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CHAPTER |

In which Phileas Foggand Passpartout accept
each other, the one as master, the other as man

R. PHILEAS FOGGlived, in 1872,at No. 7, Saville
Row, Burlington Gardens, the house in which
Sheridan ded in 1814.He was one of the most
noticedle members of the Reform Club, though he seemed
aways to avoid attrading attention; an enigmatical personage,
abou whom little was known, except that he was a pali shed
man of the world. People said that he resembled Byron,—at
least that his head was Byronic; but he was a bearded,
tranquil Byron, who might live on a thousand years withou
growing old.

Certainly an Englishman, it was more doultful whether
Philess Fogg was a Londorer. He was never seen on
"Change, na at the Bank, nar in the wurnting-rooms of the
“City;” no ships ever came into London daks of which he
was the owner; he had no pubic employment; he had never
been entered at any of the Inns of Court, either at the
Temple, or Lincoln’s Inn, or Gray’s Inn; nor had his voice
ever resounded in the Court of Chancery, or in the Exchequer,
or the Quear’s Bench, or the Ecdesiasticd Courts. He
cetainly was not a manufadurer; nor was he amerchant or a
gentleman farmer. His name was drange to the scientific and
leaned societies, and he never was known to take part in the
sage deliberations of the Royal Ingtitution a the Londm
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Institution, the Artisan’s Assciation a the Institution o
Arts and Sciences. He belonged, in fad, to none of the
numerous ocieties which swarm in the English capital, from
the Harmonic to that of the Entomologists, founded mainly
for the purpose of abdli shing pernicious inseds.

Phil eas Fogg was a member of the Reform, and that was
al.

The way in which he got admisson to this exclusive
clubwas smple enough.

He was recommended by the Barings, with whom he
had an open credit. His cheds were regularly paid at sight
from his acourt current, which was always flush.

Was Phileas Fogg rich? Undouliedly. But those who
knew him best could not imagine how he had made his
fortune, and Mr. Fogg was the last person to whom to apply
for the information. He was nat lavish, na, onthe ntrary,
avaricious; for whenever he knew that money was neeled for
a nolde, useful, or benevolent purpose, he supgied it
quickly, and sometimes anonymously. He was, in short, the
lesst communicative of men. He talked very little, and
seamed al the more mysterious for his tadturn manner. His
daily habits were quite open to olservation; but whatever he
did was 0 exadly the same thing that he had aways dore
before, that the wits of the aurious were fairly puzzled.

Had he travelled? It was likely, for no ore seemed to
know the world more familiarly; there was no spat so
seduded that he did na appea to have an intimate
agjuaintance with it. He often correded, with a few clea
words, the thousand conjedures advanced by members of the
clubasto lost and unkead-of travell ers, pointing out the true
probabiliti es, and seaming as if gifted with a sort of second
sight, so often dd events justify his predictions. He must
have travell ed everywhere, at least in the spirit.



It was at least certain that Philess Fogg had na
absented himself from Londonfor many years. Those who
were honoued by a better acquaintance with him than the
rest, declared that nobody could pretend to have ever seen
him anywhere dse. His Sle pastimes were realing the
papers and daying whist. He often won at this game, which,
as a silent one, harmonized with his nature; but his winnings
never went into his purse, being reserved as a fund for his
charities. Mr. Fogg dayed, nd to win, bu for the sake of
playing. The game was in his eyes a antest, a struggle with
adifficulty, yet amotionless unweaying struggle, congenia
to histastes.

Philess Fogg was not known to have ather wife or
children, which may happen to the most honest people;
either relatives or near friends, which is cetainly more
unusual. He lived alone in his house in Saville Row, whither
nore penetrated. A single domestic sufficed to serve him. He
bre&fasted and dned at the dub, at hours mathematicdly
fixed, in the same room, at the same table, never taking his
meds with ather members, much lessbringing a guest with
him; and went home & exadly midnight, only to retire &
once to bed. He never used the sy chambers which the
Reform provides for its favoured members. He passd ten
hous out of the twenty-four in Saville Row, either in
slegoing or making his toilet. When he chose to take awalk,
it was with aregular step in the entrance hall with its mosaic
flooring, or in the drcular gall ery with its dome supparted by
twenty red paphyry lonic columns, and illumined by blue
painted windovs. When he breakfasted o dined, al the
resources of the club—its kitchens and pantries, its buttery
and dary—aided to crowd hs table with their most
succulent stores, he was rved by the gravest waiters, in
dress coats, and shoes with swan-skin soles, who proffered
the viands in speda porcdain, and onthe finest linen; club



decanters, of alost mould, contained his sherry, his port, and
his cinnamon-spiced claret; while his beverages were
refreshingly coded with ice brought at great cost from the
American lakes.

If to live in this gyle is to be eccatric, it must be
confessed that there is smething goodin eccentricity!

The mansion in Saville Row, though nd sumptuous,
was excealingly comfortable. The habits of its occupant
were such as to demand bu littl e from the sole domestic; but
Philess Fogg required him to be dmost superhumanly
prompt and regular. On this very 2nd of October he had
dismiseed James Forster, because that luckless youth had
brought him shaving-water at eighty-four degrees Fahrenheit
instead of eighty-six; and he was awaiting his siccesor, who
was due & the house between eleven and half-past.

Phileas Fogg was seaed squarely in his arm-chair, his
fed close together like those of a grenadier on parade, his
hands resting on his knees, his body straight, his heal ereq;
he was dgealily watching a mplicated clock which
indicaed the hous, the minutes, the seands, the days, the
months, and the yeas. At exadly half-past eleven Mr. Fogg
would, acording to his daily habit, qut Saville Row, and
repair to the Reform.

A rap at this moment sounded onthe door of the sy
apartment where Philess Fogg was sded, and James
Forster, the dismissed servant, appeared.

“The new servant,” said he.

A young man of thirty advanced and baved.

“You are aFrenchman, | believe,” asked Phileas Fogg,
“and your name is John?”’

“Jean, if monsieur pleases,” replied the new-comer,
“Jean Passpartout, a surname which has clung to me
becaise | have a natural aptness for going out of one
businessinto anather. | believe I'm honest, monsieur, bu, to
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be outspoken, I've had severa trades. I’ ve been an itinerant
singer, a drcus-rider, when | used to vault like Leotard, and
dance on arope like Blondin. Then | got to be a professor of
gymnastics, so as to make better use of my talents; and then |
was a sergeant fireman at Paris, and asssted at many a big
fire. But | quitted Francefive yeas ago, and, wishing to taste
the sweds of domestic life, took service & a valet here in
England. Finding myself out of place and heaing that
Monsieur Philess Fogg was the most exad and settled
gentleman in the United Kingdom, | have come to monsieur
in the hope of living with him a tranquil li fe, and forgetting
even the name of Passepartout.”

“Passepartout suits me,” responced Mr. Fogg. “You are
well recommended to me; | hear a good report of you. You
know my condtions?’

“Yes, monsieur.”

“Good.What timeisit?’

“Twenty-two minutes after eleven,” returned
Passepartout, drawing an enormous slver watch from the
depths of his pocket.

“Youaretooslow,” said Mr. Fogg.

“Pardonme, monsieur, it isimpossble—"

“You are four minutes too slow. No matter; it’s enough
to mention the eror. Now from this moment, twenty-nine
minutes after eleven, am., this Wednesday, October 2nd,
you arein my service.”

Phileas Fogg got up, took his hat in his left hand, put it
on hs hea with an automatic motion, and went off withou
aword.

Passepartout heard the stred doa shut once it was his
new master going out. He head it shut again; it was his
predecessor, James Forster, departing in his turn.
Passepartout remained alone in the house in Savill e Row.
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CHAPTER I

In which Passpartout is convinced
that he has at last found hisideal

: AITH,” muttered Passepartout, somewhat flurried,
“I’ve seen people @ Madame Tussaud' s as lively as
my new master!”

Madame Tussaud's “people,” let it be said, are of wax,
and are much visited in London speed is al that is wanting
to make them human.

During hs brief interview with Mr. Fogg, Passpartout
had been caefully observing him. He gpeared to be aman
abou forty years of age, with fine, handsome fedures, and a
tall, well-shaped figure; his hair and whiskers were light, his
forehead compad and unwrinkled, his face rather pale, his
teeh magnificent. His countenance possessd in the highest
degreewhat physiognomists cal “repase in action,” a quality
of thase who ad rather than talk. Calm and pHegmatic, with
a dea eye, Mr. Fogg seemed a perfed type of that English
compaosure which Angelica Kauffmann has so skilfully
represented on canvas. Seen in the various phases of his
daily life, he gave the ideaof being perfedly well-balanced,
as exadly regulated as a Leroy chronameter. Phileas Fogg
was, indeed, exaditude personified, and this was betrayed
even in the expresson d his very hands and fed; for in men,
aswell asin animals, the limbs themselves are expressve of
the passons.
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He was © exad that he was never in a hurry, was
always ready, and was econamicd alike of his steps and hs
motions. He never took ore step too many, and always went
to his destination by the shortest cut; he made no superfluous
gestures, and was never seen to be moved or agitated. He
was the most deliberate person in the world, yet aways
readed hisdestination at the exad moment.

He lived adone, and so to spe&k, ouside of every social
relation; and as he knew that in this world ac@ount must be
taken of friction, and that friction retards, he never rubbed
against anybody.

As for Passpartout, he was a true Parisian of Paris.
Since he had abandored his own courtry for England, taking
service & avalet, he had in vain seached for a master after
his own heat. Passpartout was by no means one of those
pert durces depicted by Moliére, with abold gaze and anose
held high in the air; he was an horest fell ow, with a pleasant
face lips a trifle protruding, soft-mannered and serviceable,
with a good round head, such as one likes to see on the
shodders of a friend. His eyes were blue, his complexion
rubicund, hs figure dmost portly and well-built, his body
muscular, and his physicd powers fully developed by the
exercises of hisyounger days. His brown hair was ssomewhat
tumbled; for while the ancient sculptors are said to have
known eighteen methods of arranging Minerva's tresss,
Passpartout was familiar with bu one of dressng his own:
threestrokes of alarge-tooth comb completed his toil et.

It would be rash to predict how Passpartout’s lively
nature would agreewith Mr. Fogg. It was impossble to tell
whether the new servant would turn ou as absolutely
methodcd as his master required; experience alone could
solve the question. Passpartout had been a sort of vagrant in
hisealy years, and nav yeaned for repose; but so far he had
failed to find it, though he had already served in ten English
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houses. But he could not take root in any of these; with
chagrin, he found hs masters invariably whimsicd and
irregular, constantly running abou the ourtry, or on the
look-out for adventure. His last master, young Lord
Longferry, Member of Parliament, after passng his nightsin
the Haymarket taverns, was too dten brought home in the
morning on pdicemen’s houders. Passepartout, desirous of
respeding the gentleman whom he served, ventured a mild
remonstrance on such conduwct; which being ill receved, he
took hs leare. Hearing that Mr. Phileas Fogg was looking
for a servant, and that his life was one of unkroken
regularity, that he neither travelled na stayed from home
overnight, he felt sure that this would be the place he was
after. He presented himself, and was accepted, as has been
sea.

At half-past eleven, then, Passpartout found himself
alone in the house in Saville Row. He began its inspedion
withou delay, scouring it from cdlar to garret. So clean,
well-arranged, solemn a mansion deased him; it seaned to
him like asnail’s dhell, lighted and warmed by gas, which
sufficed for both these purposes. When Passepartout readed
the second story, he recognized at once the room which he
was to inhabit, and he was well satisfied with it. Eledric
bells and speaking-tubes afforded communicaion with the
lower stories; while on the mantel stood an electric dock,
predsaly like that in Mr. Fogg s bedchamber, both beding
the same seoond at the same instant. “That's good, that’ll
do,” said Passpartout to himself.

He suddenly observed, hurng over the dock, a cad
which, uponinspedion, poved to be aprogramme of the
daily routine of the house. It comprised all that was required
of the servant, from eight in the morning, exadly at which
hou Phileas Fogg rose, till half-past eleven, when he left the
houwse for the Reform Club,—all the details of service the
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tea and toast at twenty-threeminutes past eight, the shaving-
water at thirty-seven minutes past nine, and the toilet at
twenty minutes before ten. Everything was regulated and
foreseen that was to be dore from half-past eleven am. till
midnight, the hou a which the methodcd gentleman
retired.

Mr. Fogg's wardrobe was amply supdied and in the
best taste. Each pair of trousers, coat, and vest bore a
number, indicaing the time of yea and season at which they
were in turn to be laid out for wearing; and the same system
was applied to the master's dhoes. In short, the howse in
Saville Row, which must have been a very temple of
disorder and urrest under the illustrious but disspated
Sheridan, was cosiness, comfort, and method idedized.
There was no study, na were there books, which would have
been qute useless to Mr. Fogg; for at the Reform two
libraries, ore of genera literature and the other of law and
padlitics, were & his srvice A moderate-sized safe stood in
his bedroom, constructed so as to defy fire & well as
burglars, but Passpartout found reither arms nor hurting
wegors anywhere; everything betrayed the most tranquil
and peacedl e habits.

Having scrutinized the house from top to bdtom, he
rubbed his hands, a broad smile overspread his features, and
he said joyfully, “Thisisjust what | wanted! Ah, we shall get
on together, Mr. Fogg and I! What a domestic and regular
gentleman! A red maadiine; well, | dont mind serving a
madine.”
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CHAPTER Il

In which a conversation takes place
which seanslikely to cost Phileas Fogg dear

HILEAS FOGG, having shut the doa of his house &
half-past eleven, and having pu his right foot before
his left five hunded and seventy-five times, and hs

left foot before his right five hunded and seventy-six times,
reated the Reform Club, an imposing edifice in Pall Mall,
which coud na have st less than three millions. He
repaired at once to the dining-room, the nine windows of
which open upon a tasteful garden, where the trees were
arealy gilded with an autumn colouring; and took his place
at the habitual table, the @mver of which had arealy been
laid for him. His breakfast consisted of a side-dish, a broiled
fish with Realing sauce a scarlet slice of roast beef
garnished with mushrooms, a rhubarb and goaoseberry tart,
and a morsel of Cheshire dheese, the whae being washed
down with several cups of tea, for which the Reform is
famous. He rose at thirteen minutes to ore, and direded his
steps towards the large hall, a sumptuous apartment adorned
with lavishly framed paintings. A flunkey handed hm an
uncut Times, which he procealed to cut with a skill which
betrayed familiarity with this delicate operation. The perusa
of this paper absorbed Phileas Fogg until a quarter before
four, whilst the Sandad, his next task, occupied him till the
dinner hou. Dinner passd as bre&fast had done, and Mr.
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Fogg reappeared in the reading-room and sat down to the
Pall Mall at twenty minutes before six. Half an hou later
severa members of the Reform came in and dew up to the
fireplace, where acoal fire was gealily burning. They were
Mr. Fogg's usua partners at whist: Andrew Stuart, an
enginea; John Sullivan and Samuel Fallentin, bankers;
Thomas Flanagan, a brewer; and Gauthier Ralph, ore of the
Diredors of the Bank of England—all rich and hghly
respedable personages, even in a club which comprises the
princes of English trade and finance

“Well, Ralph,” said Thomas Flanagan, “what about that
robbery?’

“Oh,” replied Stuart, “the bank will | ose the money.”

“On the wntrary,” broke in Ralph, “I hope we may put
our hands on the robber. Skilful detedives have been sent to
al the principal ports of America and the Continent, and
he'll be a ¢ever fellow if he glips through their fingers.”

“But have you got the robber’s description?’ asked
Stuart.

“In the first place he is no robbker a all,” returned
Ralph, paitively.

“What! afellow who makes off with fifty-five thousand
pounds, norobber?’

“No.”

“Perhaps he’ s a manufadurer, then.”

“The Daily Telegraph says that he is a gentleman.”

It was Phileas Fogg, whose head now emerged from
behind hs newspaper, who made this remark. He bowed to
his friends, and entered into the @nwersation. The dfair
which formed its subjed, and which was town tak, had
occurred three days before & the Bank of England. A
padkage of bank-nates, to the value of fifty-five thousand
pounds, had been taken from the principal cashier’s table,
that functionary being at the moment engaged in registering
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the recept of three shillings and sixpence Of course he
could na have his eyes everywhere. Let it be observed that
the Bank of England reposes a touching confidence in the
horesty of the pulic. There are neither guards nor gratings
to proted its treasures;, gold, silver, bank-notes are fredy
exposed, at the mercy of the first comer. A keen olserver of
English customs relates that, being in ore of the rooms of the
Bank ore day, he had the airiosity to examine agold ingot
weighing some seven o eight pound. He took it up,
scrutinized it, passed it to his neighbour, he to the next man,
and so on urtil the ingot, going from hand to hand, was
transferred to the end o a dark entry; nor did it return to its
place for half an hou. Meanwhile, the cashier had na so
much as raised his head. But in the present instance things
had na gone so smocthly. The padkage of nates not being
foundwhen five o’ clock sounded from the ponderous clock
in the “drawing dfice,” the anourt was passed to the
acourt of profit and loss As 0n as the robbery was
discovered, pcked detectives hastened off to Liverpod,
Glasgow, Havre, Suez, Brindisi, New York, and other ports,
inspired by the proffered reward of two thousand pound,
and five per cent. on the sum that might be rewmvered.
Detedives were dso charged with narrowly watching those
who arrived a or left London by ral, and a judicia
examination was at once entered upon.

There were red grourds for suppasing, as the Daily
Telegraphsaid, that the thief did na belong to a professonal
band. On the day of the robbery a well-dressed gentleman of
pdished manners, and with a well-to-do air, had been
observed going to and fro in the paying-room, where the
crime was committed. A description d him was easly
procured, and sent to the detedives, and some hopeful
spirits, of whom Ralph was one, did na despair of his
apprehension. The papers and clubs were full of the dfair,
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and everywhere people were discussng the probabiliti es of a
succesdul pursuit; and the Reform Club was espedally
agitated, several of its members being Bank dfficials.

Ralphwould na concede that the work of the detectives
was likely to be in vain, for he thought that the prize offered
would gredly stimulate their zed and activity. But Stuart
was far from sharing this confidence and as they placed
themselves at the whist-table, they continued to argue the
matter. Stuart and Flanagan played together, while Phileas
Fogg had Fallentin for his partner. As the game procealed
the cnwersation ceased, excepting between the rubbers,
when it revived again.

“l maintain,” said Stuart, “that the dhances are in favour
of the thief, who must be a shrewd fell ow.”

“Well, bu where can he fly to?’ asked Raph. “No
courtry is safe for him.”

“Pshaw!”

“Where @muld he go, then?’

“Oh, | don't know that. The world is big enough.”

“It was once” said Phileas Fogg, in a low tone. “Cut,
sir,” he alded, handing the cads to Thomas Flanagan.

The discusson fell during the rubber, after which Stuart
took upitsthreal.

“What do you mean by ‘once? Has the world grown
smaller?’

“Certainly,” returned Raph.“1 agree with Mr. Fogg. The
world has grown smaller, since aman can now go round it
ten times more quickly than a hunded years ago. Andthat is
why the seach for this thief will be morelikely to succeel.”

“And aso why the thief can get away more eaily.”

“Be so goodasto play, Mr. Stuart,” said Phil eas Fogg.

But the incredulous Stuart was not convinced, and when
the hand was finished, said eagerly: “You have a strange
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way, Ralph, d proving that the world has grown smaller. So,
because you can go round it in threemonths—"

“In eighty days,” interrupted Phil eas Fogg.

“That is true, gentlemen,” added John Sulli van. “Only
eighty days, now that the sedion between Rotha and
Allahabad, onthe Great Indian Peninsular Railway, has been
opened. Here is the estimate made by the Daily Telegraph—

From Londonto Suez via Mont Cenis and

Brindisi, by rail and steamboats 7 days
From Suez to Bombay, by steamer 13 7
From Bombay to Calcutta, by rail 3 7
From Calcuttato Hong Kong, by steamer 13
From Hong Kong to Y okohama (Japan), by

steamer 6 7
From Y okohamato San Francisco, by

steamer 22 7
From San Francisco to New York, by rail 7 7
From New York to London, by steamer and

rail 9 7
Totd 80 days.

“Yes, in eighty days!” exclamed Stuart, who in his
excitement made afalse ded. “But that doesn’t take into
acourt bad weaher, contrary winds, shipwrecks, railway
acadents, and so on”

“All included,” returned Phileas Fogg, continuing to
play despite the discusson.

“But suppase the Hindoos or Indians pull up the rails,”
replied Stuart; “suppcse they stop the trains, pillage the
luggage-vans, and scdp the passengers!”
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“All included,” caimly retorted Fogg; adding, as he
threw down the cads, “ Two trumps.”

Stuart, whaose turn it was to ded, gathered them up, and
went on: “You are right, theoreticdly, Mr. Fogg, bu
pradicdly—"

“Pradicdly also, Mr. Stuart.”

“I"d like to seeyou doit in eighty days.”

“It depends on you. Shall we go?”’

“Heaven preserve me! But | would wager four thousand
pounds that such a journey, made under these @nditions, is
impassble”

“Quite posshble, onthe contrary,” returned Mr. Fogg.

“Well, makeit, then!”

“Thejourney roundthe world in eighty days?”’

“Yes.

“l shoud like nathing better.”

“When?”’

“At once Only | warn you that | shall do it a your
expense.”

“It's absurd!” cried Stuart, who was beginning to be
annoyed at the persistency of his friend. “Come, let's go on
with the game.”

“Ded over again, then,” said Phileas Fogg. “There’'s a
false deal.”

Stuart took up the padk with a feverish hand; then
suddenly put it down again.

“Well, Mr. Fogg,” said he, “it shall be so: | will wager
the four thousand onit.”

“Cam yoursdlf, my dear Stuart,” said Falentin. “It's
only ajoke.”

“When | say I'll wager,” returned Stuart, “| mean it.”

“All right,” said Mr. Fogg; and, turning to the others, he
continued, “I have adeposit of twenty thousand at Baring's
which | will willi ngly risk uponit.”
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“Twenty thousand pouwnds!” cried Sullivan. “Twenty
thouwsand pound, which you would lose by a single
acadental delay!”

“The unforeseen daes not exist,” quietly replied Philees
Fogg.

“But, Mr. Fogg, eighty days are only the estimate of the
least possble timein which the journey can be made.”

“A well-used minimum suffices for everything.”

“But, in oder not to exceal it, you must jump
mathematicdly from the trains uponthe steaners, and from
the steamers uponthe trains again.”

“1 will j ump—mathematicadly.”

“Youarejoking.”

“A true Englishman dcesn’'t joke when he is talking
abou so serious a thing as a wager,” replied Phileas Fogg,
solemnly. “1 will bet twenty thousand pound against any
one who wishes that | will make the tour of the world in
eighty days or less in nineteen hurdred and twenty hours, or
ahunded and fifteen thousand two hunded minutes. Do you
aaept?”’

“We acept,” replied Mesgs. Stuart, Fallentin, Sulli van,
Flanagan, and Ralph, after consulting each ather.

“Good; said Mr. Fogg. “Thetrain leaves for Dover a a
guarter before nine. | will takeit.”

“This very evening?’ asked Stuart.

“This very evening,” returned Phileas Fogg. He took
out and consulted a pocket almanac, and added, “Astoday is
Wednesday, the seacond of October, | shall be duein Londm,
in this very room of the Reform Club, on Saturday, the
twenty-first of December, at a quarter before nine p.m.; or
else the twenty thousand pounds, now deposited in my name
a Baring's, will belong to you, in fad and in right,
gentlemen. Hereis a dheck for the anourt.”

22



A memorandum of the wager was at once drawn upand
signed by the six parties, duing which Phileas Fogg
preserved a stoicd compaosure. He certainly did not bet to
win, and had only staked the twenty thousand paunds, half of
his fortune, because he foresaw that he might have to expend
the other half to cary out this difficult, not to say
unattainable, projed. As for his antagonists, they seemed
much agitated; nat so much by the value of their stake, as
becaise they had some scruples abou betting under
condtions  dfficult to their friend.

The dock struck seven, and the party off ered to suspend
the game so that Mr. Fogg might make his preparations for
departure.

“l am quite ready now,” was his tranqul resporse.
“Diamonds are trumps. be so goodasto play, gentlemen.”

23



CHAPTER IV

I'n which Phileas Foggastounds Passepartout, his srvant

AVING won twenty guineas at whist, and taken leave
H of his friends, Phileas Fogg, at twenty-five minutes
past seven, left the Reform Club.

Passepartout, who had conscientiously studied the
programme of his duties, was more than surprised to seehis
master guilty of the inexadness of appearing a this
unacastomed haur; for, acording to rule, he was nat duein
Savill e Row until predsely midnight.

Mr. Fogg repaired to his bedroom, and cdled ou,
“Passepartout!”

Passpartout did na reply. It could na be he who was
cdled; it was not the right hour.

“Passepartout!” repeaed Mr. Fogg, withou raising his
voice

Passepartout made his appeaance

“I've cdled youtwice,” observed his master.

“But it is not midnight,” responcded the other, showing
his watch.

“I know it; | dorit blame you. We start for Dover and
Caaisin ten minutes.”

A puzzled grin overspread Passepartout’s round face;
clealy he had na comprehended his master.

“Monsieur is going to leave home?’
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“Yes,” returned Phileas Fogg. “We ae going round the
world.”

Passepartout opened wide his eyes, raised his eyebrows,
held up hs hands, and seemed abou to collapse, so
overcome was he with stupefied astonishment.

“Roundthe world!” he murmured.

“In eighty days,” responded Mr. Fogg. “So we haven't a
moment to lose.”

“But the trunks?’ gasped Passpartout, unconsciously
swaying his head from right to left.

“We'll have no trunks, only a capet-bag, with two
shirts and three pairs of stockings for me, and the same for
you. We'll buy our clothes on the way. Bring dovn my
madkintosh and travelling-cloak, and some stout shoes,
though we shall dolittl e walking. M ake haste!”

Passepartout tried to reply, but could na. He went out,
mourted to his own room, fell into a dair, and muttered:
“That’s good, that is! And I, who wanted to remain quiet!”

He medanicdly set about making the preparations for
departure. Arourd the world in eighty days! Was his master
a fod! Was this a joke, then? They were going to Dover;
good To Cdais, good again! After all, Passpartout, who
had been away from Francefive years, would na be sorry to
set foot on his native soil again. Perhaps they would go as far
as Paris, and it would do his eyes good to see Paris once
more. But surely a gentleman so chary of his steps would
stop there; no doulh—but, then, it was nore the lesstrue that
he was going away, this © damestic person htherto!

By eight o'clock Passpartout had padked the modest
capet-bag, containing the wardrobes of his master and
himself; then, still troubled in mind, ke caefully shut the
doa of hisroom, and descended to Mr. Fogg.

Mr. Fogg was quite ready. Under his arm might have
been dbserved a red-bound copy of Bradshaw’s Continental
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Railway Steam Transit and General Guide, with its time-
tables dowing the arival and departure of steamers and
railways. He took the capet-bag, opened it, and slipped into
it agoody roll of Bank of England ndes, which would pass
wherever he might go.

“Y ou have forgotten nahing?’ asked he.

“Nothing, monsieur.”

“My mackintosh and cloak?’

“Here they are.”

“Goaod. Take this carpet-bag,” handing it to Passepartout.
“Take good care of it, for there ae twenty thousand pound
init.”

Passpartout nearly dropped the bag, as if the twenty
thousand pound werein gold, and weighed hm down.

Master and man then descended, the stred-door was
doulde-locked, and at the end o Savill e Row they took a cab
and dove rapidly to Charing Cross The cab stopped before
the railway station at twenty minutes past eight. Passpartout
jumped dff the box and followed his master, who, after
paying the cdman, was abou to enter the station, when a
poa beggar-woman, with a dild in her arms, her naked feet
smeaed with mud, rer head covered with awretched bonret,
from which hung a tattered feather, and her shouders
shrouded in a ragged shawl, approached, and mournfully
asked for aims,

Mr. Fogg took ou the twenty guineas he had just won
at whist, and handed them to the beggar, saying, “Here, my
goodwoman. I’'m glad that | met you;” and passed on.

Passpartout had a moist sensation abou the eyes; his
master’ s action touched his susceptible heat.

Two first-class tickets for Paris having been spedily
purchased, Mr. Fogg was crossng the station to the train,
when he percaved hisfive friends of the Reform.
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“Well, gentlemen,” said he, “I'm off, you see and if
you will examine my pasgport when | get bad, you will be
able to judge whether | have accomplished the journey
agreed upon”

“Oh, that would be quite unrecessary, Mr. Fogg,” said
Ralph pditely. “We will trust your word, as a gentleman of
honou.”

“You do no forget when you are due in London
again?’ asked Stuart.

“In eighty days, on Saturday, the 21st of December,
1872,at aquarter before nine p.m. Good-bye, gentlemen.”

Philess Fogg and hs servant seaed themselves in a
first-class carriage & twenty minutes before nine; five
minutes later the whistle screamed, and the train slowly
glided ou of the station.

The night was dark, and a fine, steady rain was falli ng.
Phileas Fogg, snugly ensconced in his corner, did nd open
his lips. Passpartout, na yet recovered from his gupefadion,
clung mechanically to the capet-bag, with its enormous
treasure.

Just as the train was whirling through Sydenham,
Passpartout suddenly uttered a ay of despair.

“What' s the matter?” asked Mr. Fogg.

“Alas! In my hurry—I—I forgot—"

“What?’

“To turn df the gasin my room!”

“Very well, young man,” returned Mr. Fogg, codly; “it
will burn—at your expense.”
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CHAPTER V

In which a new spedes of funds, unknown
to the moneyal men, appears on ' Change

HILEAS FOGG rightly suspeded that his departure
P from Londonwould creae a lively sensation at the

West End. The news of the bet spread through the
Reform Club, and aff orded an exciting topic of conversation
to its members. From the Club it soon got into the papers
throughou England. The boasted “tour of the world” was
talked abou, disputed, argued with as much warmth as if the
subjed were another Alabama claim. Some took sides with
Phileas Fogg, bu the large majority shook their heals and
dedared against him; it was absurd, impossble, they
dedared, that the tour of the world could be made, except
theoreticdly and an paper, in this minimum of time, and
with the eisting means of travelling. The Times, Sandad,
Morning Post, and Daily News, and twenty other highly
respedable newspapers scouted Mr. Fogg's projed as
madness the Daily Telegraph alone hesitatingly suppated
him. People in general thought him alunatic, and Hamed his
Reform Club friends for having aaepted a wager which
betrayed the mental aberration o its propaser.

Articles no less pasdonate than logicd appeared onthe
guestion, for geography is one of the pet subjeds of the
English; and the alumns devoted to Phileas Fogg's venture
were eagerly devoured by all classes of readers. At first some
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rash individuals, principally of the gentler sex, espoused his
cause, which became still more popuar when the Illustrated
London News came out with his portrait, copied from a
phaograph in the Reform Club. A few readers of the Daily
Telegraph even dared to say, “Why nat, after all? Stranger
things have cometo pass.”

At last along article gpeaed, onthe 7th of October, in
the bull etin of the Royal Geographical Society, which treaed
the question from every point of view, and demonstrated the
utter folly of the enterprise.

Everything, it said, was against the travellers, every
obstade impased alike by man and by nature. A miraaulous
agreament of the times of departure and arrival, which was
impassble, was absolutely necessary to his siccess. He might,
perhaps, redkon on the arrival of trains at the designated
hous, in Europe, where the distances were relatively
moderate; but when he cdculated upon crossng Indiain three
days, and the United States in seven, could he rely beyond
misgiving upon accomplishing his task? There were accidents
to madinery, the liability of trains to run df the line,
colli sions, bad weather, the blocking up by snow,—were nat
al these against Phileas Fogg? Would he nat find himself,
when travelling by steamer in winter, at the mercy of the
winds and fogs? Is it uncommon for the best ocean steamers
to be two or three days behind time? But a single delay
would suffice to fatally breg the dhain of communicaion;
shoud Phileas Fogg once miss even by an hou; a steamer,
he would have to wait for the next, and that would
irrevocably render his attempt vain.

This article made a great ded of noise, and being copied
into all the papers, seriousy depressed the advocates of the
rash tourist.

Everybody knows that England is the world of betting
men, who are of a higher classthan mere gamblers; to bet is
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in the English temperament. Not only the members of the
Reform, bu the general pulic, made heavy wagers for or
against Phileas Fogg, who was st down in the betting books
as if he were arace-horse. Bonds were issuied, and made
their appearance on 'Change; “Phileas Fogg bonds” were
offered at par or a a premium, and agrea businesswas dore
in them. But five days after the article in the bulletin o the
Geographical Society appeaed, the demand began to
subside: “Philess Fogg’' dedined. They were offered by
padckages, at first of five, then o ten, until at last nobaly
would take lessthan twenty, fifty, a hundred!

Lord Albemarle, an elderly paralytic gentleman, was
now the only advocate of Phileas Fogg left. This node lord,
who was fastened to his chair, would have given his fortune
to be ale to make the tour of the world, if it took ten years;
and re bet five thousand pounds on Phileas Fogg. When the
folly as well as the uselesmessof the adventure was pointed
out to him, he contented himself with replying, “1f the thing
isfeasible, thefirst to doit ought to be an Englishman.”

The Fogg party dwinded more and more, everybody
was going against him, and the bets stooda hunded and fifty
and two hunded to ore; and a week after his departure, an
incident occurred which deprived hm of backers at any
price

The commisgoner of police was stting in his office a
nine o'clock one evening, when the following telegraphic
despatch was put into his hands.—

Swezto London.
RowAN, COMMISSIONER OF POLICE, SCOTLAND
YARD: |I've found the bank robber, Phileas Fogg.
Send withou delay warrant of arrest to Bombay.

Fix, Detedive.

