x alone
bore marks of the fray �n h�s black and blue bru�se.

"Thanks," sa�d Mr. Fogg to the detect�ve, as soon as they were out of the
crowd.

"No thanks are necessary," repl�ed. F�x; "but let us go."

"Where?"

"To a ta�lor's."

Such a v�s�t was, �ndeed, opportune. The cloth�ng of both Mr. Fogg and
F�x was �n rags, as �f they had themselves been act�vely engaged �n the
contest between Camerf�eld and Mand�boy. An hour after, they were once
more su�tably att�red, and w�th Aouda returned to the Internat�onal Hotel.

Passepartout was wa�t�ng for h�s master, armed w�th half a dozen s�x-
barrelled revolvers. When he perce�ved F�x, he kn�t h�s brows; but Aouda
hav�ng, �n a few words, told h�m of the�r adventure, h�s countenance
resumed �ts plac�d express�on. F�x ev�dently was no longer an enemy, but an
ally; he was fa�thfully keep�ng h�s word.

D�nner over, the coach wh�ch was to convey the passengers and the�r
luggage to the stat�on drew up to the door. As he was gett�ng �n, Mr. Fogg
sa�d to F�x, "You have not seen th�s Colonel Proctor aga�n?"

"No."

"I w�ll come back to Amer�ca to f�nd h�m," sa�d Ph�leas Fogg calmly. "It
would not be r�ght for an Engl�shman to perm�t h�mself to be treated �n that
way, w�thout retal�at�ng."

The detect�ve sm�led, but d�d not reply. It was clear that Mr. Fogg was
one of those Engl�shmen who, wh�le they do not tolerate duell�ng at home,
f�ght abroad when the�r honour �s attacked.



At a quarter before s�x the travellers reached the stat�on, and found the
tra�n ready to depart. As he was about to enter �t, Mr. Fogg called a porter,
and sa�d to h�m: "My fr�end, was there not some trouble to-day �n San
Franc�sco?"

"It was a pol�t�cal meet�ng, s�r," repl�ed the porter.

"But I thought there was a great deal of d�sturbance �n the streets."

"It was only a meet�ng assembled for an elect�on."

"The elect�on of a general-�n-ch�ef, no doubt?" asked Mr. Fogg.

"No, s�r; of a just�ce of the peace."

Ph�leas Fogg got �nto the tra�n, wh�ch started off at full speed.

Chapter XXVI

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG AND PARTY TRAVEL BY THE
PACIFIC RAILROAD

"From ocean to ocean"—so say the Amer�cans; and these four words
compose the general des�gnat�on of the "great trunk l�ne" wh�ch crosses the
ent�re w�dth of the Un�ted States. The Pac�f�c Ra�lroad �s, however, really
d�v�ded �nto two d�st�nct l�nes: the Central Pac�f�c, between San Franc�sco
and Ogden, and the Un�on Pac�f�c, between Ogden and Omaha. F�ve ma�n
l�nes connect Omaha w�th New York.

New York and San Franc�sco are thus un�ted by an un�nterrupted metal
r�bbon, wh�ch measures no less than three thousand seven hundred and
e�ghty-s�x m�les. Between Omaha and the Pac�f�c the ra�lway crosses a
terr�tory wh�ch �s st�ll �nfested by Ind�ans and w�ld beasts, and a large tract



wh�ch the Mormons, after they were dr�ven from Ill�no�s �n 1845, began to
colon�se.

The journey from New York to San Franc�sco consumed, formerly,
under the most favourable cond�t�ons, at least s�x months. It �s now
accompl�shed �n seven days.

It was �n 1862 that, �n sp�te of the Southern Members of Congress, who
w�shed a more southerly route, �t was dec�ded to lay the road between the
forty-f�rst and forty-second parallels. Pres�dent L�ncoln h�mself f�xed the
end of the l�ne at Omaha, �n Nebraska. The work was at once commenced,
and pursued w�th true Amer�can energy; nor d�d the rap�d�ty w�th wh�ch �t
went on �njur�ously affect �ts good execut�on. The road grew, on the
pra�r�es, a m�le and a half a day. A locomot�ve, runn�ng on the ra�ls la�d
down the even�ng before, brought the ra�ls to be la�d on the morrow, and
advanced upon them as fast as they were put �n pos�t�on.

The Pac�f�c Ra�lroad �s jo�ned by several branches �n Iowa, Kansas,
Colorado, and Oregon. On leav�ng Omaha, �t passes along the left bank of
the Platte R�ver as far as the junct�on of �ts northern branch, follows �ts
southern branch, crosses the Laram�e terr�tory and the Wahsatch Mounta�ns,
turns the Great Salt Lake, and reaches Salt Lake C�ty, the Mormon cap�tal,
plunges �nto the Tu�lla Valley, across the Amer�can Desert, Cedar and
Humboldt Mounta�ns, the S�erra Nevada, and descends, v�a Sacramento, to
the Pac�f�c—�ts grade, even on the Rocky Mounta�ns, never exceed�ng one
hundred and twelve feet to the m�le.

Such was the road to be traversed �n seven days, wh�ch would enable
Ph�leas Fogg—at least, so he hoped—to take the Atlant�c steamer at New
York on the 11th for L�verpool.

The car wh�ch he occup�ed was a sort of long omn�bus on e�ght wheels,
and w�th no compartments �n the �nter�or. It was suppl�ed w�th two rows of
seats, perpend�cular to the d�rect�on of the tra�n on e�ther s�de of an a�sle
wh�ch conducted to the front and rear platforms. These platforms were
found throughout the tra�n, and the passengers were able to pass from one
end of the tra�n to the other. It was suppl�ed w�th saloon cars, balcony cars,



restaurants, and smok�ng-cars; theatre cars alone were want�ng, and they
w�ll have these some day.

Book and news dealers, sellers of ed�bles, dr�nkables, and c�gars, who
seemed to have plenty of customers, were cont�nually c�rculat�ng �n the
a�sles.

The tra�n left Oakland stat�on at s�x o'clock. It was already n�ght, cold
and cheerless, the heavens be�ng overcast w�th clouds wh�ch seemed to
threaten snow. The tra�n d�d not proceed rap�dly; count�ng the stoppages, �t
d�d not run more than twenty m�les an hour, wh�ch was a suff�c�ent speed,
however, to enable �t to reach Omaha w�th�n �ts des�gnated t�me.

There was but l�ttle conversat�on �n the car, and soon many of the
passengers were overcome w�th sleep. Passepartout found h�mself bes�de
the detect�ve; but he d�d not talk to h�m. After recent events, the�r relat�ons
w�th each other had grown somewhat cold; there could no longer be mutual
sympathy or �nt�macy between them. F�x's manner had not changed; but
Passepartout was very reserved, and ready to strangle h�s former fr�end on
the sl�ghtest provocat�on.

Snow began to fall an hour after they started, a f�ne snow, however,
wh�ch happ�ly could not obstruct the tra�n; noth�ng could be seen from the
w�ndows but a vast, wh�te sheet, aga�nst wh�ch the smoke of the locomot�ve
had a grey�sh aspect.

At e�ght o'clock a steward entered the car and announced that the t�me
for go�ng to bed had arr�ved; and �n a few m�nutes the car was transformed
�nto a dorm�tory. The backs of the seats were thrown back, bedsteads
carefully packed were rolled out by an �ngen�ous system, berths were
suddenly �mprov�sed, and each traveller had soon at h�s d�spos�t�on a
comfortable bed, protected from cur�ous eyes by th�ck curta�ns. The sheets
were clean and the p�llows soft. It only rema�ned to go to bed and sleep
wh�ch everybody d�d—wh�le the tra�n sped on across the State of
Cal�forn�a.

The country between San Franc�sco and Sacramento �s not very h�lly.
The Central Pac�f�c, tak�ng Sacramento for �ts start�ng-po�nt, extends



eastward to meet the road from Omaha. The l�ne from San Franc�sco to
Sacramento runs �n a north-easterly d�rect�on, along the Amer�can R�ver,
wh�ch empt�es �nto San Pablo Bay. The one hundred and twenty m�les
between these c�t�es were accompl�shed �n s�x hours, and towards m�dn�ght,
wh�le fast asleep, the travellers passed through Sacramento; so that they
saw noth�ng of that �mportant place, the seat of the State government, w�th
�ts f�ne quays, �ts broad streets, �ts noble hotels, squares, and churches.

The tra�n, on leav�ng Sacramento, and pass�ng the junct�on, Rocl�n,
Auburn, and Colfax, entered the range of the S�erra Nevada. 'C�sco was
reached at seven �n the morn�ng; and an hour later the dorm�tory was
transformed �nto an ord�nary car, and the travellers could observe the
p�cturesque beaut�es of the mounta�n reg�on through wh�ch they were
steam�ng. The ra�lway track wound �n and out among the passes, now
approach�ng the mounta�n-s�des, now suspended over prec�p�ces, avo�d�ng
abrupt angles by bold curves, plung�ng �nto narrow def�les, wh�ch seemed
to have no outlet. The locomot�ve, �ts great funnel em�tt�ng a we�rd l�ght,
w�th �ts sharp bell, and �ts cow-catcher extended l�ke a spur, m�ngled �ts
shr�eks and bellow�ngs w�th the no�se of torrents and cascades, and tw�ned
�ts smoke among the branches of the g�gant�c p�nes.

There were few or no br�dges or tunnels on the route. The ra�lway turned
around the s�des of the mounta�ns, and d�d not attempt to v�olate nature by
tak�ng the shortest cut from one po�nt to another.

The tra�n entered the State of Nevada through the Carson Valley about
n�ne o'clock, go�ng always northeasterly; and at m�dday reached Reno,
where there was a delay of twenty m�nutes for breakfast.

From th�s po�nt the road, runn�ng along Humboldt R�ver, passed
northward for several m�les by �ts banks; then �t turned eastward, and kept
by the r�ver unt�l �t reached the Humboldt Range, nearly at the extreme
eastern l�m�t of Nevada.

Hav�ng breakfasted, Mr. Fogg and h�s compan�ons resumed the�r places
�n the car, and observed the var�ed landscape wh�ch unfolded �tself as they
passed along the vast pra�r�es, the mounta�ns l�n�ng the hor�zon, and the
creeks, w�th the�r frothy, foam�ng streams. Somet�mes a great herd of



buffaloes, mass�ng together �n the d�stance, seemed l�ke a moveable dam.
These �nnumerable mult�tudes of rum�nat�ng beasts often form an
�nsurmountable obstacle to the passage of the tra�ns; thousands of them
have been seen pass�ng over the track for hours together, �n compact ranks.
The locomot�ve �s then forced to stop and wa�t t�ll the road �s once more
clear.

Th�s happened, �ndeed, to the tra�n �n wh�ch Mr. Fogg was travell�ng.
About twelve o'clock a troop of ten or twelve thousand head of buffalo
encumbered the track. The locomot�ve, slacken�ng �ts speed, tr�ed to clear
the way w�th �ts cow-catcher; but the mass of an�mals was too great. The
buffaloes marched along w�th a tranqu�l ga�t, utter�ng now and then
deafen�ng bellow�ngs. There was no use of �nterrupt�ng them, for, hav�ng
taken a part�cular d�rect�on, noth�ng can moderate and change the�r course;
�t �s a torrent of l�v�ng flesh wh�ch no dam could conta�n.

The travellers gazed on th�s cur�ous spectacle from the platforms; but
Ph�leas Fogg, who had the most reason of all to be �n a hurry, rema�ned �n
h�s seat, and wa�ted ph�losoph�cally unt�l �t should please the buffaloes to
get out of the way.

Passepartout was fur�ous at the delay they occas�oned, and longed to
d�scharge h�s arsenal of revolvers upon them.

"What a country!" cr�ed he. "Mere cattle stop the tra�ns, and go by �n a
process�on, just as �f they were not �mped�ng travel! Parbleu! I should l�ke
to know �f Mr. Fogg foresaw th�s m�shap �n h�s programme! And here's an
eng�neer who doesn't dare to run the locomot�ve �nto th�s herd of beasts!"

The eng�neer d�d not try to overcome the obstacle, and he was w�se. He
would have crushed the f�rst buffaloes, no doubt, w�th the cow-catcher; but
the locomot�ve, however powerful, would soon have been checked, the tra�n
would �nev�tably have been thrown off the track, and would then have been
helpless.

The best course was to wa�t pat�ently, and rega�n the lost t�me by greater
speed when the obstacle was removed. The process�on of buffaloes lasted
three full hours, and �t was n�ght before the track was clear. The last ranks



of the herd were now pass�ng over the ra�ls, wh�le the f�rst had already
d�sappeared below the southern hor�zon.

It was e�ght o'clock when the tra�n passed through the def�les of the
Humboldt Range, and half-past n�ne when �t penetrated Utah, the reg�on of
the Great Salt Lake, the s�ngular colony of the Mormons.



Chapter XXVII

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT UNDERGOES, AT A SPEED OF
TWENTY MILES AN HOUR,

A COURSE OF MORMON HISTORY

Dur�ng the n�ght of the 5th of December, the tra�n ran south-easterly for
about f�fty m�les; then rose an equal d�stance �n a north-easterly d�rect�on,
towards the Great Salt Lake.

Passepartout, about n�ne o'clock, went out upon the platform to take the
a�r. The weather was cold, the heavens grey, but �t was not snow�ng. The
sun's d�sc, enlarged by the m�st, seemed an enormous r�ng of gold, and
Passepartout was amus�ng h�mself by calculat�ng �ts value �n pounds
sterl�ng, when he was d�verted from th�s �nterest�ng study by a strange-
look�ng personage who made h�s appearance on the platform.

Th�s personage, who had taken the tra�n at Elko, was tall and dark, w�th
black moustache, black stock�ngs, a black s�lk hat, a black wa�stcoat, black
trousers, a wh�te cravat, and dogsk�n gloves. He m�ght have been taken for
a clergyman. He went from one end of the tra�n to the other, and aff�xed to
the door of each car a not�ce wr�tten �n manuscr�pt.

Passepartout approached and read one of these not�ces, wh�ch stated that
Elder W�ll�am H�tch, Mormon m�ss�onary, tak�ng advantage of h�s presence
on tra�n No. 48, would del�ver a lecture on Mormon�sm �n car No. 117,
from eleven to twelve o'clock; and that he �nv�ted all who were des�rous of
be�ng �nstructed concern�ng the myster�es of the rel�g�on of the "Latter Day
Sa�nts" to attend.

"I'll go," sa�d Passepartout to h�mself. He knew noth�ng of Mormon�sm
except the custom of polygamy, wh�ch �s �ts foundat�on.

The news qu�ckly spread through the tra�n, wh�ch conta�ned about one
hundred passengers, th�rty of whom, at most, attracted by the not�ce,



ensconced themselves �n car No. 117. Passepartout took one of the front
seats. Ne�ther Mr. Fogg nor F�x cared to attend.

At the appo�nted hour Elder W�ll�am H�tch rose, and, �n an �rr�tated
vo�ce, as �f he had already been contrad�cted, sa�d, "I tell you that Joe Sm�th
�s a martyr, that h�s brother H�ram �s a martyr, and that the persecut�ons of
the Un�ted States Government aga�nst the prophets w�ll also make a martyr
of Br�gham Young. Who dares to say the contrary?"

No one ventured to ga�nsay the m�ss�onary, whose exc�ted tone
contrasted cur�ously w�th h�s naturally calm v�sage. No doubt h�s anger
arose from the hardsh�ps to wh�ch the Mormons were actually subjected.
The government had just succeeded, w�th some d�ff�culty, �n reduc�ng these
�ndependent fanat�cs to �ts rule. It had made �tself master of Utah, and
subjected that terr�tory to the laws of the Un�on, after �mpr�son�ng Br�gham
Young on a charge of rebell�on and polygamy. The d�sc�ples of the prophet
had s�nce redoubled the�r efforts, and res�sted, by words at least, the
author�ty of Congress. Elder H�tch, as �s seen, was try�ng to make proselytes
on the very ra�lway tra�ns.

Then, emphas�s�ng h�s words w�th h�s loud vo�ce and frequent gestures,
he related the h�story of the Mormons from B�bl�cal t�mes: how that, �n
Israel, a Mormon prophet of the tr�be of Joseph publ�shed the annals of the
new rel�g�on, and bequeathed them to h�s son Mormon; how, many
centur�es later, a translat�on of th�s prec�ous book, wh�ch was wr�tten �n
Egypt�an, was made by Joseph Sm�th, jun�or, a Vermont farmer, who
revealed h�mself as a myst�cal prophet �n 1825; and how, �n short, the
celest�al messenger appeared to h�m �n an �llum�nated forest, and gave h�m
the annals of the Lord.