30



The dfed of this despatch was instantaneous. The
paished gentleman dsappeaed to give place to the bank
robbker. His phaograph, which was hung with those of the
rest of the members at the Reform Club, was minutely
examined, and it betrayed, feaure by fedure, the description
of the robbker which had been provided to the police The
mysterious habits of Phileas Fogg were recaled; his litary
ways, his sudden departure; and it seemed clear that, in
undertaking a tour roundthe world on the pretext of a wager,
he had had no aher end in view than to elude the detedives,
and throw them off histrad.
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CHAPTER VI

In which Fix, the detedive betrays
avery natural impatience

HE circumstances under which this telegraphic
despatch abou Philess Fogg was snt were &
follows.—

The steamer Mongdia, belonging to the Peninsular and
Oriental Company, bult of iron, d two thousand eight
hunded tons burden, and five hunded horse-power, was due
a eleven o’clock am. on Wednesday, the 9th of October, at
Suez. The Mongdia plied regularly between Brindisi and
Bombay via the Suez Canal, and was one of the fastest
steamers belonging to the company, aways making more
than ten knds an hou between Brindisi and Suez, and rine
and a half between Suez and Bombay.

Two men were promenading up and down the wharves,
among the aowd o natives and strangers who were
sojourning at this once straggling village—now, thanks to
the enterprise of M. Lessps, a fast-growing town. One was
the British consul at Suez, who, despite the propheaes of the
English Government, and the unfavourable predictions of
Stephenson, was in the habit of sedang, from his office
window, English ships daily passng to and fro on the grea
canal, by which the old rounddbou route from England to
India by the Cape of Good Hope was abridged by at least a
half. The other was a small, gdlight-built personage, with a
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nervous, intelligent face, and lright eyes peeing out from
under eyebrows which he was incessantly twitching. He was
just now manifesting ummistakable signs of impatience
nervously padng up and davn, and urable to stand still for a
moment. This was Fix, ore of the detedives who had been
despatched from England in seach o the bank robber; it was
his task to narrowly watch every pasenger who arrived at
Suez, and to follow up al who seemed to be suspicious
characters, or bore aresemblance to the description d the
criminal, which he had receved two days before from the
pdlice headquarters at London. The detective was evidently
inspired by the hope of obtaining the splendid reward which
would be the prize of success and awaited with a feverish
impatience, easy to urderstand, the arival of the steamer
Mongdia.

“So you say, consul,” asked he for the twentieth time,
“that this deamer is never behind time?’

“No, Mr. Fix,” replied the cnsul. “She was bespoken
yesterday at Port Said, and the rest of the way is of no
acourt to such a aaft. | repeat that the Mongdia has been
in advance of the time required by the mpany’'s
regulations, and gained the prize avarded for excess of
speed.”

“Does e come directly from Brindisi?’

“Diredly from Brindisi; she takes on the Indian mails
there, and she left there Saturday at five p.m. Have patience,
Mr. Fix; she will not be late. But really | don’t see how, from
the description you have, you will be ale to recognize your
man, even if heison board the Mongdia.”

“A man rather feds the presence of these fellows,
consul, than recognizes them. You must have a scent for
them, and a scent is like a sixth sense which combines
heaing, seang, and smelli ng. I’ ve arrested more than ore of
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these gentlemen in my time, and, if my thief ison baard, I'll
answer for it, he'll nat dlip through my fingers.”

“l hope so, Mr. Fix, for it was a heavy roblery.”

“A magnificent robbery, consul; fifty-five thousand
pound! We don't often have such windfalls. Burglars are
getting to be so contemptible nowadays! A fellow gets hung
for ahandful of shilli ngs!”

“Mr. Fix,” said the consul, “I like your way of talking,
and hope you'll succeed; but | fear you will find it far from
easy. Don't you see, the description which you have there
has a singular resemblanceto an horest man?”’

“Consul,” remarked the detedive, dogmatically, “gred
robkers always resemble horest folks. Fellows who have
rascdly faces have only one murse to take, and that is to
remain horest; otherwise they would be arrested dff- hand.
The artistic thing is, to unmask horest courtenances; it’s no
light task, | admit, bu ared art.”

Mr. Fix evidently was not wanting in a tinge of self-
concet.

Little by little the scene on the quay became more
animated; sail ors of various nations, merchants, ship-brokers,
porters, fellahs, bustled to and fro as if the steamer were
immediately expeded. The weather was clea, and dlightly
chilly. The minarets of the town loomed above the houses in
the pale rays of the sun. A jetty pier, some two thousand
yards long, extended into the roadstead. A number of
fishing-smacks and coasting boats, some retaining the
fantastic fashion d ancient galleys, were discernible on the
Red Sea

As he passed among the busy crowd, Fix, acording to
habit, scrutinized the passers-by with a keen, rapid glance

It was now half-past ten.

“The steamer doesn’t come!” he exclaimed, as the port
clock struck.
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“She can't be far off now,” returned his companion.

“How long will she stop at Suez?’

“Four hours; long enough to get in her coal. It is thirteen
hunded and ten miles from Suez to Aden, at the other end d
the Red Sea and she has to take in afresh coa supply.”

“And daes $e go from Suez diredly to Bombay?’

“Withou putting in anywhere.”

“Good; said Fix. “If the robber is on bard, he will no
doult get off at Suez, so as to reach the Dutch or French
colonies in Asia by some other route. He ought to know that
he would na be safe an hour in India, which is English soil .”

“Unless” objeded the consul, “he is exceptionally
shrewd. An English criminal, you knaw, is always better
concealed in Londonthan anywhere dse.”

This observation furnished the detedive food for
thought, and meanwhile the consul went away to his office
Fix, left aone, was more impatient than ever, having a
presentiment that the robber was on board the Mongdia. If
he had indeed left London intending to reach the New
World, he would returally take the route via India, which
was lesswatched and more difficult to watch than that of the
Atlantic. But Fix’s reflections were soon interrupted by a
successon d sharp whistles, which annourced the arrival of
the Mongdia. The porters and fell ahs rushed down the quay,
and a dozen baats pushed df from the shore to goand med
the steamer. Soon her gigantic hull appeaed passing along
between the banks, and eleven odclock struck as e
anchored in the road. She brought an unwsual number of
passengers, some of whom remained on ced to scan the
picturesque panorama of the town, while the greaer part
disembarked in the boats, and landed onthe quay.

Fix took up a pasition, and carefully examined eadt
face and figure which made its appearance Presently one of
the passengers, after vigorously pushing his way through the
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importunate aowd of porters, came up to him, and pditely
asked if he could pdnt out the English consulate, at the same
time showing a pasgort which he wished to have visaed. Fix
instinctively took the pasgort, and with a rapid glance read
the description d its beaer. An invoduntary motion o
surprise nearly escgped him, for the description in the
pasgort was identicd with that of the bank robber which he
had received from Scotland Y ard.

“Isthis your pasgort?” asked he.

“No, it’smy master’s.”

“And your master is—"

“He stayed on board.”

“But he must go to the consul’s in person, so as to
establish hisidentity.”

“Oh, isthat necessary?”’

“Quite indispensable.”

“And where isthe oonsulate?”’

“There, onthe corner of the square,” said Fix, panting
to ahouse two hunded steps off.

“I'll go and fetch my master, who won't be much
pleased, havever, to be disturbed.”

The passnger bowed to Fix, and returned to the
steamer.
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CHAPTER VII

Which once more demonstrates the uselessness
of pasportsasaidsto detedives

HE detedive passd down the quay, and rapidly made
his way to the consul’s office where he was at once
admitted to the presence of that official.

“Consul,” said he, withou preamble, “I have strong
reasons for believing that my man is a passenger on the
Mongdia.” And he narrated what had just passed concerning
the pasgort.

“Well, Mr. Fix,” replied the consul, “I shall not be sorry
to seethe rasca’s face; but perhaps he won’t come here,—
that is, if he is the person you suppacse him to be. A robber
doesn’'t quite like to leave traces of hisflight behind hm; and
besides, he is not obliged to have his pasgort courter-
signed.”

“If he is as drewd as | think he is, consul, he will
come.”

“To have his pasgoort visaed?’

“Yes. Pasgorts are only good for annoying horest
folks, and aiding in the flight of rogues. | asaure you it will
be quite the thing for him to dg but | hope you will not visa
the pasgort.”

“Why not? If the pasgort is genuine, | have no right to
refuse.”
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“Still I must keep this man here until | can get a warrant
to arrest him from London.”

“Ah, that’ s your look-out. But | cannad—"

The consul did na finish his sentence, for as he spoke a
knock was head at the doar, and two strangers entered, ore
of whom was the servant whom Fix had met on the quay.
The other, who was his master, held ou his passport with the
request that the cnsul would do hm the favour to visa it.
The onsul took the document and carefully read it, whil st
Fix observed, o rather devoured, the stranger with his eyes
from a wrner of the room.

“You are Mr. Philess Fogg?' said the consul, after
reading the pasgort.

“I am.”

“Andthis man isyour servant?”’

“Heis; a Frenchman, named Passepartout.”

“Youarefrom Londor?’

“Yes

“Andyou are going—"

“To Bombay.”

“Very good, sir. You knov that a visa is useless and
that no pasort isrequired?”’

“lI know it, sir,” replied Phileas Fogg; “but | wish to
prove, by your visa, that | came by Suez.”

“Very well, sir.”

The @nsul procealed to sign and chte the pasgort,
after which he alded his official sed. Mr. Fogg paid the
customary fee coldly bowed, and went out, followed by his
servant.

“Well?’ queried the detective.

“Well, he looks and ads like aperfedly horest man,”
replied the consul.
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“Posgbly; but that is not the question. Do you think,
consul, that this phlegmatic gentleman resembles, fedure by
fedure, the robber whose description | have recaved?’

“1 concede that; but then, you knaw, all descriptions—"

“I'll make certain of it,” interrupted Fix. “The servant
seams to me lessmysterious than the master; besides, he's a
Frenchman, and can't help talking. Excuse me for a little
while, consul.”

Fix started off in seach of Passepartodi.

Meawhile Mr. Fogg, after leasing the mnsulate,
repaired to the quay, gave some orders to Passpartout, went
off to the Mongdia in aboat, and descended to his cabin. He
took up hs note-book, which contained the following
memoranda—

“Left London,Wednesday, October 2nd, at 8.45 pm.

“Readed Paris, Thursday, October 3rd, at 7.20a.m.

“Left Paris, Thursday, at 8.40a.m.

“Readed Turin by Mont Cenis, Friday, October 4th, at
6.35a.m.

“Left Turin, Friday, at 7.20a.m.

“Arrived at Brindisi, Saturday, October 5th, at 4 pm.

“Sailed onthe Mongdia, Saturday, at 5 pm.

“Readed Suez, Wednesday, October 9th, at 11 am.

“Total of hous ent, 158% or, in days, six days and a
half.”

These dates were inscribed in an itinerary divided into
columns, indicaing the month, the day of the month, and the
day for the stipulated and adual arrivals at each principal
point,—Paris, Brindisi, Suez, Bombay, Calcutta, Singapore,
Hong Kong, Yokohama, San Francisco, New York, and
London,—from the 2nd of October to the 21st of December;
and giving a space for setting down the gain made or the loss
suffered on arrival of each locdity. This methodicd record
thus contained an acount of everything neeled, and Mr.
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Fogg always knew whether he was behindhand a in advance
of histime. On this Friday, October Sth, he noted his arrival
at Suez, and olserved that he had as yet neither gained na
lost. He sat down quetly to breakfast in his cabin, never
once thinking of inspecting the town, being one of those
Englishmen who are wont to see foreign courtries through
the eyes of their domestics.
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CHAPTER VIl

In which Passepartout talks rather more,
perhaps, than is prudent

IX soon rgjoined Passepartout, who was lounging and
looking abou onthe quay, asif he did na fed that he,
at least, was obliged na to see aything.

“Well, my friend,” said the detedive, coming up with

him, “is your pasgort visaed?’

“Ah, it’syou, isit, monsieur?’ responced Passpartout.
“Thanks, yes, the pasgort isal right.”

“And you are looking about you?”

“Yes, but we travel so fast that | seem to be journeying
inadrean. So thisis Suez?’

“Yes.

“In Egypt?’

“Certainly, in Egypt.”

“Andin Africa?’

“In Africa”

“In Africal” repeated Passepartout. “Just think, monsieur,
| had no idea that we shoud go farther than Paris; and all
that | saw of Paris was between twenty minutes past seven
and twenty minutes before nine in the morning, between the
Northern and the Lyons stations, through the windows of a
ca, andin adriving rain! How | regret not having seen once
more Pére la Chaise and the drcusin the Champs Elysées!”

“Youareinagred hurry, then?’

41



“I am not, buu my master is. By the way, | must buy
some shoes and shirts. We cane avay withou trunks, only
with a capet-bag.”

“l will show you an excdlent shopfor getting what you
want.”

“Redly, monsieur, you are very kind.”

And they walked off together, Passpartout chatting
volubly as they went along.

“Abowe dl,” said he; “don’t let me lose the steamer.”

“You have plenty of time; it’sonly twelve o’ clock.”

Passpartout pulled ou his big watch. “Twelvel” he
exclamed; “why it’s only eight minutes before ten.”

“Your watchis dow.”

“My watch? A family watch, monsieur, which has come
down from my great-grandfather! It doesn't vary five
minutesin the year, it’s a perfect chronameter, look you.”

“l seehow it is,” said Fix. “You have kept Londan time,
which is two haurs behind that of Suez. You ouwght to
regulate your watch at noonin ead courtry.”

“| regulate my watch? Never!”

“Weéll, then, it will not agreewith thesun’”

“So much the worse for the sun, monsieur. The sun will
be wrong, then!”

And the worthy fellow returned the watch to its fob
with a defiant gesture. After a few minutes slence Fix
resumed: “Youleft London hestily, then?”’

“l rather think so! Last Friday at eight o'clock in the
evening, Monsieur Fogg came home from his club, and three
quarters of an hou afterwards we were off.”

“But where is your master going?”’

“Always graight aheal. He is going roundthe world.”

“Roundthe world?’ cried Fix.
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“Yes, and in eighty days! He saysit is on a wager; but,
between us, | don't believe aword of it. That wouldn't be
common sense. There' s something elsein the wind.”

“Ah! Mr. Fogg isa dharacter, is he?’

“l shoud say he was.”

“Isherich?

“No doult, for he is carrying an enormous sum in
brand-new bank-notes with hm. And he doesn’'t spare the
money on the way, either: he has offered a large reward to
the engineer of the Mongolia if he gets us to Bombay well in
advance of time.”

“And you have known your master along time?”’

“Why, ng | entered his service the very day we left
London?”

The dfed of these replies uponthe dready suspicious
and excited detective may be imagined. The hasty departure
from Londonsoon after the robkery; the large sum caried by
Mr. Fogg; his eagerness to read dstant courtries; the
pretext of an eccentric and foolhardy bet,—all confirmed Fix
in his theory. He continued to pump poor Passepartout, and
leaned that he really knew little or nothing of his master,
who lived a solitary existencein Londm, was said to berich,
though no ae knew whence came his riches, and was
mysterious and impenetrable in his affairs and hebits. Fix felt
sure that Phileas Fogg would nd land at Suez, but was redly
going onto Bombay.

“Is Bombay far from here?’ asked Passepartouit.

“Pretty far. It isaten days voyage by sea.”

“Andin what courntry is Bombay?’

“India”

“In Asia?’

“Certainly.”

“The deuce! | was going to tell you,—there’'s one thing
that worries me,—my burner!”
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“What burner?”’

“My gas-burner, which | forgot to turn off, and which is
at this moment burning—at my expense. | have caculated,
monsieur, that | lose two shillings every four and twenty
hous, exadly sixpence more than | ean; and you will
understand that the longer our journey—"

Did Fix pay any attention to Passpartout’s troulde
abou the gas? It is not probable. He was nat listening, bu
was cogitating a project. Passpartout and he had now
readed the shop, where Fix left his companion to make his
purchases, after recommending him not to missthe steamer,
and huried badk to the consulate. Now that he was fully
convinced, Fix had qute recovered his equanimity.

“Consul,” said he, “1 have no longer any doult. | have
spotted my man. He passes himself off as an odd stick, who
is going roundthe world in eighty days.”

“Then he's a sharp fellow,” returned the wnsul, “and
courts on returning to Londonafter putting the padlice of the
two continents off histrack.”

“We'll see dou that,” replied Fix.

“But are you nd mistaken?”

“l am not mistaken.”

“Why was this robber so anxious to prove, by the visa,
that he had passed through Suez?’

“Why? | have noidea; but listen to me.”

He reported in a few words the most important parts of
his conversation with Passepartout.

“In short,” said the wnsul, “appeaances are whally
against this man. And what are you going to da?’

“Send a despatch to Londonfor a warrant of arrest to be
despatched instantly to Bombay, take passage on bcard the
Mongdia, follow my rogue to India, and there, on English
ground arrest him padlitely, with my warrant in my hand, and
my hand on hs shouder.”
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Having uttered these words with a adl, carelessair, the
detedive took leave of the mnsul, and repaired to the
telegraph office, whence he sent the despatch which we have
sea to the London pdice office A quarter of an hou later
foundFix, with asmall bag in his hand, proceeding on loard
the Mongdia; and ere many moments longer, the notable
steamer rode out at full stean uponthe waters of the Red
Sea
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CHAPTER IX

In which the Red Sea and the Indian Ocean
prove propitious to the designs of Phileas Fogg

HE distance between Suez and Aden is precisdy
thirteen hunded and ten miles, and the regulations of
the company alow the steamers one hunded and

thirty-eight hous in which to traverse it. The Mongdia,
thanks to the vigorous exertions of the engineer, seemed
likely, so rapid was her speed, to reach her destination
considerably within that time. The greater part of the
passengers from Brindisi were bourd for India—some for
Bombay, others for Calcutta by way of Bombay, the nearest
route thither, now that arailway crosses the Indian peninsula.
Among the passengers was a number of officials and military
officers of various grades, the latter being either attached to
the regular British forces, or commanding the Sepoy troops
and receaving high salaries ever sincethe central government
has assumed the powers of the East India Company; for the
sub-lieutenants get £280, brigadiers, £240Q and generals of
division, £4000. What with the military men, a number of
rich young Englishmen on their travels, and the haospitable
efforts of the purser, the time passd quckly on the
Mongdia. The best of fare was gread uponthe bin tables
at bre&fast, lunch, dnner, and the eght o’ clock supper, and
the ladies rupuously changed their toil ets twice a day; and
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the hous were whil ed away, when the seawas tranquil, with
music, dancing, and games.

But the Red Seais full of caprice, and dten basterous,
like most long and rerrow gulfs. When the wind came from
the African or Asian coast, the Mongdia, with her long hull,
rolled feafully. Then the ladies pedlily disappeared below;
the pianos were silent; singing and dancing suddenly ceased.
Y et the good ship ploughed straight on, unretarded by wind
or wave, towards the straits of Bab-el-Mandeb. What was
Phileas Fogg doing all thistime? It might be thought that, in
his anxiety, he would be constantly watching the changes of
the wind, the disorderly raging of the bill ows—every chance,
in short, which might force the Mongdia to sladken her
spedal, and thus interrupt his journey. But if he thought of
these posshiliti es, he did not betray the fad by any outward
sign.

Always the same impassble member of the Reform
Club, whom no incident could surprise, as unvarying as the
ship’s chronameters, and seldom having the auriosity even to
go upa the dedk, he passd through the memorable scenes
of the Red Sea with cold indifference did na cae to
reagnize the historic towns and \ill ages which, aong its
borders, raised their picturesgue outli nes against the sky; and
betrayed nofear of the dangers of the Arabic Gulf, which the
old historians aways goke of with haror, and upa which
the ancient navigators never ventured withou propitiating
the gods by ample saaifices. How did this eccentric
personage pass his time on the Mongdia? He made his four
heaty meds every day, regardiess of the most persistent
rolling and gtching onthe part of the steamer; and he played
whist indefatigably, for he had foundpartners as enthusiastic
in the game & himself. A tax-colledor, on the way to his
post at Goa; the Rev. Decimus Smith, returning to his parish
at Bombay; and a brigadier-general of the English army, who
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was abou to rejoin his brigade & Benares, made up the
party, and, with Mr. Fogg, played whist by the hour together
in absorbing sil ence.

As for Passpartout, he, too, had escgped sea-sickness
and took h's meals conscientiously in the forward cabin. He
rather enjoyed the voyage, for he was well fed and well
lodged, took a great interest in the scenes through which they
were passng, and consoled himself with the delusion that his
master’s whim would end a Bombay. He was pleased, on
the day after leaving Suez, to find on ack the obliging
person with whom he had walked and chatted onthe quays.

“If I am not mistaken,” said he, approaching this person
with his most amiable smile, “you are the gentleman who so
kindy volunteered to guide me & Suez?’

“Ah! | quite recognize you. You are the servant of the
strange Engli shman—’

“Just so, Monsieur—”"

“Fix.”

“Monsieur Fix,” resumed Passpartout, “I’m charmed
to find you on bard. Where are you boun@’

“Like you,to Bombay.”

“That’s capital! Have you made this trip before?”’

“Several times. | am one of the gyents of the Peninsular
Company.”

“Then you knowv India?’

“Why—yes,” replied Fix, who spoke caitioudly.

“A curious place, this India?’

“Oh, very curious. Mosques, minarets, temples, fakirs,
pagodas, tigers, snakes, elephants! | hope you will have
ample time to seethe sights.”

“lI hope so, Monsieur Fix. You see a man o sound
sense ought not to spend his life jumping from a steamer
uponarailway train, and from arailway train upon a steamer
again, pretending to make the tour of the world in eighty
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days! No; all these gymnastics, you may be sure, will cease
at Bombay.”

“And Mr. Fogg is getting on well?” asked Fix, in the
most natural tone in the world.

“Quite well, and | too. | ea like a famished ogre; it’s
the sea ar.”

“But | never seeyour master on dedk.”

“Never; he hasn’t the least curiosity.”

“Do you knaw, Mr. Passpartout, that this pretended
tour in eighty days may conceal some seaet errand—
perhaps a diplomatic mission?”

“Faith, Monsieur Fix, | asaure you | know nothing about
it, nar would | give haf-a-crown to find ou.”

After this meding, Passepartout and Fix got into the
habit of chatting together, the latter making it a point to gain
the worthy man’s confidence He frequently offered him a
glassof whiskey or pale ae in the steamer bar-room, which
Passpartout never failed to accet with graceful alaaity,
mentally pronouncing Fix the best of goodfell ows.

Meanwhil e the Mongdia was pushing forward rapidly;
on the 13th, Mocha, surrounced by its ruined walls whereon
date-trees were growing, was sghted, and onthe mountains
beyond were espied vast coffeefields. Passpartout was
ravished to behold this cdebrated place and thought that,
with its circular walls and dsmantled fort, it looked like an
immense @ffee ap and sauce. The following night they
passed through the Strait of Bab-el-Mandeb, which meansin
Arabic “The Bridge of Teas,” and the next day they put in at
Steaner Point, nath-west of Aden harbour, to take in coal.
This matter of fuelling steamers is a serious one & such
distances from the @a mines; it costs the Peninsular
Company some eght hunded thousand pound a year. In
these distant seas, coal isworth three or four pounds gerling
aton.
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The Mongdia had still sixteen hunded and fifty miles
to traverse before reaching Bombay, and was obliged to
remain four hous at Steamer Point to coal up. But this delay,
as it was foreseen, dd not aff ect Phileas Fogg's programme;
besides, the Mongdia, instead o reaching Aden on the
morning of the 15th, when she was due, arrived there on the
evening of the 14th, again o fifteen haurs.

Mr. Fogg and his srvant went ashore & Aden to have
the pasgort again visaed; Fix, unolserved, followed them.
The visa procured, Mr. Fogg returned on bard to resume his
former habits;, while Passepartout, according to custom,
sauntered abou among the mixed popuation d Somalis,
Banyans, Parsees, Jews, Arabs, and Europeans who comprise
the twenty-five thousand inhabitants of Aden. He gazed with
wonder upon the fortifications which make this place the
Gibraltar of the Indian Ocean, and the vast cisterns where the
English engineers were still at work, two thousand years
after the engineers of Solomon.

“Very curious, veay curious,” said Passpartout to
himself, on returning to the steamer. “| seethat it is by no
means useless to travel, if a man wants to see something
new.” At six p.m. the Mongdia slowly moved out of the
roadstead, and was on orce more on the Indian Ocean. She
had a hundred and sixty-eight hours in which to reach
Bombay, and the seawas favourable, the wind being in the
north-west, and al sails aiding the engine. The steamer
rolled bu little, the ladies, in fresh toilets, reappeaed on
ded, and the singing and dancing were resumed. The trip
was being accompli shed most successully, and Passepartout
was enchanted with the @mngenial companion which chance
had seaured him in the person of the dedightful Fix. On
Sunday, October 20th, towards noon,they came in sight of
the Indian coast: two hours later the pilot came on bard. A
range of hill slay against the sky in the horizon, and soonthe
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rows of palms which adorn Bombay came distinctly into
view. The steamer entered the road formed by the islands in
the bay, and at half-past four she hauled up a the quays of
Bombay.

Phileas Fogg was in the ad of finishing the thirty-third
rubber of the voyage, and his partner and himself having, by
a bald stroke, captured al thirteen of the tricks, concluded
thisfine canpaign with a brilli ant victory.

The Mongdia was due at Bombay on the 22nd she
arrived onthe 20th. This was a gain to Phileas Fogg of two
days snce his departure from London,and he camly entered
the fad in theitinerary, in the column of gains.
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CHAPTER X

In which Passpartout isonly too dad
to get off with the lossof his oes

VERYBODY knows that the gred reversed triangle of
E land, with its base in the north and its apex in the

south, which is cdled India, embraces fourteen
hunded thousand square miles, upon which is greal
unequally apopdation d one hunded and eighty milli ons of
souls. The British Crown exercises a red and despatic
dominion ower the larger portion d this vast courtry, and has
a governor-general stationed at Cacutta, governors at
Madras, Bombay, and in Bengal, and a lieutenant-governor
at Agra.

But British India, properly so caled, oy embraces
seven hunded thousand square miles, and a popuation
from one hunded to ore hunded and ten millions of
inhabitants. A considerable portion d Indiais dill freefrom
Briti sh authority; and there ae cetain ferocious rgjahs in the
interior who are asolutely independent. The ceebrated East
India Company was all-powerful from 1756 when the
English first gained afoothold onthe spot where now stands
the dty of Madras, down to the time of the grea Sepoy
insurredion. It gradually annexed province after province,
purchasing them of the native ciefs, whom it seldom paid,
and appanted the governor-general and hs subordinates,
civil and military. But the East India Company has now
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passed away, leaving the British passessonsin Indiadiredly
under the control of the Crown. The asped of the country, as
well as the manners and dstinctions of race, is daly
changing.

Formerly one was obliged to travel in India by the old
cumbrous methods of going on foot or on horsebadk, in
palanquins or unwieldy coacdhes; now, fast steamboats ply on
the Indus and the Ganges, and a grea railway, with branch
lines joining the main line & many points on its route,
traverses the peninsula from Bombay to Calcutta in three
days. This rallway does not runin adired line acossIndia
The distance between Bombay and Calcutta, as the bird flies,
is only from one thousand to eleven hurdred miles; but the
defledions of the road increase this distance by more than a
third.

The general route of the Grea Indian Peninsular
Railway is as follows.—Leaving Bombay, it passes through
Salcdte, crossng to the mntinent oppaite Tannah, goes
over the chain of the Western Ghauts, runs thence north-east
as far as Burhampoar, skirts the nealy independent territory
of Bundelcund, ascends to Allahabad, turns thence
eastwardly, meeting the Ganges at Benares, then departs
from the river a little, and, descending south-eastward by
Burdivan and the French town of Chandernagor, has its
terminus at Cal cutta.

The pasengers of the Mongdia went ashore at half-
past four p.m.; a exadly eight the train would start for
Calcutta.

Mr. Fogg, after bidding good-bye to his whist partners,
left the steamer, gave his servant several errandsto do, uged
it upon hm to be & the station promptly at eight, and, with
his regular step, which bea to the sewmnd, like a
astronamicd clock, directed his deps to the pasgort office
As for the wonders of Bombay—its famous city hall, its
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splendid library, its forts and daks, its bazaas, mosques,
synagogues, its Armenian churches, and the nolde pagoda on
Malabar Hill with its two pdygoral towers—he caed not a
straw to seethem. He would na deign to examine esen the
masterpieces of Elephanta, or the mysterious hypogea
concealed south-east from the docks, or those fine remains of
Buddhst architedure, the Kanherian grottoes of theisland o
Salcette.

Having transaded his business at the pasgort office
Phileas Fogg repaired quietly to the railway station, where he
ordered dinner. Among the dishes srved up to him, the
landlord espedally recommended a certain giblet of “native
rabbit,” onwhich he prided himself.

Mr. Fogg acordingly tasted the dish, bu, despite its
spiced sauce foundit far from paatable. He rang for the
landlord, and on hs appeaance, said, fixing his clea eyes
upon hm, “Isthis rabhit, sir?”’

“Yes, my lord,” the rogue baldly replied, “rabbit from
the jungles.”

“Andthisrabbit did na mew when he was kill ed?”

“Mew, my lord! what, arabbit mew! | swea to you—"

“Be so good, landord, as not to swear, but remember
this. cas were formerly considered, in India, as scred
animals. That was agood time.”

“For the cds, my lord?’

“Perhaps for the travellers as well!”

After which Mr. Fogg quietly continued his dinner. Fix
had gone on shore shortly after Mr. Fogg, and his first
destination was the headquarters of the Bombay pdice He
made himself known as a Londondetedive, told his business
a Bombay, and the position d affairs relative to the
suppcsed robbker, and rervously asked if a warrant had
arrived from London It had na readed the office indeed,
there had not yet been time for it to arrive. Fix was rely
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disappanted, and tried to oltain an arder of arrest from the
diredor of the Bombay pdice This the diredor refused, as
the matter concerned the Londonoffice, which alone could
legally deliver the warrant. Fix did na insist, and was fain to
ressgn himself to await the arival of the important
document; but he was determined nd to lose sight of the
mysterious rogue & long as he stayed in Bombay. He did na
doul for amoment, any more than Passepartout, that Phileas
Fogg would remain there, at least until it was time for the
warrant to arrive.

Passpartout, however, had no soorer head hs
master’ s orders on leaving the Mongdi a, than he saw at once
that they were to leavze Bombay as they had done Suez and
Paris, and that the journey would be extended at least as far
as Calcutta, and perhaps beyond that place He began to ask
himsdlf if this bet that Mr. Fogg talked abou was naot redly
in good earnest, and whether his fate was not in truth forcing
him, despite his love of repose, around the world in eighty
days!

Having puchased the usual quaa of shirts and shoes,
he took a leisurely promenade &ou the streds, where
crowds of people of many nationalities—Europeans,
Persians with panted caps, Banyans with round turbans,
Sindis with square bomets, Parsees with bladk mitres, and
long-robed Armenians—were ollected. It happened to be
the day of a Parseefestival. These descendants of the sed of
Zoroaster—the most thrifty, civili zed, intelli gent, and austere
of the East Indians, among whom are cuned the richest
native merchants of Bombay—were alebrating a sort of
religious carnival, with processons and shows, in the midst
of which Indian dancing-girls, clothed in rose-coloured
gauze, looped upwith gold and sil ver, danced airily, but with
perfect modesty, to the sound d viols and the danging of
tambouines. It is needlessto say that Passpartout watched
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these arrious ceremonies with staring eyes and gaping
mouth, and that his countenance was that of the greenest
bodoy imaginable.

Unhappily for his master, aswell as himsdlf, his curiosity
drew him unconsciously farther off than he intended to go.
At last, having seen the Parsee carnival wind away in the
distance he was turning his geps towards the station, when
he happened to espy the splendid pagoda on Malabar Hill,
and was sized with an irresistible desire to seeits interior.
He was quite ignorant that it is forbidden to Christians to
enter certain Indian temples, and that even the faithful must
not go in withou first leaving their shoes outside the doar. It
may be said here that the wise pdicy of the British
Government severely punishes adisregard o the pradices of
the native religions.

Passpartout, howvever, thinking no harm, went in like a
smple tourist, and was son lost in admiration d the
splendid Brahmin arnamentation which everywhere met his
eyes, when of a sudden he found hmself sprawling on the
saaed flagging. He looked up to behdd three eraged
priests, who forthwith fell uponhim, tore off his shoes, and
began to bea him with loud, savage exclamations. The ajile
Frenchman was on upon hsfeet again, and lost notime in
knocking davn two of his long-gowned adversaries with his
fists and a vigorous applicaion d his toes; then, rushing out
of the pagoda as fast as his legs could carry him, he soon
escaped the third priest by mingling with the crowd in the
streds.

At five minutes before eight, Passepartout, hatless
shoeless and having in the squabble lost his padkage of
shirts and shoes, rushed breahlesdy into the station.

Fix, who hed followed Mr. Fogg to the station, and saw
that he was really going to leave Bombay, was there, upm
the platform. He had resolved to foll ow the supposed robber
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to Calcutta, and farther, if necessary. Passpartout did nd
observe the detective, who stood in an obscure crner; but
Fix head hm relate his adventures in a few words to Mr.
Foggo.

“lI hope that this will not happen again,” said Phileas
Fogg, coldly, as he got into the train. Poor Passepartout,
quite aestfalen, followed his master withou a word. Fix
was on the point of entering another carriage, when an idea
struck him which induced him to alter his plan.

“No, I'll stay,” muttered he. “An dfence has been
committed onIndian soil. I’ve got my man.”

Just then the locomotive gave asharp screed, and the
train passed ou into the darknessof the night.
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CHAPTER Xl

In which Phileas Foggseaures a curious means
of conveyance at a fabulous price

HE train had started punctually. Among the passengers
were anumber of officers, Government officias, and
opum and indigo merchants, whose business cdled

them to the eatern coast. Passepartout rode in the same
cariage with his master, and a third passenger occupied a
sed oppdaite to them. Thiswas Sir Francis Cromarty, one of
Mr. Fogg s whist partners on the Mongdia, nowv on his way
to join his corps at Benares. Sir Francis was atall, fair man
of fifty, who had greatly distinguished himself in the last
Sepoy revolt. He made India his home, only paying brief
visits to England at rare intervals, and was amost as familiar
as a native with the customs, history, and charader of India
and its people. But Phileas Fogg, who was nat travelli ng, bu
only describing a drcumference took no @ins to inqure
into these subjeds; he was a solid bady, traversing an orbit
aroundthe terrestrial globe, according to the laws of rational
medanics. He was at this moment cdculating in his mind
the number of hous gent since his departure from London
and, hed it been in his nature to make a useless
demonstration, would have rubbed his hands for satisfadion.
Sir Francis Cromarty had olserved the oddity of his
travelli ng companion—although the only oppatunity he had
for studying him had been while he was deding the cads,
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and between two rubbers—and questioned himself whether a
human heat really beda beneah this cold exterior, and
whether Phileas Fogg had any sense of the beauties of
nature. The brigadier-general was free to mentally confess
that, of al the eccentric persons he had ever met, nore was
comparable to this product of the exad sciences.

Phileas Fogg had na conceded from Sir Francis his
design of going round the world, na the circumstances
under which he set out; and the genera only saw in the
wager a useless eccentricity, and a ladk of sound common-
sense. In the way this drange gentleman was going on, he
would leare the world withou having dore aty good to
himself or anybody else.

An hou after leaving Bombay the train had passd the
viaducts and the island of Salcette, and had got into the open
courtry. At Callyan they reached the junction d the branch
line which descends towards <uth-eastern India by
Kandallah and Pourah; and, passng Pauwell, they entered
the defil es of the mourtains, with their basalt bases, and their
summits crowned with thick and verdant forests. Phileas
Fogg and Sir Francis Cromarty exchanged a few words from
time to time, and nov Sir Francis, reviving the conversation,
observed, “ Some years ago, Mr. Fogg, you would have met
with a delay at this point, which would probably have lost
you your wager.”

“How so, Sir Francis?’

“Because the railway stopped a the base of these
mountains, which the passengers were obliged to crossin
palanguins or on pones to Kandall ah, onthe other side.”

“Such a delay would nat have deranged my plans in the
least,” said Mr. Fogg. “I have mnstantly foreseen the
likelihood d certain obstades.”

“But, Mr. Fogg,” pursued Sir Francis, “you run the risk
of having some difficulty abou this worthy fellow’s
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adventure & the pagoda.” Passpartout, his fed comfortably
wrapped in his travelli ng-blanket, was sund asleep, and did
not drean that anybody was taking abou him. “The
Government is very severe uponthat kind d offence It takes
particular care that the religious customs of the Indians
shoud be respected, andif your servant were caight—"

“Very well, Sir Francis,” replied Mr. Fogg; “if he had
been caught he would have been condemned and purished,
and then would have quietly returned to Europe. | don’'t see
how this affair could have delayed his master.”

The onwversation fell again. During the night the train
left the mourtains behind, and passed Nassk, and the next
day proceeded over the flat, well-cultivated country of the
Khandeish, with its graggling vill ages, above which rose the
minarets of the pagodas. This fertile territory is watered by
numerous snall rivers and limpid streans, mostly tributaries
of the Godavery.

Passepartout, on waking and looking out, could na
redize that he was adually crossng Indiain arailway train.
The locomotive, guided by an English engineer and fed with
English coal, threw out its snoke upon cotton, coffee,
nutmeg, clove, and pepper plantations, while the steam
curled in spiras aroundgroups of palm-trees, in the midst of
which were seen picturesque burngalows, viharis (a sort of
abandored monasteries), and marvellous temples enriched
by the exhaustless ornamentation d Indian architedure.
Then they came uponvast trads extending to the horizon,
with jungles inhabited by snakes and tigers, which fled at the
noise of the train; succeaded by forests penetrated by the
railway, and still haunted by elephants which, with pensive
eyes, gazed at the train as it passed. The travellers crossed,
beyond Malligaum, the fatal courtry so often stained with
blood by the sedaries of the goddessKali. Not far off rose
Ellora, with its graceful pagodas, and the famous
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Aurungabad, capital of the ferocious Aureng-Zeb, nowv the
chief town of one of the detached provinces of the kingdom
of the Nizam. It was theregbous that Feringhea the Thuggee
chief, king of the stranglers, held his swvay. These ruffians,
united by a secret bond strangled victims of every age in
honou of the goddess Deéah, withou ever shedding blood
there was a period when this part of the courtry could
scacely be travelled over withou corpses being found in
every diredion. The English Government has succeeded in
grealy diminishing these murders, though the Thuggees dill
exist, and pusue the exercise of their horriblerites.

At half-past twelve the train stopped a Burhampoa,
where Passpartout was able to puchase some Indian
slippers, ornamented with false peals, in which, with evident
vanity, he procealed to incase his fed. The travellers made a
hasty breakfast, and started off for Asaurghur, after skirting
for alittl e the banks of the small river Tapty, which empties
into the Gulf of Cambray, nea Surat.

Passepartout was now plunged into absorbing reverie.
Up to his arrival at Bombay, he had entertained hopes that
their journey would end there; but now that they were plainly
whirling across India & full speed, a sudden change had
come over the spirit of his dreans. His old vagabond reture
returned to him; the fantastic ideas of his youth orce more
took psssson d him. He cane to regard his master's
projed as intended in good eanest, believed in the redlity of
the bet, and therefore in the tour of the world, and the
necessty of making it withou fail within the designated
period. Already he began to worry abou possble delays, and
acddents which might happen on the way. He recognized
himself as being personally interested in the wager, and
trembled at the thought that he might have been the means of
losing it by his unpardonable folly of the night before. Being
much less cod-headed than Mr. Fogg, he was much more
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restless courting and reourting the days passd ower,
uttering maledictions when the train stopped, and acaising it
of sluggishness and mentally blaming Mr. Fogg for not
having bribed the engineer. The worthy fell ow was ignorant
that, while it was possble by such means to hasten the rate
of asteamer, it could na be dore ontherailway.

The train entered the defiles of the Sutpour Mourtains,
which separate the Khandeish from Bundecund, towards
evening. The next day Sir Francis Cromarty asked Passe-
partout what time it was; to which, onconsulting hs watch,
he replied that it was three in the morning. This famous
timepiece always regulated on the Greenwich meridian,
which was how some seventy-seven degrees westward, was
at least five® hours dow. Sir Francis corrected Passepartout’s
time, whereuponthe latter made the same remark that he had
dore to Fix; and uponthe genera insisting that the watch
shoud be regulated in eadh new meridian, since he was
constantly going eastward, that is in the face of the sun, and
therefore the days were shorter by four minutes for ead
degree gone over, Passepartout obstinately refused to alter
his watch, which he kept at Londontime. It was an innacent
delusion which could harm no ore.

The train stopped, at eight o’'clock, in the midst of a
glade some fifteen miles beyond Rothal, where there were
severa bungalows and workmen’'s cabins. The conductor,
pasdng along the cariages, shoued, “Passengers will get out
here!”

Phileas Fogg looked at Sir Francis Cromarty for an
explanation; but the general could na tell what meant a halt
in the midst of thisforest of dates and acacias.

! Both Towle's tranglation and the original French edition say four
hours, but, acually, at this point Passpartout’s watch would have been
at least five hours behind (one hour for every 15 degrees of longitude
between hislocation and the Greenwich meridian).—J.M.
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Passpartout, na less sirprised, rushed ou and speddily
returned, crying: “Monsieur, nomore railway!”

“What do you mean?’ asked Sir Francis.

“l1 mean to say that the trainisn’t going on.”

The general at once stepped ou, while Phileas Fogg
cdmly followed him, and they proceeded together to the
condtctor.

“Where are we?’ asked Sir Francis.

“At the hamlet of Khalby.”

“Do we stop here?’

“Certainly. Theralway isn't finished.”

“What! Not finished?’

“No. There's dill amatter of fifty milesto be laid from
here to Allahabad, where the line begins again.”

“But the papers annownced the opening d the railway
throughou.”

“What would you have, officer? The papers were
mistaken.”

“Yet you sell tickets from Bombay to Calcutta,”
retorted Sir Francis, who was growing warm.

“No doult,” replied the condictor; “but the passengers
know that they must provide means of transportation for
themselves from Khalby to Allahabad.”

Sir Francis was furious. Passepartout would willi ngly
have knocked the conductor down, and dd na dare to look
at his master.

“Sir Francis,” said Mr. Fogg, quetly, “we will, if you
pleasse, look abou for some means of conveyance to
Allahabad.”

“Mr. Fogg, thisisadelay grealy to your disadvantage.”

“No, Sir Francis; it was foreseen.”

“What! You krew that the way—"

“Not at al; but | knew that some obstade or other
would soorer or later arise on my route. Nothing, therefore,
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is lost. | have two days which | have dready gained to
saaifice. A steamer leaves Calcutta for Hong Kong at noon
on the 25th. This is the 22nd,and we shall read Calcutta in
time.”

There was nothing to say to so confident aresporse.

It was but too true that the railway came to a
termination at this point. The papers were like some watches,
which have a way of getting too fast, and had been
premature in their announcement of the wmpletion d the
line. The greaer part of the travellers were aware of this
interruption, and leaving the train, they began to engage such
vehicles as the village oud provide—four-wheeled
pakigharis, waggons drawn by zebus, cariages that looked
like perambulating pagodas, palanquins, pories, and what
not.

Mr. Fogg and Sir Francis Cromarty, after searching the
village from end to end, came back withou having found
anything.

“l shall go afoat,” said Phil eas Fogg.

Passepartout, who had now rejoined his master, made a
wry grimace, as he thought of his magnificent, bu too fralil
Indian shoes. Happily he too had been looking abou him,
and, after a moment’s hesitation, said, “Monsieur, | think |
have foundameans of conveyance.”

“What?’

“An elephant! An elephant that belongs to an Indian
wholives but ahunded steps from here.”

“Let’s go and seethe dephant,” replied Mr. Fogg.

They soon reated a small hut, nea which, enclosed
within some high palings, was the animal in question. An
Indian came out of the hut, and, at their request, condwcted
them within the enclosure. The dephant, which its owner
had reaed, na for a beast of burden, bu for warlike
purposes, was half domesticaed. The Indian had begun
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arealy, by often irritating him, and feeding hm every three
months on sugar and buter, to impart to him aferocity nat in
his nature, this method keing dten employed by those who
train the Indian elephants for battle. Happily, however, for
Mr. Fogg, the animal’s instruction in this diredion had na
gone far, and the dephant till preserved his natural
gentleness Kioun—this was the name of the beast—could
doubilesstravel rapidly for along time, and, in default of any
other means of conveyance, Mr. Fogg resolved to hire him.
But elephants are far from cheg in India, where they are
beamming scarce; the males, which alone ae suitable for
circus shows, are much sought, especialy as but few of them
are domesticated. When, therefore, Mr. Fogg proposed to the
Indian to hire Kioun, he refused pant-blank. Mr. Fogg
persisted, dfering the excessve sum of ten paunds an hou
for the loan o the beast to Allahabad. Refused. Twenty
pound? Refused also. Forty pounds? Still  refused.
Passpartout jumped at ead advance but the Indian
dedined to be tempted. Yet the offer was an aluring one,
for, suppasing it took the dephant fifteen haurs to reach
Allahabad, h's owner would receve no lessthan six hunded
pound gerling.

Phileas Fogg, without getting in the least flurried, then
proposed to purchase the animal outright, and at first offered
a thousand pound for him. The Indian, perhaps thinking he
was going to make agreat bargain, still refused.

Sir Francis Cromarty took Mr. Fogg aside, and begged
him to reflea before he went any further; to which that
gentleman replied that he was not in the habit of ading
rashly, that a bet of twenty thousand pound was at stake,
that the dephant was absolutely necessary to him, and that
he would seaure him if he had to pay twenty times his value.
Returning to the Indian, whose small, sharp eyes, glistening
with avarice betrayed that with him it was only a question d
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how grea a price he coud adbtain, Mr. Fogg offered first
twelve hunded, then fifteen hunded, eighteen hundred, two
thousand pound. Passepartout, usually so rubicund, was
fairly white with suspense.

At two thousand pound the Indian yielded.

“What a price good reaven!” cried Passpartout, “for
an elephant!”

It only remained nov to find a guide, which was
comparatively easy. A yourng Parsee with an intelli gent face,
offered his srvices, which Mr. Fogg accepted, promising so
generous a reward as to materially stimulate his zed. The
elephant was led ou and equipped. The Parsee who was an
acomplished elephant driver, covered his badk with a sort of
sadde-cloth, and attached to each of hisflanks some ariously
uncomfortable howdahs.

Phileas Fogg paid the Indian with some bank-notes
which he extraded from the famous carpet-bag, a procealing
that seemed to deprive poor Passepartout of his vitals. Then
he offered to cary Sir Francis to Allahabad, which the
brigadier gratefully accepted, as one traveller the more
would na be likely to fatigue the gigantic beast. Provisions
were purchased at Khaby, and while Sir Francis and Mr.
Fogg took the howdahs on either side, Passpartout got
astride the sadde-cloth between them. The Parsee perched
himself on the dephant’s ned, and at nine o' clock they set
out from the vill age, the animal marching off through the
dense forest of palms by the shortest cut.
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CHAPTER XIlI

In which Phileas Foggand his companions venture
acrossthe I ndian forests, and what ensued

N order to shorten the journey, the guide passed to the left
of the line where the railway was dill in process of
being bult. This line, owing to the caricious turnings

of the Vindhia mountains, did nd pursue astraight course.
The Parsee, who was quite familiar with the roads and paths
in the district, dedared that they would gain twenty miles by
striking diredly through the forest.

Phileas Fogg and Sir Francis Cromarty, plunged to the
nek in the peadliar howdahs provided for them, were
horribly jostled by the swift trotting of the dephant, spurred
on as he was by the skilful Parsee but they endued the
discomfort with true British pHegm, taking little, and
scacely able to cach a glimpse of each aher. As for
Passepartout, who was mounted on the beast’s badk, and
receved the direct force of ead concusson as he trod along,
he was very careful, in accordance with his master’s advice,
to ke hs tongue from between his tedh, as it would
otherwise have been htten off short. The worthy fellow
bourced from the dephant’s nedk to his rump, and vaulted
like a ¢own ona spring-board; yet he laughed in the midst
of his bourcing, and from time to time took a pieceof sugar
out of his pocket, and inserted it in Kioun’s trunk, who
recaved it without in the least Sladkening his regular trot.
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After two hous the guide stopped the dephant, and
gave him an hou for rest, duing which Kioun, after
guenching his thirst a a neighbauring spring, set to
devouring the branches and shrubs round abou him. Neither
Sir Francis nor Mr. Fogg regretted the delay, and bdh
descended with afeding of relief. “Why, he's made of iron!”
exclamed the general, gazing admiringly on Kiouni.

“Of forged iron,” replied Passpartout, as he set abou
preparing a hasty breakfast.

At noon the Parsee gave the signal of departure. The
country soon pesented a very savage asped. Copses of dates
and dwvarf-palms succeeded the dense forests; then vast, dry
plains, datted with scanty shrubs, and sown with gred blocks
of syenite. All this portion d Bundecund, which is little
frequented by travell ers, isinhabited by afanatical popuation,
hardened in the most horrible pradices of the Hindoofaith.
The English have not been able to secure complete dominion
over this territory, which is subjeded to the influence of
rggahs, whom it is amost impossble to read in their
inaccessble mountain fastnesses. The travellers sverd
times sw bands of ferocious Indians, who, when they
perceived the dephant striding across courtry, made angry
and threaening motions. The Parsee avoided them as much
as posshle. Few animals were observed on the route; even
the monkeys hurried from their path with contortions and
grimaces which convu sed Passepartout with laughter.

In the midst of his gaety, however, ore thought
trouded the worthy servant. What would Mr. Fogg do with
the dephant when he got to Allahabad? Would he cary him
on with him? Impossble! The st of transporting him
would make him ruinowsly expensive. Would he sall him, or
set him free€? The estimable beast cetainly deserved some
consideration. Shodd Mr. Fogg chocse to make him,
Passepartout, a present of Kioun, he would be very much
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embarrassed; and these thoughts did not cease worrying him
for along time.

The principal chain of the Vindhas was crossed by
eight in the evening, and another halt was made on the
northern slope, in a ruined burgalow. They had gone nearly
twenty-five miles that day, and an equal distance still
separated them from the station o Allahabad.

The night was cold. The Parsee lit a fire in the
bungalow with afew dry branches, and the warmth was very
grateful. The provisions purchased a Khaoby sufficed for
supper, and the travellers ate ravenowsly. The cnversation,
beginning with a few disconneded phrases, soon gave place
to loud and steady snores. The guide watched Kioun, who
dept standing, bdstering himself against the trunk of alarge
tree Nothing occurred during the night to dsturb the
slumberers, although occasional growls from panthers and
chatterings of monkeys broke the silence the more formidable
beests made no cries or hostile demonstration against the
occupants of the bungalow. Sir Francis dept heavily, like an
horest soldier overcome with fatigue. Passepartout was
wrapped in ureasy dreams of the bouncing d the day before.
As for Mr. Fogg, he slumbered as peacefully as if he had
been in his srene mansion in Savill e Row.

The journey was resumed a six in the morning; the
guide hoped to reach Allahabad by evening. In that case, Mr.
Fogg would orly lose apart of the forty-eight hous saved
since the beginning of the tour. Kioun, resuming his rapid
gait, soon descended the lower spurs of the Vindhas, and
towards noonthey passed by the vill age of Kallenger, onthe
Cani, ore of the branches of the Ganges. The guide avoided
inhabited places, thinking it safer to ke the open courtry,
which lies along the first depressons of the basin of the grea
river. Allahabad was now only twelve miles to the north-
east. They stopped under a dump o bananas, the fruit of

69



which, as hedthy as bread and as sicculent as cream, was
amply partaken of and appredated.

At two o clock the guide entered a thick forest which
extended several miles; he preferred to travel under cover of
the woods. They had not as yet had any unpeasant
encounters, and the journey seamed on the point of being
succesdully accomplished, when the dephant, becoming
restless suddenly stopped.

It was then four o’ clock.

“What's the matter?’ asked Sir Francis, puting out his
head.

“l1 dorit know, officer,” replied the Parsee, listening
attentively to a cnfused murmur which came through the
thick branches.

The murmur soon kecame more distinct; it now seemed
like adistant concert of human vaices accompanied by brass
instruments. Passepartout was all eyes and ears. Mr. Fogg
patiently waited withou a word. The Parsee jumped to the
ground,fastened the dephant to a treg and dunged into the
thicket. He soonreturned, saying,—

“A processon d Brahmins is coming this way. We
must prevent their seeéng us, if possble.”

The guide unloosed the elephant and led him into a
thicket, at the same time asking the travellers not to stir. He
held hmself ready to bestride the animal a a moment’s
notice, shoud flight become necessary; but he evidently
thought that the processon d the faithful would passwithout
perceving them amid the thick foliage, in which they were
wholly conceded.

The discordant tones of the voices and instruments drew
neaer, and nav droning songs mingled with the sound d the
tambouines and cymbals. The heal of the processon soon
appeaed beneah the trees, a hunded paces away; and the
strange figures who performed the religious ceremony were
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easly distinguished through the branches. First came the
priests, with mitres on their heads, and clothed in long lace
robes. They were surrounded by men, women, and children,
who sang a kind d lugubrious psalm, interrupted at regular
intervals by the tambourines and cymbals; while behind
them was drawn a car with large wheels, the spokes of which
represented serpents entwined with ead aher. Uponthe ca,
which was drawn by four richly cgparisoned zebus, stood a
hideous gatue with four arms, the body coloured a dull red,
with haggard eyes, dishevelled hair, protruding tongue, and
lips tinted with betel. It stood upight upon the figure of a
prostrate and headlessgiant.

Sir Francis, recognizing the statue, whispered, “The
goddessKali; the goddess of love and death.”

“Of deah, perhaps,” muttered back Passepartout, “but
of love—that ugly old hag? Never!”

The Parseemade amotion to keep silence

A group d old fakirs were capering and making a wild
ado around the statue; these were striped with ochre, and
covered with cuts whence their blood issued drop by drop—
stupid fanatics, who, in the grea Indian ceremonies, still
throw themselves under the wheels of Juggernaut. Some
Brahmins, clad in al the sumptuousnessof Oriental apparel,
and leading a woman who faltered at every step, followed.
This woman was young, and as fair as a European. Her head
and re, shouders, eas, arms, hands, and toes were |oaded
down with jewels and gems,—with bracelets, earrings, and
rings, while atunic bordered with gold, and covered with a
light muslin robe, betrayed the outline of her form.

The guards who foll owed the young woman presented a
violent contrast to her, armed as they were with naked sabres
hung at their waists, and long damascened pistols, and
beaing a @rpse on a palanquin. It was the body of an dd
man, gorgeously arrayed in the habiliments of a rgah,
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weaing, asin life, a turban embroidered with pearls, a robe
of tissue of silk and gold, a scaf of cashmere sewed with
diamonds, and the magnificent weaponrs of a Hindoo pince
Next came the musicians and a rearguard of capering fakirs,
whaose aies sometimes drowned the noise of the instruments;
these dosed the processon.

Sir Francis watched the processon with a sad
countenance, and, turning to the guide, said, “A suttee”

The Parsee nodded, and put his finger to his lips. The
processon slowly wound under the trees, and soon its last
ranks disappeared in the depths of the wood. The songs
gradually died away; occasionally cries were heard in the
distance urtil at last all was slenceagain.

Phileas Fogg had head what Sir Francis sid, and, as
soon as the processon had dsappeaed, asked, “What is a
‘sutteé?”

“A suttee” returned the general, “is a human sacrifice,
but a voluntary one. The woman you have just seen will be
burned to-morrow at the dawn of day.”

“Oh, the scoundels!” cried Passepartout, who could na
represshisindignation.

“Andthe rpse?’ asked Mr. Fogg.

“Is that of the prince, her husband,” said the guide; “an
independent rgjah of Bundelcund”

“Is it possble” resumed Philess Fogg, his voice
betraying na the least emotion, “that these barbarous customs
gtill exist in Indig, and that the English have been urable to
put a stop to them?’

“These saaifices do nd occur in the larger portion o
India,” replied Sir Francis; “but we have no paver over these
savage territories, and espedally here in Bundelcund. The
whole district north of the Vindhas is the theare of
incessant murders and pll age.”

72



“The poa wretch!” exclamed Passepartout, “to be
burned alive!”

“Yes,” returned Sir Francis, “burned aive. And if she
were nat, you canna conceve what treament she would be
obliged to submit to from her relatives. They would shave
off her hair, feed her on a scanty all owance of rice, trea her
with contempt; she would be looked upm as an urclean
creaure, and would die in some rner, like ascurvy dog.
The prospect of so frightful an existence drives these poa
credures to the saaifice much more than love or religious
fanaticism. Sometimes, however, the sacrifice is redly
voluntary, and it requires the adive interference of the
Government to prevent it. Severa years ago, when | was
living at Bombay, a young widow asked permisgon d the
governor to be burned along with her husband’ s body; but, as
you may imagine, he refused. The woman left the town, took
refuge with an independent rgjah, and there caried ou her
self-devoted purpose.”

While Sir Francis was geding, the guide shook his
heal several times, and nowv said, “The sacrifice which will
take place to-morrow at dawn isnot avoluntary one.”

“How do you know?’

“Everybody knows abou this affair in Bundelcund.”

“But the wretched creaure did na seem to be making
any resistance,” observed Sir Francis.

“That was because they had intoxicated her with fumes
of hemp and opum.”

“But where ae they taking her?’

“To the pagoda of Pill gji, two miles from here; she will
passthe night there.”

“Andthe sacrificewill t ake place—"

“To-morrow, at thefirst light of dawn.”

The guide now led the elephant out of the thicket, and
legped upon s nedk. Just at the moment that he was abou
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to wge Kioun forward with a pealliar whistle, Mr. Fogg
stopped him, and, turning to Sir Francis Cromarty, said,
“Suppase we save this woman.”

“Save the woman, Mr. Fogg!”

“l have yet twelve hous to spare; | can devote them to
that.”

“Why, you are aman of heat!”

“Sometimes,” replied Phileass Fogg, quetly; “when |
have the time.”
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CHAPTER XIlII

In which Passpartout receves a new proof
that fortune favours the brave

HE projed was a bold ore, full of difficulty, perhaps
impradicable. Mr. Fogg was going to risk life, or at
least liberty, and therefore the successof his tour. But

he did na hesitate, and he foundin Sir Francis Cromarty an
enthusiastic dly.

As for Passpartout, he was realy for anything that
might be proposed. His master’'s idea darmed him; he
perceved a heart, a soul, under that icy exterior. He began to
love Phil eas Fogg.

There remained the guide: what course would he alopt?
Would he not take part with the Indians? In default of his
asdstance, it was necessary to be asaured of his neutrality.

Sir Francis frankly put the questionto him.

“Officer,” replied the guide, “1 am a Parseg and this
woman is a Parsee. Command me & you will .”

“Excdlent!” said Mr. Fogg.

“However,” resumed the guide, “it is certain, ot only
that we shall risk our lives, bu horrible tortures, if we are
taken.”

“That is foreseen,” replied Mr. Fogg. “I think we must
wait till night before ading.”

“l think s0,” said the guide.
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The worthy Indian then gave some accourt of the
victim, who, he said, was a ceebrated beauty of the Parsee
race and the daughter of a wedthy Bombay merchant. She
had received athoroughly English educationin that city, and,
from her manners and intelligence would be thought an
European. Her name was Aouda. Left an aphan, she was
married against her will to the old rgjah of Bundelcund and,
knowing the fate that awaited her, she escaped, was retaken,
and cevoted by the rgah’s relatives, who had an interest in
her death, to the saaifice from which it seemed she muld
not escape.

The Parseé s narrative only confirmed Mr. Fogg and hs
companions in their generous design. It was dedded that the
guide shoud drect the eephant towards the pagoda of
Pill gi, which he accordingly approached as quickly as
posshble. They halted, half an hou afterwards, in a @pse
some five hunded fed from the pagoda, where they were
well concealed; but they could hea the groans and cries of
the fakirs distinctly.

Then they discussed the means of getting at the victim.
The guide was familiar with the pagoda of Pill gji, in which,
as he declared, the young woman was imprisoned. Could
they enter any of its doars while the whale party of Indians
was plunged in adrunken slegp, o was it safer to attempt to
make a hale in the walls? This could only be determined at
the moment and the place themselves; but it was certain that
the dduction must be made that night, and not when, at
bre& of day, the victim was led to her funeral pyre. Then no
human intervention could save her.

As onas night fell, about six o’ clock, they decided to
make areonnaissance around the pagoda. The cries of the
fakirs were just ceaing; the Indians were in the ad of
plunging themselves into the drunkenness caused by liquid
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opium mingled with hemp, and it might be posgble to dip
between them to the temple itself.

The Parsee, lealing the others, naselesdy crept through
the wood, and in ten minutes they found themselves on the
banks of a small strean, whence, by the light of the rosin
torches, they perceaved a pyre of wood, o the top of which
lay the embamed bady of the rgjah, which was to be burned
with hiswife. The pagoda, whose minarets loomed above the
trees in the deepening dusk, stoodahunded steps away.

“Come!” whispered the guide.

He dlipped more caitiously than ever through the brush,
followed by his companions; the silence aound was only
broken by the low murmuring of the wind among the
branches.

Soon the Parsee stopped on the borders of the glade,
which was lit up by the torches. The groundwas covered by
groups of the Indians, motionlessin their drunken slee; it
seaned a battlefield strewn with the dead. Men, women, and
children lay together.

In the background among the trees, the pagoda of Pill gji
loomed indistinctly. Much to the guide’ s disappantment, the
guards of the ragjah, lighted by torches, were watching at the
doas and marching to and fro with naked sabres; probably
the priests, too, were watching within.

The Parsee now convinced that it was impassble to
force an entrance to the temple, advanced nofarther, bu led
his companions back again. Phileas Fogg and Sir Francis
Cromarty also saw that nothing could be dtempted in that
direction. They stopped, and engaged in a whispered coll oquy.

“It is only eight now,” said the brigadier, “and these
guards may also go to sleep.”

“Itisnot impaossble,” returned the Parsee

They lay down at the foot of atree and waited.
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The time seemed long; the guide ever and anon left
them to take an olservation onthe edge of the wood, bu the
guards watched stealily by the glare of the torches, and a
dim light crept through the windows of the pagoda.

They waited till midnight; but no change took dace
among the guards, and it becane gparent that their yielding
to sleg could na be courted on. The other plan must be
caried ou; an opening in the walls of the pagoda must be
made. It remained to asceatain whether the priests were
watching by the side of their victim as assduouwsly as were
the soldiers at the doar.

After a last consultation, the guide aanourced that he
was realy for the dtempt, and advanced, followed by the
others. They took a roundabou way, so as to get at the
pagoda on the rea. They reached the walls about half-past
twelve, withou having met any one;, here there was no
guard, na were there ather windows or doas.

The night was dark. The moon, onthe wane, scarcely
left the horizon, and was covered with heavy clouds; the
height of the trees degpened the darkness

It was not enough to read the walls; an gpening in
them must be acomplished, and to attain this purpose the
party only had their pocket-knives. Happily the temple wall s
were built of brick and wood, which could be penetrated
with littl e difficulty; after one brick had been taken ou, the
rest would yield easily.

They set noiselesdy to work, and the Parsee on one side
and Passepartout on the other began to loosen the bricks, so
as to make an aperture two fed wide. They were getting on
rapidly, when suddenly a cry was heard in the interior of the
temple, followed amost instantly by other cries replying
from the outside. Passpartout and the guide stopped. Had
they been heard? Was the darm being gven? Common
prudence urged them to retire, and they did so, followed by
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Phileas Fogg and Sir Francis. They again hid themselves in
the wood, and waited till the disturbance, whatever it might
be, ceased, halding themselves realy to resume their attempt
withou delay. But, awkwardly enough, the guards now
appeaed at the rear of the temple, and there installed
themselves, in readinessto prevent a surprise.

It would be difficult to describe the disappantment of
the party, thus interrupted in their work. They could na now
read the victim; how, then, could they save her? Sir Francis
shook hs fists, Passpartout was beside himself, and the
guide gnashed his teeth with rage. The tranquil Fogg waited,
withou betraying any emotion.

“We have nothing to do but to go away,” whispered Sir
Francis.

“Nothing but to go away,” echoed the guide.

“Stop,” said Fogg. “I am only due & Allahabad to-
morrow before noon?

“But what can you hope to dd?’ asked Sir Francis. “Ina
few hoursit will be daylight, and—"

“The chance which now seans lost may present itself at
the last moment.”

Sir Franciswould have liked to read Phileas Fogg' s eyes.

What was this cod Englishman thinking of? Was he
planning to make arush for the young woman at the very
moment of the saaifice, and bddly snatch her from her
exeautioners?

This would be utter folly, and it was hard to admit that
Fogg was such a fodl. Sir Francis consented, however, to
remain to the end d this terrible drama. The guide led them
to the rea of the glade, where they were ale to olserve the
slegping groups.

Meawhile Passepartout, who had perched himself on
the lower branches of a tree was resolving an idea which
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had at first struck him like aflash, and which was now firmly
lodged in hisbrain.

He had commenced by saying to hmsalf, “What folly!”
and then he repeded, “Why nat, after all? It's a dance,—
perhaps the only one; and with such sots!” Thinking thus, he
dlipped, with the suppeness of a serpent, to the lowest
branches, the ends of which bent amost to the ground.

The hous passed, and the lighter shades now
annourced the gproach o day, though it was not yet light.
This was the moment. The slumbering multitude became
animated, the tambourines unded, songs and cries arose;
the hour of the saaifice had come. The doars of the pagoda
swung open, and a bright light escgped from its interior, in
the midst of which Mr. Fogg and Sir Francis espied the
victim. She seemed, having shaken df the stupa of
intoxicdion, to be striving to escgpe from her exeautioner.
Sir Francis heart throbbed; and convusively seizing Mr.
Fogg's hand, foundin it an open knife. Just at this moment
the aowd began to move. The young woman had again
faleninto astupar, caused by the fumes of hemp, and passed
among the fakirs, who escorted her with their wild, religious
cries.

Phileas Fogg and his companions, mingling in the rear
ranks of the aowd, followed; and in two minutes they
readed the banks of the stream, and stopped fifty paces from
the pyre, upa which still lay the rggah’s corpse. In the semi-
obscurity they saw the victim, qute senseless stretched ou
beside her husband’s body. Then a torch was brought, and
the wood, soaked with al, instantly tookfire.

At this moment Sir Francis and the guide seized Phileas
Fogg, who, in an instant of mad generosity, was abou to
rush uponthe pyre. But he had quickly pushed them aside,
when the whole scene suddenly changed. A cry of terror
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arose. The whole multitude prostrated themselves, terror-
stricken, onthe ground.

The old rgjah was not dead, then, since he rose of a
sudden, like a spectre, took up hs wife in his arms, and
descended from the pyre in the midst of the douds of smoke,
which ony heightened his ghostly appearance

Fakirs and soldiers and priests, seized with instant
terror, lay there, with their faces on the ground,not daring to
lift their eyes and kehold such a prodigy.

The inanimate victim was borne dong by the vigorous
arms which suppated her, and which she did not seam in the
least to buden. Mr. Fogg and Sir Francis good ered, the
Parsee bowed his heal, and Passpartout was, no doul,
scarcely less supefied.

The resuscitated ragjah approached Sir Francis and Mr.
Fogg, and, in an abrupt tone, said, “Let us be off!”

It was Passepartout himself, who hed dlipped uponthe
pyre in the midst of the smoke and, pofiting by the still
overhanging darkness had delivered the young woman from
deah! It was Passepartout who, gaying his part with a happy
audacity, had passed throughthe aowd amid the generd terror.