Several of the aud�ence, not be�ng much �nterested �n the m�ss�onary's
narrat�ve, here left the car; but Elder H�tch, cont�nu�ng h�s lecture, related
how Sm�th, jun�or, w�th h�s father, two brothers, and a few d�sc�ples,
founded the church of the "Latter Day Sa�nts," wh�ch, adopted not only �n
Amer�ca, but �n England, Norway and Sweden, and Germany, counts many
art�sans, as well as men engaged �n the l�beral profess�ons, among �ts
members; how a colony was establ�shed �n Oh�o, a temple erected there at a
cost of two hundred thousand dollars, and a town bu�lt at K�rkland; how



Sm�th became an enterpr�s�ng banker, and rece�ved from a s�mple mummy
showman a papyrus scroll wr�tten by Abraham and several famous
Egypt�ans.

The Elder's story became somewhat wear�some, and h�s aud�ence grew
gradually less, unt�l �t was reduced to twenty passengers. But th�s d�d not
d�sconcert the enthus�ast, who proceeded w�th the story of Joseph Sm�th's
bankruptcy �n 1837, and how h�s ru�ned cred�tors gave h�m a coat of tar and
feathers; h�s reappearance some years afterwards, more honourable and
honoured than ever, at Independence, M�ssour�, the ch�ef of a flour�sh�ng
colony of three thousand d�sc�ples, and h�s pursu�t thence by outraged
Gent�les, and ret�rement �nto the Far West.

Ten hearers only were now left, among them honest Passepartout, who
was l�sten�ng w�th all h�s ears. Thus he learned that, after long persecut�ons,
Sm�th reappeared �n Ill�no�s, and �n 1839 founded a commun�ty at Nauvoo,
on the M�ss�ss�pp�, number�ng twenty-f�ve thousand souls, of wh�ch he
became mayor, ch�ef just�ce, and general-�n-ch�ef; that he announced
h�mself, �n 1843, as a cand�date for the Pres�dency of the Un�ted States; and
that f�nally, be�ng drawn �nto ambuscade at Carthage, he was thrown �nto
pr�son, and assass�nated by a band of men d�sgu�sed �n masks.

Passepartout was now the only person left �n the car, and the Elder,
look�ng h�m full �n the face, rem�nded h�m that, two years after the
assass�nat�on of Joseph Sm�th, the �nsp�red prophet, Br�gham Young, h�s
successor, left Nauvoo for the banks of the Great Salt Lake, where, �n the
m�dst of that fert�le reg�on, d�rectly on the route of the em�grants who
crossed Utah on the�r way to Cal�forn�a, the new colony, thanks to the
polygamy pract�sed by the Mormons, had flour�shed beyond expectat�ons.

"And th�s," added Elder W�ll�am H�tch, "th�s �s why the jealousy of
Congress has been aroused aga�nst us! Why have the sold�ers of the Un�on
�nvaded the so�l of Utah? Why has Br�gham Young, our ch�ef, been
�mpr�soned, �n contempt of all just�ce? Shall we y�eld to force? Never!
Dr�ven from Vermont, dr�ven from Ill�no�s, dr�ven from Oh�o, dr�ven from
M�ssour�, dr�ven from Utah, we shall yet f�nd some �ndependent terr�tory on
wh�ch to plant our tents. And you, my brother," cont�nued the Elder, f�x�ng



h�s angry eyes upon h�s s�ngle aud�tor, "w�ll you not plant yours there, too,
under the shadow of our flag?"

"No!" repl�ed Passepartout courageously, �n h�s turn ret�r�ng from the car,
and leav�ng the Elder to preach to vacancy.

Dur�ng the lecture the tra�n had been mak�ng good progress, and towards
half-past twelve �t reached the northwest border of the Great Salt Lake.
Thence the passengers could observe the vast extent of th�s �nter�or sea,
wh�ch �s also called the Dead Sea, and �nto wh�ch flows an Amer�can
Jordan. It �s a p�cturesque expanse, framed �n lofty crags �n large strata,
encrusted w�th wh�te salt—a superb sheet of water, wh�ch was formerly of
larger extent than now, �ts shores hav�ng encroached w�th the lapse of t�me,
and thus at once reduced �ts breadth and �ncreased �ts depth.

The Salt Lake, seventy m�les long and th�rty-f�ve w�de, �s s�tuated three
m�les e�ght hundred feet above the sea. Qu�te d�fferent from Lake
Asphalt�te, whose depress�on �s twelve hundred feet below the sea, �t
conta�ns cons�derable salt, and one quarter of the we�ght of �ts water �s sol�d
matter, �ts spec�f�c we�ght be�ng 1,170, and, after be�ng d�st�lled, 1,000.
F�shes are, of course, unable to l�ve �n �t, and those wh�ch descend through
the Jordan, the Weber, and other streams soon per�sh.

The country around the lake was well cult�vated, for the Mormons are
mostly farmers; wh�le ranches and pens for domest�cated an�mals, f�elds of
wheat, corn, and other cereals, luxur�ant pra�r�es, hedges of w�ld rose,
clumps of acac�as and m�lk-wort, would have been seen s�x months later.
Now the ground was covered w�th a th�n powder�ng of snow.

The tra�n reached Ogden at two o'clock, where �t rested for s�x hours,
Mr. Fogg and h�s party had t�me to pay a v�s�t to Salt Lake C�ty, connected
w�th Ogden by a branch road; and they spent two hours �n th�s str�k�ngly
Amer�can town, bu�lt on the pattern of other c�t�es of the Un�on, l�ke a
checker-board, "w�th the sombre sadness of r�ght-angles," as V�ctor Hugo
expresses �t. The founder of the C�ty of the Sa�nts could not escape from the
taste for symmetry wh�ch d�st�ngu�shes the Anglo-Saxons. In th�s strange
country, where the people are certa�nly not up to the level of the�r
�nst�tut�ons, everyth�ng �s done "squarely"—c�t�es, houses, and foll�es.



The travellers, then, were promenad�ng, at three o'clock, about the streets
of the town bu�lt between the banks of the Jordan and the spurs of the
Wahsatch Range. They saw few or no churches, but the prophet's mans�on,
the court-house, and the arsenal, blue-br�ck houses w�th verandas and
porches, surrounded by gardens bordered w�th acac�as, palms, and locusts.
A clay and pebble wall, bu�lt �n 1853, surrounded the town; and �n the
pr�nc�pal street were the market and several hotels adorned w�th pav�l�ons.
The place d�d not seem th�ckly populated. The streets were almost deserted,
except �n the v�c�n�ty of the temple, wh�ch they only reached after hav�ng
traversed several quarters surrounded by pal�sades. There were many
women, wh�ch was eas�ly accounted for by the "pecul�ar �nst�tut�on" of the
Mormons; but �t must not be supposed that all the Mormons are
polygam�sts. They are free to marry or not, as they please; but �t �s worth
not�ng that �t �s ma�nly the female c�t�zens of Utah who are anx�ous to
marry, as, accord�ng to the Mormon rel�g�on, ma�den lad�es are not adm�tted
to the possess�on of �ts h�ghest joys. These poor creatures seemed to be
ne�ther well off nor happy. Some—the more well-to-do, no doubt—wore
short, open, black s�lk dresses, under a hood or modest shawl; others were
hab�ted �n Ind�an fash�on.

Passepartout could not behold w�thout a certa�n fr�ght these women,
charged, �n groups, w�th conferr�ng happ�ness on a s�ngle Mormon. H�s
common sense p�t�ed, above all, the husband. It seemed to h�m a terr�ble
th�ng to have to gu�de so many w�ves at once across the v�c�ss�tudes of l�fe,
and to conduct them, as �t were, �n a body to the Mormon parad�se w�th the
prospect of see�ng them �n the company of the glor�ous Sm�th, who
doubtless was the ch�ef ornament of that del�ghtful place, to all etern�ty. He
felt dec�dedly repelled from such a vocat�on, and he �mag�ned—perhaps he
was m�staken—that the fa�r ones of Salt Lake C�ty cast rather alarm�ng
glances on h�s person. Happ�ly, h�s stay there was but br�ef. At four the
party found themselves aga�n at the stat�on, took the�r places �n the tra�n,
and the wh�stle sounded for start�ng. Just at the moment, however, that the
locomot�ve wheels began to move, cr�es of "Stop! stop!" were heard.

Tra�ns, l�ke t�me and t�de, stop for no one. The gentleman who uttered
the cr�es was ev�dently a belated Mormon. He was breathless w�th runn�ng.
Happ�ly for h�m, the stat�on had ne�ther gates nor barr�ers. He rushed along



the track, jumped on the rear platform of the tra�n, and fell, exhausted, �nto
one of the seats.

Passepartout, who had been anx�ously watch�ng th�s amateur gymnast,
approached h�m w�th l�vely �nterest, and learned that he had taken fl�ght
after an unpleasant domest�c scene.

When the Mormon had recovered h�s breath, Passepartout ventured to
ask h�m pol�tely how many w�ves he had; for, from the manner �n wh�ch he
had decamped, �t m�ght be thought that he had twenty at least.

"One, s�r," repl�ed the Mormon, ra�s�ng h�s arms heavenward —"one,
and that was enough!"

Chapter XXVIII

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT DOES NOT SUCCEED IN MAKING
ANYBODY LISTEN TO REASON

The tra�n, on leav�ng Great Salt Lake at Ogden, passed northward for an
hour as far as Weber R�ver, hav�ng completed nearly n�ne hundred m�les
from San Franc�sco. From th�s po�nt �t took an easterly d�rect�on towards
the jagged Wahsatch Mounta�ns. It was �n the sect�on �ncluded between th�s
range and the Rocky Mounta�ns that the Amer�can eng�neers found the most
form�dable d�ff�cult�es �n lay�ng the road, and that the government granted a
subs�dy of forty-e�ght thousand dollars per m�le, �nstead of s�xteen thousand
allowed for the work done on the pla�ns. But the eng�neers, �nstead of
v�olat�ng nature, avo�ded �ts d�ff�cult�es by w�nd�ng around, �nstead of
penetrat�ng the rocks. One tunnel only, fourteen thousand feet �n length,
was p�erced �n order to arr�ve at the great bas�n.

The track up to th�s t�me had reached �ts h�ghest elevat�on at the Great
Salt Lake. From th�s po�nt �t descr�bed a long curve, descend�ng towards



B�tter Creek Valley, to r�se aga�n to the d�v�d�ng r�dge of the waters between
the Atlant�c and the Pac�f�c. There were many creeks �n th�s mounta�nous
reg�on, and �t was necessary to cross Muddy Creek, Green Creek, and
others, upon culverts.

Passepartout grew more and more �mpat�ent as they went on, wh�le F�x
longed to get out of th�s d�ff�cult reg�on, and was more anx�ous than Ph�leas
Fogg h�mself to be beyond the danger of delays and acc�dents, and set foot
on Engl�sh so�l.

At ten o'clock at n�ght the tra�n stopped at Fort Br�dger stat�on, and
twenty m�nutes later entered Wyom�ng Terr�tory, follow�ng the valley of
B�tter Creek throughout. The next day, 7th December, they stopped for a
quarter of an hour at Green R�ver stat�on. Snow had fallen abundantly
dur�ng the n�ght, but, be�ng m�xed w�th ra�n, �t had half melted, and d�d not
�nterrupt the�r progress. The bad weather, however, annoyed Passepartout;
for the accumulat�on of snow, by block�ng the wheels of the cars, would
certa�nly have been fatal to Mr. Fogg's tour.

"What an �dea!" he sa�d to h�mself. "Why d�d my master make th�s
journey �n w�nter? Couldn't he have wa�ted for the good season to �ncrease
h�s chances?"

Wh�le the worthy Frenchman was absorbed �n the state of the sky and
the depress�on of the temperature, Aouda was exper�enc�ng fears from a
totally d�fferent cause.

Several passengers had got off at Green R�ver, and were walk�ng up and
down the platforms; and among these Aouda recogn�sed Colonel Stamp
Proctor, the same who had so grossly �nsulted Ph�leas Fogg at the San
Franc�sco meet�ng. Not w�sh�ng to be recogn�sed, the young woman drew
back from the w�ndow, feel�ng much alarm at her d�scovery. She was
attached to the man who, however coldly, gave her da�ly ev�dences of the
most absolute devot�on. She d�d not comprehend, perhaps, the depth of the
sent�ment w�th wh�ch her protector �nsp�red her, wh�ch she called grat�tude,
but wh�ch, though she was unconsc�ous of �t, was really more than that. Her
heart sank w�th�n her when she recogn�sed the man whom Mr. Fogg
des�red, sooner or later, to call to account for h�s conduct. Chance alone, �t



was clear, had brought Colonel Proctor on th�s tra�n; but there he was, and �t
was necessary, at all hazards, that Ph�leas Fogg should not perce�ve h�s
adversary.

Aouda se�zed a moment when Mr. Fogg was asleep to tell F�x and
Passepartout whom she had seen.

"That Proctor on th�s tra�n!" cr�ed F�x. "Well, reassure yourself, madam;
before he settles w�th Mr. Fogg; he has got to deal w�th me! It seems to me
that I was the more �nsulted of the two."

"And, bes�des," added Passepartout, "I'll take charge of h�m, colonel as
he �s."

"Mr. F�x," resumed Aouda, "Mr. Fogg w�ll allow no one to avenge h�m.
He sa�d that he would come back to Amer�ca to f�nd th�s man. Should he
perce�ve Colonel Proctor, we could not prevent a coll�s�on wh�ch m�ght
have terr�ble results. He must not see h�m."

"You are r�ght, madam," repl�ed F�x; "a meet�ng between them m�ght
ru�n all. Whether he were v�ctor�ous or beaten, Mr. Fogg would be delayed,
and—"

"And," added Passepartout, "that would play the game of the gentlemen
of the Reform Club. In four days we shall be �n New York. Well, �f my
master does not leave th�s car dur�ng those four days, we may hope that
chance w�ll not br�ng h�m face to face w�th th�s confounded Amer�can. We
must, �f poss�ble, prevent h�s st�rr�ng out of �t."

The conversat�on dropped. Mr. Fogg had just woke up, and was look�ng
out of the w�ndow. Soon after Passepartout, w�thout be�ng heard by h�s
master or Aouda, wh�spered to the detect�ve, "Would you really f�ght for
h�m?"

"I would do anyth�ng," repl�ed F�x, �n a tone wh�ch betrayed determ�ned
w�ll, "to get h�m back l�v�ng to Europe!"



Passepartout felt someth�ng l�ke a shudder shoot through h�s frame, but
h�s conf�dence �n h�s master rema�ned unbroken.

Was there any means of deta�n�ng Mr. Fogg �n the car, to avo�d a
meet�ng between h�m and the colonel? It ought not to be a d�ff�cult task,
s�nce that gentleman was naturally sedentary and l�ttle cur�ous. The
detect�ve, at least, seemed to have found a way; for, after a few moments,
he sa�d to Mr. Fogg, "These are long and slow hours, s�r, that we are pass�ng
on the ra�lway."

"Yes," repl�ed Mr. Fogg; "but they pass."

"You were �n the hab�t of play�ng wh�st," resumed F�x, "on the
steamers."

"Yes; but �t would be d�ff�cult to do so here. I have ne�ther cards nor
partners."

"Oh, but we can eas�ly buy some cards, for they are sold on all the
Amer�can tra�ns. And as for partners, �f madam plays—"

"Certa�nly, s�r," Aouda qu�ckly repl�ed; "I understand wh�st. It �s part of
an Engl�sh educat�on."

"I myself have some pretens�ons to play�ng a good game. Well, here are
three of us, and a dummy—"

"As you please, s�r," repl�ed Ph�leas Fogg, heart�ly glad to resume h�s
favour�te past�me even on the ra�lway.

Passepartout was d�spatched �n search of the steward, and soon returned
w�th two packs of cards, some p�ns, counters, and a shelf covered w�th
cloth.

The game commenced. Aouda understood wh�st suff�c�ently well, and
even rece�ved some compl�ments on her play�ng from Mr. Fogg. As for the
detect�ve, he was s�mply an adept, and worthy of be�ng matched aga�nst h�s
present opponent.



"Now," thought Passepartout, "we've got h�m. He won't budge."

At eleven �n the morn�ng the tra�n had reached the d�v�d�ng r�dge of the
waters at Br�dger Pass, seven thousand f�ve hundred and twenty-four feet
above the level of the sea, one of the h�ghest po�nts atta�ned by the track �n
cross�ng the Rocky Mounta�ns. After go�ng about two hundred m�les, the
travellers at last found themselves on one of those vast pla�ns wh�ch extend
to the Atlant�c, and wh�ch nature has made so prop�t�ous for lay�ng the �ron
road.