A moment after all four of the party had dsappeared in
the woods, and the dephant was bearing them away a a
rapid pace But the aies and nase, and a ball which whizzed
through Phileas Fogg's hat, apprised them that the trick had
been dscovered.

The old rgah’s body, indeed, nonv appeared upon the
burning pyre; and the priests, recovered from their terror,
perceived that an abduction hed taken place They hastened
into the forest, followed by the soldiers, who fired a volley
after the fugitives, but the latter rapidly incressed the
distance between them, and ere long found themselves
beyondthe reach of the bull ets and arrows.
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CHAPTER XIV

In which Phileas Foggdescends the whole length
of the beautiful valleyof the Ganges without
eve thinking of seang it

HE rash exploit had been acaomplished; and for an
hou Passpartout laughed gaily at his siccess Sir
Francis pressed the worthy fellow’s hand, and his

master said, “Well dore!” which, from him, was high
commendation; to which Passepartout replied that al the
credit of the dfair belonged to Mr. Fogg. As for him, he had
only been struck with a“queea” idea; and he laughed to think
that for a few moments he, Passpartout, the ex-gymnast, ex-
sergeant fireman, had been the spouse of a charming woman,
a venerable, embalmed ragjah! As for the young Indian
woman, she had been unconscious throughou of what was
pasdng, and rmow, wrapped up in a travelling-blanket, was
reposing in one of the howdahs.

The dephant, thanks to the skilful guidance of the
Parsee was advancing rapidly through the still darksome
forest, and, an hou after leaving the pagoda, had crossd a
vast plain. They made ahalt at seven o’clock, the young
woman being still in a state of complete prostration. The
guide made her drink a little brandy and water, bu the
drowsinesswhich stupefied her could na yet be shaken off.
Sir Francis, who was familiar with the dfeds of the
intoxicaion produed by the fumes of hemp, ressaured his
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companions on her account. But he was more disturbed at
the prosped of her future fate. He told Philess Fogg that,
shoud Aoudh remain in India, she would inevitably fall
again into the hands of her exeautioners. These fanatics were
scdtered throughou the wuntry, and would, despite the
English pdice recover ther victim at Madras, Bombay, or
Calcutta. She would orly be safe by quitting Indiafor ever.

Phileas Fogg replied that he would refled upon the
matter.

The station at All ahabad was reated abou ten o’ clock,
and the interrupted line of railway being resumed, would
enable them to read Calcutta in lessthan twenty-four hours.
Phil ess Fogg would thus be able to arrive in time to take the
steamer which left Calcutta the next day, October 25th, at
noon,for Hong Kong.

The young woman was placed in ore of the waiting-
rooms of the station, whilst Passepartout was charged with
purchasing for her various articles of toilet, a dress shawl,
and some furs; for which his master gave him unlimited
credit. Passepartout started off forthwith, and found hmself
in the streds of Allahabad, that is, the “City of God,” one of
the most venerated in India, being built at the junction o the
two saaed rivers, Ganges and Jumna, the waters of which
attrad pilgrims from every part of the peninsula The
Ganges, according to the legends of the Ramayana, rises in
heaven, whence, owing to Brahma's agency, it descends to
the eath.

Passepartout made it a point, as he made his purchases,
to take agoodlook at the dty. It was formerly defended by a
node fort, which has since become a state prison; its
commerce has dwinded away, and Passpartout in vain
looked about him for such a bazaa as he used to frequent in
Regent Stred. At last he came upon an elderly, crusty Jew,
who sold second-hand articles, and from whom he purchased
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a dress of Scotch stuff, a large mantle, and a fine otter-skin
pelisse, for which he did na hesitate to pay seventy-five
pounds. He then returned triumphantly to the station.

The influence to which the priests of Fillgi had
subjeded Aouda began gradudly to yield, and she became
more herself, so that her fine eyes resumed al their soft
Indian expresson.

When the poet-king, Uca Uddaul, cdebrates the
charms of the queen of Ahmehnagara, he speaks thus.—

“Her shining tresses, divided in two parts, encircle the
harmonious contour of her white and deli cate dheeks, brill iant
in their glow and freshness Her ebony brows have the form
and charm of the bow of Kama, the god of love, and keneah
her long silken lashes the purest reflections and a céestia
light swim, as in the saaed lakes of Himaaya, in the bladk
pupls of her grea clear eyes. Her tedh, fine, equal, and
white, glitter between her smiling lips like dewdrops in a
passon-flower’s half-enveloped lreast. Her delicaely formed
eas, her vermilion hands, her littl e fed, curved and tender as
the lotus-bud, glitter with the brilli ancy of the loveliest peals
of Ceylon, the most daz4ing diamonds of Golconda. Her
narrow and supde waist, which a hand may clasp around
sets forth the outline of her rounded figure and the beauty of
her basom, where youth in its flower displays the wedth of
its treasures; and beneath the silken folds of her tunic she
seans to have been modelled in pue silver by the godike
hand d Vicvarcarma, theimmortal sculptor.”

It is enough to say, withou applying this poeticd
rhapsody to Aoudg, that she was a dharming woman, in al
the European acceptation d the phrase. She spoke English
with grea purity, and the guide had na exaggerated in
saying that the young Parsee had been transformed by her
bringing up.
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The train was abou to start from Allahabad, and Mr.
Fogg procealed to pay the guide the price agreed uponfor
his srvice and nd a farthing more; which astonished
Passepartout, who remembered all that his master owed to
the guide’'s devotion. He had, indeed, risked his life in the
adventure & Pill gji, and if he shoud be caught afterwards by
the Indians, he would with dfficulty escgpe their vengeance
Kioun, aso, must be disposed of. What shoud be dore with
the dephant, which had been so dealy purchased? Phileas
Fogg had already determined this question.

“Parsee” said he to the guide, “you have been
serviceable and devoted. | have paid for your service, bu not
for your devotion. Would you like to have this elephant? He
isyours.”

The guide' s eyes gli stened.

“Your honou is giving me afortune!” cried he.

“Take him, guide,” returned Mr. Fogg, “and | shall still
be your debtor.”

“Good” exclamed Passepartout; “take him, friend.
Kioun is a brave and faithful beast.” And, going up to the
elephant, he gave him several lumps of sugar, saying, “Here,
Kioun, here, here.”

The dephant grunted out his satisfadion, and, clasping
Passpartout around the waist with his trunk, lifted hm as
high as his head. Passepartout, na in the least alarmed,
caessed the animal, which replaced him gently on the
ground.

Soon after, Philess Fogg, Sir Francis Cromarty, and
Passepartout, installed in a cariage with Aouda, who hed the
best sed, were whirling at full speal towards Benares. It was
a run of eighty miles, and was accomplished in two hous.
During the journey, the young woman fully recovered her
senses. What was her astonishment to find herself in this
cariage, on the rallway, dressed in European habiliments,
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and with travellers who were quite strangers to her! Her
companions first set about fully reviving her with a little
liguar, and then Sir Francis narrated to her what had passed,
dwelling upon the @urage with which Phileas Fogg had na
hesitated to risk hislife to save her, and recounting the happy
sequel of the venture, the result of Passepartout’s rash idea
Mr. Fogg said nahing; while Passpartout, abashed, kept
repeding that “it wasn’'t worth telling.”

Aouda pathetically thanked her deliverers, rather with
teas than words; her fine eyes interpreted her gratitude
better than her lips. Then, as her thoughts grayed bad to the
scene of the saaifice, and recalled the dangers which still
menacel her, she shuddered with terror.

Phileas Fogg understood what was passng in Aouda's
mind, and dfered, in order to reasaure her, to escort her to
Hong Kong, where she might remain safely until the dfair
was hushed up—an dfer which she eagerly and gratefully
aaepted. She had, it seems, a Parsee relation, who was one
of the principal merchants of Hong Kong, which iswhadlly an
English city, though onan island onthe Chinese coast.

At half-past twelve the train stopped at Benares. The
Brahmin legends asert that this city is built on the site of the
ancient Casi, which, like Mahomet's tomb, was once
suspended between hearen and eath; though the Benares of
to-day, which the Orientali sts cdl the Athens of India, stands
quite unpaeticdly on the solid earth. Passepartout caught
glimpses of its brick houwses and clay huts, giving an aspect
of desolationto the place, asthetrain entered it.

Benares was Sir Francis Cromarty’s destination, the
troops he was regoining being encamped some miles
northward o the dty. He bade alieu to Phileas Fogg, wishing
him all success and expressng the hope that he would come
that way again in alessorigina but more profitable fashion.
Mr. Fogg lightly pressed him by the hand. The parting of
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Aouda, who did na forget what she owed to Sir Francis,
betrayed more warmth; and, as for Passepartout, he recaved
a heaty shake of the hand from the gall ant general.

The ralway, on learing Benares, pased for a while
aong the valey of the Ganges. Through the windows of
their cariage the travellers had glimpses of the diversified
landscape of Behar, with its mourtains clothed in verdure, its
fields of barley, wheat, and corn, its jungles peopled with
green dligators, its neat vill ages, and its 4gill thickly-leaved
forests. Elephants were bathing in the waters of the saaed
river, and groups of Indians, despite the alvanced season and
chilly air, were performing solemnly their pious ablutions.
These were fervent Brahmins, the bitterest foes of
Buddhsm, their deities being Vishnu, the solar god, Shiva,
the divine impersonation d natural forces, and Brahma, the
supreme ruler of priests and legidators. What would these
divinities think o India, anglicized as it is to-day, with
steamers whistling and scuddng aong the Ganges,
frightening the gulls which float upan its surface, the turtles
swarming along its banks, and the faithful dwelli ng uponits
borders?

The panorama passd before their eyes like a flash, save
when the steam concealed it fitfully from the view; the
travellers could scarcely discern the fort of Chupenie, twenty
miles uth-westward from Benares, the ancient stronghold
of the rgjahs of Behar; or Ghazipur and its famous rose-water
fadories; or the tomb of Lord Cornwallis, rising on the left
bank o the Ganges; the fortified town of Buxar, or Patna, a
large manufacturing and trading-place, where is held the
principal opium market of India; or Monghir, a more than
European town, for it is as English as Manchester or
Birmingham, with its iron foundies, edge-tod factories, and
high chimneys puffing clouds of bladk smoke hearenward.
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Night came on; the train passed onat full spedl, in the
midst of the roaring d the tigers, beas, and wolves which
fled before the locomotive; and the marvels of Bengal,
Golcondga, ruined Gour, Murshedabad, the ancient capital,
Burdwan, Hugly, and the French town of Chandernagor,
where Passpartout would have been proud to see his
country’s flag flying, were hidden from their view in the
darkness

Calcutta was reached at seven in the morning, and the
padket left for Hong Kong at noon so that Phileas Fogg had
five hours before him.

Acoording to his journal, he was due at Calcutta on the
25th of October, and that was the exad date of his adua
arrival. He was therefore neither behindhand nor ahead of
time. The two days gained between Londonand Bombay had
been lost, as has been seen, in the journey acrossindia. But it
isnot to be suppased that Phil eas Fogg regretted them.
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CHAPTER XV

In which the bag d bank-notes disgorges
some thousands of pounds more

HE train entered the station, and Passepartout, jumping
ou first, was followed by Mr. Fogg, who asssted his
fair companion to descend. Phileas Fogg intended to

proceeal at once to the Hong Kong steamer, in arder to get
Aouda oomfortably settled for the voyage. He was unwilli ng
to leare her whil e they were still on dangerous ground.

Just as he was leaving the station a padliceman came up
to him, and said, “Mr. Phil eas Fogg?”’

“l am he.”

“Is this man your servant?’ added the paliceman,
pointing to Passepartodi.

“Yes.

“Be so good, bah of you, asto follow me.”

Mr. Fogg betrayed no surprise whatever. The policeman
was a representative of the law, and law is saged to an
Englishman. Passepartout tried to reasson abou the matter,
but the padliceman tapped him with his stick, and Mr. Fogg
made him asignal to obey.

“May this young lady go with us?’ asked he.

“She may,” replied the policeman.

Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and Passepartout were mnducted to a
paki-ghari, a sort of four-wheeled carriage, drawn by two
horses, in which they took their places and were driven
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away. No one spoke during the twenty minutes which
elapsed before they readhed their destination. They first
passed through the “bladk town,” with its narrow streds, its
miserable, dirty huts, and squalid popuation; then through
the “European town,” which presented a relief in its bright
brick mansions, shaded by cocoanut-trees and lristling with
masts, where, athough it was ealy morning, elegantly
dresed hasemen and handsome ejuipages were passng
badk and forth.

The cariage stopped before a modest-looking house,
which, however, did not have the gpearance of a private
mansion. The paliceman having requested his prisoners—for
so, truly, they might be cdled—to descend, conducted them
into aroom with barred windows, and said, “You will appea
before Judge Obadiah at half-past eight.”

He then retired, and closed the doar.

“Why, we ae prisoners!” exclamed Passpartout,
falinginto a dair.

Aoudg, with an emotion she tried to conced, said to Mr.
Fogg, “Sir, you must leave me to my fate! It is on my
acourt that you recave this treament; it is for having saved
me!”

Phileas Fogg contented himself with saying that it was
impassble. It was quite unlikely that he shoud be arrested
for preventing a suttee The mmplainants would na dare
present themselves with such a darge. There was me
mistake. Moreover, he would na in any event abandmn
Aoudg, bu would escort her to Hong Kong.

“But the steamer leaves at noorl” observed Passepartout,
nervously.

“We shall be on bard by noon; replied his master,
plaadly.

It was sid so pasitively, that Passpartout could na
help muttering to himself, “Parbleu, that’s certain! Before
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noon we shal be on bard.” But he was by no means
ressaured.

At half-past eight the doa opened, the podliceman
appeaed, and, requesting them to foll ow him, led the way to
an adjoining hall. It was evidently a ourt-room, and a aowd
of Europeans and natives already occupied the rear of the
apartment.

Mr. Fogg and his two companions took their placeson a
bench oppaite the desks of the magistrate and his clerk.
Immediately after, Judge Obadiah, afat, round man, foll owed
by the derk, entered. He proceeded to take down a wig
which was hanging on anail, and pu it hurriedly on his head.

“The first case,” said he; then, puting his hand to his
hea, he exclaimed, “Heh! Thisisnot my wig!”

“No, your worship,” returned the derk, “it ismine.”

“My dear Mr. Oysterpuff, how can a judge give awise
sentencein a derk’swig?’

The wigs were exchanged.

Passepartout was getting rervous, for the hands on the
faceof the big clock over the judge seemed to go roundwith
terrible rapidity.

“Thefirst case,” repeaed Judge Obadiah.

“Phileas Fogg?’ demanded Oysterpuff.

“1 am here,” replied Mr. Fogg.

“Passepartout?”’

“Present!” resporded Passpartodt.

“Good; said the judge. “You have been looked for,
prisoners, for two days on the trains from Bombay.”

“But of what are we acatised?” asked Passpartout,
impatiently.

“Youare dou to beinformed.”

“I am an English subject, sir,” said Mr. Fogg, “and |
have the right—"

“Have you been ill -treated?’
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“Not at all.”

“Very well; | et the cmmplainants comein.”

A doa was svung open by order of the judge, and three
Indian priests entered.

“That’sit,” muttered Passepartout; “these ae the rogues
who were going to bun ou young lady.”

The priests took their places in front of the judge, and
the derk proceealed to read in a loud vace acomplaint of
saailege gainst Phileas Fogg and his srvant, who were
acaised of having violated a place held conseaated by the
Brahmin religion.

“You hear the charge?’ asked the judge.

“Yes, sir,” replied Mr. Fogg, consulting his watch, “and
| admit it.”

“Youadmit it?’

“lI admit it, and | wish to hea these priests admit, in
thelr turn, what they were going to do at the pagoda of Pill gji.”

The priests looked at each ather; they did na sean to
understand what was said.

“Yes,” cried Passpartout, warmly; “at the pagoda of
Pill gi, where they were onthe paint of burning their victim.”

The judge stared with astonishment, and the priests
were stupefied.

“What victim?’ said Judge Obadiah. “Burn whom? In
Bombay itself?’

“Bombay?”’ cried PassepartoLt.

“Certainly. We ae not talking of the pagoda of PFill aji,
but of the pagoda of Malabar Hill, at Bombay.”

“And as a proof,” added the derk, “here are the
deseaator’ s very shoes, which heleft behind hm.”

Whereupon fe placed a pair of shoes on hs desk.

“My shoes!” cried Passepartout, in his surprise
permitting this imprudent exclamation to escgpe him.
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The @nfusion d master and man, who hed quite
forgotten the dfair at Bombay, for which they were now
detained at Calcutta, may be imagined.

Fix, the detedive, had foreseen the advantage which
Passpartout’ s escapade gave him, and, delaying his departure
for twelve hous, had consulted the priests of Malabar Hill .
Knowing that the Engli sh authoriti es dedt very severely with
this kind d misdemeanour, he promised them a goody sum
in damages, and sent them forward to Calcutta by the next
train. Owing to the delay caused by the rescue of the young
widow, Fix and the priests reached the Indian capital before
Mr. Fogg and hs servant, the magistrates having been
aready warned by a despatch to arrest them, shoud they
arrive. Fix’'s disappantment when he learned that Phileas
Fogg had na made his appearance in Calcutta, may be
imagined. He made up his mind that the robber had stopped
somewhere on the route and taken refuge in the southern
provinces. For twenty-four hous Fix watched the station
with feverish anxiety; at last he was rewarded by seeng Mr.
Fogg and Passepartout arrive, accompanied by a young
woman, whase presence he was whally at a loss to explain.
He hastened for a pdiceman; and this was how the party
cameto be arested and brought before Judge Obadiah.

Had Passpartout been a little less preoccupied, he
would have espied the detedive ensconced in a corner of the
court-room, watching the procealings with an interest easily
understood for the warrant had faled to reach hm at
Cadlcutta, asit had dore at Bombay and Suez.

Judge Obadiah had urfortunately caught Passepartout’s
rash exclamation, which the poa fellow would have given
the world to recall.

“The fads are admitted?’ asked the judge.

“Admitted,” replied Mr. Fogg, coldly.
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“Inasmuch,” resumed the judge, “as the English law
protects equally and sternly the religions of the Indian people,
and as the man Passepartout has admitted that he violated the
saaed pagoda of Malabar Hill, at Bombay, on the 20th of
October, | condemn the said Passepartout to imprisonment
for fifteen days and afine of three hunded pourds.”

“Three hunded pound!” cried Passpartout, startled at
the largenessof the sum.

“Silencel” shoued the mnstable.

“And inasmuch,” corntinued the judge, “as it is nat
proved that the act was not dore by the connivance of the
master with the servant, and as the master in any case must
be held resporsible for the ads of his pad servant, |
condemn Phileas Fogg to a week’s imprisonment and a fine
of one hunded and fifty pounds.”

Fix rubbed his hands ftly with satisfadion; if Phileas
Fogg could be detained in Calcutta aweek, it would be more
than time for the warrant to arrive. Passepartout was supefied.
This sntenceruined his master. A wager of twenty thousand
pounds lost, because he, like apreaous fodl, had gone into
that abominable pagodal

Phileas Fogg, as =lf-composed as if the judgment did
not in the least concern him, did not even lift his eyebrows
whil e it was being pronounced. Just as the derk was cdling
the next case, herose, and said, “| offer bail .”

“You havethat right,” returned the judge.

Fix’s blood ran cold, but he resumed his compasure
when he heard the judge annource that the bail required for
ead prisoner would be one thousand pound.

“l will pay it a once” said Mr. Fogg, taking a roll of
bank-bill s from the capet-bag, which Passepartout had by
him, and dadng them onthe derk’s desk.
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“This sam will be restored to you uponyour relesse
from prison,” said the judge. “Meanwhile, you are liberated
on kail.”

“Come!” said Phileas Fogg to his servant.

“But let them at least give me badk my shoes!” cried
Passepartout, angrily.

“Ah, these are pretty dear shoes!” he muttered, as they
were handed to him. “More than a thousand painds apiece
besides, they pinch my feet.”

Mr. Fogg, offering his arm to Aoudg, then departed,
followed by the aestfallen Passepartout. Fix still nouished
hopes that the robber would na, after al, leave the two
thousand pound behind hm, bu would dedde to serve out
his week in jail, and issued forth on Mr. Fogg's traces. That
gentleman took a carriage, and the party were soon landed on
one of the quays.

The Rangoonwas moored half a mile off in the harbour,
its sgnal of departure hoisted at the mast-head. Eleven
o'clock was griking; Mr. Fogg was an hou in advance of
time. Fix saw them leave the cariage and push of in aboat
for the steamer, and stamped his fed with d sappointment.

“The rasca is off, after dl!” he eclamed. “Two
thousand pound saaificed! He's as prodiga as a thief! I'll
follow him to the end of the world if necessary; but a the rate
he is going on, the stolen money will soon ke exhausted.”

The detedive was not far wrong in making this
conedure. Since leasing London, what with travelling-
expenses, bribes, the purchase of the dephant, bails, and
fines, Mr. Fogg had already spent more than five thousand
pounds on the way, and the percentage of the sum remvered
from the bank robber, promised to the detectives, was rapidly
diminishing.
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CHAPTER XVI

In which Fix does not seem to understand
in theleast what is said to him

HE Rangoon—one of the Peninsular and Oriental
T Company’s boats plying in the Chinese and Japanese

seas—was a screw steamer, bult of iron, weighing
abou seventeen hunded and seventy tons, and with engines
of four hundred horse-power. She was as fast, but not as well
fitted up, as the Mongdia, and Aouda was nat as
comfortably provided for on bard of her as Philess Fogg
coud have wished. However, the trip from Calcutta to Hong
Kong ony comprised some three thousand five hunded
miles, occupying from ten to twelve days, and the young
woman was not difficult to please.

During the first days of the journey Aouda becane
better acquainted with her protector, and constantly gave
evidence of her deep gratitude for what he had dore. The
phlegmatic gentleman listened to her, apparently at least,
with coldness neither his voice nor his manner betraying the
slightest emotion; but he seaned to be dways on the watch
that nothing shoud be wanting to Aouda's comfort. He
visited her regularly each day at certain hous, na so much
to talk himself asto sit and hea her talk. He treaed her with
the strictest pditeness bu with the predson d an
automaton, the movements of which had been arranged for
this purpose. Aoudadid na quite know what to make of him,
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though Passepartout had given her some hints of his master’s
ecacentricity, and made her smile by telling her of the wager
which was sending him roundthe world. After all, she owed
Phileas Fogg her life, and she dways regarded him through
the exalting medium of her gratitude.

Aouda @nfirmed the Parsee guide's narrative of her
touching history. She did, indeal, belong to the highest of
the native races of India. Many of the Parsee merchants have
made grea fortunes there by deding in cotton; and ore of
them, Sir Jametsee Jegeebhoy, was made abaronet by the
English government. Aouda was a relative of this grea man,
and it was his cousin, Jgeéh, whom she hoped to join at
Hong Kong. Whether she would find a protector in him she
could na tell; but Mr. Fogg essayed to cadm her anxieties,
and to asaure her that everything would be mathematicdly—
he used the very word—arranged. Aouda fastened her great
eyes, “clear as the saaed lakes of the Himalaya,” upon hm;
but the intradable Fogg, as reserved as ever, did not seem at
al inclined to throw himself into this lake.

The first few days of the voyage passed prosperously,
amid favourable weather and popitious winds, and they
sooncame in sight of the grea Andaman, the principal of the
islands in the Bay of Bengal, with its picturesque Sadde
Pe&, two thousand four hunded fed high, looming above
the waters. The steamer passed along nea the shores, bu the
savage Papuans, who are in the lowest scde of humanity, bu
are not, as has been asserted, cannibals, did not make their
appeaance.

The panorama of the islands, as they steamed by them,
was auperb. Vast forests of palms, arecs, bamboo, te&kwood,
of the gigantic mimosa, and treelike ferns covered the
foreground while behind, the graceful outlines of the
mourtains were traced against the sky; and along the coasts
swarmed by thousands the precious swvallows whose nests
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furnish aluxurious dish to the tables of the Celestial Empire.
The varied landscegpe dforded by the Andaman Islands was
soon mssd, havever, and the Rangoonrapidly approached
the Straits of Malaaca, which gave accessto the China seas.

What was detedive Fix, so urduckily drawn on from
courtry to courtry, dang al this while? He had managed to
embark on the Rangoonat Calcutta withou being seen by
Passpartout, after leaving orders that, if the warrant shoud
arrive, it shoud be forwarded to hm at Hong Kong; and re
hoped to conced his presence to the end of the voyage. It
would have been dfficult to explain why he was on bard
withou awaking Passepartout’s suspicions, who thought him
still at Bombay. But necessty impelled him, nevertheless to
renew his aajuaintance with the worthy servant, as will be
sea.

All the detedive' s hopes and wishes were now centered
on Hong Kong; for the steamer’s gay at Singapore would be
too lrief to enable him to take any steps there. The arest
must be made & Hong Kong, or the robber would probably
escgpe him for ever. Hong Kong was the last English grournd
on which he would set foat; beyond, China, Japan, America
offered to Fogg an amost certain refuge. If the warrant
shoud at last make its appeaance at Hong Kong, Fix could
arrest him and give him into the hands of the locd pdlice,
and there would be no further troude. But beyond Hong
Kong, a simple warrant would be of no avail; an extradition
warrant would be necessary, and that would result in delays
and olstades, of which the rascal would take alvantage to
eludejustice

Fix thought over these probabilities during the long
hous which he spent in his cabin, and kept repeaing to
himsalf, “Now, either the warrant will be & Hong Kong, in
which case | shall arrest my man, o it will not be there; and
this time it is absolutely necessary that | shoud delay his
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departure. | have failed at Bombay, and | have failed at
Calcutta; if | fail at Hong Kong, my reputation is lost. Cost
what it may, | must succeal! But how shall | prevent his
departure, if that shoud turn ou to be my last resource?”’

Fix made up hs mind that, if worst came to worst, he
would make aconfidant of Passepartout, and tell him what
kind d afellow his master redly was. That Passepartout was
not Fogg's accomplice, he was very certain. The servant,
enlightened by his disclosure, and afraid of being himself
implicaed in the aime, would douliless become an ally of
the detedive. But this method was a dangerous one, only to
be anployed when everything else had failed. A word from
Passpartout to his master would ruin all. The detedive was
therefore in a sore strait. But suddenly a new ideastruck him.
The presence of Aouda on the Rangoon in company with
Phil eas Fogg, gave him new materia for refledion.

Who was this woman? What combination d events had
made her Fogg's travelling companion? They had evidently
met somewhere between Bombay and Calcutta; but where?
Had they met acadentally, or had Fogg gone into the interior
purposely in quest of this charming damsel? Fix was fairly
puzzZled. He aked himself whether there had na been a
wicked elopement; and this ideaso impressd itself upon hs
mind that he determined to make use of the suppcsed
intrigue. Whether the young woman were married o nat, he
would be @le to crede such dfficulties for Mr. Fogg at
Hong Kong, that he muld na escape by paying any amourt
of money.

But could he even wait till they reached Hong Kong?
Fogg had an abominable way of jumping from one boat to
ancther, and, kefore anything could be dfeded, might get
full under way again for Y okohama.

Fix dedded that he must warn the English authorities,
and signal the Rangoonbefore her arrival. This was easy to
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do, sincethe steamer stopped at Singapore, whencethereis a
telegraphic wire to Hong Kong. He finally resolved, moreover,
before ading more positively, to question Passepartout. It
would na be difficult to make him talk; and, as there was no
timeto lose, Fix prepared to make himself known.

It was now the 30th of October, and onthe following
day the Rangoonwas due & Singapore.

Fix emerged from his cabin and went on ded.
Passepartout was promenading up and down in the forward
part of the steamer. The detedive rushed forward with every
appeaance of extreme surprise, and exclaimed, “You here,
onthe Rangoor?’

“What, Monsieur Fix, are you on bard?’ returned the
redly astonished Passepartout, recognizing his crony of the
Mongdia. “Why, | left you at Bombay, and here you are, on
the way to Hong Kong! Are you going roundthe world too?’

“No, no; replied Fix; “I shal stop a Hong Kong—at
least for some days.”

“Hum!” said Passpartout, who seamed for an instant
perplexed. “But how isit | have not seen you onbaoard since
we left Calcutta?”’

“Oh, a trifle of seasickness—I’ve been staying in my
berth. The Gulf of Bengal does not agreewith me a well as
the Indian Ocean. And how is Mr. Fogg?”’

“Aswell and as punctua as ever, not aday behind time!
But, Monsieur Fix, you dont know that we have ayoung
lady with us.”

“A young lady?’ replied the detedive, not seeming to
comprehend what was said.

Passepartout thereupon recounted AoudH's history, the
affair at the Bombay pagod, the purchase of the dephant for
two thousand pound, the rescue, the arest and sentence of
the Calcutta ourt, and the restoration of Mr. Fogg and
himself to liberty on kail. Fix, who was familiar with the last
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events, seaned to be equally ignorant of all that Passepartout
related; and the latter was charmed to find so interested a
li stener.

“But does your master propcse to carry this young
woman to Europe?”

“Not at all. We ae smply going to paceher under the
protedion d one of her relatives, a rich merchant at Hong
Kong.”

“Nothing to be done there” said Fix to himsalf,
concealing his disappointment. “A glass of gin, Mr.
Passepartout?”

“Willi ngly, Monsieur Fix. We must at lesst have a
friendy glasson bard the Rangoon”
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CHAPTER XVII

Showing what happened on the woyage
from Singapaeto Hong Kong

HE detedive and Passepartout met often on dedk after
this interview, though Fix was reserved, and dd na
attempt to induce his companion to dvulge any more

fads concerning Mr. Fogg. He caight a glimpse of that
mysterious gentleman once or twice but Mr. Fogg usually
confined himself to the cabin, where he kept Aouda wmpany,
or, acording to hisinveterate habit, took a hand at whist.

Passpartout began very seriously to conjedure what
strange dhance kept Fix still onthe route that his master was
pursuing. It was really worth considering why this certainly
very amiable and complacent person, whom he had first met
at Suez, had then encountered on board the Mongdia, who
disembarked a Bombay, which he announced as his
destination, and nov turned up so urexpededly on the
Rangoon was following Mr. Fogg's tracks gep by step.
What was Fix’s objed? Passpartout was ready to wager his
Indian shoes—which he religiously preserved—that Fix
would aso leare Hong Kong at the same time with them,
and probably on the same steamer.

Passpartout might have adgelled his brain for a
century withou hitting upon the red objed which the
detedive had in view. He never could have imagined that
Phileas Fogg was being tradked as a robber around the globe.
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But asit isin human nature to attempt the solution d every
mystery, Passepartout suddenly discovered an explanation d
Fix’s movements, which was in truth far from unreasonable.
Fix, he thought, could orly be an agent of Mr. Fogg's friends
at the Reform Club, sent to follow him up, and to ascertain
that he redly went round the world as had been agreed upon.

“It's clea!” repeaed the worthy servant to himself,
proud d his direwdness “He' s a spy sent to keep usin view!
That isn’t quite the thing, either, to be spying Mr. Fogg, who
is © honouwable aman! Ah, gentlemen o the Reform, this
shall cost you dear!”

Passpartout, enchanted with his discovery, resolved to
say nothingto his master, lest he shoud be justly offended at
this mistrust on the part of his adversaries. But he determined
to chaff Fix, when he had the dance with mysterious
allusions, which, however, need na betray hisred suspicions.

During the afternoon d Wednesday, October 30th, the
Rangoonentered the Strait of Malacca which separates the
peninsula of that name from Sumatra. The mourntainous and
craggy islets intercepted the beauties of this node island
from the view of the travellers. The Rangoon weighed
anchor at Singapore the next day at four am., to receive aadl,
having gained half a day on the prescribed time of her
arrival. Phileas Fogg noted this gain in his journa, and then,
acompanied by Aouda, who ketrayed a desire for awalk on
shore, disembarked.

Fix, who suspeded Mr. Foggs every movement,
followed them cautiously, withou being himself perceived,
while Passpartout, laughing in his deeve & Fix's
manoeuvres, went about his usual errands.

The island d Singapore is not impaosing in aspect, for
there ae no mourtains; yet its appearance is not withou
attradions. It is a park chedkered by pleasant highways and
avenues. A handsome crriage, drawn by asleek pair of New
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Holland hases, caried Phileas Fogg and Aouda into the
midst of rows of palms with brilli ant foliage, and of clove-
trees whereof the doves form the heat of a half-open flower.
Pepper plants replaced the prickly hedges of European fields;
sago-bushes, large ferns with gorgeous branches, varied the
asped of this tropicd clime; while nutmeg-trees in full
foliage filled the ar with a penetrating perfume. Agile and
grinning bands of monkeys skipped abou in the trees, na
were tigers wanting in the jungles.

After a drive of two hous through the courtry, Aouda
and Mr. Fogg returned to the town, which is avast colledion
of heavy-looking, irregular houses, surrounded by charming
gardens rich in tropical fruits and dants; and at ten o clock
they re-embarked, closely followed by the detective, who
had kept them constantly in sight.

Passepartout, who hed been puchasing several dozen
mangoes—a fruit as large as good-sized apples, of a dark-
brown colour outside and a bright red within, and whose
white pulp, melting in the mouth, affords goumands a
delicious snsation—was waiting for them on dedk. He was
only too glad to offer some mangoes to Aouda, who thanked
him very gracefully for them.

At eleven o’'clock the Rangoonrode out of Singapore
harbour, and in a few hours the high mountains of Malacca,
with their forests, inhabited by the most beautifully-furred
tigers in the world, were lost to view. Singapore is distant
some thirteen hurdred miles from the island of Hong Kong,
which is alittl e English colony near the Chinese coast. Phil eas
Fogg hoped to acamplish the journey in six days, so asto be
in time for the steamer which would lease on the 5th? of
November for Y okohama, the principa Japanese port.

2 Both Towle's trandlation and Verne's original have the 6th, but the
corred date is the 5th. The reason will be explained in the next
footnote—J.M.
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The Rangoonhad a large quata of passengers, many of
whom disembarked at Singapore, among them a number of
Indians, Ceylonese, Chinamen, Malays, and Portuguese,
mostly seond-classtravell ers.