On the decl�v�ty of the Atlant�c bas�n the f�rst streams, branches of the
North Platte R�ver, already appeared. The whole northern and eastern
hor�zon was bounded by the �mmense sem�-c�rcular curta�n wh�ch �s formed
by the southern port�on of the Rocky Mounta�ns, the h�ghest be�ng Laram�e
Peak. Between th�s and the ra�lway extended vast pla�ns, plent�fully
�rr�gated. On the r�ght rose the lower spurs of the mounta�nous mass wh�ch
extends southward to the sources of the Arkansas R�ver, one of the great
tr�butar�es of the M�ssour�.

At half-past twelve the travellers caught s�ght for an �nstant of Fort
Halleck, wh�ch commands that sect�on; and �n a few more hours the Rocky
Mounta�ns were crossed. There was reason to hope, then, that no acc�dent
would mark the journey through th�s d�ff�cult country. The snow had ceased
fall�ng, and the a�r became cr�sp and cold. Large b�rds, fr�ghtened by the
locomot�ve, rose and flew off �n the d�stance. No w�ld beast appeared on the
pla�n. It was a desert �n �ts vast nakedness.

After a comfortable breakfast, served �n the car, Mr. Fogg and h�s
partners had just resumed wh�st, when a v�olent wh�stl�ng was heard, and
the tra�n stopped. Passepartout put h�s head out of the door, but saw noth�ng
to cause the delay; no stat�on was �n v�ew.

Aouda and F�x feared that Mr. Fogg m�ght take �t �nto h�s head to get
out; but that gentleman contented h�mself w�th say�ng to h�s servant, "See
what �s the matter."

Passepartout rushed out of the car. Th�rty or forty passengers had already
descended, amongst them Colonel Stamp Proctor.



The tra�n had stopped before a red s�gnal wh�ch blocked the way. The
eng�neer and conductor were talk�ng exc�tedly w�th a s�gnal-man, whom the
stat�on-master at Med�c�ne Bow, the next stopp�ng place, had sent on
before. The passengers drew around and took part �n the d�scuss�on, �n
wh�ch Colonel Proctor, w�th h�s �nsolent manner, was consp�cuous.

Passepartout, jo�n�ng the group, heard the s�gnal-man say, "No! you can't
pass. The br�dge at Med�c�ne Bow �s shaky, and would not bear the we�ght
of the tra�n."

Th�s was a suspens�on-br�dge thrown over some rap�ds, about a m�le
from the place where they now were. Accord�ng to the s�gnal-man, �t was �n
a ru�nous cond�t�on, several of the �ron w�res be�ng broken; and �t was
�mposs�ble to r�sk the passage. He d�d not �n any way exaggerate the
cond�t�on of the br�dge. It may be taken for granted that, rash as the
Amer�cans usually are, when they are prudent there �s good reason for �t.

Passepartout, not dar�ng to appr�se h�s master of what he heard, l�stened
w�th set teeth, �mmovable as a statue.

"Hum!" cr�ed Colonel Proctor; "but we are not go�ng to stay here, I
�mag�ne, and take root �n the snow?"

"Colonel," repl�ed the conductor, "we have telegraphed to Omaha for a
tra�n, but �t �s not l�kely that �t w�ll reach Med�c�ne Bow �n less than s�x
hours."

"S�x hours!" cr�ed Passepartout.

"Certa�nly," returned the conductor, "bes�des, �t w�ll take us as long as
that to reach Med�c�ne Bow on foot."

"But �t �s only a m�le from here," sa�d one of the passengers.

"Yes, but �t's on the other s�de of the r�ver."

"And can't we cross that �n a boat?" asked the colonel.



"That's �mposs�ble. The creek �s swelled by the ra�ns. It �s a rap�d, and
we shall have to make a c�rcu�t of ten m�les to the north to f�nd a ford."

The colonel launched a volley of oaths, denounc�ng the ra�lway company
and the conductor; and Passepartout, who was fur�ous, was not d�s�ncl�ned
to make common cause w�th h�m. Here was an obstacle, �ndeed, wh�ch all
h�s master's banknotes could not remove.

There was a general d�sappo�ntment among the passengers, who, w�thout
reckon�ng the delay, saw themselves compelled to trudge f�fteen m�les over
a pla�n covered w�th snow. They grumbled and protested, and would
certa�nly have thus attracted Ph�leas Fogg's attent�on �f he had not been
completely absorbed �n h�s game.

Passepartout found that he could not avo�d tell�ng h�s master what had
occurred, and, w�th hang�ng head, he was turn�ng towards the car, when the
eng�neer, a true Yankee, named Forster called out, "Gentlemen, perhaps
there �s a way, after all, to get over."

"On the br�dge?" asked a passenger.

"On the br�dge."

"W�th our tra�n?"

"W�th our tra�n."

Passepartout stopped short, and eagerly l�stened to the eng�neer.

"But the br�dge �s unsafe," urged the conductor.

"No matter," repl�ed Forster; "I th�nk that by putt�ng on the very h�ghest
speed we m�ght have a chance of gett�ng over."

"The dev�l!" muttered Passepartout.

But a number of the passengers were at once attracted by the eng�neer's
proposal, and Colonel Proctor was espec�ally del�ghted, and found the plan
a very feas�ble one. He told stor�es about eng�neers leap�ng the�r tra�ns over



r�vers w�thout br�dges, by putt�ng on full steam; and many of those present
avowed themselves of the eng�neer's m�nd.

"We have f�fty chances out of a hundred of gett�ng over," sa�d one.

"E�ghty! n�nety!"

Passepartout was astounded, and, though ready to attempt anyth�ng to
get over Med�c�ne Creek, thought the exper�ment proposed a l�ttle too
Amer�can. "Bes�des," thought he, "there's a st�ll more s�mple way, and �t
does not even occur to any of these people! S�r," sa�d he aloud to one of the
passengers, "the eng�neer's plan seems to me a l�ttle dangerous, but—"

"E�ghty chances!" repl�ed the passenger, turn�ng h�s back on h�m.

"I know �t," sa�d Passepartout, turn�ng to another passenger, "but a
s�mple �dea—"

"Ideas are no use," returned the Amer�can, shrugg�ng h�s shoulders, "as
the eng�neer assures us that we can pass."

"Doubtless," urged Passepartout, "we can pass, but perhaps �t would be
more prudent—"

"What! Prudent!" cr�ed Colonel Proctor, whom th�s word seemed to
exc�te prod�g�ously. "At full speed, don't you see, at full speed!"

"I know—I see," repeated Passepartout; "but �t would be, �f not more
prudent, s�nce that word d�spleases you, at least more natural—"

"Who! What! What's the matter w�th th�s fellow?" cr�ed several.

The poor fellow d�d not know to whom to address h�mself.

"Are you afra�d?" asked Colonel Proctor.

"I afra�d? Very well; I w�ll show these people that a Frenchman can be as
Amer�can as they!"



"All aboard!" cr�ed the conductor.

"Yes, all aboard!" repeated Passepartout, and �mmed�ately. "But they
can't prevent me from th�nk�ng that �t would be more natural for us to cross
the br�dge on foot, and let the tra�n come after!"

But no one heard th�s sage reflect�on, nor would anyone have
acknowledged �ts just�ce. The passengers resumed the�r places �n the cars.
Passepartout took h�s seat w�thout tell�ng what had passed. The wh�st-
players were qu�te absorbed �n the�r game.

The locomot�ve wh�stled v�gorously; the eng�neer, revers�ng the steam,
backed the tra�n for nearly a m�le—ret�r�ng, l�ke a jumper, �n order to take a
longer leap. Then, w�th another wh�stle, he began to move forward; the tra�n
�ncreased �ts speed, and soon �ts rap�d�ty became fr�ghtful; a prolonged
screech �ssued from the locomot�ve; the p�ston worked up and down twenty
strokes to the second. They perce�ved that the whole tra�n, rush�ng on at the
rate of a hundred m�les an hour, hardly bore upon the ra�ls at all.

And they passed over! It was l�ke a flash. No one saw the br�dge. The
tra�n leaped, so to speak, from one bank to the other, and the eng�neer could
not stop �t unt�l �t had gone f�ve m�les beyond the stat�on. But scarcely had
the tra�n passed the r�ver, when the br�dge, completely ru�ned, fell w�th a
crash �nto the rap�ds of Med�c�ne Bow.

Chapter XXIX

IN WHICH CERTAIN INCIDENTS ARE NARRATED WHICH
ARE ONLY TO BE MET WITH ON AMERICAN RAILROADS

The tra�n pursued �ts course, that even�ng, w�thout �nterrupt�on, pass�ng
Fort Saunders, cross�ng Cheyne Pass, and reach�ng Evans Pass. The road
here atta�ned the h�ghest elevat�on of the journey, e�ght thousand and



n�nety-two feet above the level of the sea. The travellers had now only to
descend to the Atlant�c by l�m�tless pla�ns, levelled by nature. A branch of
the "grand trunk" led off southward to Denver, the cap�tal of Colorado. The
country round about �s r�ch �n gold and s�lver, and more than f�fty thousand
�nhab�tants are already settled there.

Th�rteen hundred and e�ghty-two m�les had been passed over from San
Franc�sco, �n three days and three n�ghts; four days and n�ghts more would
probably br�ng them to New York. Ph�leas Fogg was not as yet beh�nd-
hand.

Dur�ng the n�ght Camp Walbach was passed on the left; Lodge Pole
Creek ran parallel w�th the road, mark�ng the boundary between the
terr�tor�es of Wyom�ng and Colorado. They entered Nebraska at eleven,
passed near Sedgw�ck, and touched at Julesburg, on the southern branch of
the Platte R�ver.

It was here that the Un�on Pac�f�c Ra�lroad was �naugurated on the 23rd
of October, 1867, by the ch�ef eng�neer, General Dodge. Two powerful
locomot�ves, carry�ng n�ne cars of �nv�ted guests, amongst whom was
Thomas C. Durant, v�ce-pres�dent of the road, stopped at th�s po�nt; cheers
were g�ven, the S�oux and Pawnees performed an �m�tat�on Ind�an battle,
f�reworks were let off, and the f�rst number of the Ra�lway P�oneer was
pr�nted by a press brought on the tra�n. Thus was celebrated the
�naugurat�on of th�s great ra�lroad, a m�ghty �nstrument of progress and
c�v�l�sat�on, thrown across the desert, and dest�ned to l�nk together c�t�es
and towns wh�ch do not yet ex�st. The wh�stle of the locomot�ve, more
powerful than Amph�on's lyre, was about to b�d them r�se from Amer�can
so�l.

Fort McPherson was left beh�nd at e�ght �n the morn�ng, and three
hundred and f�fty-seven m�les had yet to be traversed before reach�ng
Omaha. The road followed the capr�c�ous w�nd�ngs of the southern branch
of the Platte R�ver, on �ts left bank. At n�ne the tra�n stopped at the
�mportant town of North Platte, bu�lt between the two arms of the r�ver,
wh�ch rejo�n each other around �t and form a s�ngle artery, a large tr�butary,
whose waters empty �nto the M�ssour� a l�ttle above Omaha.



The one hundred and f�rst mer�d�an was passed.

Mr. Fogg and h�s partners had resumed the�r game; no one—not even the
dummy—compla�ned of the length of the tr�p. F�x had begun by w�nn�ng
several gu�neas, wh�ch he seemed l�kely to lose; but he showed h�mself a
not less eager wh�st-player than Mr. Fogg. Dur�ng the morn�ng, chance
d�st�nctly favoured that gentleman. Trumps and honours were showered
upon h�s hands.

Once, hav�ng resolved on a bold stroke, he was on the po�nt of play�ng a
spade, when a vo�ce beh�nd h�m sa�d, "I should play a d�amond."

Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and F�x ra�sed the�r heads, and beheld Colonel
Proctor.

Stamp Proctor and Ph�leas Fogg recogn�sed each other at once.

"Ah! �t's you, �s �t, Engl�shman?" cr�ed the colonel; "�t's you who are
go�ng to play a spade!"

"And who plays �t," repl�ed Ph�leas Fogg coolly, throw�ng down the ten
of spades.

"Well, �t pleases me to have �t d�amonds," repl�ed Colonel Proctor, �n an
�nsolent tone.

He made a movement as �f to se�ze the card wh�ch had just been played,
add�ng, "You don't understand anyth�ng about wh�st."

"Perhaps I do, as well as another," sa�d Ph�leas Fogg, r�s�ng.

"You have only to try, son of John Bull," repl�ed the colonel.

Aouda turned pale, and her blood ran cold. She se�zed Mr. Fogg's arm
and gently pulled h�m back. Passepartout was ready to pounce upon the
Amer�can, who was star�ng �nsolently at h�s opponent. But F�x got up, and,
go�ng to Colonel Proctor sa�d, "You forget that �t �s I w�th whom you have
to deal, s�r; for �t was I whom you not only �nsulted, but struck!"



"Mr. F�x," sa�d Mr. Fogg, "pardon me, but th�s affa�r �s m�ne, and m�ne
only. The colonel has aga�n �nsulted me, by �ns�st�ng that I should not play a
spade, and he shall g�ve me sat�sfact�on for �t."

"When and where you w�ll," repl�ed the Amer�can, "and w�th whatever
weapon you choose."

Aouda �n va�n attempted to reta�n Mr. Fogg; as va�nly d�d the detect�ve
endeavour to make the quarrel h�s. Passepartout w�shed to throw the colonel
out of the w�ndow, but a s�gn from h�s master checked h�m. Ph�leas Fogg
left the car, and the Amer�can followed h�m upon the platform. "S�r," sa�d
Mr. Fogg to h�s adversary, "I am �n a great hurry to get back to Europe, and
any delay whatever w�ll be greatly to my d�sadvantage."

"Well, what's that to me?" repl�ed Colonel Proctor.

"S�r," sa�d Mr. Fogg, very pol�tely, "after our meet�ng at San Franc�sco, I
determ�ned to return to Amer�ca and f�nd you as soon as I had completed
the bus�ness wh�ch called me to England."

"Really!"

"W�ll you appo�nt a meet�ng for s�x months hence?"

"Why not ten years hence?"

"I say s�x months," returned Ph�leas Fogg; "and I shall be at the place of
meet�ng promptly."

"All th�s �s an evas�on," cr�ed Stamp Proctor. "Now or never!"

"Very good. You are go�ng to New York?"

"No."

"To Ch�cago?"

"No."



"To Omaha?"

"What d�fference �s �t to you? Do you know Plum Creek?"

"No," repl�ed Mr. Fogg.

"It's the next stat�on. The tra�n w�ll be there �n an hour, and w�ll stop
there ten m�nutes. In ten m�nutes several revolver-shots could be
exchanged."

"Very well," sa�d Mr. Fogg. "I w�ll stop at Plum Creek."

"And I guess you'll stay there too," added the Amer�can �nsolently.

"Who knows?" repl�ed Mr. Fogg, return�ng to the car as coolly as usual.
He began to reassure Aouda, tell�ng her that blusterers were never to be
feared, and begged F�x to be h�s second at the approach�ng duel, a request
wh�ch the detect�ve could not refuse. Mr. Fogg resumed the �nterrupted
game w�th perfect calmness.

At eleven o'clock the locomot�ve's wh�stle announced that they were
approach�ng Plum Creek stat�on. Mr. Fogg rose, and, followed by F�x, went
out upon the platform. Passepartout accompan�ed h�m, carry�ng a pa�r of
revolvers. Aouda rema�ned �n the car, as pale as death.

The door of the next car opened, and Colonel Proctor appeared on the
platform, attended by a Yankee of h�s own stamp as h�s second. But just as
the combatants were about to step from the tra�n, the conductor hurr�ed up,
and shouted, "You can't get off, gentlemen!"

"Why not?" asked the colonel.

"We are twenty m�nutes late, and we shall not stop."

"But I am go�ng to f�ght a duel w�th th�s gentleman."

"I am sorry," sa�d the conductor; "but we shall be off at once. There's the
bell r�ng�ng now."



The tra�n started.

"I'm really very sorry, gentlemen," sa�d the conductor. "Under any other
c�rcumstances I should have been happy to obl�ge you. But, after all, as you
have not had t�me to f�ght here, why not f�ght as we go along?"

"That wouldn't be conven�ent, perhaps, for th�s gentleman," sa�d the
colonel, �n a jeer�ng tone.

"It would be perfectly so," repl�ed Ph�leas Fogg.

"Well, we are really �n Amer�ca," thought Passepartout, "and the
conductor �s a gentleman of the f�rst order!"

So mutter�ng, he followed h�s master.

The two combatants, the�r seconds, and the conductor passed through the
cars to the rear of the tra�n. The last car was only occup�ed by a dozen
passengers, whom the conductor pol�tely asked �f they would not be so k�nd
as to leave �t vacant for a few moments, as two gentlemen had an affa�r of
honour to settle. The passengers granted the request w�th alacr�ty, and
stra�ghtway d�sappeared on the platform.

The car, wh�ch was some f�fty feet long, was very conven�ent for the�r
purpose. The adversar�es m�ght march on each other �n the a�sle, and f�re at
the�r ease. Never was duel more eas�ly arranged. Mr. Fogg and Colonel
Proctor, each prov�ded w�th two s�x-barrelled revolvers, entered the car. The
seconds, rema�n�ng outs�de, shut them �n. They were to beg�n f�r�ng at the
f�rst wh�stle of the locomot�ve. After an �nterval of two m�nutes, what
rema�ned of the two gentlemen would be taken from the car.

Noth�ng could be more s�mple. Indeed, �t was all so s�mple that F�x and
Passepartout felt the�r hearts beat�ng as �f they would crack. They were
l�sten�ng for the wh�stle agreed upon, when suddenly savage cr�es
resounded �n the a�r, accompan�ed by reports wh�ch certa�nly d�d not �ssue
from the car where the duell�sts were. The reports cont�nued �n front and the
whole length of the tra�n. Cr�es of terror proceeded from the �nter�or of the
cars.



Colonel Proctor and Mr. Fogg, revolvers �n hand, hast�ly qu�tted the�r
pr�son, and rushed forward where the no�se was most clamorous. They then
perce�ved that the tra�n was attacked by a band of S�oux.

Th�s was not the f�rst attempt of these dar�ng Ind�ans, for more than once
they had wayla�d tra�ns on the road. A hundred of them had, accord�ng to
the�r hab�t, jumped upon the steps w�thout stopp�ng the tra�n, w�th the ease
of a clown mount�ng a horse at full gallop.

The S�oux were armed w�th guns, from wh�ch came the reports, to wh�ch
the passengers, who were almost all armed, responded by revolver-shots.

The Ind�ans had f�rst mounted the eng�ne, and half stunned the eng�neer
and stoker w�th blows from the�r muskets. A S�oux ch�ef, w�sh�ng to stop
the tra�n, but not know�ng how to work the regulator, had opened w�de
�nstead of clos�ng the steam-valve, and the locomot�ve was plung�ng
forward w�th terr�f�c veloc�ty.

The S�oux had at the same t�me �nvaded the cars, sk�pp�ng l�ke enraged
monkeys over the roofs, thrust�ng open the doors, and f�ght�ng hand to hand
w�th the passengers. Penetrat�ng the baggage-car, they p�llaged �t, throw�ng
the trunks out of the tra�n. The cr�es and shots were constant. The travellers
defended themselves bravely; some of the cars were barr�caded, and
susta�ned a s�ege, l�ke mov�ng forts, carr�ed along at a speed of a hundred
m�les an hour.

Aouda behaved courageously from the f�rst. She defended herself l�ke a
true hero�ne w�th a revolver, wh�ch she shot through the broken w�ndows
whenever a savage made h�s appearance. Twenty S�oux had fallen mortally
wounded to the ground, and the wheels crushed those who fell upon the
ra�ls as �f they had been worms. Several passengers, shot or stunned, lay on
the seats.

It was necessary to put an end to the struggle, wh�ch had lasted for ten
m�nutes, and wh�ch would result �n the tr�umph of the S�oux �f the tra�n was
not stopped. Fort Kearney stat�on, where there was a garr�son, was only two
m�les d�stant; but, that once passed, the S�oux would be masters of the tra�n
between Fort Kearney and the stat�on beyond.



The conductor was f�ght�ng bes�de Mr. Fogg, when he was shot and fell.
At the same moment he cr�ed, "Unless the tra�n �s stopped �n f�ve m�nutes,
we are lost!"

"It shall be stopped," sa�d Ph�leas Fogg, prepar�ng to rush from the car.

"Stay, mons�eur," cr�ed Passepartout; "I w�ll go."

Mr. Fogg had not t�me to stop the brave fellow, who, open�ng a door
unperce�ved by the Ind�ans, succeeded �n sl�pp�ng under the car; and wh�le
the struggle cont�nued and the balls wh�zzed across each other over h�s
head, he made use of h�s old acrobat�c exper�ence, and w�th amaz�ng ag�l�ty
worked h�s way under the cars, hold�ng on to the cha�ns, a�d�ng h�mself by
the brakes and edges of the sashes, creep�ng from one car to another w�th
marvellous sk�ll, and thus ga�n�ng the forward end of the tra�n.

There, suspended by one hand between the baggage-car and the tender,
w�th the other he loosened the safety cha�ns; but, ow�ng to the tract�on, he
would never have succeeded �n unscrew�ng the yok�ng-bar, had not a
v�olent concuss�on jolted th�s bar out. The tra�n, now detached from the
eng�ne, rema�ned a l�ttle beh�nd, wh�lst the locomot�ve rushed forward w�th
�ncreased speed.

Carr�ed on by the force already acqu�red, the tra�n st�ll moved for several
m�nutes; but the brakes were worked and at last they stopped, less than a
hundred feet from Kearney stat�on.

The sold�ers of the fort, attracted by the shots, hurr�ed up; the S�oux had
not expected them, and decamped �n a body before the tra�n ent�rely
stopped.

But when the passengers counted each other on the stat�on platform
several were found m�ss�ng; among others the courageous Frenchman,
whose devot�on had just saved them.



Chapter XXX

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG SIMPLY DOES HIS DUTY

Three passengers �nclud�ng Passepartout had d�sappeared. Had they been
k�lled �n the struggle? Were they taken pr�soners by the S�oux? It was
�mposs�ble to tell.

There were many wounded, but none mortally. Colonel Proctor was one
of the most ser�ously hurt; he had fought bravely, and a ball had entered h�s
gro�n. He was carr�ed �nto the stat�on w�th the other wounded passengers, to
rece�ve such attent�on as could be of ava�l.

Aouda was safe; and Ph�leas Fogg, who had been �n the th�ckest of the
f�ght, had not rece�ved a scratch. F�x was sl�ghtly wounded �n the arm. But
Passepartout was not to be found, and tears coursed down Aouda's cheeks.

All the passengers had got out of the tra�n, the wheels of wh�ch were
sta�ned w�th blood. From the tyres and spokes hung ragged p�eces of flesh.
As far as the eye could reach on the wh�te pla�n beh�nd, red tra�ls were
v�s�ble. The last S�oux were d�sappear�ng �n the south, along the banks of
Republ�can R�ver.

Mr. Fogg, w�th folded arms, rema�ned mot�onless. He had a ser�ous
dec�s�on to make. Aouda, stand�ng near h�m, looked at h�m w�thout
speak�ng, and he understood her look. If h�s servant was a pr�soner, ought
he not to r�sk everyth�ng to rescue h�m from the Ind�ans? "I w�ll f�nd h�m,
l�v�ng or dead," sa�d he qu�etly to Aouda.

"Ah, Mr.—Mr. Fogg!" cr�ed she, clasp�ng h�s hands and cover�ng them
w�th tears.

"L�v�ng," added Mr. Fogg, "�f we do not lose a moment."

Ph�leas Fogg, by th�s resolut�on, �nev�tably sacr�f�ced h�mself; he
pronounced h�s own doom. The delay of a s�ngle day would make h�m lose



the steamer at New York, and h�s bet would be certa�nly lost. But as he
thought, "It �s my duty," he d�d not hes�tate.

The command�ng off�cer of Fort Kearney was there. A hundred of h�s
sold�ers had placed themselves �n a pos�t�on to defend the stat�on, should
the S�oux attack �t.

"S�r," sa�d Mr. Fogg to the capta�n, "three passengers have d�sappeared."

"Dead?" asked the capta�n.

"Dead or pr�soners; that �s the uncerta�nty wh�ch must be solved. Do you
propose to pursue the S�oux?"

"That's a ser�ous th�ng to do, s�r," returned the capta�n. "These Ind�ans
may retreat beyond the Arkansas, and I cannot leave the fort unprotected."

"The l�ves of three men are �n quest�on, s�r," sa�d Ph�leas Fogg.

"Doubtless; but can I r�sk the l�ves of f�fty men to save three?"

"I don't know whether you can, s�r; but you ought to do so."

"Nobody here," returned the other, "has a r�ght to teach me my duty."

"Very well," sa�d Mr. Fogg, coldly. "I w�ll go alone."

"You, s�r!" cr�ed F�x, com�ng up; "you go alone �n pursu�t of the
Ind�ans?"

"Would you have me leave th�s poor fellow to per�sh—h�m to whom
every one present owes h�s l�fe? I shall go."

"No, s�r, you shall not go alone," cr�ed the capta�n, touched �n sp�te of
h�mself. "No! you are a brave man. Th�rty volunteers!" he added, turn�ng to
the sold�ers.

The whole company started forward at once. The capta�n had only to
p�ck h�s men. Th�rty were chosen, and an old sergeant placed at the�r head.



"Thanks, capta�n," sa�d Mr. Fogg.

"W�ll you let me go w�th you?" asked F�x.

"Do as you please, s�r. But �f you w�sh to do me a favour, you w�ll
rema�n w�th Aouda. In case anyth�ng should happen to me—"

A sudden pallor overspread the detect�ve's face. Separate h�mself from
the man whom he had so pers�stently followed step by step! Leave h�m to
wander about �n th�s desert! F�x gazed attent�vely at Mr. Fogg, and, desp�te
h�s susp�c�ons and of the struggle wh�ch was go�ng on w�th�n h�m, he
lowered h�s eyes before that calm and frank look.

"I w�ll stay," sa�d he.

A few moments after, Mr. Fogg pressed the young woman's hand, and,
hav�ng conf�ded to her h�s prec�ous carpet-bag, went off w�th the sergeant
and h�s l�ttle squad. But, before go�ng, he had sa�d to the sold�ers, "My
fr�ends, I w�ll d�v�de f�ve thousand dollars among you, �f we save the
pr�soners."

It was then a l�ttle past noon.

Aouda ret�red to a wa�t�ng-room, and there she wa�ted alone, th�nk�ng of
the s�mple and noble generos�ty, the tranqu�l courage of Ph�leas Fogg. He
had sacr�f�ced h�s fortune, and was now r�sk�ng h�s l�fe, all w�thout
hes�tat�on, from duty, �n s�lence.

F�x d�d not have the same thoughts, and could scarcely conceal h�s
ag�tat�on. He walked fever�shly up and down the platform, but soon
resumed h�s outward composure. He now saw the folly of wh�ch he had
been gu�lty �n lett�ng Fogg go alone. What! Th�s man, whom he had just
followed around the world, was perm�tted now to separate h�mself from
h�m! He began to accuse and abuse h�mself, and, as �f he were d�rector of
pol�ce, adm�n�stered to h�mself a sound lecture for h�s greenness.

"I have been an �d�ot!" he thought, "and th�s man w�ll see �t. He has
gone, and won't come back! But how �s �t that I, F�x, who have �n my



pocket a warrant for h�s arrest, have been so fasc�nated by h�m? Dec�dedly,
I am noth�ng but an ass!"

So reasoned the detect�ve, wh�le the hours crept by all too slowly. He d�d
not know what to do. Somet�mes he was tempted to tell Aouda all; but he
could not doubt how the young woman would rece�ve h�s conf�dences.
What course should he take? He thought of pursu�ng Fogg across the vast
wh�te pla�ns; �t d�d not seem �mposs�ble that he m�ght overtake h�m.
Footsteps were eas�ly pr�nted on the snow! But soon, under a new sheet,
every �mpr�nt would be effaced.

F�x became d�scouraged. He felt a sort of �nsurmountable long�ng to
abandon the game altogether. He could now leave Fort Kearney stat�on, and
pursue h�s journey homeward �n peace.

Towards two o'clock �n the afternoon, wh�le �t was snow�ng hard, long
wh�stles were heard approach�ng from the east. A great shadow, preceded
by a w�ld l�ght, slowly advanced, appear�ng st�ll larger through the m�st,
wh�ch gave �t a fantast�c aspect. No tra�n was expected from the east,
ne�ther had there been t�me for the succour asked for by telegraph to arr�ve;
the tra�n from Omaha to San Franc�sco was not due t�ll the next day. The
mystery was soon expla�ned.

The locomot�ve, wh�ch was slowly approach�ng w�th deafen�ng wh�stles,
was that wh�ch, hav�ng been detached from the tra�n, had cont�nued �ts
route w�th such terr�f�c rap�d�ty, carry�ng off the unconsc�ous eng�neer and
stoker. It had run several m�les, when, the f�re becom�ng low for want of
fuel, the steam had slackened; and �t had f�nally stopped an hour after, some
twenty m�les beyond Fort Kearney. Ne�ther the eng�neer nor the stoker was
dead, and, after rema�n�ng for some t�me �n the�r swoon, had come to
themselves. The tra�n had then stopped. The eng�neer, when he found
h�mself �n the desert, and the locomot�ve w�thout cars, understood what had
happened. He could not �mag�ne how the locomot�ve had become separated
from the tra�n; but he d�d not doubt that the tra�n left beh�nd was �n d�stress.

He d�d not hes�tate what to do. It would be prudent to cont�nue on to
Omaha, for �t would be dangerous to return to the tra�n, wh�ch the Ind�ans
m�ght st�ll be engaged �n p�llag�ng. Nevertheless, he began to rebu�ld the



f�re �n the furnace; the pressure aga�n mounted, and the locomot�ve
returned, runn�ng backwards to Fort Kearney. Th�s �t was wh�ch was
wh�stl�ng �n the m�st.

The travellers were glad to see the locomot�ve resume �ts place at the
head of the tra�n. They could now cont�nue the journey so terr�bly
�nterrupted.

Aouda, on see�ng the locomot�ve come up, hurr�ed out of the stat�on, and
asked the conductor, "Are you go�ng to start?"

"At once, madam."

"But the pr�soners, our unfortunate fellow-travellers—"

"I cannot �nterrupt the tr�p," repl�ed the conductor. "We are already three
hours beh�nd t�me."

"And when w�ll another tra�n pass here from San Franc�sco?"

"To-morrow even�ng, madam."

"To-morrow even�ng! But then �t w�ll be too late! We must wa�t—"

"It �s �mposs�ble," responded the conductor. "If you w�sh to go, please
get �n."

"I w�ll not go," sa�d Aouda.

F�x had heard th�s conversat�on. A l�ttle wh�le before, when there was no
prospect of proceed�ng on the journey, he had made up h�s m�nd to leave
Fort Kearney; but now that the tra�n was there, ready to start, and he had
only to take h�s seat �n the car, an �rres�st�ble �nfluence held h�m back. The
stat�on platform burned h�s feet, and he could not st�r. The confl�ct �n h�s
m�nd aga�n began; anger and fa�lure st�fled h�m. He w�shed to struggle on to
the end.

Meanwh�le the passengers and some of the wounded, among them
Colonel Proctor, whose �njur�es were ser�ous, had taken the�r places �n the



tra�n. The buzz�ng of the over-heated bo�ler was heard, and the steam was
escap�ng from the valves. The eng�neer wh�stled, the tra�n started, and soon
d�sappeared, m�ngl�ng �ts wh�te smoke w�th the edd�es of the densely fall�ng
snow.

The detect�ve had rema�ned beh�nd.

Several hours passed. The weather was d�smal, and �t was very cold. F�x
sat mot�onless on a bench �n the stat�on; he m�ght have been thought asleep.
Aouda, desp�te the storm, kept com�ng out of the wa�t�ng-room, go�ng to the
end of the platform, and peer�ng through the tempest of snow, as �f to p�erce
the m�st wh�ch narrowed the hor�zon around her, and to hear, �f poss�ble,
some welcome sound. She heard and saw noth�ng. Then she would return,
ch�lled through, to �ssue out aga�n after the lapse of a few moments, but
always �n va�n.

Even�ng came, and the l�ttle band had not returned. Where could they
be? Had they found the Ind�ans, and were they hav�ng a confl�ct w�th them,
or were they st�ll wander�ng am�d the m�st? The commander of the fort was
anx�ous, though he tr�ed to conceal h�s apprehens�ons. As n�ght approached,
the snow fell less plent�fully, but �t became �ntensely cold. Absolute s�lence
rested on the pla�ns. Ne�ther fl�ght of b�rd nor pass�ng of beast troubled the
perfect calm.