The weaher, which had htherto been fine, changed
with the last quarter of the moon. The searolled heavily, and
the wind at intervals rose aimost to a storm, but happily blew
from the south-west, and thus aided the steamer’s progress
The catain as often as possble put up hs sails, and uncder
the doude adion d stean and sail, the vessl made rapid
progressalong the aasts of Anam and Cochin China. Owing
to the defedive wnstruction d the Rangom, however,
unwsual precaitions became necessry in unfavourable
wedher; but the lossof time which resulted from this cause,
while it nealy drove Passpartout out of his senses, did not
sean to affect his master in the least. Passpartout blamed
the catain, the engineer, and the aew, and consigned all
who were @mnreded with the ship to the land where the
pepper grows. Perhaps the thought of the gas, which was
remorselesdy burning at his expense in Saville Row, had
something to dowith his hot impatience

“You are in a grea hurry, then,” said Fix to him one
day, “to reach Hong Kong?’

“A very gred hurry!”

“Mr. Fogg, | suppcse, is anxious to cach the steamer
for Y okohama?’

“Terribly anxious.”

“You kelievein thisjourney aroundthe world, then?’

“Absolutely. Don't you, Mr. Fix?’

“1? 1 don’t believe aword of it.”

“You're asly dog!” said Passpartout, winking at him.

This expresson rather disturbed Fix, withou his
knowing why. Had the Frenchman guessed his real purpose?
He knew not what to think. But how could Passepartout have
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discovered that he was a detedive? Yet, in speaking as he
did, the man evidently meant more than he expressed.

Passepartout went still further the next day; he could na
hod histongue.

“Mr. Fix,” said he, in a bantering tone; “shall we be so
unfortunate &s to lose you when we get to Hong Kong?”’

“Why,” responded Fix, a little embarrassed, “1 don't
know; perhaps—"

“Ah, if youwould only go onwith us! An agent of the
Peninsular Company, you knaw, can’t stop onthe way! You
were only going to Bombay, and here you are in China
Americais nat far off, and from Americato Europeisonly a
step.”
Fix looked intently at his companion, whaose
courntenance was as serene & possble, and laughed with
him. But Passpartout persisted in chaffing him by asking
him if he made much by his present occupation.

“Yes, and no; returned Fix; “there is good and bad luck
in such things. But you must understand that | don't travel at
my own expense.”

“Oh, | am quite sure of that!” cried Passepartout,
laughing heartily.

Fix, fairly puzzled, descended to his cabin and gave
himself up to his reflections. He was evidently suspeded;
somehow or other the Frenchman had found ou that he was
a detedive. But had he told his master? What part was he
playing in al this: was he an accomplice or not? Was the
game, then, up? Fix spent severa hours turning these things
over in his mind, sometimes thinking that all was lost, then
persuading himself that Fogg was ignorant of his presence,
and then undedded what course it was best to take.

Nevertheless he preserved his coolhessof mind, and at
last resolved to ded plainly with Passpartout. If he did na
find it pradicable to arrest Fogg at Hong Kong, and if Fogg
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made preparations to leave that last foothod of English
territory, he, Fix, would tell Passpartout al. Either the
servant was the accomplice of his master, andin this case the
master knew of his operations, and he shoud falil; or else the
servant knew nathing about the robbery, and then his interest
would be to abandonthe robler.

Such was the situation between Fix and Passpartout.
Meanwhile Philess Fogg moved abou above them in the
most majestic and unconscious indifference. He was passng
methodcdly in his orbit aroundthe world, regardless of the
lesser stars which gravitated around hm. Yet there was nea
by what the atronamers would cdl a disturbing star, which
might have produced an agitation in this gentleman’s heat.
But no! the charms of Aoudh failed to ad, to Passepartout’s
gred surprise; and the disturbances, if they existed, would
have been more difficult to cdculate than thase of Uranus
which led to the discovery of Neptune.

It was every day an increasing wonder to Passepartodt,
who read in Aouda s eyes the depths of her gratitude to his
master. Phileas Fogg, though brave and gallant, must be, he
thought, qute heartless As to the sentiment which this
journey might have avakened in him, there was clealy no
trace of such a thing; while poa Passpartout existed in
perpetual reveries.

One day he was leaning on the railing of the engine-
room, and was observing the engine, when a sudden pitch of
the steamer threw the screw out of the water. The stean
came hisdgng out of the valves; and this made Passepartout
indignant.

“The valves are nat sufficiently charged!” he exclamed.
“We ae not going. Oh, these English! If this was an
American craft, we should bow up, perhaps, bu we shoud
at all events go faster!”



CHAPTER XVIII

In which Phileas Fogg, Passepartout, and Fix
go each abaut hisbusiness

HE weaher was bad duing the latter days of the
T voyage. The wind, olstinately remaining in the north-

west, blew a gale, and retarded the steamer. The
Rangoonrolled heavily, and the passengers became impatient
of the long, monstrous waves which the wind raised before
their path. A sort of tempest arose on the 3rd of November,
the squall knocking the vessal abou with fury, and the waves
running high. The Rangoon reefed al her sails, and even the
rigging proved too much, whistling and shaking amid the
squall. The steaner was forced to proceed slowly, and the
ceptain estimated that she would read Hong Kong twenty
hous behind time, and more if the storm lasted.

Philess Fogg gazed at the tempestuous g which
seemed to be struggling espedally to delay him, with his
habitual tranquillity. He never changed courntenance for an
instant, though a delay of twenty hours, by making him too
late for the Y okohama boat, would almost inevitably cause
the loss of the wager. But this man of nerve manifested
neither impatience nor annoyance it seemed as if the storm
were a part of his programme, and hed been foreseen. Aouda
was amazed to find hm as cdm as he had been from the first
time she saw him.
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Fix did na look at the state of things in the same light.
The storm greatly pleased him. His stisfadion would have
been complete had the Rangoonbeen forced to retred before
the violence of wind and waves. Eadh delay filled him with
hope, for it becane more and more probable that Fogg would
be ohliged to remain some days at Hong Kong; and naw the
heavens themselves became his dlies, with the gusts and
squalls. It mattered na that they made him seasick—he made
no accourt of this inconvenience and whilst his body was
writhing under their effects, his girit bounded with hopeful
exultation.

Passpartout was enraged beyond expresson by the
unpropitious wedher. Everything had gone so well till now!
Earth and sea had seemed to be & his master's srvice;
steamers and railways obeyed him; wind and stean united to
spead his journey. Had the hou of adversity come?
Passepartout was as much excited as if the twenty thousand
pounds were to come from his own pocket. The storm
exasperated him, the gale made him furious, and he longed
to lash the obstinate sea into okedience Poor fellow! Fix
caefully conceded from him his own satisfadion, for, had
he betrayed it, Passpartout could scacdy have restrained
himself from personal violence

Passpartout remained on dedk as long as the tempest
lasted, being unable to remain quet below, and taking it into
his head to aid the progress of the ship by lending a hand
with the aew. He overwhelmed the captain, officers, and
sailors, who could na help laughing at his impatience, with
al sorts of questions. He wanted to know exadly how long
the storm was going to last; whereupan he was referred to
the barometer, which seemed to have no intention d rising.
Passpartout shook it, bu with no perceptible dfed; for
neither shaking nor maledictions could prevail upon it to
change its mind.



On the 4th, howvever, the sea becane more cam, and
the storm lessened its violence the wind veered southward,
and was once more favourable. Passepartout cleared upwith
the weaher. Some of the sails were unfurled, and the
Rangoonresumed its most rapid speeal. The time lost could
not, however, be regained. Land was not signalled until five
o’ clock on the morning of the 6th; the steamer was due on
the 5th. Phileas Fogg was twenty-four hours behindhand, and
the Y okohama steamer would of course be missed.

The pilot went on baard at six, andtook Hs placeonthe
bridge, to guide the Rangoonthrough the dhannels to the port
of Hong Kong. Passepartout longed to ask him if the steamer
had left for Yokohama; but he dared naot, for he wished to
preserve the spark of hope which still remained till the last
moment. He had confided his anxiety to Fix, who—the gy
rascd!—tried to console him by saying that Mr. Fogg would
be in time if he took the next boat; but this only put
Passepartout in a passon.

Mr. Fogg, bdder than his srvant, dd na hesitate to
approadh the pil ot, and tranquilly ask him if he knew when a
steamer would leave Hong Kong for Y okohama.

“At high tide to-morrow morning,” answered the pil ot.

“Ah!” said Mr. Fogg, without betraying any astonishment.

Passpartout, who head what passed, would willi ngly
have embracel the pilot, while Fix would have been glad to
twist his ned.

“What is the steamer’ s name?’ asked Mr. Fogg.

“The Carnatic.”

“Ought she not to have gore yesterday?’>

“Yes, sir; but they had to repair one of her bailers, and
so her departure was paostpored till t o-morrow.”

3 As mentioned in the last footnote (page 104), the steamer from Hong
Kong to Y okohama was due to sail on the 5th. Here Fogg arrived on the
6th, and the Carnatic ought to have gone “yesterday.”—J.M.
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“Thank you,” returned Mr. Fogg, descending mathe-
maticaly to the saloon.

Passepartout clasped the pilot’'s hand and shook it
heatily in his delight, exclaming, “Pilot, you are the best of
goodfellows!”

The pilot probably does not know to this day why his
resporses won him this enthusiastic greding. He remourted
the bridge, and guided the steamer through the flotilla of
junks, tankas, and fishing boats which crowd the harbour of
Hong Kong.

At one o'clock the Rangoonwas at the quay, and the
passengers were going ashore.

Chance had strangely favoured Phileas Fogg, for, had
not the Carnatic been forced to lie over for reparing her
bailers, she would have left on the 5th* of November, and
the passengers for Japan would have been oliged to await
for aweek the sailing d the next steamer. Mr. Fogg was, it is
true, twenty-four hous behind hs time; but this coud na
seriously imperil the remainder of histour.

The steamer which crossed the Paafic from Y okohama
to San Francisco made adired conrection with that from
Hong Kong, and it could na sail until the latter reached
Y okohama; and if Mr. Fogg was twenty-four hours late on
reathing Yokohama, this time would no doub be eaily
regained in the voyage of twenty-two days acrossthe Padfic.
He found hmself, then, abou twenty-four hours behindhand,
thirty-five days after leaving London.

The Carnatic was announced to leave Hong Kong at
five the next morning. Mr. Fogg had sixteen hous in which
to attend to his business there, which was to deposit Aoudca
safely with her wedthy relative.

4 Towl€e' s translation has the 6th, which isincorrea as explained in the
previous note. Verne' s original hasthe corred date, the 5th—J.M.
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On landing, he mnducted her to a palangun, in which
they repaired to the Club Hotel. A room was engaged for the
young woman, and Mr. Fogg, after seeng that she wanted
for nothing, set out in seach of her cousin Jgeeh. He
instructed Passepartout to remain at the hotel until his return,
that Aouda might nat be left entirely alone.

Mr. Fogg repaired to the Exchange, where, he did na
doult, every one would knav so wedthy and considerable a
personage as the Parsee merchant. Meding a broker, he
made the inqury, to learn that Jgjeeéh had left China two
yeas before, and, retiring from business with an immense
fortune, had taken up his residence in Europe—in Holland,
the broker thought, with the merchants of which courtry he
had principally traded. Phileas Fogg returned to the hotel,
begged a moment’s conversation with Aouda, and, withou
more alo, apprised her that Jegjeen was no longer at Hong
Kong, bu probably in Holland.

Aouda 4 first said nahing. She passed her hand acoss
her forehead, and refleded a few moments. Then, in her
swed, soft voice, she said, “What ought | to do,Mr. Fogg?”’

“It isvery simple,” responded the gentleman. “Go on to
Europe.”

“But | canna intrude—"

“You do na intrude, nar do you in the least embarrass
my project. Passepartout!”

“Monsieur.”

“Go to the Carnatic, and engage threecabins.”

Passepartout, delighted that the young woman, who was
very gradous to him, was going to continue the journey with
them, went off at abrisk gait to oley his master’s order.
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CHAPTER XIX

In which Passpartout takes atoo geat
interest in his master, and what comes of it

ONG KONG is an island which came into the
passsson d the English by the treaty of Nankin,
after the war of 1842 and the wlonizing genius of

the English has creaed upon it an important city and an
excdlent port. The idand is stuated at the mouth o the
Canton River, and is separated by about sixty miles from the
Portuguese town of Macao, onthe oppasite mast. Hong Kong
has beaen Macao in the struggle for the Chinese trade, and
now the greaer part of the transportation d Chinese goods
finds its depdt at the former place. Docks, haspitals, wharves,
a Gothic cathedral, a government house, macadamized streds
give to Hong Kong the appearance of a town in Kent or
Surrey transferred by some strange magic to the antipodes.
Passepartout wandered, with his hands in his pockets,
towards the Victoria port, gazing as he went at the arrious
palanguns and aher modes of cornveyance, and the groups
of Chinese, Japanese, and Europeans who passed to and fro
in the streds. Hong Kong seemed to him not unlike Bombay,
Calcutta, and Singapore, since like them, it betrayed
everywhere the evidence of English supremacgy. At the
Victoria port he found a onfused mass of ships of al
nations, English, French, American, and Dutch, men-of-war
and trading vessls, Japanese axd Chinese junks, sempas,
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tankas, and flower-boats, which formed so many floating
parterres. Passepartout noticed in the aowd a number of the
natives who seamed very old and were dressed in yellow. On
going into a barber’'s to get shaved, he leaned that these
ancient men were dl at least eighty years old, a which age
they are permitted to wea yellow, which is the Imperia
colour. Passepartout, withou exadly knowing why, thought
this very funny.

On reading the quay where they were to embark onthe
Carnatic, he was naot astonished to find Fix walking up and
down. The detedive seaned very much dsturbed and
disappanted.

“Thisis bad,” muttered Passepartout, “for the gentlemen
of the Reform Club!” He acwsted Fix with a merry smile, as
if he had na percaved that gentleman’s chagrin. The
detedive had, indeed, goodreasons to inveigh against the
bad luck which pusued him. The warrant had not come! It
was certainly on the way, but as cetainly it could na now
reath Hong Kong for several days; and this being the last
English territory on Mr. Foggs route, the robber would
escape, unlesshe muld manage to detain him.

“Well, Monsieur Fix,” said Passpartout, “have you
dedded to go onwith us as far as America?’

“Yes,” returned Fix, through his st teeh.

“Good” exclaimed Passepartout, laughing heatily. “I
knew you could na persuade yourself to separate from us.
Come and engage your berth.”

They entered the steamer office and secured cabins for
four persons. The derk, as he gave them the tickets,
informed them that, the repairs on the Carnatic having been
completed, the steamer would leave that very evening, and
not next morning, as had been announced.

“That will suit my master al the better,” sad
Passepartout. “1 will go and let him know.”
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Fix now dedded to make abdd move; he resolved to
tell Passepartout all. It seemed to be the only possble means
of kegping Phileas Fogg several days longer at Hong Kong.
He accordingly invited his companion into a tavern which
caught his eye on the quay. On entering, they fourd
themselves in alarge room handsomely decorated, at the end
of which was a large canp-bed furnished with cushions.
Several persons lay upon this bed in a deg dee. At the
small tables which were aranged abou the room some thirty
customers were drinking English bee, porter, gin, and
brandy; smoking, the while, long red clay pipes stuffed with
littl e ball s of opium mingled with eseence of rose. From time
to time one of the smokers, overcome with the narcotic,
would dlip und the table, whereupon the waiters, taking
him by the head and fed, caried and laid m uponthe bed.
The bed already suppated twenty of these stupefied sots.

Fix and Passepartout saw that they were in a smoking-
howse haunted by those wretched, cadaverous, idiotic
creaures, to whom the English merchants <ll every year the
miserable drug cdled opium, to the anournt of one million
four hunded thousand pound—thousands devoted to ore of
the most despiceble vices which afflict humanity! The
Chinese government has in vain attempted to deal with the
evil by stringent laws. It passed gradualy from the rich, to
whom it was at first exclusively reserved, to the lower
classes, and then its ravages could na be arrested. Opium is
smoked everywhere, at al times, by men and women, in the
Celestiadl Empire; and, ornce acustomed to it, the victims
canna dispense with it, except by suffering horrible bodly
contortions and agonies. A great smoker can smoke a many
as eight pipes a day; but he dies in five yeas. It was in ore
of these dens that Fix and Passepartout, in seach of a
friendy glass found themselves. Passepartout had no money,

11¢



but willingly accepted Fix’'s invitation in the hope of
returning the obligation at some future time.

They ordered two bdtles of port, to which the
Frenchman did ample justice, whilst Fix observed him with
close dtention. They chatted abou the journey, and
Passepartout was espedally merry at the ideathat Fix was
going to continue it with them. When the baottles were empty,
however, he rose to go and tell his master of the dange in
the time of the saili ng of the Carnatic.

Fix caught him by the am, and said, “Wait amoment.”

“What for, Mr. Fix?’

“1 want to have aserioustalk with you.

“A serious talk!” cried Passpartout, drinking up the
little wine that was left in the batom of his glass “Well,
we'll talk about it to-morrow; | haven’t time now.”

“Stay! What | have to say concerns your master.”

Passepartout, at this, looked attentively at his
companion. Fix’s face seemed to have a singular expresson.
Heresumed his seat.

“What isit that you have to say?”’

Fix placal his hand upon Passpartout’s arm and,
lowering hisvoice, said, “You have guessed who | am?”

“Parbleu!” said Passepartout, smiling.

“Then I’m going to tell you everything—"

“Now that | know everything, my friend! Ah! that's
very good. But go on, go onFirst, though, let me tell you
that those gentlemen have put themselves to a useless
expense.”

“Uselesd” said Fix. “You spe&k confidently. It's clear
that you dorit know how large the sum is.”

“Of course | do,” returned Passpartout. “Twenty
thousand pound.”

“Fifty-five thouwsand!” answered Fix, pressng his
companion's hand.
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“What!” cried the Frenchman. “Has Monsieur Fogg
dared—fifty-five thousand pound! Waell, there's al the
more reason for not losing an instant,” he continued, getting
up hestily.

Fix pushed Passepartout bad in his chair, and resumed:
“Fifty-five thousand punds; and if | succeed, | get two
thousand pound. If you'll help me, I'll et you have five
hunded of them.”

“Help you?’ cried Passpartout, whose eyes were
standing wide open.

“Yes, help me kegp Mr. Fogg here for two or three
days.”

“Why, what are you saying? Those gentlemen are not
satisfied with following my master and suspeding his
honou, bu they must try to put obstaclesin hisway! | blush
for them!”

“What do you mean?’

“I mean that it is a piece of shameful trickery. They
might as well waylay Mr. Fogg and pu his money in their
pockets!”

“That’s just what we @unt on dang.”

“It'sa onspiracy, then,” cried Passepartout, who became
more and more excited as the liquar mounted in his head, for
he drank withou perceiving it. “A red conspiracy! And
gentlemen, too. Bah!”

Fix began to be puzzed.

“Members of the Reform Club!” continued Passepartout.
“You must know, Monsieur Fix, that my master is an horest
man, and that, when he makes a wager, he tries to win it
fairly!”

“But who doyou think | am?’ asked Fix, looking a him
intently.

“Parbleu! An agent of the members of the Reform Club,
sent out here to interrupt my master’s journey. But, though |
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found you ou some time ao, I've taken good care to say
nothing abou it to Mr. Fogg.”

“He knows nothing, then?’

“Nothing,” replied Passepartout, again emptying his
glass

The detedive passed his hand aaoss his forehea,
hesitating before he spoke aan. What should he do?
Passpartout’s mistake seemed sincere, bu it made his
design more difficult. It was evident that the servant was nat
the master’ s accomplice, as Fix had been inclined to susped.

“Well,” said the detective to himself, “as he is not an
acomplice hewill help me.”

He had notime to lose: Fogg must be detained at Hong
Kong, so heresolved to make a tean bresst of it.

“Listento me,” said Fix abruptly. “1 am nat, as you think,
an agent of the members of the Reform Club—’

“Bah!” retorted Passepartout, with an air of raill ery.

“l am a police detedive, sent out here by the London
office”

“You, adetedive?’

“l will proveit. Hereis my commisson.”

Passpartout was speechless with astonishment when
Fix displayed this document, the genuinenessof which could
not be doulied.

“Mr. Fogg s wager,” resumed Fix, “is only a pretext, of
which you and the gentlemen of the Reform are dupes. He
had a motive for securing your innocent compli city.”

“But why?”’

“Listen. On the 28th o last September a robbkery of
fifty-five thousand pounds was committed at the Bank of
England by a person whose description was fortunately
seaured. Here is this description; it answers exadly to that of
Mr. Phileas Fogg.”
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“What norsense!” cried Passpartout, striking the table
with hisfist. “My master is the most honouable of men!”

“How can you tell? You know scarcely anything abou
him. Y ouwent into his servicethe day he came away; and he
came avay on afodlish pretext, withou trunks, and carrying
alarge anourt in bank-notes. And yet you are bald enough
to assert that heisan hanest man!”

“Yes, yes,” repeaed the poa fellow, medchanicdly.

“Would youliketo be arested as his accompli ce?”

Passpartout, overcome by what he had head, held his
head between his hands, and dd na dare to look at the
detedive. Phileas Fogg, the saviour of Aouds, that brave and
generous man, a robber! And yet how many presumptions
there were against him! Passepartout essayed to reect the
suspicions which forced themselves upon hs mind; he did
not wish to believe that his master was guilty.

“Well, what do you want of me?’” said he, at last, with
an effort.

“Seehere,” replied Fix; “I have tracked Mr. Fogg to this
place bu as yet | have fail ed to receive the warrant of arrest
for which | sent to London. You must help me to kegp him
herein Hong Kong—"

“I! But I—"

“1 will share with you the two thousand pound reward
offered by the Bank of England.”

“Never!” replied Passpartout, who tried to rise, but fell
badk, exhausted in mind and baly.

“Mr. Fix,” he stammered, “even shoud what you say be
true—if my master is redly the robber you are seeking for—
which | deny—I have been, am, in his srvice | have seen
his generosity and goodness and | will never betray him—
not for all the gold in the world. | come from a vill age where
they dorit ed that kind of bread!”

“Yourefuse?’



“1 refuse.”

“Consider that I've said nahing,” said Fix; “and let us
drink.”

“Yes, let usdrink!”

Passepartout felt himself yielding more and more to the
effects of the liqua. Fix, seang that he must, at all hazards,
be separated from his master, wished to entirely overcome
him. Some pipes full of opium lay uponthe table. Fix sli pped
one into Passepartout’s hand. He took it, pu it between his
lips, lit it, drew severa puffs, and his heal, becoming heavy
under the influence of the narcotic, fell uponthe table.

“At last!” said Fix, seeing Passepartout unconscious.
“Mr. Fogg will not be informed o the Carnatic's departure;
and, if he is, he will have to go withou this cursed
Frenchman!”

And, after paying his bill , Fix |eft the tavern.
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CHAPTER XX

In which Fix comes face to facewith Phileas Fogg

HILE these events were passng at the opium-house,

Mr. Fogg, unconscious of the danger he was in of

losing the steamer, was quietly escorting Aouda

abou the streds of the English quarter, making the necessary

purchases for the long voyage before them. It was al very

well for an Engli shman like Mr. Fogg to make the tour of the

world with a carpet-bag; a lady coud na be expeded to

travel comfortably under such condtions. He aquitted his

task with characteristic serenity, and invariably replied to the

remonstrances of his fair companion, who was confused by
his patience and generosity,—

“It is in the interest of my journey—a part of my
programme.”

The purchases made, they returned to the hotel, where
they dined at a sumptuouwsly served table-d héte; after which
Aoudg, shaking hands with her protedor after the English
fashion, retired to her room for rest. Mr. Fogg absorbed
himself throughout the evening in the perusal of the Times
and lllustrated LondonNews.

Had he been capable of being astonished at anything, it
would have been na to see his srvant return at bed-time.
But, knowing that the steamer was not to leave for
Y okohama until the next morning, he did na disturb himself
abou the matter. When Passepartout did nd appea the next
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morning, to answer his master’'s bell, Mr. Fogg, na
betraying the least vexation, contented himself with taking
his carpet-bag, cdling Aouda, and sending for apalanquin.

It was then eight o'clock; at half-past nine’ it being
then high tide, the Carnatic would leave the harbour. Mr.
Fogg and Aouda got into the palanquin, their luggage being
brought after on a whedbarrow, and helf an hou later
stepped uponthe quay whence they were to embark. Mr.
Fogg then learned that the Carnatic had sailed the evening
before. He had expeded to find nd only the steamer, bu his
domestic, and was forced to give up bdh; but no sign of
dissppantment appeaed on hs face and he merey
remarked to Aouda, “It is an aacident, madam; nothing more.”

At this moment a man who hed been observing him
attentively approached. It was Fix, who, baving, addressed
Mr. Fogg: “Were you not, like me, sir, a passenger by the
Rangoon which arrived yesterday?”’

“lI was, dir,” replied Mr. Fogg coldly. “But | have not
the honou—"

“Pardonme; | thought | shoud find your servant here.”

“Do you know where heis, sir?’ asked Aouda anxioudly.

“What!” responded Fix, feigning surprise. “1s he not with
you?”’

“No,” said Aouda. “He has not made his appeaance
since yesterday. Could he have gone on loard the Carnatic
withou us?’

“Withou you, madam?’ answered the detedive. “ Excuse
me, did youintendto sail in the Carnatic?”’

“Yes, gir.”

“So dd I, madam, and | am excessvely disappointed.
The Carnatic, its repairs being completed, left Hong Kong

® The day before (page 111), it was “announced” that the Carnatic
would leave & “five the next morning” not 9.30. Both Towle's
trandation and Verne' s original have thisinconsistency.—J.M.
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twelve hous before the stated time, withou any notice being
given; and we must now wait aweek for another steamer.”

Ashe said “aweek” Fix felt his heat leap for joy. Fogg
detained at Hong Kong for a week! There would be time for
the warrant to arrive, and fortune & last favoured the
representative of the law. His horror may be imagined when
he heard Mr. Fogg say, in his pladd vace “But there are
other vessls besides the Carnatic, it seans to me, in the
harbou of Hong Kong.”

And, dfering his aam to Aoudg, he direded his geps
toward the docks in seach of some aaft abou to start. Fix,
stupefied, followed; it seaned as if he were dtaded to Mr.
Fogg by an invisible thread. Chance, however, appeared
redly to have dandaned the man it had hitherto served so
well. For three hous Philess Fogg wandered abou the
docks, with the determination, if necessary, to charter a
vess to cary him to Yokohama;, but he wud orly find
vessls which were loading or unloading, and which could
not therefore set sall . Fix began to hope again.

But Mr. Fogg, far from being discouraged, was
continuing his each, resolved na to stop if he had to resort
to Maca, when he was acwsted by a sailor on one of the
wharves.

“Isyour honou looking for aboat?’

“Have you aboat ready to sail?’

“Yes, your honou; a pilot-boat—No. 43—the best in
the harbour.”

“Does e go fast?”’

“Between eight and nine knots the hour. Will you look
at her?’

“Yes.”

“Your honou will be satisfied with her. Is it for a sea
excursion?’

“No; for avoyage.”
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“A voyage?”’

“Yes, will you agreeto take me to Y okohama?’

The sailor leaned onthe railing, opened his eyes wide,
and said, “Is your honaur joking?”’

“No. | have missed the Carnatic, and | must get to
Y okohama by the 14th at the latest, to take the boat for San
Francisco.”

“l am sorry,” said the sailor; “but it isimpossble.”

“1 offer you a hundred pounds per day, and an additiond
reward of two hunded poundsif | reach Yokohamain time.”

“Areyouin earnest?”’

“Very much so.”

The pil ot walked away alittl e distance, and gazed ou to
seg evidently struggling between the anxiety to gain a large
sum and the fea of venturing so far. Fix was in mortal
suspense.

Mr. Fogg turned to Aouda and asked her, “You would
not be draid, would you, madam?’

“Not with you, Mr. Fogg,” was her answer.

The pil ot now returned, shuffling his hat in his hands.

“Weéll, pilot?” said Mr. Fogg.

“Well, your honou,” replied he, “I coud na risk
myself, my men, a my little boat of scarcely twenty tons on
so long a voyage 4 this time of year. Besides, we @uld na
read Yokohama in time, for it is sixteen hunded and sixty
miles from Hong Kong.”

“Only sixteen hunded,” said Mr. Fogg.

“It’ s the same thing.”

Fix breahed more freely.

“But,” added the pilot, “it might be arranged ancther
way.”

Fix ceased to breathe & all.

“How?’ asked Mr. Fogg.
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“By going to Nagasaki, at the extreme south of Japan,
or even to Shanghai, which is only eight hunded miles from
here. In going to Shanghai we shoud na be forced to sail
wide of the Chinese mast, which would be agrea advantage,
as the airrents run nathward, and would aid us.

“Pilot,” said Mr. Fogg, “I must take the American
steamer at Y okohama, and na at Shanghai or Nagasaki.”

“Why not?’ returned the pilot. “The San Francisco
steamer does nat start from Yokohama It puts in at
Y okohama and Nagasaki, bu it starts from Shanghai.”

“You are sure of that?’

“Perfectly.”

“Andwhen does the boat leare Shanghai ?’

“On the 11th, a seven in the evening. We have,
therefore, four days before us, that is ninety-six hours; andin
that time, if we had good luck and a south-west wind, and
the sea was calm, we could make those eight hundred miles
to Shanghai.”

“Andyou could go—"

“In an hou; as on as provisions could be got aboard
andthe sailsput up.”

“It isabargain. Are you the master of the boat?”’

“Y es; JohnBunsby, master of the Tankadere.”

“Would you like some earnest-money?’

“If it would na put your honou out—"

“Here ae two hunded pound on acourt. Sir,” added
Philess Fogg, turning to Fix, “if you would like to take
advantage—"

“Thanks, sir; | was abou to ask the favour.”

“Very well. In half an hour we shall go on bard.”

“But poa Passepartout?’ urged Aouda, who was much
disturbed by the servant’ s disappeaance

“l shall doall I cantofind him,” replied Phil eas Fogg.
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While Fix, in a feverish, nervous gdate, repaired to the
pilot-boat, the others direded their course to the pdice-
station at Hong Kong. Phil eas Fogg there gave Passepartout’s
description, and left a sum of money to be spent in the search
for him. The same formaliti es having been gone through at
the French consulate, and the palanqun having stopped at
the hatel for the luggage, which had been sent bad there,
they returned to the wharf.

It was now three 0’ clock; and plot-boat No. 43 with its
crew on bard, and its provisions gored away, was ready for
departure.

The Tankadere was a neat little aaft of twenty tons, as
gracefully built as if she were aradng yadt. Her shining
copper sheathing, her galvanized iron-work, her ded, white
asivory, betrayed the pride taken by John Bunsby in making
her presentable. Her two masts leaned a trifle badkward; she
caried brigantine, foresail, storm-jib, and standing-jib, and
was well rigged for runnng before the wind, and she seaned
capable of brisk speed, which, indeal, she had arealy
proved by gaining severa prizes in plot-boat races. The
crew of the Tankadere was composed of John Bunsby, the
master, and four hardy mariners, who were familiar with the
Chinese seas. John Bunsby himself, a man o forty-five or
thereadbous, vigorous, sunburnt, with a sprightly expresson
of the eye, and energetic and self-reliant countenance, would
have inspired confidencein the most timid.

Philess Fogg and Aouda went on bard, where they
foundFix aready installed. Below dedk was a square cabin,
of which the walls bulged ou in the form of cots, abowve a
circular divan; in the centre was a table provided with a
swinging lamp. The acommodation was confined, but ned.

“l am sorry to have nothing better to offer you,” said
Mr. Fogg to Fix, who baved withou respondng.
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The detedive had a feding akin to humiliation in
profiting by the kindnessof Mr. Fogg.

“It's certain,” thought he, “though rascal asheis, heisa
padlite one!”

The sails and the English flag were hoisted at ten
minutes past three Mr. Fogg and Aouda, who were seaed on
ded, cast a last glance & the quay, in the hope of espying
Passpartout. Fix was not withou his feas lest chance
shoud dred the steps of the unfortunate servant, whom he
had so badly treaed, in this diredion; in which case a
explanation the reverse of satisfactory to the detedive must
have ensued. But the Frenchman did na appea, and, withou
doult, was gill lying under the stupefying influence of the
opium.

John Bunsby, master, at length gave the order to start,
and the Tankadere, taking the wind uncér her brigantine,
foresail, and standing-jib, bounad briskly forward ower the
waves.



CHAPTER XXI

In which the master of the “ Tankadere” runs great
risk of losing areward of two hundred paunds

HIS voyage of eight hunded miles was a perilous
venture, ona aaft of twenty tons, and at that season
of the year. The Chinese seas are usually boisterous,

subjed to terrible gales of wind, and especialy during the
equinoxes; and it was now ealy November.

It would clearly have been to the master’ s advantage to
cary his passngers to Yokohama, since he was paid a
cetain sum per day; but he would have been rash to attempt
such avoyage, and it was imprudent even to attempt to reach
Shanghai. But John Bunsby believed in the Tankadere,
which rode on the waves like asea-gull; and perhaps he was
not wrong.

Late in the day they passed through the caricious
channels of Hong Kong, and the Tankadere, impelled by
favourable winds, conducted herself admirably.

“l do nd need, plot,” said Phileas Fogg, when they got
into the open seg “to advise youto use dl possble spead.”

“Trust me, your honou. We ae arrying al the sail the
wind will | et us. The paes would add nathing, and are only
used when we ae going into pat.”

“It’s your trade, na mine, pilot, and | confidein you”

Phileas Fogg, with bady ered and legs wide apart,
standing like a salor, gazed withou staggering a the
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swelli ng waters. The young woman, who was seated aft, was
profoundy affeded as she looked ou upon the ocean,
darkening now with the twili ght, onwhich she had ventured
in so frail a vessel. Above her head rustled the white sail s,
which seamed like great white wings. The boat, caried
forward by the wind, seemed to be flying in the ar.