Throughout the n�ght Aouda, full of sad forebod�ngs, her heart st�fled
w�th angu�sh, wandered about on the verge of the pla�ns. Her �mag�nat�on
carr�ed her far off, and showed her �nnumerable dangers. What she suffered
through the long hours �t would be �mposs�ble to descr�be.

F�x rema�ned stat�onary �n the same place, but d�d not sleep. Once a man
approached and spoke to h�m, and the detect�ve merely repl�ed by shak�ng
h�s head.

Thus the n�ght passed. At dawn, the half-ext�ngu�shed d�sc of the sun
rose above a m�sty hor�zon; but �t was now poss�ble to recogn�se objects
two m�les off. Ph�leas Fogg and the squad had gone southward; �n the south
all was st�ll vacancy. It was then seven o'clock.



The capta�n, who was really alarmed, d�d not know what course to take.

Should he send another detachment to the rescue of the f�rst? Should he
sacr�f�ce more men, w�th so few chances of sav�ng those already sacr�f�ced?
H�s hes�tat�on d�d not last long, however. Call�ng one of h�s l�eutenants, he
was on the po�nt of order�ng a reconna�ssance, when gunshots were heard.
Was �t a s�gnal? The sold�ers rushed out of the fort, and half a m�le off they
perce�ved a l�ttle band return�ng �n good order.

Mr. Fogg was march�ng at the�r head, and just beh�nd h�m were
Passepartout and the other two travellers, rescued from the S�oux.

They had met and fought the Ind�ans ten m�les south of Fort Kearney.
Shortly before the detachment arr�ved, Passepartout and h�s compan�ons
had begun to struggle w�th the�r captors, three of whom the Frenchman had
felled w�th h�s f�sts, when h�s master and the sold�ers hastened up to the�r
rel�ef.

All were welcomed w�th joyful cr�es. Ph�leas Fogg d�str�buted the
reward he had prom�sed to the sold�ers, wh�le Passepartout, not w�thout
reason, muttered to h�mself, "It must certa�nly be confessed that I cost my
master dear!"

F�x, w�thout say�ng a word, looked at Mr. Fogg, and �t would have been
d�ff�cult to analyse the thoughts wh�ch struggled w�th�n h�m. As for Aouda,
she took her protector's hand and pressed �t �n her own, too much moved to
speak.

Meanwh�le, Passepartout was look�ng about for the tra�n; he thought he
should f�nd �t there, ready to start for Omaha, and he hoped that the t�me
lost m�ght be rega�ned.

"The tra�n! the tra�n!" cr�ed he.

"Gone," repl�ed F�x.

"And when does the next tra�n pass here?" sa�d Ph�leas Fogg.



"Not t�ll th�s even�ng."

"Ah!" returned the �mpass�ble gentleman qu�etly.

Chapter XXXI

IN WHICH FIX, THE DETECTIVE, CONSIDERABLY FURTHERS
THE INTERESTS OF PHILEAS FOGG

Ph�leas Fogg found h�mself twenty hours beh�nd t�me. Passepartout, the
�nvoluntary cause of th�s delay, was desperate. He had ru�ned h�s master!

At th�s moment the detect�ve approached Mr. Fogg, and, look�ng h�m
�ntently �n the face, sa�d:

"Ser�ously, s�r, are you �n great haste?"

"Qu�te ser�ously."

"I have a purpose �n ask�ng," resumed F�x. "Is �t absolutely necessary
that you should be �n New York on the 11th, before n�ne o'clock �n the
even�ng, the t�me that the steamer leaves for L�verpool?"

"It �s absolutely necessary."

"And, �f your journey had not been �nterrupted by these Ind�ans, you
would have reached New York on the morn�ng of the 11th?"

"Yes; w�th eleven hours to spare before the steamer left."

"Good! you are therefore twenty hours beh�nd. Twelve from twenty
leaves e�ght. You must rega�n e�ght hours. Do you w�sh to try to do so?"

"On foot?" asked Mr. Fogg.



"No; on a sledge," repl�ed F�x. "On a sledge w�th sa�ls. A man has
proposed such a method to me."

It was the man who had spoken to F�x dur�ng the n�ght, and whose offer
he had refused.

Ph�leas Fogg d�d not reply at once; but F�x, hav�ng po�nted out the man,
who was walk�ng up and down �n front of the stat�on, Mr. Fogg went up to
h�m. An �nstant after, Mr. Fogg and the Amer�can, whose name was Mudge,
entered a hut bu�lt just below the fort.

There Mr. Fogg exam�ned a cur�ous veh�cle, a k�nd of frame on two long
beams, a l�ttle ra�sed �n front l�ke the runners of a sledge, and upon wh�ch
there was room for f�ve or s�x persons. A h�gh mast was f�xed on the frame,
held f�rmly by metall�c lash�ngs, to wh�ch was attached a large br�gant�ne
sa�l. Th�s mast held an �ron stay upon wh�ch to ho�st a j�b-sa�l. Beh�nd, a
sort of rudder served to gu�de the veh�cle. It was, �n short, a sledge r�gged
l�ke a sloop. Dur�ng the w�nter, when the tra�ns are blocked up by the snow,
these sledges make extremely rap�d journeys across the frozen pla�ns from
one stat�on to another. Prov�ded w�th more sa�ls than a cutter, and w�th the
w�nd beh�nd them, they sl�p over the surface of the pra�r�es w�th a speed
equal �f not super�or to that of the express tra�ns.

Mr. Fogg read�ly made a barga�n w�th the owner of th�s land-craft. The
w�nd was favourable, be�ng fresh, and blow�ng from the west. The snow
had hardened, and Mudge was very conf�dent of be�ng able to transport Mr.
Fogg �n a few hours to Omaha. Thence the tra�ns eastward run frequently to
Ch�cago and New York. It was not �mposs�ble that the lost t�me m�ght yet
be recovered; and such an opportun�ty was not to be rejected.

Not w�sh�ng to expose Aouda to the d�scomforts of travell�ng �n the open
a�r, Mr. Fogg proposed to leave her w�th Passepartout at Fort Kearney, the
servant tak�ng upon h�mself to escort her to Europe by a better route and
under more favourable cond�t�ons. But Aouda refused to separate from Mr.
Fogg, and Passepartout was del�ghted w�th her dec�s�on; for noth�ng could
�nduce h�m to leave h�s master wh�le F�x was w�th h�m.



It would be d�ff�cult to guess the detect�ve's thoughts. Was th�s
conv�ct�on shaken by Ph�leas Fogg's return, or d�d he st�ll regard h�m as an
exceed�ngly shrewd rascal, who, h�s journey round the world completed,
would th�nk h�mself absolutely safe �n England? Perhaps F�x's op�n�on of
Ph�leas Fogg was somewhat mod�f�ed; but he was nevertheless resolved to
do h�s duty, and to hasten the return of the whole party to England as much
as poss�ble.

At e�ght o'clock the sledge was ready to start. The passengers took the�r
places on �t, and wrapped themselves up closely �n the�r travell�ng-cloaks.
The two great sa�ls were ho�sted, and under the pressure of the w�nd the
sledge sl�d over the hardened snow w�th a veloc�ty of forty m�les an hour.

The d�stance between Fort Kearney and Omaha, as the b�rds fly, �s at
most two hundred m�les. If the w�nd held good, the d�stance m�ght be
traversed �n f�ve hours; �f no acc�dent happened the sledge m�ght reach
Omaha by one o'clock.

What a journey! The travellers, huddled close together, could not speak
for the cold, �ntens�f�ed by the rap�d�ty at wh�ch they were go�ng. The
sledge sped on as l�ghtly as a boat over the waves. When the breeze came
sk�mm�ng the earth the sledge seemed to be l�fted off the ground by �ts sa�ls.
Mudge, who was at the rudder, kept �n a stra�ght l�ne, and by a turn of h�s
hand checked the lurches wh�ch the veh�cle had a tendency to make. All the
sa�ls were up, and the j�b was so arranged as not to screen the br�gant�ne. A
top-mast was ho�sted, and another j�b, held out to the w�nd, added �ts force
to the other sa�ls. Although the speed could not be exactly est�mated, the
sledge could not be go�ng at less than forty m�les an hour.

"If noth�ng breaks," sa�d Mudge, "we shall get there!"

Mr. Fogg had made �t for Mudge's �nterest to reach Omaha w�th�n the
t�me agreed on, by the offer of a handsome reward.

The pra�r�e, across wh�ch the sledge was mov�ng �n a stra�ght l�ne, was
as flat as a sea. It seemed l�ke a vast frozen lake. The ra�lroad wh�ch ran
through th�s sect�on ascended from the south-west to the north-west by
Great Island, Columbus, an �mportant Nebraska town, Schuyler, and



Fremont, to Omaha. It followed throughout the r�ght bank of the Platte
R�ver. The sledge, shorten�ng th�s route, took a chord of the arc descr�bed
by the ra�lway. Mudge was not afra�d of be�ng stopped by the Platte R�ver,
because �t was frozen. The road, then, was qu�te clear of obstacles, and
Ph�leas Fogg had but two th�ngs to fear—an acc�dent to the sledge, and a
change or calm �n the w�nd.

But the breeze, far from lessen�ng �ts force, blew as �f to bend the mast,
wh�ch, however, the metall�c lash�ngs held f�rmly. These lash�ngs, l�ke the
chords of a str�nged �nstrument, resounded as �f v�brated by a v�ol�n bow.
The sledge sl�d along �n the m�dst of a pla�nt�vely �ntense melody.

"Those chords g�ve the f�fth and the octave," sa�d Mr. Fogg.

These were the only words he uttered dur�ng the journey. Aouda, cos�ly
packed �n furs and cloaks, was sheltered as much as poss�ble from the
attacks of the freez�ng w�nd. As for Passepartout, h�s face was as red as the
sun's d�sc when �t sets �n the m�st, and he labor�ously �nhaled the b�t�ng a�r.
W�th h�s natural buoyancy of sp�r�ts, he began to hope aga�n. They would
reach New York on the even�ng, �f not on the morn�ng, of the 11th, and
there was st�ll some chances that �t would be before the steamer sa�led for
L�verpool.

Passepartout even felt a strong des�re to grasp h�s ally, F�x, by the hand.
He remembered that �t was the detect�ve who procured the sledge, the only
means of reach�ng Omaha �n t�me; but, checked by some present�ment, he
kept h�s usual reserve. One th�ng, however, Passepartout would never
forget, and that was the sacr�f�ce wh�ch Mr. Fogg had made, w�thout
hes�tat�on, to rescue h�m from the S�oux. Mr. Fogg had r�sked h�s fortune
and h�s l�fe. No! H�s servant would never forget that!

Wh�le each of the party was absorbed �n reflect�ons so d�fferent, the
sledge flew past over the vast carpet of snow. The creeks �t passed over
were not perce�ved. F�elds and streams d�sappeared under the un�form
wh�teness. The pla�n was absolutely deserted. Between the Un�on Pac�f�c
road and the branch wh�ch un�tes Kearney w�th Sa�nt Joseph �t formed a
great un�nhab�ted �sland. Ne�ther v�llage, stat�on, nor fort appeared. From
t�me to t�me they sped by some phantom-l�ke tree, whose wh�te skeleton



tw�sted and rattled �n the w�nd. Somet�mes flocks of w�ld b�rds rose, or
bands of gaunt, fam�shed, feroc�ous pra�r�e-wolves ran howl�ng after the
sledge. Passepartout, revolver �n hand, held h�mself ready to f�re on those
wh�ch came too near. Had an acc�dent then happened to the sledge, the
travellers, attacked by these beasts, would have been �n the most terr�ble
danger; but �t held on �ts even course, soon ga�ned on the wolves, and ere
long left the howl�ng band at a safe d�stance beh�nd.

About noon Mudge perce�ved by certa�n landmarks that he was cross�ng
the Platte R�ver. He sa�d noth�ng, but he felt certa�n that he was now w�th�n
twenty m�les of Omaha. In less than an hour he left the rudder and furled
h�s sa�ls, wh�lst the sledge, carr�ed forward by the great �mpetus the w�nd
had g�ven �t, went on half a m�le further w�th �ts sa�ls unspread.

It stopped at last, and Mudge, po�nt�ng to a mass of roofs wh�te w�th
snow, sa�d: "We have got there!"

Arr�ved! Arr�ved at the stat�on wh�ch �s �n da�ly commun�cat�on, by
numerous tra�ns, w�th the Atlant�c seaboard!

Passepartout and F�x jumped off, stretched the�r st�ffened l�mbs, and
a�ded Mr. Fogg and the young woman to descend from the sledge. Ph�leas
Fogg generously rewarded Mudge, whose hand Passepartout warmly
grasped, and the party d�rected the�r steps to the Omaha ra�lway stat�on.

The Pac�f�c Ra�lroad proper f�nds �ts term�nus at th�s �mportant Nebraska
town. Omaha �s connected w�th Ch�cago by the Ch�cago and Rock Island
Ra�lroad, wh�ch runs d�rectly east, and passes f�fty stat�ons.

A tra�n was ready to start when Mr. Fogg and h�s party reached the
stat�on, and they only had t�me to get �nto the cars. They had seen noth�ng
of Omaha; but Passepartout confessed to h�mself that th�s was not to be
regretted, as they were not travell�ng to see the s�ghts.

The tra�n passed rap�dly across the State of Iowa, by Counc�l Bluffs, Des
Mo�nes, and Iowa C�ty. Dur�ng the n�ght �t crossed the M�ss�ss�pp� at
Davenport, and by Rock Island entered Ill�no�s. The next day, wh�ch was
the 10th, at four o'clock �n the even�ng, �t reached Ch�cago, already r�sen



from �ts ru�ns, and more proudly seated than ever on the borders of �ts
beaut�ful Lake M�ch�gan.

N�ne hundred m�les separated Ch�cago from New York; but tra�ns are not
want�ng at Ch�cago. Mr. Fogg passed at once from one to the other, and the
locomot�ve of the P�ttsburgh, Fort Wayne, and Ch�cago Ra�lway left at full
speed, as �f �t fully comprehended that that gentleman had no t�me to lose. It
traversed Ind�ana, Oh�o, Pennsylvan�a, and New Jersey l�ke a flash, rush�ng
through towns w�th ant�que names, some of wh�ch had streets and car-
tracks, but as yet no houses. At last the Hudson came �nto v�ew; and, at a
quarter-past eleven �n the even�ng of the 11th, the tra�n stopped �n the
stat�on on the r�ght bank of the r�ver, before the very p�er of the Cunard l�ne.

The Ch�na, for L�verpool, had started three-quarters of an hour before!

Chapter XXXII

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG ENGAGES IN A DIRECT STRUGGLE
WITH BAD FORTUNE

The Ch�na, �n leav�ng, seemed to have carr�ed off Ph�leas Fogg's last
hope. None of the other steamers were able to serve h�s projects. The
Pere�re, of the French Transatlant�c Company, whose adm�rable steamers
are equal to any �n speed and comfort, d�d not leave unt�l the 14th; the
Hamburg boats d�d not go d�rectly to L�verpool or London, but to Havre;
and the add�t�onal tr�p from Havre to Southampton would render Ph�leas
Fogg's last efforts of no ava�l. The Inman steamer d�d not depart t�ll the next
day, and could not cross the Atlant�c �n t�me to save the wager.

Mr. Fogg learned all th�s �n consult�ng h�s Bradshaw, wh�ch gave h�m the
da�ly movements of the trans-Atlant�c steamers.



Passepartout was crushed; �t overwhelmed h�m to lose the boat by three-
quarters of an hour. It was h�s fault, for, �nstead of help�ng h�s master, he
had not ceased putt�ng obstacles �n h�s path! And when he recalled all the
�nc�dents of the tour, when he counted up the sums expended �n pure loss
and on h�s own account, when he thought that the �mmense stake, added to
the heavy charges of th�s useless journey, would completely ru�n Mr. Fogg,
he overwhelmed h�mself w�th b�tter self-accusat�ons. Mr. Fogg, however,
d�d not reproach h�m; and, on leav�ng the Cunard p�er, only sa�d: "We w�ll
consult about what �s best to-morrow. Come."

The party crossed the Hudson �n the Jersey C�ty ferryboat, and drove �n a
carr�age to the St. N�cholas Hotel, on Broadway. Rooms were engaged, and
the n�ght passed, br�efly to Ph�leas Fogg, who slept profoundly, but very
long to Aouda and the others, whose ag�tat�on d�d not perm�t them to rest.

The next day was the 12th of December. From seven �n the morn�ng of
the 12th to a quarter before n�ne �n the even�ng of the 21st there were n�ne
days, th�rteen hours, and forty-f�ve m�nutes. If Ph�leas Fogg had left �n the
Ch�na, one of the fastest steamers on the Atlant�c, he would have reached
L�verpool, and then London, w�th�n the per�od agreed upon.

Mr. Fogg left the hotel alone, after g�v�ng Passepartout �nstruct�ons to
awa�t h�s return, and �nform Aouda to be ready at an �nstant's not�ce. He
proceeded to the banks of the Hudson, and looked about among the vessels
moored or anchored �n the r�ver, for any that were about to depart. Several
had departure s�gnals, and were prepar�ng to put to sea at morn�ng t�de; for
�n th�s �mmense and adm�rable port there �s not one day �n a hundred that
vessels do not set out for every quarter of the globe. But they were mostly
sa�l�ng vessels, of wh�ch, of course, Ph�leas Fogg could make no use.

He seemed about to g�ve up all hope, when he esp�ed, anchored at the
Battery, a cable's length off at most, a trad�ng vessel, w�th a screw, well-
shaped, whose funnel, puff�ng a cloud of smoke, �nd�cated that she was
gett�ng ready for departure.

Ph�leas Fogg ha�led a boat, got �nto �t, and soon found h�mself on board
the Henr�etta, �ron-hulled, wood-bu�lt above. He ascended to the deck, and
asked for the capta�n, who forthw�th presented h�mself. He was a man of



f�fty, a sort of sea-wolf, w�th b�g eyes, a complex�on of ox�d�sed copper, red
ha�r and th�ck neck, and a growl�ng vo�ce.

"The capta�n?" asked Mr. Fogg.

"I am the capta�n."

"I am Ph�leas Fogg, of London."

"And I am Andrew Speedy, of Card�ff."

"You are go�ng to put to sea?"

"In an hour."

"You are bound for—"

"Bordeaux."

"And your cargo?"

"No fre�ght. Go�ng �n ballast."

"Have you any passengers?"

"No passengers. Never have passengers. Too much �n the way."

"Is your vessel a sw�ft one?"

"Between eleven and twelve knots. The Henr�etta, well known."

"W�ll you carry me and three other persons to L�verpool?"

"To L�verpool? Why not to Ch�na?"

"I sa�d L�verpool."

"No!"

"No?"



"No. I am sett�ng out for Bordeaux, and shall go to Bordeaux."

"Money �s no object?"

"None."

The capta�n spoke �n a tone wh�ch d�d not adm�t of a reply.

"But the owners of the Henr�etta—" resumed Ph�leas Fogg.

"The owners are myself," repl�ed the capta�n. "The vessel belongs to
me."

"I w�ll fre�ght �t for you."

"No."

"I w�ll buy �t of you."

"No."

Ph�leas Fogg d�d not betray the least d�sappo�ntment; but the s�tuat�on
was a grave one. It was not at New York as at Hong Kong, nor w�th the
capta�n of the Henr�etta as w�th the capta�n of the Tankadere. Up to th�s
t�me money had smoothed away every obstacle. Now money fa�led.

St�ll, some means must be found to cross the Atlant�c on a boat, unless
by balloon—wh�ch would have been venturesome, bes�des not be�ng
capable of be�ng put �n pract�ce. It seemed that Ph�leas Fogg had an �dea,
for he sa�d to the capta�n, "Well, w�ll you carry me to Bordeaux?"

"No, not �f you pa�d me two hundred dollars."

"I offer you two thousand."

"Ap�ece?"

"Ap�ece."



"And there are four of you?"

"Four."

Capta�n Speedy began to scratch h�s head. There were e�ght thousand
dollars to ga�n, w�thout chang�ng h�s route; for wh�ch �t was well worth
conquer�ng the repugnance he had for all k�nds of passengers. Bes�des,
passengers at two thousand dollars are no longer passengers, but valuable
merchand�se. "I start at n�ne o'clock," sa�d Capta�n Speedy, s�mply. "Are
you and your party ready?"



"We w�ll be on board at n�ne o'clock," repl�ed, no less s�mply, Mr. Fogg.

It was half-past e�ght. To d�sembark from the Henr�etta, jump �nto a
hack, hurry to the St. N�cholas, and return w�th Aouda, Passepartout, and
even the �nseparable F�x was the work of a br�ef t�me, and was performed
by Mr. Fogg w�th the coolness wh�ch never abandoned h�m. They were on
board when the Henr�etta made ready to we�gh anchor.

When Passepartout heard what th�s last voyage was go�ng to cost, he
uttered a prolonged "Oh!" wh�ch extended throughout h�s vocal gamut.

As for F�x, he sa�d to h�mself that the Bank of England would certa�nly
not come out of th�s affa�r well �ndemn�f�ed. When they reached England,
even �f Mr. Fogg d�d not throw some handfuls of bank-b�lls �nto the sea,
more than seven thousand pounds would have been spent!

Chapter XXXIII

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG SHOWS HIMSELF EQUAL TO THE
OCCASION

An hour after, the Henr�etta passed the l�ghthouse wh�ch marks the
entrance of the Hudson, turned the po�nt of Sandy Hook, and put to sea.
Dur�ng the day she sk�rted Long Island, passed F�re Island, and d�rected her
course rap�dly eastward.

At noon the next day, a man mounted the br�dge to ascerta�n the vessel's
pos�t�on. It m�ght be thought that th�s was Capta�n Speedy. Not the least �n
the world. It was Ph�leas Fogg, Esqu�re. As for Capta�n Speedy, he was shut
up �n h�s cab�n under lock and key, and was utter�ng loud cr�es, wh�ch
s�gn�f�ed an anger at once pardonable and excess�ve.



What had happened was very s�mple. Ph�leas Fogg w�shed to go to
L�verpool, but the capta�n would not carry h�m there. Then Ph�leas Fogg
had taken passage for Bordeaux, and, dur�ng the th�rty hours he had been on
board, had so shrewdly managed w�th h�s banknotes that the sa�lors and
stokers, who were only an occas�onal crew, and were not on the best terms
w�th the capta�n, went over to h�m �n a body. Th�s was why Ph�leas Fogg
was �n command �nstead of Capta�n Speedy; why the capta�n was a pr�soner
�n h�s cab�n; and why, �n short, the Henr�etta was d�rect�ng her course
towards L�verpool. It was very clear, to see Mr. Fogg manage the craft, that
he had been a sa�lor.

How the adventure ended w�ll be seen anon. Aouda was anx�ous, though
she sa�d noth�ng. As for Passepartout, he thought Mr. Fogg's manoeuvre
s�mply glor�ous. The capta�n had sa�d "between eleven and twelve knots,"
and the Henr�etta conf�rmed h�s pred�ct�on.

If, then—for there were "�fs" st�ll—the sea d�d not become too
bo�sterous, �f the w�nd d�d not veer round to the east, �f no acc�dent
happened to the boat or �ts mach�nery, the Henr�etta m�ght cross the three
thousand m�les from New York to L�verpool �n the n�ne days, between the
12th and the 21st of December. It �s true that, once arr�ved, the affa�r on
board the Henr�etta, added to that of the Bank of England, m�ght create
more d�ff�cult�es for Mr. Fogg than he �mag�ned or could des�re.

Dur�ng the f�rst days, they went along smoothly enough. The sea was not
very unprop�t�ous, the w�nd seemed stat�onary �n the north-east, the sa�ls
were ho�sted, and the Henr�etta ploughed across the waves l�ke a real trans-
Atlant�c steamer.

Passepartout was del�ghted. H�s master's last explo�t, the consequences
of wh�ch he �gnored, enchanted h�m. Never had the crew seen so jolly and
dexterous a fellow. He formed warm fr�endsh�ps w�th the sa�lors, and
amazed them w�th h�s acrobat�c feats. He thought they managed the vessel
l�ke gentlemen, and that the stokers f�red up l�ke heroes. H�s loquac�ous
good-humour �nfected everyone. He had forgotten the past, �ts vexat�ons
and delays. He only thought of the end, so nearly accompl�shed; and
somet�mes he bo�led over w�th �mpat�ence, as �f heated by the furnaces of
the Henr�etta. Often, also, the worthy fellow revolved around F�x, look�ng



at h�m w�th a keen, d�strustful eye; but he d�d not speak to h�m, for the�r old
�nt�macy no longer ex�sted.

F�x, �t must be confessed, understood noth�ng of what was go�ng on. The
conquest of the Henr�etta, the br�bery of the crew, Fogg manag�ng the boat
l�ke a sk�lled seaman, amazed and confused h�m. He d�d not know what to
th�nk. For, after all, a man who began by steal�ng f�fty-f�ve thousand pounds
m�ght end by steal�ng a vessel; and F�x was not unnaturally �ncl�ned to
conclude that the Henr�etta under Fogg's command, was not go�ng to
L�verpool at all, but to some part of the world where the robber, turned �nto
a p�rate, would qu�etly put h�mself �n safety. The conjecture was at least a
plaus�ble one, and the detect�ve began to ser�ously regret that he had
embarked on the affa�r.

As for Capta�n Speedy, he cont�nued to howl and growl �n h�s cab�n; and
Passepartout, whose duty �t was to carry h�m h�s meals, courageous as he
was, took the greatest precaut�ons. Mr. Fogg d�d not seem even to know that
there was a capta�n on board.

On the 13th they passed the edge of the Banks of Newfoundland, a
dangerous local�ty; dur�ng the w�nter, espec�ally, there are frequent fogs and
heavy gales of w�nd. Ever s�nce the even�ng before the barometer, suddenly
fall�ng, had �nd�cated an approach�ng change �n the atmosphere; and dur�ng
the n�ght the temperature var�ed, the cold became sharper, and the w�nd
veered to the south-east.

Th�s was a m�sfortune. Mr. Fogg, �n order not to dev�ate from h�s course,
furled h�s sa�ls and �ncreased the force of the steam; but the vessel's speed
slackened, ow�ng to the state of the sea, the long waves of wh�ch broke
aga�nst the stern. She p�tched v�olently, and th�s retarded her progress. The
breeze l�ttle by l�ttle swelled �nto a tempest, and �t was to be feared that the
Henr�etta m�ght not be able to ma�nta�n herself upr�ght on the waves.

Passepartout's v�sage darkened w�th the sk�es, and for two days the poor
fellow exper�enced constant fr�ght. But Ph�leas Fogg was a bold mar�ner,
and knew how to ma�nta�n headway aga�nst the sea; and he kept on h�s
course, w�thout even decreas�ng h�s steam. The Henr�etta, when she could
not r�se upon the waves, crossed them, swamp�ng her deck, but pass�ng



safely. Somet�mes the screw rose out of the water, beat�ng �ts protrud�ng
end, when a mounta�n of water ra�sed the stern above the waves; but the
craft always kept stra�ght ahead.

The w�nd, however, d�d not grow as bo�sterous as m�ght have been
feared; �t was not one of those tempests wh�ch burst, and rush on w�th a
speed of n�nety m�les an hour. It cont�nued fresh, but, unhapp�ly, �t
rema�ned obst�nately �n the south-east, render�ng the sa�ls useless.

The 16th of December was the seventy-f�fth day s�nce Ph�leas Fogg's
departure from London, and the Henr�etta had not yet been ser�ously
delayed. Half of the voyage was almost accompl�shed, and the worst
local�t�es had been passed. In summer, success would have been well-n�gh
certa�n. In w�nter, they were at the mercy of the bad season. Passepartout
sa�d noth�ng; but he cher�shed hope �n secret, and comforted h�mself w�th
the reflect�on that, �f the w�nd fa�led them, they m�ght st�ll count on the
steam.

On th�s day the eng�neer came on deck, went up to Mr. Fogg, and began
to speak earnestly w�th h�m. W�thout know�ng why �t was a present�ment,
perhaps Passepartout became vaguely uneasy. He would have g�ven one of
h�s ears to hear w�th the other what the eng�neer was say�ng. He f�nally
managed to catch a few words, and was sure he heard h�s master say, "You
are certa�n of what you tell me?"

"Certa�n, s�r," repl�ed the eng�neer. "You must remember that, s�nce we
started, we have kept up hot f�res �n all our furnaces, and, though we had
coal enough to go on short steam from New York to Bordeaux, we haven't
enough to go w�th all steam from New York to L�verpool." "I w�ll
cons�der," repl�ed Mr. Fogg.

Passepartout understood �t all; he was se�zed w�th mortal anx�ety. The
coal was g�v�ng out! "Ah, �f my master can get over that," muttered he,
"he'll be a famous man!" He could not help �mpart�ng to F�x what he had
overheard.

"Then you bel�eve that we really are go�ng to L�verpool?"



"Of course."

"Ass!" repl�ed the detect�ve, shrugg�ng h�s shoulders and turn�ng on h�s
heel.

Passepartout was on the po�nt of v�gorously resent�ng the ep�thet, the
reason of wh�ch he could not for the l�fe of h�m comprehend; but he
reflected that the unfortunate F�x was probably very much d�sappo�nted and
hum�l�ated �n h�s self-esteem, after hav�ng so awkwardly followed a false
scent around the world, and refra�ned.

And now what course would Ph�leas Fogg adopt? It was d�ff�cult to
�mag�ne. Nevertheless he seemed to have dec�ded upon one, for that
even�ng he sent for the eng�neer, and sa�d to h�m, "Feed all the f�res unt�l
the coal �s exhausted."

A few moments after, the funnel of the Henr�etta vom�ted forth torrents
of smoke. The vessel cont�nued to proceed w�th all steam on; but on the
18th, the eng�neer, as he had pred�cted, announced that the coal would g�ve
out �n the course of the day.

"Do not let the f�res go down," repl�ed Mr. Fogg. "Keep them up to the
last. Let the valves be f�lled."

Towards noon Ph�leas Fogg, hav�ng ascerta�ned the�r pos�t�on, called
Passepartout, and ordered h�m to go for Capta�n Speedy. It was as �f the
honest fellow had been commanded to uncha�n a t�ger. He went to the poop,
say�ng to h�mself, "He w�ll be l�ke a madman!"

In a few moments, w�th cr�es and oaths, a bomb appeared on the poop-
deck. The bomb was Capta�n Speedy. It was clear that he was on the po�nt
of burst�ng. "Where are we?" were the f�rst words h�s anger perm�tted h�m
to utter. Had the poor man been an apoplect�c, he could never have
recovered from h�s paroxysm of wrath.

"Where are we?" he repeated, w�th purple face.



"Seven hundred and seven m�les from L�verpool," repl�ed Mr. Fogg,
w�th �mperturbable calmness.

"P�rate!" cr�ed Capta�n Speedy.

"I have sent for you, s�r—"

"P�ckaroon!"

"—s�r," cont�nued Mr. Fogg, "to ask you to sell me your vessel."

"No! By all the dev�ls, no!"

"But I shall be obl�ged to burn her."

"Burn the Henr�etta!"

"Yes; at least the upper part of her. The coal has g�ven out."

"Burn my vessel!" cr�ed Capta�n Speedy, who could scarcely pronounce
the words. "A vessel worth f�fty thousand dollars!"

"Here are s�xty thousand," repl�ed Ph�leas Fogg, hand�ng the capta�n a
roll of bank-b�lls. Th�s had a prod�g�ous effect on Andrew Speedy. An
Amer�can can scarcely rema�n unmoved at the s�ght of s�xty thousand
dollars. The capta�n forgot �n an �nstant h�s anger, h�s �mpr�sonment, and all
h�s grudges aga�nst h�s passenger. The Henr�etta was twenty years old; �t
was a great barga�n. The bomb would not go off after all. Mr. Fogg had
taken away the match.

"And I shall st�ll have the �ron hull," sa�d the capta�n �n a softer tone.

"The �ron hull and the eng�ne. Is �t agreed?"

"Agreed."

And Andrew Speedy, se�z�ng the banknotes, counted them and
cons�gned them to h�s pocket.



Dur�ng th�s colloquy, Passepartout was as wh�te as a sheet, and F�x
seemed on the po�nt of hav�ng an apoplect�c f�t. Nearly twenty thousand
pounds had been expended, and Fogg left the hull and eng�ne to the capta�n,
that �s, near the whole value of the craft! It was true, however, that f�fty-f�ve
thousand pounds had been stolen from the Bank.

When Andrew Speedy had pocketed the money, Mr. Fogg sa�d to h�m,
"Don't let th�s aston�sh you, s�r. You must know that I shall lose twenty
thousand pounds, unless I arr�ve �n London by a quarter before n�ne on the
even�ng of the 21st of December. I m�ssed the steamer at New York, and as
you refused to take me to L�verpool—"

"And I d�d well!" cr�ed Andrew Speedy; "for I have ga�ned at least forty
thousand dollars by �t!" He added, more sedately, "Do you know one th�ng,
Capta�n—"

"Fogg."