Night came. The moon was entering her first quarter,
and her insufficient light would soon de out in the mist on
the horizon. Clouds were rising from the eat, and arealy
overcast a part of the heavens.

The pilot had hung out his lights, which was very
necessary in these seas crowded with vessels bound landward;
for collisons are not uncommon accurrences, and, at the
spead she was going, the least shock would shatter the
galant little aaft.

Fix, seded in the bow, gave himself up to meditation.
He kept apart from his fellow-travellers, knowing Mr.
Fogg' s taciturn tastes; besides, he did not quite like to talk to
the man whose favours he had accepted. He was thinking,
too, d the future. It seemed certain that Fogg would na stop
a Yokohama, bu would a once take the boat for San
Francisco; and the vast extent of Americawould ensure him
impurnity and safety. Fogg's plan appeared to him the
simplest in the world. Instead of sailing dredly from
England to the United States, like a @mmon \illain, he had
traversed three quarters of the globe, so as to gain the
American continent more surely; and there, after throwing
the pdice off histradk, he would quietly enjoy himself with
the fortune stolen from the bank. But, once in the United
States, what shoud he, Fix, do? Shoud he &andm this
man? No, a hunded times no! Until he had seaired his
extradition, he would not lose sight of him for an hou. It
was his duty, and he would fulfil it to the end. At all events,
there was one thing to be thankful for: Passepartout was not
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with his master; and it was abowve dl important, after the
confidences Fix had imparted to him, that the servant shoud
never have speech with his master.

Phileas Fogg was aso thinking of Passpartout, who
had so strangely disappeaed. Looking at the matter from
every point of view, it did nd seem to hm impossble that,
by some mistake, the man might have anbarked on the
Carnatic at the last moment; and this was also Aouda’'s
opinion, who regretted very much the loss of the worthy
fellow to whom she owed so much. They might then find
him a Yokohama; for if the Carnatic was carying him
thither, it would be eay to ascertain if he had been on bard.

A brisk breeze aose @out ten o clock; but, though it
might have been prudent to take in a red, the pilot, after
caefully examining the heavens, let the aaft remain rigged
as before. The Tankadere bare sail admirably, as she drew a
grea ded of water, and everything was prepared for high
spedal in case of agale.

Mr. Fogg and Aouda descended into the cabin at
midnight, having been aready preceded by Fix, who hed lain
down on ore of the wts. The pilot and crew remained on
ded al night.

At sunrise the next day, which was November 8th, the
boat had made more than ore hunded miles. The log
indicaed a mean speed of between eight and nine miles. The
Tankadere dtill caried al sail, and was accomplishing her
gredest cgpadty of speed. If the wind held as it was, the
chances would be in her favour. During the day she kept
along the coast, where the airrents were favourable; the
coast, irregular in profile, and visible sometimes aaoss the
cleaings, was at most five miles distant. The seawas less
boisterous, since the wind came off land—a fortunate
circumstance for the boat, which would suffer, owing to its
small tonrege, by a heary surge on the sea.
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The breeze subsided a littl e towards noon and set in
from the south-west. The pilot put up hs paes, bu took
them down again within two hous, as the wind freshened up
anew.

Mr. Fogg and Aouda, happly unaffeded by the
roughness of the seg ate with a good appetite, Fix being
invited to share their repast, which he acceted with seaet
chagrin. To travel at this man’s expense and live upon hs
provisions was nat palatable to him. Still, he was obliged to
ed, andso he ae.

When the med was over, he took Mr. Fogg apart, and
said, “Sir,”—this “sir” scorched his lips, and he had to
control himself to avoid collaring this “gentleman,”—*"sir,
you have been very kind to give me apassage on this boat.
But, though my means will not admit of my expending them
asfredly asyou, | must ask to pay my share—"

“Let usnot sped of that, sir,” replied Mr. Fogg.

“But, if | insist—"

“No, sir,” repeaed Mr. Fogg, in a tone which did na
admit of areply. “This entersinto my general expenses.”

Fix, as he bowed, had a stifled feding, and going
forward, where he ensconced himself, did not open his
mouth for the rest of the day.

Meanwhile they were progressng famously, and John
Bunsby wasin high hope. He several times assured Mr. Fogg
that they would reach Shanghai in time, to which that
gentleman resporded that he courted uponit. The crew set to
work in good eanest, inspired by the reward to be gained.
There was not a shed which was nat tightened, nd a salil
which was not vigorously hoisted; not a lurch could be
charged to the man at the helm. They worked as desperately
asif they were mntesting in aRoyal Y adt regatta.

By evening, the log showed that two hurdred and
twenty miles had been accomplished from Hong Kong, and
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Mr. Fogg might hope that he would be &le to reah
Y okohama withou recording any delay in his journal; in
which case, the only misadventure which had overtaken him
since heleft Londonwould na seriously affed hisjourney.

The Tankadere entered the Straits of Fo-Kien, which
separate the island d Formosa from the Chinese coast, in the
small hours of the night, and crossed the Tropic of Cancer.
The seawas very rough in the straits, full of eddies formed
by the counter-currents, and the choppng waves broke her
course, whil st it becane very difficult to stand onded.

At daybre&k the wind kegan to blow hard again, and the
heavens saned to predict a gale. The barometer annourced
a speady change, the mercury rising and falli ng capriciously;
the sea &so, in the south-east, raised long surges which
indicaed a tempest. The sun hed set the evening before in a
red mist, in the midst of the phospharescent scintill ations of
the ocean.

John Bunsby long examined the threaening asped of
the heavens, muttering indistinctly between his teeh. At last
he said in alow voiceto Mr. Fogg, “Shall | speak out to your
honou?’

“Of course.”

“Well, we ae going to have asquall.”

“Isthe wind nath or south?” asked Mr. Fogg quietly.

“South. Look! atyphooniscoming up.”

“Glad it’s atyphoonfrom the south, for it will cary us
forward.”

“Oh, if you take it that way,” said John Bunsby, “I've
nothing more to say.” John Bunsby’'s suspicions were
confirmed. At a less advanced season of the yea the
typhoon,acmrding to a famous meteorologist, would have
passed away like aluminous cascade of eledric flame; but in
the winter equinox, it was to be feaed that it would bust
uponthem with great violence
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The pil ot took his precautions in advance He reded all
sal, the pole-masts were dispensed with; al hands went
forward to the bows. A single triangular sall, of strong canvas,
was hoisted as a storm-jib, so as to hdd the wind from
behind. Then they waited.

John Bunsby had requested his passengers to go below;
but this imprisonment in so narrow a space with little ar,
and the boat bourting in the gae, was far from pleasant.
Neither Mr. Fogg, Fix, nar Aouda mnsented to leave the deck.

The storm of rain and wind descended upon them
towards eight o’ clock. With bu its bit of sail, the Tankadere
was lifted like afeaher by awind an idea of whose violence
can scarcely be given. To compare her speed to four times
that of alocomotive going on full steam would be below the
truth.

The boat scudded thus northward during the whole day,
borne on by monstrous waves, preserving aways, fortunately,
a spedal equal to theirs. Twenty times $e seemed almost to
be submerged by these mourtains of water which rose
behind her; but the alroit management of the pil ot saved her.
The pasengers were often bathed in spray, but they
submitted to it philosophicdly. Fix cursed it, no douly; but
Aouda, with her eyes fastened upon ler protector, whose
cooness amazed her, showed herself worthy of him, and
bravely weahered the storm. As for Phileas Fogg, it seemed
just asif the typhoonwere apart of his programme.

Up to this time the Tankadere had always held her
course to the north; but towards evening the wind, veaing
three quarters, bore down from the north-west. The boat,
now lying in the trough d the waves, shod and rolled
terribly; the seastruck her with fearful violence At night the
tempest increased in violence. John Bunsby saw the gproach
of darknessand the rising of the storm with dark misgivings.
He thought awhil e, and then asked his crew if it was not time
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to sladken speal. After a consultation he gproaced Mr.
Fogg, and said, “I think, your honou, that we should dowell
to make for one of the ports onthe aast.”

“1 think so too.”

“Ah!” said the pil ot. “But which ore?’

“I know of but one,” returned Mr. Fogg tranquilly.

“Andthat is—”

“Shanghai.”

The pilot, at first, did nad seem to comprehend; he could
scarcely redize so much determination and tenadty. Then he
cried, “Well—yes! Your honou isright. To Shanghai!”

So the Tankadere kept steaily on her northward trad.

The night was redly terrible; it would be a mirade if
the aaft did na founder. Twiceit would have been al over
with her, if the aew had na been constantly on the watch.
Aouda was exhausted, bu did na utter a complaint. More
than orce Mr. Fogg rushed to proted her from the violence
of the waves.

Day regpeared. The tempest still raged with
undminished fury; but the wind nov returned to the south-
east. It was a favourable change, and the Tankadere again
boundd forward on this mourntainous 3 though the waves
crossd each ather, and imparted shocks and counter-shocks
which would have crushed a craft less solidly built. From
time to time the ast was visible through the broken mist,
but no vessl was in sight. The Tankadere was alone upan
the sea

There were some signs of a cdm at noon, and these
becane more distinct as the sun descended toward the
horizon. The tempest had been as brief as terrific. The
passengers, thoroughly exhausted, could now ea alittl e, and
take some repose.

The night was comparatively quiet. Some of the sails
were again hasted, and the speed of the boat was very good
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The next morning at dawn they espied the coast, and John
Bunsby was able to assert that they were not one hunded
miles from Shanghai. A hunded miles, and orly one day to
traverse them! That very evening Mr. Fogg was due at
Shanghai, if he did not wish to miss the steamer to
Y okohama. Had there been no storm, duing which several
hous were lost, they would be & this moment within thirty
miles of their destination.

The wind grew deddedly cdmer, and heppily the sea
fell with it. All sails were now hoisted, and a noon the
Tankadere was within forty-five miles of Shanghai. There
remained yet six hous in which to acamplish that distance
All on bard feared that it coud na be dore; and every
one—Phileas Fogg, no doulb, excepted—felt his heat bea
with impatience The boat must keg upan average of nine®
miles an hou, and the wind was beawmming calmer every
moment! It was a capricious breeze, coming from the wast,
and after it pased the sea becane smoocth. Still, the
Tankadere was 9 light, and her fine sails caught the fickle
zephyrs  well, that, with the ad o the aurrent, John
Bunsby found hmself at six o'clock na more than ten miles
from the mouth of Shanghai River. Shanghai itself is stuated
a least twelve miles up the stream. At seven they were still
three miles from Shanghai. The pilot swore an angry oath;
the reward of two hunded pound was evidently on the point
of escgping him. He looked at Mr. Fogg. Mr. Fogg was
perfectly tranqul; and yet his whoe fortune was at this
moment at stake.

At this moment, also, along black funnel, crowned with
wreahs of smoke, appeared onthe edge of the waters. It was

® Both Towle's trandation and Verne's original say nine miles an
hour, but, acualy, to travel 45 miles in 6 hours the Tankadere would
have had to keep up an average speead of only 7.5 miles an hour.—J.M.
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the American steamer, leaving for Y okochama at the gppanted
time.

“Confound fer!” cried John Bunsby, pushing back the
rudder with a desperate jerk.

“Signal her!” said Phileas Fogg quietly.

A small brasscannonstood onthe forward ded of the
Tankadere, for making signals in the fogs. It was loaded to
the muzze; but just as the pil ot was abou to apply a red-hot
coal to the touchhde, Mr. Fogg said, “Hoist your flag!”

The flag was run up a half-mast, and, this being the
signal of distress it was hoped that the American steamer,
percaving it, would change her course alittle, so as to
sucoour the pil ot-boat.

“Fire!” said Mr. Fogg. And the boaming of the little
cannonresourded in the ar.
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CHAPTER XXII

In which Passpartout finds out that, even at
the antipodes, it is convenient to have some
moneyin on€e's pocket

HE Carnatic, setting sail from Hong Kong at half-past

six onthe 6th  of November, directed her course & fulll

steam towards Japan. She arried a large cago and a

well-fill ed cabin of passengers. Two state-rooms in the rea

were, however, unoccupied,—those which had been engaged
by Phileas Fogg.

The next day a passenger, with a half-stupefied eye,
staggering gait, and dsordered hair, was seen to emerge from
the seaond cabin, and to totter to a sea on deck.

It was Passepartout; and what had happened to hm was
as foll ows.—Shortly after Fix left the opium den, two waiters
had lifted the unconscious Passpartout, and had carried him
to the bed reserved for the smokers. Threehours later, pursued
even in his dreans by a fixed idea the poa fellow awoke,
and struggled against the stupefying influence of the narcotic.
The thought of a duty unfulfill ed shook df his torpor, and he
hurried from the @ode of drunkenness. Staggering and holding
himself up by keeping against the walls, falling down and

"Towle's translation and Verne's original have the 7th, but that is
incorred. As we've seen, the Carnatic set sail on the evening of the same
day Fogg arrived at Hong Kong, i.e., the 6th.—J.M.
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cregoing up again, and irresistibly impelled by a kind o
instinct, he kept crying out, “The Carnatic! the Carnatic!”

The steamer lay puffing alongside the quay, on the
point of starting. Passepartout had bu few steps to go; and,
rushing uponthe plank, he aossed it, and fell unconscious
on the ded, just as the Carnatic was moving off. Severa
sailors, who were evidently accustomed to this ort of scene,
caried the poor Frenchman down into the second cabin, and
Passpartout did na wake urtil they were one hunded and
fifty miles away from China. Thus he found hmself the next
morning on the dedk of the Carnatic, and eagerly inhaling
the echilarating seabreeze. The pure ar sobered hm. He
began to collect his $nses, which he found a difficult task;
but at last he recdl ed the events of the evening before, Fix’s
revelation, and the opium-house.

“It is evident,” said he to himself, “that | have been
abominably drunk! What will Mr. Fogg say? At least | have
not missd the steamer, which is the most important thing.”

Then, as Fix occurred to hm:—“As for that rascd, |
hope we are well rid of him, and that he has not dared, as he
proposed, to follow us on baard the Carnatic. A detedive on
the tradk of Mr. Fogg, acaised of robhking the Bank of
England! Pshaw! Mr. Fogg is no more arobber than | am a
murderer.”

Shoud he divulge Fix’s red errand to his master?
Would it doto tell the part the detedive was playing? Would
it not be better to wait until Mr. Fogg reached Londonagain,
and then impart to him that an agent of the metropditan
pdlice had been following him roundthe world, and have a
good laugh ower it? No doul; at least, it was worth
considering. The first thing to dowas to find Mr. Fogg, and
apologize for his sngular behaviour.

Passepartout got up and procealed, as well as he could
with the rolling of the steamer, to the dter-deck. He saw no
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one who resembled ether his master or Aouda. “Good!”
muttered he; “Aouda has not got up yet, and Mr. Fogg has
probably foundsome partners at whist.”

He descended to the saloon. Mr. Fogg was naot there.
Passepartout had only, however, to ask the purser the number
of his master’s gate-room. The purser replied that he did not
know any passenger by the name of Fogg.

“1 beg your pardon” said Passepartout persistently. “He
isatall gentleman, gquet, and nd very talkative, and has with
him ayoung lady—"

“Thereis no yourg lady on board,” interrupted the purser.
“Hereisalist of the passengers; you may see for yourself.”

Passpartout scanned the list, bu his master’ s name was
not uponit. All at oncean ideastruck him.

“Ahl am | onthe Carnatic?’

“Yes.”

“On the way to Y okohama?”

“Certainly.”

Passepartout had for an instant feared that he was on the
wrong boat; but, though he was redly on the Carnatic, his
master was not there.

He fell thunderstruck on a sea. He saw it al now. He
remembered that the time of sailing hed been changed, that
he shoud have informed his master of that fact, and that he
had na dore so. It was his fault, then, that Mr. Fogg and
Aouda had missed the steamer. Yes, bu it was gill more the
fault of the traitor who, in order to separate him from his
master, and detain the latter at Hong Kong, had inveigled
him into getting drunki He now saw the detective's trick;
and at this moment Mr. Fogg was certainly ruined, his bet
was lost, and he himself perhaps arrested and imprisoned! At
this thought Passepartout tore his hair. Ah, if Fix ever came
within hisread, what a settling of accounts there would be!



After his first depresson, Passpartout became calmer,
and bkegan to study his stuation. It was cetainly not an
enviable one. He fourd himself on the way to Japan, and
what shoud he do when he got there? His pocket was empty;
he had na a solitary shilling—not so much as a penny. His
passage had fortunately been paid for in advance; and he had
five or six daysin which to dedde upon hs future murse. He
fell to at meds with an appetite, and ate for Mr. Fogg, Aouda,
and hmself. He helped himself as generously as if Japan
were adesert, where nathing to ea wasto be looked for.

At dawn on the 13th the Carnatic entered the port of
Yokohama. This is an important way-station in the Padfic,
where dl the mail-steamers, and thase carying travellers
between North America, China, Japan, and the Orientd
islands put in. It is stuated in the bay of Yeddo, and at but a
short distance from that second cepital of the Japanese
Empire, and the residence of the Tycoon, the avil Emperor,
before the Mikado, the spiritual Emperor, absorbed his office
in his own. The Carnatic anchored at the quay near the
custom-house, in the midst of a aowd o ships beaing the
flags of al nations.

Passpartout went timidly ashore on this $ curious
territory of the Sons of the Sun. He had nahing ketter to do
than, taking chance for his guide, to wander aimlesdy
through the streets of Y okohama. He fourd himself at first in
athoroughly European quarter, the houses having low fronts,
and being adorned with verandas, beneath which he caight
glimpses of nea peristyles. This quarter occupied, with its
streds, squares, docks and warehouses, all the space between
the “promontory of the Treay” and the river. Here, as at
Hong Kong and Calcutta, were mixed crowds of all races,—
Americans and English, Chinamen and Dutchmen, mostly
merchants ready to buy or sell anything. The Frenchman felt
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himself as much alone anong them as if he had dropped
down in the midst of Hottentots.

He had, at least, ore resource—to cdl on the French
and English consuls a Yokohama for assstance But he
shrank from telling the story of his adventures, intimately
conreded as it was with that of his master; and, before doing
so, he determined to exhaust al other means of aid. As
chance did na favour him in the European quarter, he
penetrated that inhabited by the native Japanese, determined,
if necessary, to push onto Yeddo.

The Japanese quarter of Yokohama is caled Benten,
after the goddess of the seg who is worshipped on the
islands round about. There Passepartout beheld beautiful fir
and cedar groves, sacred gates of a singular architedure,
bridges half hid in the midst of bamboas and reeds, temples
shaded by immense edar-trees, hdy retreas where were
sheltered Buddhist priests and sedaries of Confucius, and
interminable streds, where a perfed harvest of rose-tinted
and red-cheeked children, who looked as if they had been cut
out of Japanese screens, and who were playing in the midst
of short-legged poodes and yell owish cats, might have been
gathered.

The streets were aowded with people. Priests were
passng in processons, beding their dreary tambourines;
pdlice and custom-house officers with panted hats encrusted
with lag and carrying two sabres hung to their waists;
soldiers, clad in blue mtton with white stripes, and beaing
guns; the Mikado's guards, enveloped in silken doubets,
hauberks, and coats of mail; and numbers of military folk of
al ranks—for the military professonis as much respeded in
Japan as it is despised in China—went hither and thither in
groups and pairs. Passpartout saw, too, kegging friars, long-
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robed pilgrims, and simple dvilians, with their sleek ® and
jet-bladk hair, big heads, long busts, slender legs, short
stature, and complexions varying from copper-colour to a
dea white, bu never yellow, like the Chinese, from whom
the Japanese widely differ. He did na fail to olserve the
curious equipages,—cariages and palanquns, barrows
suppied with sails, and litters made of bamboo; nor the
women—whom he thought not especially handsome,—who
took little steps with their little feet, whereon they wore
canvas shoes, straw sandals, and clogs of worked wood, and
who dsplayed tight-looking eyes, flat chests, tedh
fashionably bladkened, and gowns crossed with silken scafs,
tied in an enormous knot behind,—an ornament which the
modern Parisian ladies £em to have borrowed from the
dames of Japan.

Passepartout wandered for several hous in the midst of
this motley crowd, looking in a the windows of the rich and
curious ops, the jewellery establishments glittering with
quaint Japanese ornaments, the restaurants dedked with
streamers and banners, the teahouses, where the odaous
beverage was being drunk with saki, aliquar concocted from
the fermentation o rice, and the comfortable smoking-
houses, where they were puffing, nat opium, which is amost
unknowvn in Japan, bu a very fine, stringy tobacco. He went
ontill he found hmself in the fields, in the midst of vast rice
plantations. There he saw dazzZling camellias expanding
themselves, with flowers which were giving forth their last
colours and perfumes, not on bushes, but ontrees; and within
bamboo enclosures, cherry, plum, and apple trees, which the

8 Previous editions read “warped and jet-bladk hair,” which makes
little sense. The original French reals “chevelure lise et d’'un noir
d’ébéne.” The most common meaning of lisse is deek or smoacth, not
warped. A literal trandation of that phrase would be “sleek hair and of an
ebory bladk.”—J.M.
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Japanese alltivate rather for their blossoms than their fruit,
and which queely fashioned, grinning scarecrows proteded
from the sparrows, pigeons, ravens, and aher voradous
birds. On the branches of the calars were perched large
eagles; amid the foliage of the weeping will ows were herons,
solemnly standing on ore leg; and on every hand were
crows, ducks, hawks, wild hirds, and a multitude of cranes,
which the Japanese onsider saaed, and which to their
minds symbadlize long life and prosperity.

As he was strolling along, Passepartout espied some
violets among the shrubs.

“Good” said he; “I'll have some supper.”

But, on smeling them, he found that they were
odouless

“No chancethere,” thought he.

The worthy fellow had certainly taken good care to ea
as heaty a bre&fast as possble before leaving the Carnatic;
but as he had been walking abou all day, the demands of
hurger were becoming importunate. He observed that the
butchers' stall s contained neither mutton, goat, na pork; and
knowing also that it is a saailege to kill catle, which are
preserved solely for farming, he made up his mind that mea
was far from plentiful in Y okohama,—nor was he mistaken;
and in default of butcher’s mea, he muld have wished for a
guarter of wild baar or deea, a partridge, or some quails,
some game or fish, which, with rice, the Japanese ea aimost
exclusively. But he found it necessary to keg up a stout
heat, and to pcstpore the med he craved till the following
morning. Night came, and Passepartout re-entered the native
quarter, where he wandered through the streets, lit by vari-
coloured lanterns, looking on at the dancers who were
exeauting skilful steps and boundngs, and the astrologers
who stood in the open air with their telescopes. Then he
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came to the harbour, which was lit up by the resin torches of
the fishermen, who were fishing from their boats.

The streets at last became quiet, and the patrol, the
officers of which, in their splendid costumes, and surrounced
by ther suites, Passpartout thought seemed like
ambassadors, succeeded the bustling crowd. Eadh time a
company passed, Passpartout chuckled, and said to himself,
“Good another Japanese embassy departing for Europe!”
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CHAPTER XXIII

In which Passpartout’ s nose beames outrageously long

HE next morning poa, jaded, famished Passepartout
said to hmsealf that he must get something to ea at all
hazards, and the soorer he did so the better. He might,

indedl, sell his watch; but he would have starved first. Now
or never he must use the strong, if not melodious voice
which nature had bestowed upon Im. He knew several
French and English songs, and resolved to try them uponthe
Japanese, who must be lovers of music, since they were for
ever poundng on their cymbals, tam-tams, and tambourines,
and could na but appreciate European talent.

It was, perhaps, rather early in the morning to get up a
concat, and the audience prematurely aroused from their
slumbers, might not, possbly, pay their entertainer with coin
beaing the Mikado's feaures. Passpartout therefore
dedded to wait severa hous; and, as he was sauntering
aong, it occurred to him that he would sean rather too well
dressd for awandering artist. The ideastruck him to change
his garments for clothes more in harmony with his projed;
by which he might also get a little money to satisfy the
immediate aavings of hunger. The resolution taken, it
remained to carry it out.

It was only after a long search that Passpartout
discovered a native deadler in dd clothes, to whom he gplied
for an exchange. The man liked the European costume, and
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ere long Passepartout issued from his $hop acmutred in an
old Japanese aat, and a sort of one-sided turban, faded with
long use. A few small pieces of silver, moreover, jingled in
his pocket.

Good” thought he. “lI will imagine | am a the
Carnival!”

Hisfirst care, after being thus “ Japanesed,” was to enter
a teahouse of modest appeaance, and, upon alf a bird and
alittle rice to bre&fast like aman for whom dinner was as
yet aproblem to be solved.

“Now,” thought he, when he had eden heatily, “I
mustn’t lose my head. | can’'t sell this costume again for one
still more Japanese. | must consider how to leave this
courtry of the Sun, d which | shal not retain the most
delightful of memories, as quickly as posshble.”

It occurred to him to visit the steamers which were
abou to leave for America He would offer himself as a ok
or servant, in payment of his passage and meals. Once d San
Francisco, he would find some means of going on. The
difficulty was, how to traverse the four thousand seven
hunded miles of the Pacific which lay between Japan and
the New World.

Passpartout was not the man to let an idea go begging,
and drected his deps towards the docks. But, as he
approadhed them, his projed, which at first had seemed so
simple, began to grow more and more formidable to his
mind. What nead would they have of a mok or servant on an
American steamer, and what confidence would they put in
him, dressed as he was? What references could he give?

As he was reflecting in this wise, his eyes fell upon an
immense placad which a sort of clown was carying through
the streds. This placard, which was in English, real as
follows.—
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ACROBATIC JAPANESE TROUPE,
HONOURABLE WILLIAM BATULCAR, PROPRIETOR,
LAST REPRESENTATIONS,

Prior to their departure for the United States,
OF THE

LONG NOSES!I LONG NOSES!

Under the direct patronage of the god Tingou!
GREAT ATTRACTION!

“The United States!” said Passepartout; “that’s just what
I want!”

He followed the down, and soon found hmself once
more in the Japanese quarter. A quarter of an hou later he
stopped before alarge cabin, adorned with several clusters of
streamers, the exterior walls of which were designed to
represent, in violent colours and withou perspedive, a
company of jugglers.

This was the Honouable Willi am Batulca’s establish-
ment. That gentleman was a sort of Barnum, the diredor of a
troupe of mountebanks, jugglers, clowns, aaobats, equilibrists,
and gymnasts, who, according to the placard, was giving his
last performances before leaving the Empire of the Sun for
the States of the Union.

Passepartout entered and asked for Mr. Batulcar, who
straightway appeared in person.

“What do you want?’ said he to Passepartout, whom he
at first took for anative.

“Would you like aservant, sir?’ asked Passepartout.

“A servant!” cried Mr. Batulcar, caressng the thick gray
bead which hung from his chin. “| aready have two who are
obedient and faithful, have never left me, and serve me for
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their nouishment,—and here they are,” added he, hdding
out his two robust arms, furrowed with veins as large & the
strings of abassviol.

“So | can be of no wseto you?’

“None.”

“Thedevil! | should so liketo crossthe Paafic with you!”

“Ah!” said the Honaurable Mr. Batulcar. “You are no
more aJapanese than | am a monkey! Why are you dessd
upin that way?”’

“A man dresses as he can.”

“That’strue. You are aFrenchman, aren’t you?”’

“Yes; aParisian of Paris.”

“Then you aught to know how to make grimaces?”’

“Why,” replied Passepartout, a little vexed that his
nationality shoud cause this question, “we Frenchmen know
how to make grimaces, it is true,—but not any better than the
Americansdo.”

“True. Well, if | can’t take you as a servant, | can as a
clown. You see my friend, in France they exhibit foreign
clowns, andin foreign parts French clowns.”

“Ah!”

“You are pretty strong, en?”’

“Espedally after agood med.”

“Andyou can sing?’

“Yes,” returned Passepartout, who hed formerly been
wont to sing in the streds.

“But can you sing standing on your head, with a top
spinning on your left foot, and a sabre balanced onyour right?’

“Humph! | think so,” replied Passpartout, recalli ng the
exercises of his younger days.

“Well, that's enough,” said the Honouable WIlli am
Batulcar.

The engagement was concluded there and then.

Passepartout had at last found something to do.He was
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engaged to act in the ceéebrated Japanese troupe. It was not a
very dignified position, bu within aweek he would be on his
way to San Francisco.

The performance, so naisily annourced by the
Honouable Mr. Batulcar, was to commence d threeo’ clock,
and soon the dedening instruments of a Japanese orchestra
resounced at the doar. Passepartout, though he had na been
able to study or rehearse apart, was designated to lend the
aid o his qurdy shouders in the great exhibition d the
“human pyramid,” executed by the Long Noses of the god
Tingou. This“gred attraction” was to close the performance

Before three 0’ clock the large shed was invaded by the
spedators, comprising Europeans and retives, Chinese and
Japanese, men, women, and children, who predpitated
themselves upon the narrow benches and into the boxes
oppaite the stage. The musicians took upa position inside,
and were vigorously performing on their gongs, tam-tams,
flutes, bores, tambourines, and immense drums.

The performance was much like dl aaobatic displays;
but it must be mnfessed that the Japanese are the first
equili bristsin the world.

One, with a fan and some bits of paper, performed the
graceful trick of the butterflies and the flowers;, ancther
traced in the ar, with the odarous smoke of his pipe, a series
of blue words, which composed a compliment to the
audience while athird juggled with some lighted candes,
which he extinguished successvely as they passed his lips,
and relit again withou interrupting for an instant his
juggling. Anather reproduced the most singular combinations
with a spinning-top; in his hands the revolving tops £ened
to be animated with a life of their own in their interminable
whirling; they ran over pipe-stems, the edges of sabres,
wires, and even hairs gretched acrossthe stage; they turned
around onthe ealges of large glasses, crossed bamboo
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ladders, dispersed into all the wrners, and produced strange
musicd eff ects by the combination d their various pitches of
tone. The jugglers tossed them in the ar, threw them like
shuttleaocks with wooden battledores, and yet they kept on
spinning; they put them into their pockets, and took them out
still whirling as before.

It is uselessto describe the astonishing performances of
the arobats and gymnasts. The turning on ladders, pdes,
ball s, barrels, &c., was exeauted with wonderful predasion.

But the principal attraction was the exhibition o the
Long Noses, a show to which Europeis as yet a stranger.

The Long Noses form a peauliar company, under the
dired patronage of the god Tingou. Attired after the fashion
of the Midde Ages, they bore upon their shouders a
splendid pair of wings, but what especially distinguished
them was the long noses which were fastened to their faces,
and the uses which they made of them. These noses were
made of bamboo, and were five, six, and even ten fed long,
some straight, others curved, some ribbored, and some
having imitation warts upon them. It was upon these
appendages, fixed tightly on their red noses, that they
performed their gymnastic exercises. A dozen o these sectaries
of Tingou lay flat upontheir badks, while others, dressed to
represent lightning-rods, came and frolicked on their noses,
jumping from one to ancther, and performing the most
skilful legoings and somersaullts.

Asalast scene, a“human pyramid” had been announced,
in which fifty Long Noses were to represent the Car of
Juggernaut. But, instead of forming a pyramid by mourting
ead aher's hodders, the atists were to group themselves
ontop d the noses. It happened that the performer who hed
hitherto formed the base of the Car had gutted the troupe,
and as, to fill this part, only strength and adroitness were
necessary, Passepartout had been chosen to take his place
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The poa fellow redly felt sad when—melanchaoly
reminiscence of his youth!—he donred his costume, adorned
with vari-coloured wings, and fastened to his natural feaure
afalse nose six fed long. But he dheeed upwhen he thought
that this nose was winning him something to eat.

He went uponthe stage, and took hs placebeside the
rest who were to compose the base of the Car of Juggernaut.
They al stretched themselves on the floor, their noses
pointing to the celing. A second group d artists disposed
themselves on these long appendages, then a third abowve
these, then afourth, urtil a human monument reaching to the
very cornices of the thedre soon arose on top of the noses.
This elicited loud applause, in the midst of which the orchestra
was just striking up a dedening air, when the pyramid
tottered, the balance was lost, ore of the lower noses
vanished from the pyramid, and the human monument was
shattered like acastle built of cards!

It was Passpartout’s fault. Abandoring his pasition,
cleaing the foatlights withou the ad of his wings, and
clambering up to the right-hand gallery, he fell at the fed of
one of the spectators, crying, “Ah, my master! my master!”

“You here?’

“Myself.”

“Very well; then let us go to the steamer, young man!”

Mr. Fogg, Aouds, and Passpartout passed through the
lobby of the theatre to the outside, where they encountered the
Honouable Mr. Batulcar, furious with rage. He demanded
damages for the "bregkage” of the pyramid; and Phileas
Fogg appeased him by giving him a handful of bank-notes.

At half-past six, the very hou of departure, Mr. Fogg
and Aouda, followed by Passepartout, who in his hurry had
retained his wings, and nase six fed long, stepped uponthe
American steamer.
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CHAPTER XXIV

During which Mr. Fogg and paty aossthe Pacific Ocean

HAT happened when the pil ot-boat came in sight of
Shanghai will be eaily guessed. The signals made
by the Tankadere had been seen by the captain of

the Y okohama steaner, who, espying the flag at half-mast,
had dreded his course towards the littl e aaft. Phileas Fogg,
after paying the stipulated price of his passage to John
Bunsby, and rewarding that worthy with the alditional sum
of five hunded and fifty pounds, ascended the steaner with
Aouda and Fix; and they started at once for Nagasaki and
Y okohama.

They reated their destination onthe morning of the
14th of November. Phileas Fogg lost no time in going on
board the Carnatic, where he learned, to Aouda’s great
delight—and perhaps to his own, though he betrayed no
emotion—that Passepartout, a Frenchman, hed readlly arrived
on her the day before.

The San Francisco steaner was announced to leave that
very evening, and it became necessary to find Passepartout,
if possble, withou delay. Mr. Fogg applied in vain to the
French and English consuls, and, after wandering through
the streds a long time, began to despair of finding his
missng servant. Chance, or perhaps a kind d presentiment,
a last led hm into the Honouable Mr. Batulcar’'s thedre.
He certainly would not have recognized Passepartout in the
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eacentric mourtebank’s costume; but the latter, lying on hs
badk, perceived his master in the galery. He muld na help
starting, which so changed the position d his nose & to
bring the “pyramid” pell-mell uponthe stage.

All this Passepartout learned from Aouda, who recourted
to im what had taken placeon the voyage from Hong Kong
to Shanghai on the Tankadere, in company with one Mr. Fix.

Passpartout did na change @untenance on heaing
this name. He thought that the time had na yet arrived to
divulge to his master what had taken plae between the
detedive and hmself; and in the acournt he gave of his
absence, he smply excused hmself for having been overtaken
by drunkenness in smoking opum at atavern in Hong Kong.

Mr. Fogg heard this narrative mldly, withou a word;
and then furnished his man with funds necessry to oltain
clothing more in harmony with his position. Within an hou
the Frenchman had cut off his nose axd parted with hs
wings, and retained nothing abou him which recdled the
sedary of the god Tingou.

The steamer which was abou to depart from Y okohama
to San Francisco belonged to the Padfic Mail Steamship
Company, and was named the General Grant. She was a
large padde-whed steamer of two thousand five hunded
tons, well equipped and wery fast. The massve waking-
bean rose and fell above the ded; at one end a piston-rod
worked upand dovn; and at the other was a mnreding-rod
which, in changing the redilinea motion to a drcular one,
was directly conrected with the shaft of the paddes. The
General Grant was rigged with three masts, giving a large
capacity for sails, and thus materially aiding the stean
power. By making twelve miles an hou, she would crossthe
ocear in twenty-one days. Phileass Fogg was therefore
justified in hopng that he would reach San Francisco by the
2nd d December, New York by the 11th, and London onthe
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20th—thus gaining several hours on the fatal date of the 21st
of December.

There was a full complement of passengers on bard,
among them English, many Americans, a large number of
Codlies on their way to California, and several East Indian
officers, who were spending their vacdion in making the
tour of the world. Nothing of moment happened on the
voyage; the steamer, sustained onits large paddies, rolled bu
littl e, and the “Pacific” amost justified its name. Mr. Fogg
was as cam and tadturn as ever. His young companion felt
herself more and more dtached to him by other ties than
gratitude; his slent but generous nature impressed her more
than she thought; and it was almost unconsciously that she
yielded to emotions which dd na seem to have the least
effect upon rer protector. Aouda took the keenest interest in
his plans, and kecame impatient at any incident which
seaned likely to retard hisjourney.

She often chatted with Passepartout, who dd na fail to
perceve the state of the lady’s heart; and, keing the most
faithful of domestics, he never exhausted his eulogies of
Phileas Fogg's horesty, generosity, and devotion. He took
pains to cdm Aouda’s doults of a succesdul termination o
the journey, telling her that the most difficult part of it had
passd, that now they were beyond the fantastic courtries of
Japan and China, and were fairly on their way to civili zed
places again. A ralway train from San Francisco to New
York, and a transatlantic steamer from New York to
Liverpod, would douliless bring them to the end o this
impassble journey round the world within the period agreed
upon.

On the ninth day after leaving Y okohama, Phileas Fogg
had traversed exadly one half of the terrestria globe. The
General Grant passd, onthe 23rd of November, the one
hunded and eightieth meridian, and was at the very
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antipodes of London. Mr. Fogg had, it is true, exhausted
fifty-two of the eighty days in which he was to complete the
tour, and there were only twenty-eight left. But, though he
was only half-way by the difference of meridians, he had
redly gone over two-thirds of the whale journey; for he had
been oHdiged to make long circuits from London to Aden,
from Aden to Bombay, from Calcuttato Singapore, and from
Singapore to Yokohama. Could he have followed withou
deviation the fiftieth peralel, which is that of London,the
whoale distance would orly have been abou twelve thousand
miles, whereas he would be forced, by the irregular methods
of locomotion, to traverse twenty-six thousand, d which he
had, on the 23rd o November, accomplished seventeen
thousand five hurdred. And nowv the course was a straight
one, and Fix was no longer there to pu obstades in their
way!

It happened also, on the 23rd of November, that
Passepartout made ajoyful discovery. It will be remembered
that the obstinate fellow had insisted on keguing his famous
family watch at London time, and onregarding that of the
countries he had passed through as quite false and unreliable.
Now, onthis day, though he had na changed the hands, he
found that his watch exadly agreed with the ship's
chronameters. His triumph was hilarious. He would have
liked to knonv what Fix would say if he were aoard!

“The rogue told me a lot of stories” repeaed
Passpartout, “abou the meridians, the sun, and the moon
Moon,indead! moorshine more likely! If one listened to that
sort of people, a pretty sort of time one would keep! | was
sure that the sun would some day regulate itself by my
watch!”

Passepartout was ignorant that, if the faceof his watch
had been dvided into twenty-four hous, like the Italian
clocks, he would have no reason for exultation; for the hands
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of his watch would then, instead of as now indicaing nine
o’ clock in the morning, indicate nine o' clock in the evening,
that is the twenty-first hour after midnight,—predsely the
diff erence between London time and that of the one hunded
and eightieth meridian. But if Fix had been able to explain
this purely physicd effed, Passpartout would not have
admitted, even if he had comprehended it. Moreover, if the
detedive had been on bard at that moment, Passpartout
would have joined issue with him on a quite different
subjed, andin an entirely different manner.

Where was Fix at that moment?

He was adually on baard the General Grart.

On readiing Yokohama, the detedive, leasing Mr.
Fogg, whom he expeded to med again during the day, had
repaired at once to the English consulate, where he at last
found the warrant of arrest. It had followed him from
Bombay, and had come by the Carnatic, on which steamer
he himself was suppased to be. Fix’s disappantment may be
imagined when he refleded that the warrant was now
useless Mr. Fogg had left English ground, and it was now
necessary to procure his extraditi on!

“Well,” thought Fix, after a moment of anger, “my
warrant is nat good Fere, but it will bein England. The rogue
evidently intends to return to his own courtry, thinking he
has thrown the pdlice off his tradk. Good | will follow him
aaoss the Atlantic. As for the money, Heaven grant there
may be some left! But the fellow has aready spent in
travelling, rewards, trias, bail, elephants, and all sorts of
charges, more than five thousand pound. Yet, after all, the
Bank isrich!”

His course dedded on, he went on bard the General
Grant, and was there when Mr. Fogg and Aouda arived. To
his utter amazement, he recognized Passpartout, despite his
thearicd disguise. He quickly conceded himself in hs
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cabin, to avoid an awkward explanation, and hoped—thanks
to the number of passengers—to remain unpgerceived by Mr.
Fogg's srvant.

On that very day, howvever, he met Passepartout faceto
faceon the forward dedk. The latter, withou aword, made a
rush for him, grasped him by the throat, and, much to the
amusement of a group of Americans, who immediately
began to bet on im, administered to the detective aperfect
volley of blows, which proved the grea superiority of
French over English puilistic skill .

When Passpartout had finished, he found hmself
relieved and comforted. Fix got up in a somewhat rumpled
condtion, and, looking at his adversary, coldly said, “Have
you dore?’

“For thistime—yes.”

“Then let me have aword with you”

“But [—"

“In your master’ sinterest.”

Passpartout seaned to be vanqushed by Fix's
coolness for he quietly followed him, and they sat down
aside from the rest of the passengers.

“You have given me a thrashing,” said Fix. “Good |
expeded it. Now, listen to me. Up to this time | have been
Mr. Fogg's adversary. | am now in hisgame.”

“Ahal” cried Passepartout; “you are cnvinced he is an
horest man?”’

“No,” replied Fix coldly, “I think hm a rascal. Sh!
don't budge, and let me spe&k. Aslong as Mr. Fogg was on
English gound, it was for my interest to detain him there
until my warrant of arrest arrived. | did everything | could to
kegp him badk. | sent the Bombay priests after him, | got you
intoxicated at Hong Kong, | separated you from him, and |
made him missthe Y okohama steamer.”

Passepartout listened, with closed fists.
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“Now,” resumed Fix, “Mr. Fogg seems to be going
bad to England. Well, | will follow him there. But heredter
I will do as much to keep olbstades out of hisway as | have
dore upto thistime to put them in his path. I’ ve dhanged my
game, you see, and simply because it was for my interest to
change it. Your interest is the same & mine; for it isonly in
England that you will ascertain whether you are in the
serviceof acriminal or an horest man.”

Passpartout listened very attentively to Fix, and was
convinced that he spoke with entire goodfaith.

“Are we friends?’ asked the detedive.

“Friends?—no,” replied Passpartout; “but allies,
perhaps. At the least sign of treason, havever, I'll twist your
ned for you.”

“Agreed,” said the detedive quietly.

Eleven days later, on the 3rd of December, the General
Grant entered the bay of the Golden Gate, and reached San
Francisco.

Mr. Fogg had neither gained na lost a single day.
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CHAPTER XXV

In which a dight glimpseishad d San Francisco

T was sven in the morning when Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and
Passepartout set foot upon the American continent, if
this name can be given to the floating quay upon which

they disembarked. These quays, rising and falling with the
tide, thus fadlitate the loading and urloading of vesss.
Alongside them were dippers of al sizes, steamers of all
nationaliti es, and the steamboats, with severa deds rising
one &owe the other, which py on the Sacdamento and its
tributaries. There were dso hegoed up the products of a
commerce which extends to Mexico, Chile, Peru, Brazil,
Europe, Asia, and all the Padfic islands.

Passpartout, in hisjoy on reaching at last the American
corntinent, thought he would manifest it by exeauting a
perilous vault in fine style; but, tumbling uponsome worm-
eden planks, he fell through them. Put out of countenance by
the manner in which he thus “set foat” upan the New World,
he uttered a loud cry, which so frightened the innumerable
cormorants and peli cans that are always perched uponthese
movable quays, that they flew noisily away.

Mr. Fogg, on reaching shore, proceeded to find ou at
what hou the first train left for New York, and leaned that
this was at six o’clock p.m.; he had, therefore, an entire day



to spend in the Californian capital.’ Taking a crriage & a
charge of three ddlars, he aand Aouda entered it, while
Passpartout mourted the box beside the driver, and they set
out for the International Hotel.

From his exated pasition Passpartout observed with
much curiosity the wide streds, the low, evenly ranged
houses, the Anglo-Saxon Gothic churches, the grea docks,
the paatiad wooden and brick warehouses, the numerous
conveyances, omnibuses, horse-cars, and upan the sidewalks,
not only Americans and Europeans, but Chinese and Indians.
Passepartout was surprised at al he saw. San Francisco was
no longer the legendary city of 1849,—a dty of banditti,
assasdans, and incendiaries, who hed flocked hither in crowds
in pusuit of plunder; a paradise of outlaws, where they
gambled with gold-dust, arevolver in one hand and a bowie-
knife in the other; it was now a great commercial emporium.

The lofty tower of its City Hall overlooked the whole
panorama of the streds and avenues, which cut each ather at
right angles, and in the midst of which appeaed peasant,
verdant squares, while beyond appeaed the Chinese quarter,
seamingly imported from the Celestial Empire in a toy-box.
Sombreros and red shirts and dumed Indians were rarely to
be seen; but there were silk hats and Hadk coats everywhere
worn by a multitude of nervoudly active, gentlemanly-looking
men. Some of the streets—espedally Montgomery Stred,
which is to San Francisco what Regent Stred is to London
the Boulevard des Itadiens to Paris, and Broadway to New
Y ork—were lined with splendid and spadous gores, which
exposed in their windows the products of the entire world.

When Passpartout reached the International Hotel, it
did na sean to him asif he had left England at all.

° Of course, the caital isn't San Francisco. Both Towle's translation
and Verne's origina have this mistake. Later (page 169), Saaamento is
corredly referred to as “the seat of the State government.” —J.M.
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The groundfloor of the hotel was occupied by a large
bar, a sort of restaurant fredy open to all passers-by, who
might partake of dried beef, oyster soup, hbiscuits, and cheese,
withou taking out their purses. Payment was made only for
the de, porter, or sherry which was drunk. This seemed “very
American” to Passpartout. The hotel refreshment-rooms
were @mfortable, and Mr. Fogg and Aoudg, instaling
themselves at a table, were ébundantly served ondiminutive
plates by Negroes of darkest hue.

After bre&fast, Mr. Fogg, accompanied by Aouda, started
for the English consulate to have his pasgort visaed. As he
was going out, he met Passepartout, who asked him if it
would na be well, before taking the train, to puchase some
dozens of Enfield rifles and Colt’s revolvers. He had been
listening to stories of attadks uponthe trains by the Sioux and
Pawnees. Mr. Fogg thought it a useless precaution, but told
him to doas he thought best, and went on to the mnsulate.

He had na proceeded two hunded steps, however,
when, “by the greatest chancein the world,” he met Fix. The
detedive seemed whally taken by surprise. What! Had Mr.
Fogg and himself crossed the Padfic together, and nd met
on the steamer! At least Fix felt honoued to behdd orce
more the gentleman to whom he owed so much, and as his
businessrecalled hm to Europe, he shoud be delighted to
continue the journey in such pleasant company.

Mr. Fogg replied that the honou would be his; and the
detedive—who was determined na to lose sight of him—
begged permisson to accompany them in their walk abou
San Francisco—a request which Mr. Fogg readily granted.

They soon found themselves in Montgomery Stred,
where a gred crowd was colleded; the sidewalks, stred,
horse-car rails, the shop-doas, the windows of the houses,
and even the roofs, were full of people. Men were going
abou carying large posters, and flags and streamers were
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floating in the wind, while loud cries were heard on every
hand.

“Hurrah for Camerfield!”

“Hurrah for Mandiboy!”

It was a palitica meeting; at least so Fix conjectured,
who said to Mr. Fogg, “Perhaps we had better not mingle
with the crowd. There may be danger init.”

“Yes,” returned Mr. Fogg; “and Hows, even if they are
padliti cd, are still blows.”

Fix smiled at this remark; and in arder to be aleto see
withou being jostled abou, the party took upa position a
the top d a flight of steps stuated at the upper end o
Montgomery Stred. Opposite them, on the other side of the
stred, between a wma wharf and a petroleum warehouse, a
large platform had been erected in the open air, towards
which the arrent of the aowd seemed to be direded.

For what purpose was this meding? What was the
occasion of this excited assemblage? Phileas Fogg could na
imagine. Was it to naminate some high official—a governor
or member of Congess? It was not improbable, so agitated
was the multitude before them.

Just a this moment there was an unwsua stir in the
human mass All the hands were raised in the air. Some,
tightly closed, seemed to dsappear suddenly in the midst of
the aies—an energetic way, no doulb, of casting avote. The
crowd swayed back, the banners and flags wavered,
disappeaed an instant, then regopeaed in tatters. The
unddations of the human surge readed the steps, while dl
the heads floundered onthe surface like aseaagitated by a
squall. Many of the black hats disappeaed, and the greaer
part of the crowd seemed to have diminished in height.

“It is evidently a meeting,” said Fix, “and its objed
must be an exciting ore. | shoud na wonder if it were ébou
the Alabama, despite the fad that that questionis sttled.”

162



“Perhaps,” replied Mr. Fogg simply.

“At least, there ae two champions in presence of each
other, the Honouable Mr. Camerfield and the Honouable
Mr. Mandiboy.”

Aoudp, leaning upon Mr. Fogg's arm, olserved the
tumultuous sene with surprise, while Fix asked a man near
him what the cause of it all was. Before the man could reply,
a fresh agitation arose; hurrahs and excited shous were
head; the staffs of the banners began to be used as offensive
wegors;, and fists flew abou in every direction. Thumps
were echanged from the tops of the cariages and
omnibuses which had been blocked upin the aowd. Boots
and shoes went whirling through the air, and Mr. Fogg
thought he even heard the aadk of revolvers mingling in the
din. The rout approached the stairway, and flowed ower the
lower step. One of the parties had evidently been repulsed;
but the mere lookers-on could na tell whether Mandiboy or
Camerfield had gained the upper hand.

“It would be prudent for usto retire,” said Fix, who was
anxious that Mr. Fogg should na receve ay injury, at least
until they got back to London.“If there is any question abou
England in al this, and we were recognized, | fear it would
go hard with us.”

“An English subjed—" began Mr. Fogg.

He did na finish his sntence for aterrific hubbub nav
arose on the terrace behind the flight of steps where they
stood, and there were frantic shous of, “Hurrah for
Mandiboy! Hip, hp, hurah!”

It was a band d voters coming to the rescue of their
alli es, and taking the Camerfield forces in flank. Mr. Fogg,
Aoudg, and Fix found themselves between two fires; it was
too late to escape. The torrent of men, armed with loaded
canes and sticks, was irresistible. Phileas Fogg and Fix were
roughly hustled in their attempts to proted their fair

165



companion; the former, as cod as ever, tried to defend
himself with the weapons which nature has placed at the end
of every Englishman’sarm, bu in vain. A big brawny fellow
with a red beard, flushed face and lroad shoulders, who
seamed to be the dhief of the band, raised his clenched fist to
strike Mr. Fogg, whom he would have given a aushing
blow, had na Fix rushed in and receved it in his gead. An
enormous bruise immediately made its appeaance under the
detedive's slk hat, which was completely smashed in.

“Yankee!” exclamed Mr. Fogg, darting a mntemptuous
look at the ruffian.

“Englishman!” returned the other. “We will meet again!”

“When you dease.”

“What is your name?’

“Phileas Fogg. And yours?”’

“Colonel Stamp Proctor.”

The human tide now swept by, after overturning Fix,
who spedlily got upon his fed again, though with tattered
clothes. Happily, he was naot seriously hurt. His travelling
overcoat was divided into two urequal parts, and hstrousers
resembled those of certain Indians, which fit less compadly
than they are eay to pu on. Aouda had escgped untarmed,
and Fix aone bore marks of the fray in his black and blue
bruise.

“Thanks,” said Mr. Fogg to the detedive, as ©onasthey
were out of the aowd.

“No thanks are necessary,” replied Fix; “but let usgo.”

“Where?”’

“Toatailor's.”

Such a visit was, indeed, oppatune. The dothing of
both Mr. Fogg and Fix was in rags, asif they had themselves
been adively engaged in the contest between Camerfield and
Mandiboy. An hou after, they were once more suitably
attired, and with Aouda returned to the International Hotel.

164



Passepartout was waiting for his master, armed with
half a dozen six-barrelled revolvers. When he percaved Fix,
he knit his brows; but Aouda having, in a few words, told
him of their adventure, his courtenance resumed its pladd
expresson. Fix evidently was no longer an enemy, bu an
aly; hewas faithfully keeping his word.

Dinner over, the @adc which was to corvey the
passengers and their luggage to the station dew up to the
doa. As he was getting in, Mr. Fogg said to Fix, “You have
not seen this Colonel Proctor again?”’

“No.”

“1 will come badk to Americato find hm,” said Phileas
Fogg camly. “It would not be right for an Englishman to
permit himself to be treaed in that way, withou retali ating.”

The detedive smiled, bu did na reply. It was clear that
Mr. Fogg was one of those Englishmen who, while they do
not tolerate duelling at home, fight abroad when their honou
is attacked.

At a quarter before six the travell ers reached the station,
and fourd the train ready to depart. As he was about to enter
it, Mr. Fogg called a porter, and said to him, “My friend, was
there not some troulde to-day in San Francisco?’

“It was a pdliti cd meeting, sir,” replied the porter.

“But | thought there was a gred ded of disturbancein
the streds.”

“It was only a meeting assembled for an eledion.”

“The dection d a genera-in-chief, no doult?” asked
Mr. Fogg.

“No, sir; of ajustice of the peace”

Phileas Fogg got into the train, which started off at full
spedl.

16t



CHAPTER XXVI

In which Phileas Foggand paty
trave by the Pacific Railroad

‘ ROM ocean to ocean,”—so say the Americans; and
these four words compose the general designation d
the “great trunk line” which crosses the entire width

of the United States. The Padfic Railroad is, however, redly

divided into two dstinct lines. the Central Padfic, between

San Francisco and Ogden, and the Union Padfic, between

Ogden and Omaha. Five main lines conred Omaha with

New York.

New York and San Francisco are thus united by an
uninterrupted metal ribbon, which measures no less than
threethousand seven hundred and eighty-six miles. Between
Omaha and the Pacific the raillway crosses a territory which
is dill i nfested by Indians and wild beasts, and a large trad
which the Mormons, after they were driven from Illinoisin
1845, legan to colonize.

The journey from New York to San Francisco
consumed, formerly, under the most favourable condtions,
at least six months. It isnow aceomplished in seven days.

It wasin 1862that, in spite of the Southern Members of
Congress who wished a more southerly route, it was dedded
to lay the road between the forty-first and forty-second
parales. President Lincoln himself fixed the end d the line
at Omaha, in Nebraska. The work was at once cmmmenced,
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and pusued with true American energy; nor did the rapidity
with which it went on injuriously affect its good exeaution.
The road grew, on the prairies, a mile and a half a day. A
locomotive, runnng on the rails laid dowvn the evening
before, brought the rails to be laid on the morrow, and
advanced uponthem as fast as they were put in pasition.

The Padfic Railroad is joined by several branches in
lowa, Kansas, Colorado, and Oregon. On leaving Omaha, it
passes adong the left bank of the Platte River as far as the
junction d its northern branch, follows its southern branch,
crosses the Laramie territory and the Wahsatch Mourtains,
turns the Grea Salt Lake, and reaches Salt Lake City, the
Mormon capital, plunges into the Tuilla Valley, aaoss the
American Desert, Cedar and Humboldt Mountains, the Sierra
Nevada, and descends, via Saaamento, to the Padfic,—its
grade, even onthe Rocky Mountains, never excealing one
hunded and twelve feet to the mile.

Such was the road to be traversed in seven days, which
would enable Phileas Fogg—at least, so he hoped—to take
the Atlantic steamer at New York onthe 11th for Liverpod.

The ca which he occupied was a sort of long omnibus
on eight wheels, and with no compartments in the interior. It
was supdied with two rows of seds, perpendicular to the
diredion d the train on ether side of an aisle which
conducted to the front and rea platforms. These platforms
were found throughou the train, and the passengers were
able to pass from one end d the train to the other. It was
supdied with saloon cars, balcony cars, restaurants, and
smoking-cars; thedare cas alone were wanting, and they will
have these some day.

Book and news dealers, sellers of edibles, drinkables,
and cigars, who seemed to have plenty of customers, were
continually circulating in the asles.



The train left Oakland station at six o’clock. It was
already night, cold and cheeless the heavens being overcast
with clouds which seemed to threaen snow. The train dd
not proceal rapidly; counting the stoppages, it did nd run
more than twenty miles an hou, which was a sufficient
spead, havever, to enable it to readr Omaha within its
designated time.

There was but little conversation in the cr, and soon
many of the passngers were overcome with dee.
Passpartout found hmself beside the detedive; but he did
not talk to him. After recent events, their relations with ead
other had grown somewhat cold; there could no longer be
mutual sympathy or intimacy between them. Fix’s manner
had na changed; but Passpartout was very reserved, and
ready to strangle his former friend on the dlightest
provocation.

Snow began to fall an hou after they started, a fine
snow, however, which happily could na obstruct the train;
nothing could be seen from the windows but a vast, white
shed, against which the smoke of the locomotive had a
grayish asped.

At eight o'clock a steward entered the car and
annourced that the time for going to bed had arrived; and in
afew minutes the ca was transformed into a dormitory. The
badks of the seds were thrown bad, bedsteads carefully
padked were rolled ou by an ingenious system, berths were
suddenly improvised, and ead traveller had soon at his
dispasition a comfortable bed, proteded from curious eyes
by thick curtains. The sheds were dean and the pill ows ft.
It only remained to go to bed and slegp—which everybody
did—while the train sped on acdossthe State of California.

The munry between San Francisco and Saaamento is
not very hilly. The Central Padfic, taking Saaamento for its
starting-point, extends eastward to meet the road from
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Omaha. The line from San Francisco to Saaamento runsin a
north-easterly diredion, along the American River, which
empties into San Pablo Bay. The one hunded and twenty
miles between these cities were accomplished in six hous,
and towards midnight, whil e fast asleep, the travell ers passed
through Sacramento; so that they saw nothing of that
important place the seat of the State government, with its
fine quays, its broad streds, its node hotels, squares, and
churches.

The train, on leasing Saaamento, and passng the
junction, Roclin, Aubun, and Colfax, entered the range of
the Sierra Nevada. Cisco was reached at seven in the
morning; and an hou later the dormitory was transformed
into an ardinary car, and the travellers could observe the
picturesque beauties of the mountain region through which
they were steaming. The railway track wound in and ou
among the passes, how approacing the mountain sides, now
suspended ower predpices, avoiding abrupt angles by bod
curves, plunging into narrow defiles, which seemed to have
no oulet. The locomotive, its grea funnel emitting a weird
light, with its sharp bell, and its cow-cacher extended like a
spur, mingled its drieks and bellowings with the noise of
torrents and cascades, and twined its smoke among the
branches of the gigantic pines.

There were few or no bridges or tunnels on the route.
The rallway turned around the sides of the mountains, and
did na attempt to violate nature by taking the shortest cut
from one point to ancther.

The train entered the State of Nevada through the
Carson Valley abou nine o'clock, going aways north-
easterly; and at midday readed Reno, where there was a
delay of twenty minutes for breakfast.

From this point the road, runnng along Humboldt
River, passd northward for several miles by its banks; then
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it turned eastward, and kept by the river urtil it readed the
Humboldt Range, nealy a the etreme eatern limit of
Nevada.

Having bre&fasted, Mr. Fogg and hs companions
resumed their places in the ca, and olserved the varied
landscgpe which unfolded itself as they passed along; the
vast prairies, the mountains lining the horizon, and the aeeks
with their frothy, foaming streans. Sometimes a grea herd
of buffaloes, massng together in the distance seemed like a
movable dam. These innumerable multitudes of ruminating
beasts often form an insurmourtable obstade to the passage
of the trains; thousands of them have been seen passng over
the tradk for hous together, in compact ranks. The
locomotive is then forced to stop and wait till the road is
oncemore dear.

This happened, indeed, to the train in which Mr. Fogg
was travelling. Abou threein the afternoon®® a troop o ten
or twelve thousand head of buffalo encumbered the trad.
The locomotive, sladkening its e, tried to clea the way
with its cow-catcher; but the massof animals was too great.
The buffaloes marched along with a tranquil gait, uttering
now and then deafening bellowings. There was no we of
interrupting them, for, having taken a particular direction,
nothing can moderate and change their course; it is a torrent
of living flesh which nodam could contain.

The travellers gazed onthis curious gedade from the
platforms; but Philess Fogg, who had the most reason d all
to be in a hury, remained in his sd&, and waited

19 previous editions read “twelve o’ clock,” but a few paragraphs later
it's said that “The processon d buffaloes lasted three full hours, and it
was night before the tradk was clea,” which would mean that it was
night by 3 pm.! The origina French reads “trois heures du soir,” i.e., three
in the evening (afternoon is the more common English usage). So the
herd blocked the tradk at about 3 pm. and cleared it around 6 pm.—J.M.
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philosophicdly until it shoud please the buffaloes to get out
of the way.

Passepartout was furious at the delay they occasioned,
and longed to discharge his arsenal of revolvers uponthem.

“What a country!” cried he. “Mere cattle stop the trains,
and go by in a processon, just as if they were not impeding
travel! Parbleu! | shoud like to know if Mr. Fogg foresaw
this mishap in his programme! And here’s an engineer who
doesn’t dare to run the locomotive into this herd of beasts!”

The engineea did na try to overcome the obstade, and
he was wise. He would have aushed the first buffaloes, no
doult, with the mw-cacher; but the locomotive, howvever
powerful, would soon have been cheded, the train would
inevitably have been thrown of the tradk, and would then
have been helpless

The best course was to wait patiently, and regain the
lost time by greaer speed when the obstacle was removed.
The processon d buffaloes lasted three full hous, and it
was night before the track was clea. The last ranks of the
herd were now passng ower the rails, while the first had
arealy disappeaed below the southern haizon.

It was eight 0’clock when the train passed through the
defiles of the Humboldt Range, and helf-past nine when it
penetrated Utah, the region o the Great Salt Lake, the
singular colony of the Mormons.
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CHAPTER XXVII

In which Passepartout undergoes, at a speed of
twenty miles an hour, a course of Mormon history

URING the night of the 5th of December, the train ran
south-easterly for about fifty miles;, then rose an
equal distance in a north-easterly diredion, towards

the Grea Salt Lake.

Passepartout, abou nine o’'clock, went out upon the
platform to take the ar. The weaher was cold, the heavens
gray, bu it was nat snowing. The sun's disc, enlarged by the
mist, seaned an enormous ring of gold, and Passepartout
was amusing himself by calculating its value in pound
sterling, when he was diverted from this interesting study by
a strange-looking personage who made his appeaance on the
platform.

This personage, who had taken the train a Elko, was
tal and dark, with black moustaches, black stockings, a black
silk hat, a black waistcoat, blad trousers, awhite aavat, and
dogskin gloves. He might have been taken for a clergyman.
He went from one end of the train to the other, and affixed to
the doar of eadh car anaticewritten in manuscript.

Passepartout approached and read ore of these notices,
which stated that Elder Willi am Hitch, Mormon missonary,
taking advantage of his presence on train No. 48, would
deliver aledure on Mormonism in car No. 117,from eleven
to twelve o’ clock; and that he invited all who were desirous
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of being instructed concerning the mysteries of the religion
of the “Latter Day Saints’ to attend.

“I"ll go,” said Passepartout to himself. He knew nothing
of Mormonism except the aistom of paygamy, which is its
founcition.

The news quickly spread through the train, which
contained abou one hundred passengers, thirty of whom, at
most, attraded by the notice ensconced themselves in ca
No. 117.Passpartout took ore of the front seats. Neither
Mr. Fogg nor Fix cared to attend.

At the gopanted hour Elder Willi am Hitch rose, and, in
an irritated vace as if he had already been contradicted,
said, “I tell you that Joe Smith is a martyr, that his brother
Hiram is a martyr, and that the perseautions of the United
States Government against the prophets will also make a
martyr of Brigham Y oung. Who daresto say the contrary?”

No ore ventured to gainsay the missonary, whose
excited tone @ntrasted curiously with his naturally cdm
visage. No doult his anger arose from the hardships to which
the Mormons were actually subjeded. The government had
just succealed, with some difficulty, in reducing these
independent fanatics to its rule. It had made itself master of
Utah, and subjeded that territory to the laws of the Union,
after imprisoning Brigham Young on a darge of rebellion
and pdygamy. The disciples of the prophet had since
redoulded their efforts, and resisted, by words at least, the
authority of Congress Elder Hitch, asis e, was trying to
make proselytes onthe very raillway trains.

Then, emphasizing his words with his loud vace and
frequent gestures, he related the history of the Mormons
from Biblicd times: how that, in Israd, a Mormon pophet
of the tribe of Joseph pulished the anals of the new
religion, and bequeathed them to his sn Morom; how, many
centuries later, atranslation d this predous book, which was
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written in Egyptian, was made by Joseph Smith, Junior, a
Vermont farmer, who reveded hmself as a mystica prophet
in 1825 and haw, in short, the céestial messenger appeared
to him in an illuminated forest, and gave him the aanals of
the Lord.

Several of the audience, not being much interested in
the misdonary’s narrative, here left the ca; but Elder Hitch,
continuing his ledure, related honv Smith, Junior, with his
father, two brothers, and a few disciples, founded the church
of the “Latter Day Saints,” which, adoped not only in
America, bu in England, Norway and Sweden, and Germany,
counts many artisans, as well as men engaged in the libera
professons, among its members, how a colony was
established in Ohio, a temple @ected there & a st of two
hunded thousand ddlars, and a town built at Kirkland; how
Smith becane an enterprising banker, and received from a
smple mummy showman a papyrus <roll written by
Abraham and several famous Egyptians.

The Elder’s gory became somewhat weaisome, and hs
audience grew gradually less urtil it was reduced to twenty
passengers. But this did na disconcert the enthusiast, who
proceaded with the story of Joseph Smith’s bankruptcy in
1837,and haw his ruined creditors gave him a aat of tar and
feahers; his regpearance some years afterwards, more
honouable and honarred than ever, a Independence,
Missouri, the dief of a flourishing colony of three thousand
disciples, and hs pursuit thence by outraged Gentiles, and
retirement into the far West.

Ten heaers only were now left, among them honest
Passpartout, who was listening with all his eas. Thus he
leaned that, after long perseautions, Smith regpeaed in
[llinais, and in 1839founded a community at Nauvoo, onthe
Misdgsdppi, numbering twenty-five thousand souls, of which
he became mayor, chief justice, and general-in-chief; that he
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annownced hmself, in 1843, as a candidate for the Presidency
of the United States; and that finaly, being drawn into
ambuscade & Carthage, he was thrown into prison, and
assasdnated by aband o men disguised in masks.

Passepartout was now the only person left in the ar,
and the Elder, looking him full in the face reminded him
that, two years after the assassnation d Joseph Smith, the
inspired prophet, Brigham Y oung, his succesor, left Nauvoo
for the banks of the Great Salt Lake, where, in the midst of
that fertile region, dredly on the route of the eanigrants who
crossed Utah on their way to California, the new colony,
thanks to the poygamy pradised by the Mormons, had
flourished beyond expedations.

“And this,” added Elder William Hitch,— this is why
the jedousy of Congress has been aroused against us! Why
have the soldiers of the Union invaded the soil of Utah? Why
has Brigham Y oung, our chief, been imprisoned, in contempt
of al justice? Shall we yield to force? Never! Driven from
Vermont, driven from lllinas, driven from Ohio, diven
from Mis2uri, driven from Utah, we shall yet find some
independent territory on which to pant our tents. And you,
my brother,” continued the Elder, fixing his angry eye upm
his sngle auditor, “will you na plant yours there, too, unabr
the shadow of our flag?’