"Capta�n Fogg, you've got someth�ng of the Yankee about you."

And, hav�ng pa�d h�s passenger what he cons�dered a h�gh compl�ment,
he was go�ng away, when Mr. Fogg sa�d, "The vessel now belongs to me?"

"Certa�nly, from the keel to the truck of the masts—all the wood, that �s."

"Very well. Have the �nter�or seats, bunks, and frames pulled down, and
burn them."

It was necessary to have dry wood to keep the steam up to the adequate
pressure, and on that day the poop, cab�ns, bunks, and the spare deck were
sacr�f�ced. On the next day, the 19th of December, the masts, rafts, and
spars were burned; the crew worked lust�ly, keep�ng up the f�res.
Passepartout hewed, cut, and sawed away w�th all h�s m�ght. There was a
perfect rage for demol�t�on.

The ra�l�ngs, f�tt�ngs, the greater part of the deck, and top s�des
d�sappeared on the 20th, and the Henr�etta was now only a flat hulk. But on
th�s day they s�ghted the Ir�sh coast and Fastnet L�ght. By ten �n the even�ng



they were pass�ng Queenstown. Ph�leas Fogg had only twenty-four hours
more �n wh�ch to get to London; that length of t�me was necessary to reach
L�verpool, w�th all steam on. And the steam was about to g�ve out
altogether!

"S�r," sa�d Capta�n Speedy, who was now deeply �nterested �n Mr. Fogg's
project, "I really comm�serate you. Everyth�ng �s aga�nst you. We are only
oppos�te Queenstown."

"Ah," sa�d Mr. Fogg, "�s that place where we see the l�ghts
Queenstown?"

"Yes."

"Can we enter the harbour?"

"Not under three hours. Only at h�gh t�de."

"Stay," repl�ed Mr. Fogg calmly, w�thout betray�ng �n h�s features that by
a supreme �nsp�rat�on he was about to attempt once more to conquer �ll-
fortune.

Queenstown �s the Ir�sh port at wh�ch the trans-Atlant�c steamers stop to
put off the ma�ls. These ma�ls are carr�ed to Dubl�n by express tra�ns always
held �n read�ness to start; from Dubl�n they are sent on to L�verpool by the
most rap�d boats, and thus ga�n twelve hours on the Atlant�c steamers.

Ph�leas Fogg counted on ga�n�ng twelve hours �n the same way. Instead
of arr�v�ng at L�verpool the next even�ng by the Henr�etta, he would be
there by noon, and would therefore have t�me to reach London before a
quarter before n�ne �n the even�ng.

The Henr�etta entered Queenstown Harbour at one o'clock �n the
morn�ng, �t then be�ng h�gh t�de; and Ph�leas Fogg, after be�ng grasped
heart�ly by the hand by Capta�n Speedy, left that gentleman on the levelled
hulk of h�s craft, wh�ch was st�ll worth half what he had sold �t for.



The party went on shore at once. F�x was greatly tempted to arrest Mr.
Fogg on the spot; but he d�d not. Why? What struggle was go�ng on w�th�n
h�m? Had he changed h�s m�nd about "h�s man"? D�d he understand that he
had made a grave m�stake? He d�d not, however, abandon Mr. Fogg. They
all got upon the tra�n, wh�ch was just ready to start, at half-past one; at
dawn of day they were �n Dubl�n; and they lost no t�me �n embark�ng on a
steamer wh�ch, d�sda�n�ng to r�se upon the waves, �nvar�ably cut through
them.

Ph�leas Fogg at last d�sembarked on the L�verpool quay, at twenty
m�nutes before twelve, 21st December. He was only s�x hours d�stant from
London.

But at th�s moment F�x came up, put h�s hand upon Mr. Fogg's shoulder,
and, show�ng h�s warrant, sa�d, "You are really Ph�leas Fogg?"

"I am."

"I arrest you �n the Queen's name!"

Chapter XXXIV

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG AT LAST REACHES LONDON

Ph�leas Fogg was �n pr�son. He had been shut up �n the Custom House,
and he was to be transferred to London the next day.

Passepartout, when he saw h�s master arrested, would have fallen upon
F�x had he not been held back by some pol�cemen. Aouda was
thunderstruck at the suddenness of an event wh�ch she could not
understand. Passepartout expla�ned to her how �t was that the honest and
courageous Fogg was arrested as a robber. The young woman's heart



revolted aga�nst so he�nous a charge, and when she saw that she could
attempt to do noth�ng to save her protector, she wept b�tterly.

As for F�x, he had arrested Mr. Fogg because �t was h�s duty, whether
Mr. Fogg were gu�lty or not.

The thought then struck Passepartout, that he was the cause of th�s new
m�sfortune! Had he not concealed F�x's errand from h�s master? When F�x
revealed h�s true character and purpose, why had he not told Mr. Fogg? If
the latter had been warned, he would no doubt have g�ven F�x proof of h�s
�nnocence, and sat�sf�ed h�m of h�s m�stake; at least, F�x would not have
cont�nued h�s journey at the expense and on the heels of h�s master, only to
arrest h�m the moment he set foot on Engl�sh so�l. Passepartout wept t�ll he
was bl�nd, and felt l�ke blow�ng h�s bra�ns out.

Aouda and he had rema�ned, desp�te the cold, under the port�co of the
Custom House. Ne�ther w�shed to leave the place; both were anx�ous to see
Mr. Fogg aga�n.

That gentleman was really ru�ned, and that at the moment when he was
about to atta�n h�s end. Th�s arrest was fatal. Hav�ng arr�ved at L�verpool at
twenty m�nutes before twelve on the 21st of December, he had t�ll a quarter
before n�ne that even�ng to reach the Reform Club, that �s, n�ne hours and a
quarter; the journey from L�verpool to London was s�x hours.

If anyone, at th�s moment, had entered the Custom House, he would
have found Mr. Fogg seated, mot�onless, calm, and w�thout apparent anger,
upon a wooden bench. He was not, �t �s true, res�gned; but th�s last blow
fa�led to force h�m �nto an outward betrayal of any emot�on. Was he be�ng
devoured by one of those secret rages, all the more terr�ble because
conta�ned, and wh�ch only burst forth, w�th an �rres�st�ble force, at the last
moment? No one could tell. There he sat, calmly wa�t�ng—for what? D�d he
st�ll cher�sh hope? D�d he st�ll bel�eve, now that the door of th�s pr�son was
closed upon h�m, that he would succeed?

However that may have been, Mr. Fogg carefully put h�s watch upon the
table, and observed �ts advanc�ng hands. Not a word escaped h�s l�ps, but
h�s look was s�ngularly set and stern. The s�tuat�on, �n any event, was a



terr�ble one, and m�ght be thus stated: �f Ph�leas Fogg was honest he was
ru�ned; �f he was a knave, he was caught.

D�d escape occur to h�m? D�d he exam�ne to see �f there were any
pract�cable outlet from h�s pr�son? D�d he th�nk of escap�ng from �t?
Poss�bly; for once he walked slowly around the room. But the door was
locked, and the w�ndow heav�ly barred w�th �ron rods. He sat down aga�n,
and drew h�s journal from h�s pocket. On the l�ne where these words were
wr�tten, "21st December, Saturday, L�verpool," he added, "80th day, 11.40
a.m.," and wa�ted.

The Custom House clock struck one. Mr. Fogg observed that h�s watch
was two hours too fast.

Two hours! Adm�tt�ng that he was at th�s moment tak�ng an express
tra�n, he could reach London and the Reform Club by a quarter before n�ne,
p.m. H�s forehead sl�ghtly wr�nkled.

At th�rty-three m�nutes past two he heard a s�ngular no�se outs�de, then a
hasty open�ng of doors. Passepartout's vo�ce was aud�ble, and �mmed�ately
after that of F�x. Ph�leas Fogg's eyes br�ghtened for an �nstant.

The door swung open, and he saw Passepartout, Aouda, and F�x, who
hurr�ed towards h�m.

F�x was out of breath, and h�s ha�r was �n d�sorder. He could not speak.
"S�r," he stammered, "s�r—forg�ve me—most—unfortunate resemblance—
robber arrested three days ago—you are free!"

Ph�leas Fogg was free! He walked to the detect�ve, looked h�m stead�ly
�n the face, and w�th the only rap�d mot�on he had ever made �n h�s l�fe, or
wh�ch he ever would make, drew back h�s arms, and w�th the prec�s�on of a
mach�ne knocked F�x down.

"Well h�t!" cr�ed Passepartout, "Parbleu! that's what you m�ght call a
good appl�cat�on of Engl�sh f�sts!"



F�x, who found h�mself on the floor, d�d not utter a word. He had only
rece�ved h�s deserts. Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and Passepartout left the Custom
House w�thout delay, got �nto a cab, and �n a few moments descended at the
stat�on.

Ph�leas Fogg asked �f there was an express tra�n about to leave for
London. It was forty m�nutes past two. The express tra�n had left th�rty-f�ve
m�nutes before. Ph�leas Fogg then ordered a spec�al tra�n.

There were several rap�d locomot�ves on hand; but the ra�lway
arrangements d�d not perm�t the spec�al tra�n to leave unt�l three o'clock.

At that hour Ph�leas Fogg, hav�ng st�mulated the eng�neer by the offer of
a generous reward, at last set out towards London w�th Aouda and h�s
fa�thful servant.

It was necessary to make the journey �n f�ve hours and a half; and th�s
would have been easy on a clear road throughout. But there were forced
delays, and when Mr. Fogg stepped from the tra�n at the term�nus, all the
clocks �n London were str�k�ng ten m�nutes before n�ne.

Hav�ng made the tour of the world, he was beh�nd-hand f�ve m�nutes. He
had lost the wager!

Chapter XXXV

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG DOES NOT HAVE TO REPEAT HIS
ORDERS TO PASSEPARTOUT TWICE

The dwellers �n Sav�lle Row would have been surpr�sed the next day, �f
they had been told that Ph�leas Fogg had returned home. H�s doors and
w�ndows were st�ll closed, no appearance of change was v�s�ble.



After leav�ng the stat�on, Mr. Fogg gave Passepartout �nstruct�ons to
purchase some prov�s�ons, and qu�etly went to h�s dom�c�le.

He bore h�s m�sfortune w�th h�s hab�tual tranqu�ll�ty. Ru�ned! And by the
blunder�ng of the detect�ve! After hav�ng stead�ly traversed that long
journey, overcome a hundred obstacles, braved many dangers, and st�ll
found t�me to do some good on h�s way, to fa�l near the goal by a sudden
event wh�ch he could not have foreseen, and aga�nst wh�ch he was
unarmed; �t was terr�ble! But a few pounds were left of the large sum he had
carr�ed w�th h�m. There only rema�ned of h�s fortune the twenty thousand
pounds depos�ted at Bar�ngs, and th�s amount he owed to h�s fr�ends of the
Reform Club. So great had been the expense of h�s tour that, even had he
won, �t would not have enr�ched h�m; and �t �s probable that he had not
sought to enr�ch h�mself, be�ng a man who rather la�d wagers for honour's
sake than for the stake proposed. But th�s wager totally ru�ned h�m.

Mr. Fogg's course, however, was fully dec�ded upon; he knew what
rema�ned for h�m to do.

A room �n the house �n Sav�lle Row was set apart for Aouda, who was
overwhelmed w�th gr�ef at her protector's m�sfortune. From the words
wh�ch Mr. Fogg dropped, she saw that he was med�tat�ng some ser�ous
project.

Know�ng that Engl�shmen governed by a f�xed �dea somet�mes resort to
the desperate exped�ent of su�c�de, Passepartout kept a narrow watch upon
h�s master, though he carefully concealed the appearance of so do�ng.

F�rst of all, the worthy fellow had gone up to h�s room, and had
ext�ngu�shed the gas burner, wh�ch had been burn�ng for e�ghty days. He
had found �n the letter-box a b�ll from the gas company, and he thought �t
more than t�me to put a stop to th�s expense, wh�ch he had been doomed to
bear.

The n�ght passed. Mr. Fogg went to bed, but d�d he sleep? Aouda d�d not
once close her eyes. Passepartout watched all n�ght, l�ke a fa�thful dog, at
h�s master's door.



Mr. Fogg called h�m �n the morn�ng, and told h�m to get Aouda's
breakfast, and a cup of tea and a chop for h�mself. He des�red Aouda to
excuse h�m from breakfast and d�nner, as h�s t�me would be absorbed all
day �n putt�ng h�s affa�rs to r�ghts. In the even�ng he would ask perm�ss�on
to have a few moment's conversat�on w�th the young lady.

Passepartout, hav�ng rece�ved h�s orders, had noth�ng to do but obey
them. He looked at h�s �mperturbable master, and could scarcely br�ng h�s
m�nd to leave h�m. H�s heart was full, and h�s consc�ence tortured by
remorse; for he accused h�mself more b�tterly than ever of be�ng the cause
of the �rretr�evable d�saster. Yes! �f he had warned Mr. Fogg, and had
betrayed F�x's projects to h�m, h�s master would certa�nly not have g�ven the
detect�ve passage to L�verpool, and then—

Passepartout could hold �n no longer.

"My master! Mr. Fogg!" he cr�ed, "why do you not curse me? It was my
fault that—"

"I blame no one," returned Ph�leas Fogg, w�th perfect calmness. "Go!"

Passepartout left the room, and went to f�nd Aouda, to whom he
del�vered h�s master's message.

"Madam," he added, "I can do noth�ng myself—noth�ng! I have no
�nfluence over my master; but you, perhaps—"

"What �nfluence could I have?" repl�ed Aouda. "Mr. Fogg �s �nfluenced
by no one. Has he ever understood that my grat�tude to h�m �s overflow�ng?
Has he ever read my heart? My fr�end, he must not be left alone an �nstant!
You say he �s go�ng to speak w�th me th�s even�ng?"

"Yes, madam; probably to arrange for your protect�on and comfort �n
England."

"We shall see," repl�ed Aouda, becom�ng suddenly pens�ve.



Throughout th�s day (Sunday) the house �n Sav�lle Row was as �f
un�nhab�ted, and Ph�leas Fogg, for the f�rst t�me s�nce he had l�ved �n that
house, d�d not set out for h�s club when Westm�nster clock struck half-past
eleven.

Why should he present h�mself at the Reform? H�s fr�ends no longer
expected h�m there. As Ph�leas Fogg had not appeared �n the saloon on the
even�ng before (Saturday, the 21st of December, at a quarter before n�ne),
he had lost h�s wager. It was not even necessary that he should go to h�s
bankers for the twenty thousand pounds; for h�s antagon�sts already had h�s
cheque �n the�r hands, and they had only to f�ll �t out and send �t to the
Bar�ngs to have the amount transferred to the�r cred�t.

Mr. Fogg, therefore, had no reason for go�ng out, and so he rema�ned at
home. He shut h�mself up �n h�s room, and bus�ed h�mself putt�ng h�s affa�rs
�n order. Passepartout cont�nually ascended and descended the sta�rs. The
hours were long for h�m. He l�stened at h�s master's door, and looked
through the keyhole, as �f he had a perfect r�ght so to do, and as �f he feared
that someth�ng terr�ble m�ght happen at any moment. Somet�mes he thought
of F�x, but no longer �n anger. F�x, l�ke all the world, had been m�staken �n
Ph�leas Fogg, and had only done h�s duty �n track�ng and arrest�ng h�m;
wh�le he, Passepartout. . . . Th�s thought haunted h�m, and he never ceased
curs�ng h�s m�serable folly.

F�nd�ng h�mself too wretched to rema�n alone, he knocked at Aouda's
door, went �nto her room, seated h�mself, w�thout speak�ng, �n a corner, and
looked ruefully at the young woman. Aouda was st�ll pens�ve.

About half-past seven �n the even�ng Mr. Fogg sent to know �f Aouda
would rece�ve h�m, and �n a few moments he found h�mself alone w�th her.

Ph�leas Fogg took a cha�r, and sat down near the f�replace, oppos�te
Aouda. No emot�on was v�s�ble on h�s face. Fogg returned was exactly the
Fogg who had gone away; there was the same calm, the same �mpass�b�l�ty.

He sat several m�nutes w�thout speak�ng; then, bend�ng h�s eyes on
Aouda, "Madam," sa�d he, "w�ll you pardon me for br�ng�ng you to
England?"



"I, Mr. Fogg!" repl�ed Aouda, check�ng the pulsat�ons of her heart.

"Please let me f�n�sh," returned Mr. Fogg. "When I dec�ded to br�ng you
far away from the country wh�ch was so unsafe for you, I was r�ch, and
counted on putt�ng a port�on of my fortune at your d�sposal; then your
ex�stence would have been free and happy. But now I am ru�ned."

"I know �t, Mr. Fogg," repl�ed Aouda; "and I ask you �n my turn, w�ll
you forg�ve me for hav�ng followed you, and—who knows?—for hav�ng,
perhaps, delayed you, and thus contr�buted to your ru�n?"

"Madam, you could not rema�n �n Ind�a, and your safety could only be
assured by br�ng�ng you to such a d�stance that your persecutors could not
take you."

"So, Mr. Fogg," resumed Aouda, "not content w�th rescu�ng me from a
terr�ble death, you thought yourself bound to secure my comfort �n a fore�gn
land?"

"Yes, madam; but c�rcumstances have been aga�nst me. St�ll, I beg to
place the l�ttle I have left at your serv�ce."

"But what w�ll become of you, Mr. Fogg?"

"As for me, madam," repl�ed the gentleman, coldly, "I have need of
noth�ng."

"But how do you look upon the fate, s�r, wh�ch awa�ts you?"

"As I am �n the hab�t of do�ng."

"At least," sa�d Aouda, "want should not overtake a man l�ke you. Your
fr�ends—"

"I have no fr�ends, madam."

"Your relat�ves—"

"I have no longer any relat�ves."



"I p�ty you, then, Mr. Fogg, for sol�tude �s a sad th�ng, w�th no heart to
wh�ch to conf�de your gr�efs. They say, though, that m�sery �tself, shared by
two sympathet�c souls, may be borne w�th pat�ence."

"They say so, madam."

"Mr. Fogg," sa�d Aouda, r�s�ng and se�z�ng h�s hand, "do you w�sh at
once a k�nswoman and fr�end? W�ll you have me for your w�fe?"

Mr. Fogg, at th�s, rose �n h�s turn. There was an unwonted l�ght �n h�s
eyes, and a sl�ght trembl�ng of h�s l�ps. Aouda looked �nto h�s face. The
s�ncer�ty, rect�tude, f�rmness, and sweetness of th�s soft glance of a noble
woman, who could dare all to save h�m to whom she owed all, at f�rst
aston�shed, then penetrated h�m. He shut h�s eyes for an �nstant, as �f to
avo�d her look. When he opened them aga�n, "I love you!" he sa�d, s�mply.
"Yes, by all that �s hol�est, I love you, and I am ent�rely yours!"

"Ah!" cr�ed Aouda, press�ng h�s hand to her heart.

Passepartout was summoned and appeared �mmed�ately. Mr. Fogg st�ll
held Aouda's hand �n h�s own; Passepartout understood, and h�s b�g, round
face became as rad�ant as the trop�cal sun at �ts zen�th.

Mr. Fogg asked h�m �f �t was not too late to not�fy the Reverend Samuel
W�lson, of Marylebone par�sh, that even�ng.

Passepartout sm�led h�s most gen�al sm�le, and sa�d, "Never too late."

It was f�ve m�nutes past e�ght.

"W�ll �t be for to-morrow, Monday?"

"For to-morrow, Monday," sa�d Mr. Fogg, turn�ng to Aouda.

"Yes; for to-morrow, Monday," she repl�ed.

Passepartout hurr�ed off as fast as h�s legs could carry h�m.



Chapter XXXVI

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG'S NAME IS ONCE MORE AT A
PREMIUM ON 'CHANGE

It �s t�me to relate what a change took place �n Engl�sh publ�c op�n�on
when �t transp�red that the real bankrobber, a certa�n James Strand, had been
arrested, on the 17th day of December, at Ed�nburgh. Three days before,
Ph�leas Fogg had been a cr�m�nal, who was be�ng desperately followed up
by the pol�ce; now he was an honourable gentleman, mathemat�cally
pursu�ng h�s eccentr�c journey round the world.

The papers resumed the�r d�scuss�on about the wager; all those who had
la�d bets, for or aga�nst h�m, rev�ved the�r �nterest, as �f by mag�c; the
"Ph�leas Fogg bonds" aga�n became negot�able, and many new wagers were
made. Ph�leas Fogg's name was once more at a prem�um on 'Change.

H�s f�ve fr�ends of the Reform Club passed these three days �n a state of
fever�sh suspense. Would Ph�leas Fogg, whom they had forgotten, reappear
before the�r eyes! Where was he at th�s moment? The 17th of December, the
day of James Strand's arrest, was the seventy-s�xth s�nce Ph�leas Fogg's
departure, and no news of h�m had been rece�ved. Was he dead? Had he
abandoned the effort, or was he cont�nu�ng h�s journey along the route
agreed upon? And would he appear on Saturday, the 21st of December, at a
quarter before n�ne �n the even�ng, on the threshold of the Reform Club
saloon?

The anx�ety �n wh�ch, for three days, London soc�ety ex�sted, cannot be
descr�bed. Telegrams were sent to Amer�ca and As�a for news of Ph�leas
Fogg. Messengers were d�spatched to the house �n Sav�lle Row morn�ng
and even�ng. No news. The pol�ce were �gnorant what had become of the
detect�ve, F�x, who had so unfortunately followed up a false scent. Bets
�ncreased, nevertheless, �n number and value. Ph�leas Fogg, l�ke a



racehorse, was draw�ng near h�s last turn�ng-po�nt. The bonds were quoted,
no longer at a hundred below par, but at twenty, at ten, and at f�ve; and
paralyt�c old Lord Albemarle bet even �n h�s favour.

A great crowd was collected �n Pall Mall and the ne�ghbour�ng streets on
Saturday even�ng; �t seemed l�ke a mult�tude of brokers permanently
establ�shed around the Reform Club. C�rculat�on was �mpeded, and
everywhere d�sputes, d�scuss�ons, and f�nanc�al transact�ons were go�ng on.
The pol�ce had great d�ff�culty �n keep�ng back the crowd, and as the hour
when Ph�leas Fogg was due approached, the exc�tement rose to �ts h�ghest
p�tch.

The f�ve antagon�sts of Ph�leas Fogg had met �n the great saloon of the
club. John Sull�van and Samuel Fallent�n, the bankers, Andrew Stuart, the
eng�neer, Gauth�er Ralph, the d�rector of the Bank of England, and Thomas
Flanagan, the brewer, one and all wa�ted anx�ously.

When the clock �nd�cated twenty m�nutes past e�ght, Andrew Stuart got
up, say�ng, "Gentlemen, �n twenty m�nutes the t�me agreed upon between
Mr. Fogg and ourselves w�ll have exp�red."

"What t�me d�d the last tra�n arr�ve from L�verpool?" asked Thomas
Flanagan.

"At twenty-three m�nutes past seven," repl�ed Gauth�er Ralph; "and the
next does not arr�ve t�ll ten m�nutes after twelve."

"Well, gentlemen," resumed Andrew Stuart, "�f Ph�leas Fogg had come
�n the 7:23 tra�n, he would have got here by th�s t�me. We can, therefore,
regard the bet as won."

"Wa�t; don't let us be too hasty," repl�ed Samuel Fallent�n. "You know
that Mr. Fogg �s very eccentr�c. H�s punctual�ty �s well known; he never
arr�ves too soon, or too late; and I should not be surpr�sed �f he appeared
before us at the last m�nute."

"Why," sa�d Andrew Stuart nervously, "�f I should see h�m, I should not
bel�eve �t was he."



"The fact �s," resumed Thomas Flanagan, "Mr. Fogg's project was
absurdly fool�sh. Whatever h�s punctual�ty, he could not prevent the delays
wh�ch were certa�n to occur; and a delay of only two or three days would be
fatal to h�s tour."

"Observe, too," added John Sull�van, "that we have rece�ved no
�ntell�gence from h�m, though there are telegraph�c l�nes all along h�s
route."

"He has lost, gentleman," sa�d Andrew Stuart, "he has a hundred t�mes
lost! You know, bes�des, that the Ch�na the only steamer he could have
taken from New York to get here �n t�me arr�ved yesterday. I have seen a l�st
of the passengers, and the name of Ph�leas Fogg �s not among them. Even �f
we adm�t that fortune has favoured h�m, he can scarcely have reached
Amer�ca. I th�nk he w�ll be at least twenty days beh�nd-hand, and that Lord
Albemarle w�ll lose a cool f�ve thousand."

"It �s clear," repl�ed Gauth�er Ralph; "and we have noth�ng to do but to
present Mr. Fogg's cheque at Bar�ngs to-morrow."

At th�s moment, the hands of the club clock po�nted to twenty m�nutes to
n�ne.

"F�ve m�nutes more," sa�d Andrew Stuart.

The f�ve gentlemen looked at each other. The�r anx�ety was becom�ng
�ntense; but, not w�sh�ng to betray �t, they read�ly assented to Mr. Fallent�n's
proposal of a rubber.

"I wouldn't g�ve up my four thousand of the bet," sa�d Andrew Stuart, as
he took h�s seat, "for three thousand n�ne hundred and n�nety-n�ne."

The clock �nd�cated e�ghteen m�nutes to n�ne.

The players took up the�r cards, but could not keep the�r eyes off the
clock. Certa�nly, however secure they felt, m�nutes had never seemed so
long to them!



"Seventeen m�nutes to n�ne," sa�d Thomas Flanagan, as he cut the cards
wh�ch Ralph handed to h�m.

Then there was a moment of s�lence. The great saloon was perfectly
qu�et; but the murmurs of the crowd outs�de were heard, w�th now and then
a shr�ll cry. The pendulum beat the seconds, wh�ch each player eagerly
counted, as he l�stened, w�th mathemat�cal regular�ty.

"S�xteen m�nutes to n�ne!" sa�d John Sull�van, �n a vo�ce wh�ch betrayed
h�s emot�on.

One m�nute more, and the wager would be won. Andrew Stuart and h�s
partners suspended the�r game. They left the�r cards, and counted the
seconds.

At the fort�eth second, noth�ng. At the f�ft�eth, st�ll noth�ng.

At the f�fty-f�fth, a loud cry was heard �n the street, followed by
applause, hurrahs, and some f�erce growls.

The players rose from the�r seats.

At the f�fty-seventh second the door of the saloon opened; and the
pendulum had not beat the s�xt�eth second when Ph�leas Fogg appeared,
followed by an exc�ted crowd who had forced the�r way through the club
doors, and �n h�s calm vo�ce, sa�d, "Here I am, gentlemen!"

Chapter XXXVII

IN WHICH IT IS SHOWN THAT PHILEAS FOGG GAINED
NOTHING

BY HIS TOUR AROUND THE WORLD, UNLESS IT WERE
HAPPINESS



Yes; Ph�leas Fogg �n person.

The reader w�ll remember that at f�ve m�nutes past e�ght �n the even�ng
—about f�ve and twenty hours after the arr�val of the travellers �n London—
Passepartout had been sent by h�s master to engage the serv�ces of the
Reverend Samuel W�lson �n a certa�n marr�age ceremony, wh�ch was to take
place the next day.

Passepartout went on h�s errand enchanted. He soon reached the
clergyman's house, but found h�m not at home. Passepartout wa�ted a good
twenty m�nutes, and when he left the reverend gentleman, �t was th�rty-f�ve
m�nutes past e�ght. But �n what a state he was! W�th h�s ha�r �n d�sorder, and
w�thout h�s hat, he ran along the street as never man was seen to run before,
overturn�ng passers-by, rush�ng over the s�dewalk l�ke a waterspout.

In three m�nutes he was �n Sav�lle Row aga�n, and staggered back �nto
Mr. Fogg's room.

He could not speak.

"What �s the matter?" asked Mr. Fogg.

"My master!" gasped Passepartout—"marr�age—�mposs�ble—"

"Imposs�ble?"

"Imposs�ble—for to-morrow."

"Why so?"

"Because to-morrow—�s Sunday!"

"Monday," repl�ed Mr. Fogg.

"No—to-day �s Saturday."

"Saturday? Imposs�ble!"



"Yes, yes, yes, yes!" cr�ed Passepartout. "You have made a m�stake of
one day! We arr�ved twenty-four hours ahead of t�me; but there are only ten
m�nutes left!"

Passepartout had se�zed h�s master by the collar, and was dragg�ng h�m
along w�th �rres�st�ble force.

Ph�leas Fogg, thus k�dnapped, w�thout hav�ng t�me to th�nk, left h�s
house, jumped �nto a cab, prom�sed a hundred pounds to the cabman, and,
hav�ng run over two dogs and overturned f�ve carr�ages, reached the
Reform Club.

The clock �nd�cated a quarter before n�ne when he appeared �n the great
saloon.

Ph�leas Fogg had accompl�shed the journey round the world �n e�ghty
days!

Ph�leas Fogg had won h�s wager of twenty thousand pounds!

How was �t that a man so exact and fast�d�ous could have made th�s error
of a day? How came he to th�nk that he had arr�ved �n London on Saturday,
the twenty-f�rst day of December, when �t was really Fr�day, the twent�eth,
the seventy-n�nth day only from h�s departure?

The cause of the error �s very s�mple.

Ph�leas Fogg had, w�thout suspect�ng �t, ga�ned one day on h�s journey,
and th�s merely because he had travelled constantly eastward; he would, on
the contrary, have lost a day had he gone �n the oppos�te d�rect�on, that �s,
westward.

In journey�ng eastward he had gone towards the sun, and the days
therefore d�m�n�shed for h�m as many t�mes four m�nutes as he crossed
degrees �n th�s d�rect�on. There are three hundred and s�xty degrees on the
c�rcumference of the earth; and these three hundred and s�xty degrees,
mult�pl�ed by four m�nutes, g�ves prec�sely twenty-four hours—that �s, the
day unconsc�ously ga�ned. In other words, wh�le Ph�leas Fogg, go�ng



eastward, saw the sun pass the mer�d�an e�ghty t�mes, h�s fr�ends �n London
only saw �t pass the mer�d�an seventy-n�ne t�mes. Th�s �s why they awa�ted
h�m at the Reform Club on Saturday, and not Sunday, as Mr. Fogg thought.

And Passepartout's famous fam�ly watch, wh�ch had always kept London
t�me, would have betrayed th�s fact, �f �t had marked the days as well as the
hours and the m�nutes!

Ph�leas Fogg, then, had won the twenty thousand pounds; but, as he had
spent nearly n�neteen thousand on the way, the pecun�ary ga�n was small.
H�s object was, however, to be v�ctor�ous, and not to w�n money. He
d�v�ded the one thousand pounds that rema�ned between Passepartout and
the unfortunate F�x, aga�nst whom he cher�shed no grudge. He deducted,
however, from Passepartout's share the cost of the gas wh�ch had burned �n
h�s room for n�neteen hundred and twenty hours, for the sake of regular�ty.

That even�ng, Mr. Fogg, as tranqu�l and phlegmat�c as ever, sa�d to
Aouda: "Is our marr�age st�ll agreeable to you?"

"Mr. Fogg," repl�ed she, "�t �s for me to ask that quest�on. You were
ru�ned, but now you are r�ch aga�n."

"Pardon me, madam; my fortune belongs to you. If you had not
suggested our marr�age, my servant would not have gone to the Reverend
Samuel W�lson's, I should not have been appr�sed of my error, and—"

"Dear Mr. Fogg!" sa�d the young woman.

"Dear Aouda!" repl�ed Ph�leas Fogg.

It need not be sa�d that the marr�age took place forty-e�ght hours after,
and that Passepartout, glow�ng and dazzl�ng, gave the br�de away. Had he
not saved her, and was he not ent�tled to th�s honour?

The next day, as soon as �t was l�ght, Passepartout rapped v�gorously at
h�s master's door. Mr. Fogg opened �t, and asked, "What's the matter,
Passepartout?"



"What �s �t, s�r? Why, I've just th�s �nstant found out—"

"What?"

"That we m�ght have made the tour of the world �n only seventy-e�ght
days."

"No doubt," returned Mr. Fogg, "by not cross�ng Ind�a. But �f I had not
crossed Ind�a, I should not have saved Aouda; she would not have been my
w�fe, and—"

Mr. Fogg qu�etly shut the door.

Ph�leas Fogg had won h�s wager, and had made h�s journey around the
world �n e�ghty days. To do th�s he had employed every means of
conveyance—steamers, ra�lways, carr�ages, yachts, trad�ng-vessels, sledges,
elephants. The eccentr�c gentleman had throughout d�splayed all h�s
marvellous qual�t�es of coolness and exact�tude. But what then? What had
he really ga�ned by all th�s trouble? What had he brought back from th�s
long and weary journey?

Noth�ng, say you? Perhaps so; noth�ng but a charm�ng woman, who,
strange as �t may appear, made h�m the happ�est of men!

Truly, would you not for less than that make the tour around the world?
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