“No!” replied Passepartout courageously, in his turn
retiring from the car, and leaving the Elder to preach to
vacancy.

During the ledure the train had been making good
progress and towards half-past twelve it reached the north-
west border of the Great Salt Lake. Thence the passengers
could olserve the vast extent of this interior sea, which is
also cdled the Dead Seg and into which flows an American
Jordan. It is a picturesque expanse, framed in lofty crags in
large strata, encrusted with white salt,—a superb sheet of
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water, which was formerly of larger extent than now, its
shores having encroadched with the lapse of time, and thus at
oncereduced its breadth and increased its depth.

The Salt Lake, seventy miles long and thirty-five wide,
is stuated threethousand ** eight hundred fee above the sea
Quite different from Lake Asphaltite, whose depresson is
twelve hunded fed below the sea it contains considerable
sdt, and ane quarter of the weight of its water is lid matter,
its gedfic weight being 1170, and, after being distill ed,
1000. Fishes are of course unable to live in it, and those
which descend through the Jordan, the Weber, and aher
streams, soon perish.

The @munry aroundthe lake was well cultivated, for the
Mormons are mostly farmers; while ranches and pens for
domesticated animals, fields of whea, corn, and aher
cereals, luxuriant prairies, hedges of wild rose, clumps of
acacias and milk-wort, would have been seen six months
later. Now the groundwas covered with athin pavdering of
snow.

The train reached Ogden at two o clock, where it rested
for six hous. Mr. Fogg and h's party had time to pay a visit
to Salt Lake City, conrected with Ogden by a branch road,;
and they spent two hous in this grikingly American town,
built on the pattern of other cities of the Union, like a
cheder-board, “with the sombre sadnessof right angles,” as
Victor Hugo expresss it. The founder of the City of the
Saints could na escagpe from the taste for symmetry which

" Previous editions read “three miles eight hundred fee above the
sea” which equals 16,640fed. The original French reads “trois mille huit
cents pieds au-dessus du niveau de la mer.” While mille is French for
mile, it can also mean thousand, and is used bah ways many timesin the
original bodk. If Verne had meant three miles here, he would have used
the plura trois milles. In redity, acording to the U.S. Geologicd
Survey, the Grea Salt Lake's average surface é¢evation is 4,200 fed
(http://ut.water.usgs.gov/greasaltl ake/).—J.M.
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distinguishes the Anglo-Saxons. In this drange urtry,
where the people ae cetainly not up to the level of ther
institutions, everything is dore “squarely,”—cities, houses,
andfolli es.

The travellers, then, were promenading, at three
o' clock, abou the streds of the town bult between the banks
of the Jordan and the spurs of the Wahsatch Range. They
saw few or no churches, bu the prophet’'s mansion, the
court-house, and the arsenal, blue-brick howses with
verandas and paches, surrouncded by gardens bordered with
accias, pams, and locusts. A clay and pebble wall, bult in
1853, surrounckd the town; and in the principa stred were
the market and several hotels adorned with pavilions. The
place did na sean thickly popdated. The streds were
amost deserted, except in the vicinity of the Temple, which
they only reached after having traversed severa quarters
surrounced by palisades. There were many women, which
was easily accourted for by the “peauliar institution” of the
Mormons; but it must not be suppased that all the Mormons
are poygamists. They are free to marry or not, as they
please; but it is worth naing that it is mainly the femae
citizens of Utah who are anxious to marry, as, according to
the Mormon religion, maiden ladies are nat admitted to the
posesson d its highest joys. These poar creatures semed
to be neither well off nor happy. Some—the more well -to-
do, no doub—wore short, open badk silk dresses, und a
hood @ modest shawl; others were habited in Indian fashion.

Passpartout coud na behodd withou a certain fright
these women, charged, in groups, with conferring happiness
onasingle Mormon. His common sense pitied, abowe dl, the
husband. It seemed to him aterrible thing to have to guide so
many wives at once across the vicisstudes of life, and to
conduct them, as it were, in a body to the Mormon paradise,
with the prospeda of seeing them in the company of the
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glorious Smith, who daibtlesswas the dief ornament of that
delightful place, to all eternity. He felt decidedly repelled
from such a vocaion, and he imagined—perhaps he was
mistaken—that the fair ones of Salt Lake City cast rather
alarming glances on hs person. Happily, his gay there was
but brief. At four the party found themselves again at the
station, took their places in the train, and the whistle sounded
for starting. Just at the moment, however, that the locomotive
wheds began to move, cries of “Stop! stop!” were head.

Trains, like time axd tide, stop for no me. The
gentleman who utered the aies was evidently a belated
Mormon. He was breahless with runnng. Happily for him,
the station hed neither gates nor barriers. He rushed alongthe
tradk, jumped on the rea platform of the train, and fell
exhausted into ore of the seds.

Passpartout, who had been anxiously watching this
amateur gymnast, approached him with lively interest, and
leaned that he had taken flight after an ungdeasant domestic
scene.

When the Mormon hed recovered his breah,
Passpartout ventured to ask him pdlitely how many wives
he had; for, from the manner in which he had decanped, it
might be thought that he had twenty at least.

“One, sir,” replied the Mormon, raising his arms
heavenward,—" one, and that was enough!”
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CHAPTER XXVIII

In which Passpartout does not succeel
in making anybody listen to reason

HE train, onleaving Great Salt Lake & Ogden, passed
nathward for an hou as far as Weber River, having
completed nearly nine hunded miles from San

Francisco. From this point it took an easterly direction
towards the jagged Wahsaich Mountains. It was in the
sedion included between this range and the Rocky
Mourtains that the American engineers found the most
formidable difficulties in laying the road, and that the
government granted a subsidy of forty-eight thousand ddlars
per mile, instead of sixteen thousand allowed for the work
dore on the plains. But the engineeas, instead of violating
nature, avoided its difficulties by winding arourd, instead of
penetrating the rocks. One tunrel only, fourteen thousand
fed in length, was pierced in order to arrive at the great
basin.

The trak up to this time had reached its highest
elevation at the Great Salt Lake. From this point it described
along curve, descending towards Bitter Creek Valley, torise
again to the dividing ridge of the waters between the Atlantic
and the Pacific. There were many creeks in this mountainous
region, and it was necessary to cross Muddy Creek, Green
Creek, and ahers, uponculverts.
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Passpartout grew more and more impatient as they
went on, while Fix longed to get out of this difficult region,
and was more awious than Phileass Fogg himsdf to be
beyond the danger of delays and accidents, and set foot on
English soil .

At ten o clock at night the train stopped at Fort Bridger
station, and twenty minutes later entered Wyoming Territory,
following the valley of Bitter Creek throughou. The next
day, December 7th, they stopped for a quarter of an hou at
Green River station. Snow had falen abundantly during the
night, bu, being mixed with rain, it had half melted, and dd
not interrupt their progress The bad weather, however,
annoyed Passpartout; for the acomulation d snow, by
blocking the wheds of the cas, would certainly have been
fatal to Mr. Fogg' stour.

“What an ideal” he said to himsdf. “Why did my
master make this journey in winter? Couldn’'t he have waited
for the good season to increase his chances?’

Whil e the worthy Frenchman was absorbed in the state
of the sky and the depression d the temperature, Aouda was
experiencing fears from atotaly different cause.

Severa passengers had ga off at Green River, and were
walking up and dawvn the platforms; and among these Aoudca
reaognized Colonel Stamp Proctor, the same who hed so
grosdy insulted Phileas Fogg at the San Francisco meding.
Not wishing to be reagnized, the young woman drew badk
from the window, feeling much alarm at her discovery. She
was attached to the man who, havever coldly, gave her daily
evidences of the most absolute devotion. She did na
comprehend, perhaps, the depth of the sentiment with which
her protedor inspired her, which she @lled gratitude, bu
which, though she was unconscious of it, was redly more
than that. Her heat sank within her when she reaognized the
man whom Mr. Fogg desired, soorer or later, to cdl to
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acourt for his conduct. Chance done, it was clea, had
brought Colonel Proctor onthistrain; but there he was, and it
was necessry, a al hazards, that Phileas Fogg shoud na
percave his adversary.

Aouda seized a moment when Mr. Fogg was asleep, to
tell Fix and Passepartout whom she had seen.

“That Proctor on this train!” cried Fix. “Well, reasaure
yourself, madam; before he settles with Mr. Fogg, he has got
to ded with me! It seems to me that | was the more insulted
of thetwo.”

“And besides,” added Passepartout, “I'll take dharge of
him, colonel asheis.”

“Mr. Fix,” resumed Aouda, “Mr. Fogg will alow no
one to avenge him. He said that he would come bad to
America to find this man. Shodd he percaeve Colond
Proctor, we could nat prevent a colli sion which might have
terrible results. He must not seehim.”

“You are right, madam,” replied Fix; “a meding
between them might ruin all. Whether he were victorious or
beaen, Mr. Fogg would be delayed, and—"

“And,” added Passepartout, “that would pay the game
of the gentlemen of the Reform Club. In four days we shall
be in New York. Well, if my master does nat leave this car
during those four days, we may hope that chance will nat
bring him face to facewith this confounded American. We
must, if possble, prevent his girring out of it.”

The @mnwersation dopped. Mr. Fogg had just woke up,
and was looking out of the window. Soon after Passepartout,
withou being heard by his master or Aouds, whispered to
the detedive, “Would you redly fight for him?”

“l would do anything,” replied Fix, in a tone which
betrayed determined will, “to get him badk, living, to
Europe!”

181



Passpartout felt something like a shudder shoat
through his frame, bu his confidencein his master remained
unkroken.

Was there any means of detaining Mr. Fogg in the ca,
to avoid a meding between him and the @lonel? It ought not
to be adifficult task, since that gentleman was naturally
sedentary and littl e aurrious. The detedive, at least, seemed to
have found a way; for, after a few moments, he said to Mr.
Fogg, “These ae long and slow hous, sir, that we ae
passng onthe railway.”

“Yes,” replied Mr. Fogg; “but they pass”

“You were in the habit of playing whist,” resumed Fix,
“onthe steamers.”

“Yes, but it would be difficult to do so here. | have
neither cards nor partners.”

“Oh, bu we can easily buy some cards, for they are sold
on al the American trains. And as for partners, if madam
plays—"

“Certainly, sir,” Aouda quickly replied; “1 understand
whist. It is part of an English educaion.”

“I myself have some pretensions to playing a good
game. Well, here are three of us, and adummy—"

“Asyou deese, sir,” replied Phileas Fogg, heartily glad
to resume his favourite pastime,—even onthe rail way.

Passpartout was despatched in search o the steward,
and soon returned with two padks of cads, some pins,
counters, and a shelf covered with cloth.

The game commenced. Aouda understood whist
sufficiently well, and even received some acompliments on
her playing from Mr. Fogg. As for the detective, he was
simply an adept, and worthy of being matched against his
present opporent.

“Now,” thought Passepartout, “we've got him. He
won't budge.”
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At eleven in the morning the train had reached the
dividing ridge of the waters at Bridger Pass seven thousand
five hunded and twenty-four fed above the level of the seg
one of the highest paints attained by the track in crossng the
Rocky Mountains. After going abou two hurdred miles, the
travell ers at last foundthemselves on ore of those vast plains
which extend to the Atlantic, and which nature has made so
propitious for laying the iron road.

On the dedivity of the Atlantic basin the first streams,
branches of the North Platte River, arealy appeaed. The
whole northern and eastern haizon was boundd by the
immense semicircular curtain which is formed by the southern
portion d the Rocky Mourtains, the highest being Laramie
Pe&. Between this and the rallway extended vast plains,
plentifully irrigated. On the right rose the lower spurs of the
mourtainous mass which extends uthward to the sources
of the Arkansas River, one of the gred tributaries of the
Missouri.

At half-past twelve the travellers caught sight for an
instant of Fort Hall ek, which commands that section; andin
a few more hous the Rocky Mounains were aossd. There
was reason to hope, then, that no acdadent would mark the
journey through this difficult courtry. The snow had ceased
faling, and the ar became aisp and cold. Large birds,
frightened by the locomotive, rose and flew off in the
distance No wild beast appeaed onthe plain. It was a desert
in its vast nakedness

After a comfortable breakfast, served in the ar, Mr.
Fogg and his partners had just resumed whist, when a violent
whistling was head, and the train stopped. Passepartout put
his head ou of the doar, bu saw nothing to cause the delay;
no stationwas in view.
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Aouda and Fix feaed that Mr. Fogg might take it into
his head to get out; but that gentleman contented himself
with saying to his ®rvant, “ Seewhat is the matter.”

Passpartout rushed ou of the ar. Thirty or forty
passengers had already descended, amongst them Colonel
Stamp Proctor.

Thetrain had stopped before ared signal which blocked
the way. The enginea and conductor were talking excitedly
with a signal-man, whom the station-master at Medicine
Bow, the next stoppng place, had sent on kefore. The
passengers drew arourd and took part in the discusson, in
which Colonel Proctor, with his insolent manner, was
CONSpPiCUOLS.

Passepartout, joining the group, heard the signal-man
say, “No! you can't pass. The bridge & Medicine Bow is
shaky, and would na bear the weight of thetrain.”

This was a suspension-bridge thrown over some rapids,
abou amile from the placewhere they now were. According
to the signal-man, it was in a ruinous condtion, severa of
the iron wires being broken; and it was impassble to risk the
passage. He did na in any way exaggerate the condtion o
the bridge. It may be taken for granted that, rash as the
Americans usually are, when they are prudent there is good
ressonfor it.

Passpartout, na daring to apprise his master of what
he head, listened with set teeth, immovable & a statue.

“Hum!” cried Colonel Proctor; “but we are not going to
stay here, | imagine, and take roaot in the snow?’

“Colondl,” replied the conductor, “we have telegraphed
to Omaha for a train, bu it is not likely that it will read
Medicine Bow in lessthan six hous.”

“Six hous!” cried Passepartodi.

“Certainly,” returned the @nductor. “Besides, it will
take us aslong as that to read Medicine Bow onfoat.”
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“But it is only a mile from here,” sad ore of the
passengers.

“Yes, bu it’s onthe other side of theriver.”

“Andcan’t we crossthat in aboat?’ asked the clondl.

“That’simpossble. The creek is svelled by the rains. It
isarapid, and we shall have to make a ercuit of ten milesto
the north to find aford.”

The mlonel launched a volley of oaths, denouncing the
rallway company and the conductor; and Passepartout, who
was furious, was not disinclined to make common cause with
him. Here was an obstacle, indeed, which al his master's
bank-notes could na remove.

There was a general disappantment among the
passengers, who, withou reckoning the delay, saw themselves
compell ed to trudge fifteen miles over a plain covered with
snow. They grumbled and protested, and would certainly
have thus attraded Phileas Fogg's attention, if he had naot
been completely absorbed in his game.

Passepartout found that he could na avoid telling his
master what had occurred, and, with hanging head he was
turning towards the car, when the engineer—a true Y ankee,
named Forster—cdled out, “Gentlemen, perhaps there is a
way, after al, to get over.”

“On the bridge?’ asked a passenger.

“On the bridge.”

“With ou train?”’

“With ou train.”

Passepartout stopped short, and eagerly listened to the
engineq.

“But the bridge is unsafe,” urged the cnductor.

“No matter,” replied Forster; “I think that by putting on
the very highest speed we might have achance of getting
over

“The devil!” muttered Passepartout.
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But a number of the passengers were & once attraded
by the engineer's proposal, and Colond Proctor was
espedally delighted, and foundthe plan a very feasible one.
He told stories about engineers leguing their trains over
rivers withou bridges, by putting on full steam; and many of
those present avowed themselves of the engineer’s mind.

“We have fifty chances out of a hunded o getting
over,” said one.

“Eighty! ninety!”

Passpartout was astounded, and, though ready to
attempt anything to get over Medicine Creek, thouwght the
experiment proposed a little too American. “Besides,”
thought he, “there’s a still more simple way, and it does not
even occur to any of these people! Sir,” said he doudto ore
of the passengers, “the engineer’s plan seems to me alittle
dangerous, bu—"

“Eighty chances!” replied the passenger, turning his
bad on hm.

“I know it,” said Passepartout, turning to ancther
passenger, “but asimple idea—"

“ldess are no wse,” returned the American, shrugging
his dhodders, “asthe enginee asaures us that we can pass”

“Doultless” urged Passepartout, “we can pass, bu
perhaps it would be more prudent—"

“What! Prudent!” cried Colonel Proctor, whom this
word seemed to excite prodigiously. “At full speed, dorit
you see, at full speed!”

“I know—I see” repeated Passpartout; “but it would
be, if not more prudent, since that word displeases you, at
least more natural—"

“Who! What! What'’ s the matter with this fellow?’ cried
several.

The poa fellow did na know to whom to address
himself.
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“Areyou afraid?’ asked Colonel Proctor.

“l afrad? Very well; | will show these people that a
Frenchman can be & American as they!”

“All aboard!” cried the condictor.

“Yes, dl aboard!” repeded Passpartout, and
immediately. “But they can’'t prevent me from thinking that
it would be more natural for us to crossthe bridge on focat,
and let the train come dter!”

But no ae head this sage reflection, na would any
one have a&nowledged its justice The passengers resumed
their places in the cars. Passpartout took hs sea withou
telling what had passd. The whist-players were quite
absorbed in their game.

The locomotive whistled vigorously; the engineer,
reversing the steam, backed the train for nealy a mile—
retiring, like ajumper, in order to take alonger legp. Then,
with another whistle, he began to move forward; the train
increased its geed, and soonits rapidity became frightful; a
prolonged screed issued from the locomotive; the piston
worked up and dovn twenty strokes to the seaond. They
perceived that the whale train, rushing on at the rate of a
hunded miles an hou, hardly bore upontherails at all.

And they passd over! It was like a flash. No one saw
the bridge. The train leaped, so to spedk, from one bank to
the other, and the engineer could na stop it until it had gone
five miles beyond the station. But scarcely had the train
passed the river, when the bridge, completely ruined, fell
with a aash into the rapids of Medicine Bow.



CHAPTER XXIX

In which certain incidents are narr ated which
are only to be met with on American railroads

HE train pusued its course, that evening, withou

interruption, passng Fort Saunders, crossng Cheyenne

Pass and reading Evans Pass The road here dtained

the highest elevation of the journey, eight thousand and

ninety-one fed above the level of the sea The travell ers had

now only to descend to the Atlantic by limitless plains,

levelled by nature. A branch of the “grand trunk” led off

southward to Denver, the caita of Colorado. The @urtry

round abou is rich in gdd and silver, and more than fifty
thousand inhabitants are drealy settled there.

Thirteen hunded and eighty-two miles had been passd
over from San Francisco, in threedays and threenights; four
days and nights more would probably bring them to New
Y ork. Phileas Fogg was not as yet behindhand.

During the night Camp Walbadh was passed onthe |eft;
Lodge Pole Creek ran parallel with the road, marking the
boundry between the territories of Wyoming and Colorado.
They entered Nebraska at eleven, passed near Sedgwick, and
touched at Julesburg, on the southern branch of the Platte
River.

It was here that the Union Padfic Railroad was
inaugurated on the 23rd of October, 1867, by the dief
engineer, General Dodge. Two paverful locomotives, carrying
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nine cas of invited guests, amongst whom was Thomas C.
Durant, vicepresident of the road, stopped at this point;
cheas were given, the Sioux and Pawnees performed an
imitation Indian battle, fireworks were let off, and the first
number of the Railway Pionee was printed by a press
brought on the train. Thus was cdebrated the inauguration d
this great railroad, a mighty instrument of progress and
civili zation, thrown aaoss the desert, and destined to link
together cities and towns which do na yet exist. The whistle
of the locomotive, more powerful than Amphion’'s lyre, was
abou to bid them rise from American soil .

Fort McPherson was left behind at eight in the morning,
and three hunded and fifty-seven miles had yet to be
traversed before reaching Omaha. The road followed the
cgpricious windings of the southern branch of the Platte
River, on its left bank. At nine the train stopped at the
important town of North Platte, bult between the two arms
of the river, which rgoin ead aher aroundit and form a
single atery,—a large tributary whose waters empty into the
Misouri alittl e @oove Omaha.

The one hundred and first meridian was passd.

Mr. Fogg and his partners had resumed their game; no
one—noat even the dummy—complained of the length of the
trip. Fix had begun by winning several guineas, which he
seaned likely to lose; but he showed himself a not lesseager
whist-player than Mr. Fogg. During the morning, chance
distinctly favoured that gentleman. Trumps and honous were
showered upon lis hands.

Once, having resolved on a bad stroke, he was on the
point of playing a spade, when a voice behind him said, “I
shoud play adiamond”

Mr. Fogg, Aouds, and Fix raised their heads, and keheld
Colonel Proctor.



Stamp Proctor and Phileas Fogg recognized ead other
at once

“Ah! it’syou,isit, Englishman?’ cried the colonel; “it’s
you who are going to play a spade!”

“And who pays it,” replied Philess Fogg codly,
throwing down the ten of spades.

“Well, it pleases me to have it diamonds,” replied
Colonel Proctor, in an insolent tone.

He made a movement as if to seize the ard which had
just been played, adding, “You dorit understand anything
abou whist.”

“Perhaps | do, as well as anather,” said Phileas Fogg,
rising.

“You have only to try, son d John Bull,” replied the
colonel.

Aouda turned pele, and her blood ran cold. She seized
Mr. Fogg's aim and gently pulled hm badk. Passepartout
was realy to pourte upon the American, who was garing
insolently at his opporent. But Fix got up, and, going to
Colonel Proctor said, “You forget that it is | with whom you
haveto ded, sir; for it was | whom you nd only insulted, bu
struck!”

“Mr. Fix,” said Mr. Fogg, “pardon me, bu this affair is
mine, and mine only. The mlonel has again insulted me, by
insisting that 1 shoud not play a spade, and he shall give me
satisfadionfor it.”

“When and where you will ,” replied the American, “and
with whatever wegponyou choocse.”

Aouda in vain attempted to retain Mr. Fogg; as vainly
did the detedive endeavour to make the quarre his.
Passepartout wished to throw the mlonel out of the window,
but a sign from his master chedked him. Phileas Fogg |eft the
ca, and the American followed him uponthe platform.

19C



“Sir,” said Mr. Fogg to his adversary, “I am in a great
hurry to get badck to Europe, and any delay whatever will be
gredly to my disadvantage.”

“Well, what' s that to me?’ replied Colonel Proctor.

“Sir,” said Mr. Fogg, very pdlitely, “after our meeting at
San Francisco, | determined to return to America and find
you as onas | had completed the businesswhich cdled me
to England.”

“Redly!”

“Will you appant ameding for six months hence?”’

“Why not ten years hence?’

“1 say six months,” returned Phileas Fogg, “and | shall
be & the place of meeting promptly.”

“All thisis an evasion,” cried Stamp Proctor. “Now or
never!”

“Very good.Youare going to New York?’

“No.”

“To Chicago?’

“No.”

“To Omaha?’

“What difference is it to you? Do you knov Plum
Cre&k?

“No,” replied Mr. Fogg.

“It’s the next station. The train will be there in an hou,
and will stop there ten minutes. In ten minutes <verd
revolver-shats could be exchanged.”

“Very well,” said Mr. Fogg. “I will stop at Plum
Creek.”

“And| guessyou |l stay theretoo,” added the American
insolently.

“Who knawvs?’ replied Mr. Fogg, returning to the cr as
codly as usual. He began to reassure Aouds, telling her that
blusterers were never to be feared, and begged Fix to be his
seandat the gpproaching duel, a request which the detective
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coud na refuse. Mr. Fogg resumed the interrupted game
with perfect cdmness

At eleven o clock the locomotive' s whistle annourced
that they were approaching Plum Creek station. Mr. Fogg
rose, and, followed by Fix, went out upan the platform.
Passepartout accompanied him, carrying a pair of revolvers.
Aoudaremained in the car, as pale & death.

The doa of the next car opened, and Colonel Proctor
appeaed onthe platform, attended by a Yankee of his own
stamp as his smnd. But just as the mmbatants were abou
to step from the train, the conductor hurried up,and shouted,
“Youcan't get off, gentlemen!”

“Why not?” asked the wlondl.

“We aetwenty minutes late, and we shall nat stop.”

“But | am going to fight aduel with this gentleman.”

“l am sorry,” said the conductor, “but we shall be off at
once There' sthe bell ringing now.”

The train started.

“I'm redly very sorry, gentlemen,” said the conductor.
“Under any other circumstances | shoud have been happy to
oblige you. But, after al, as you have nat had time to fight
here, why nat fight as we go along?”’

“That wouldn't be convenient, perhaps, for this
gentleman,” said the mlonel, in ajeeing tore.

“It would be perfectly so,” replied Phil eas Fogg.

“Well, we aeredly in America” thought Passpartout,
“andthe @mnductor isagentleman o thefirst order!”

So muttering, he followed his master.

The two combatants, their seconds, and the anductor
passed through the cas to the rea of the train. The last car
was only occupied by a dozen passngers, whom the
conduwctor palitely asked if they would not be so kind as to
leave it vacant for a few moments, as two gentlemen had an
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affair of honaur to settle. The passengers granted the request
with aaaity, and straightway disappeared onthe platform.

The car, which was some fifty fed long, was very
convenient for their purpose. The alversaries might march
on eat aher in the ase, and fire & their ease. Never was
duel more eaily arranged. Mr. Fogg and Colonel Proctor,
ead provided with two six-barrelled revolvers, entered the
ca. The seconds, remaining outside, shut them in. They were
to begin firing at the first whistle of the locomotive. After an
interval of two minutes, what remained of the two gentlemen
would be taken from the ca.

Nothing could be more simple. Indee, it was al so
simple that Fix and Passpartout felt their heats beding as if
they would cradck. They were listening for the whistle agreed
upon, when suddenly savage cries resourded in the ar,
acaompanied by reports which certainly did na issue from
the ar where the duellists were. The reports continued in
front and the whoe length of the train. Cries of terror
proceealed from the interior of the cars.

Colonel Proctor and Mr. Fogg, revolvers in hand,
hastily quitted their prison, and rushed forward where the
noise was most clamorous. They then perceived that the train
was attadked by a band of Sioux.

This was nat the first attempt of these daring Indians,
for more than orce they had waylaid trains on the road. A
hunded o them had, according to their habit, jumped upm
the steps withou stoppng the train, with the ease of a clown
mourting ahorse 4 full gallop.

The Sioux were armed with guns, from which came the
reports, to which the passengers, who were aimost all armed,
responcked by revolver-shats.

The Indians had first mournted the engine, and Helf
stunred the enginee and stoker with blows from their
muskets. A Sioux chief, wishing to stop the train, bu not
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knowing how to work the regulator, had opened wide instead
of closing the steam-valve, and the locomotive was plunging
forward with terrific velocity.

The Sioux had at the same time invaded the cas,
skipping like enraged monkeys over the roofs, thrusting open
the doas, and fighting hand to hand with the passengers.
Penetrating the baggage-car, they pill aged it, throwing the
trunks out of the train. The aies and shots were constant.

The travell ers defended themselves bravely; some of the
cas were barricaded, and sustained a siege, like moving
forts, caried along at a speeal of a hundred miles an hou.

Aouda behaved courageously from the first. She
defended herself, like atrue heroine, with a revolver, which
she shaot through the broken windows whenever a savage
made his appearance Twenty Sioux had fallen mortally
wounced to the ground, and the wheds crushed those who
fell upon the rails as if they had been worms. Severa
passengers, shot or stunned, lay onthe seds.

It was necessary to pu an end to the struggle, which
had lasted for ten minutes, and which would result in the
triumph d the Sioux if the train was not stopped. Fort
Keaney station, where there was a garrison, was only two
miles distant; but, that once passd, the Sioux would be
masters of the train between Fort Kearney and the station
beyond.

The oondwtor was fighting beside Mr. Fogg, when he
was ot and fell. At the same moment he aied, “Unlessthe
trainis dopped in five minutes, we ae lost!”

“It shall be stopped,” said Phileas Fogg, preparing to
rush from the car.

“Stay, monsieur,” cried Passpartout; “1 will go.”

Mr. Fogg had not time to stop the brave fellow, who,
opening a doa unperceived by the Indians, succeeded in
dlipping under the car; and whil e the struggle continued, and
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the balls whizzed aaoss eat ather over his head, he made
use of his old aaobatic experience, and with amazing agili ty
worked his way under the cas, hdding on to the diains,
aiding himself by the brakes and edges of the sashes,
cregping from one ar to another with marvellous ill, and
thus gaining the forward end d the train.

There, suspended by one hand ketween the baggage-car
and the tender, with the other he loosened the safety chains,
but, owing to the traction, ke would never have succeeded in
unscrewing the yoking-bar, had nd a violent concusson
jolted this bar out. The train, nav detached from the engine,
remained a little behind, whilst the locomotive rushed
forward with increased spedd.

Carried on by the force dready aaqquired, the train still
moved for several minutes; but the brakes were worked, and
at last they stopped, less than a hunded feet from Keaney
station.

The soldiers of the fort, attraded by the shats, huried
up; the Sioux had na expeded them, and decamped in a
body before the train entirely stopped.

But when the passengers courted each aher on the
station datform several were found misgng; among others
the aurageous Frenchman, whose devotion hed just saved
them.
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CHAPTER XXX

In which Phileas Foggsimply does his duty

HREE passngers—including  Passepartout—had

disappeaed. Had they been killed in the struggle?

Were they taken prisoners by the Sioux? It was
impossbleto tell.

There were many wourded, bu nore mortally. Colonel
Proctor was one of the most seriously hurt; he had fought
bravely, and a bal had entered his groin. He was caried into
the station with the other wounded passengers, to receve
such attention as could be of avail .

Aoudawas sfe; and Phileas Fogg, who had been in the
thickest of the fight, had na receved a scratch. Fix was
slightly wounded in the am. But Passepartout was not to be
found,andtears coursed dovn Aoudl s cheeks.

All the passengers had ga out of the train, the wheds of
which were stained with blood. From the tires and spokes
hung ragged pieces of flesh. As far as the eye could read on
the white plain behind, red trail s were visible. The last Sioux
were disappearing in the south, aong the banks of
Repubican River.

Mr. Fogg, with folded arms, remained motionless He
had a serious dedsion to make. Aoudg, standing nea him,
looked at him without spe&ing, and he understood her look.
If his srvant was a prisoner, ought he not to risk everything
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to rescue him from the Indians? “I will find hm, living or
dead,” said he quietly to Aouda.

“Ah, Mr.—Mr. Fogg!” cried she, clasping his hands and
covering them with tears.

“Living,” added Mr. Fogg, “if we do not lose amoment.”

Phileas Fogg, by this resolution, inevitably saaificed
himself; he pronourced his own doan. The delay of asingle
day would make him lose the steaner at New York, and hs
bet would be certainly lost. But as he thought, “It is my
duty,” hedid nd hesitate.

The commanding officer of Fort Keaney was there. A
hunded of his ldiers had placed themselves in a position
to defend the station, should the Sioux attad it.

“Sir,” said Mr. Fogg to the catain, “three passengers
have disappeared.”

“Deal?” asked the captain.

“Dead or prisoners; that is the uncertainty which must
be solved. Do you propose to pusue the Sioux?”

“That’s a serious thing to do,sir,” returned the captain.
“These Indians may retread beyond the Arkansas, and |
canna leave the fort unproteded.”

“The lives of three men arein question, sir,” said Phileas
Foggo.

“Doultless but can | risk the lives of fifty men to save
three?’

“1 dor't know whether you can, sir; but you ought to do
s0.”

“Nobady here,” returned the other, “has aright to teadh
me my duty.”

“Very well,” said Mr. Fogg, coldly. “I will go alone.”

“You, sir!” cried Fix coming up; “you go aone in
pursuit of the Indians?’

“Would you have me leave this poa fellow to perish,—
him to whom every one present owes hislife? | shall go.”
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“No, sir, you shall not go alone” cried the catain,
touched in spite of himself. “No! you are abrave man. Thirty
voluntees!” he alded, turning to the soldiers.

The whoe ompany started forward a once. The
captain had only to pick his men. Thirty were dhosen, and an
old sergeant placed at their head.

“Thanks, captain,” said Mr. Fogg.

“Will youlet me go with you?’ asked Fix.

“Do as you fesase, sir. But if you wish to do me a
favour, you will remain with Aouda. In case anything shoud
happen to me—"

A sudden pdlor overspread the detedive's fac.
Separate himself from the man whom he had so persistently
followed step by step! Leave him to wander abou in this
desert! Fix gazed attentively at Mr. Fogg, and, despite his
suspicions and d the struggle which was going on within
him, he lowered his eyes before that cam and frank look.

“l will stay,” said he.

A few moments after, Mr. Fogg pressed the young
woman's hand, and, having confided to her his predous
capet-bag, went off with the sergeant and hs littl e squad.
But, before going, he had said to the soldiers, “My friends, |
will divide five thousand ddlars among you, if we save the
prisoners.”

It was then alittl e past noon.

Aouda retired to a waiting-room, and there she waited
alone, thinking of the smple and nobe generosity, the tranquil
courage of Phileas Fogg. He had sacaificed his fortune, and
was now risking hislife, al withou hesitation, from duty, in
silence

Fix did na have the same thoughts, and could scarcdy
conceal his agitation. He walked feverishly up and down the
platform, bu soonresumed his outward composure. He now
saw the folly of which he had been guilty in letting Fogg go
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aone. What! This man, whom he had just followed around
the world, was permitted now to separate himself from him!
He began to accuse and abuse himself, and, as if he were
diredor of palice, administered to himself a sourd ledure for
his greenness

“I have been an idiot!” he thought, “and this man wil |
seeit. He has gone, and won't come back! But how is it that
I, Fix, who have in my pocket a warrant for his arrest, have
been so fascinated by him? Deddedly, | am nothing but an
asd”

So reasoned the detedive, while the hours crept by al
too slowly. He did na know what to do. Sometimes he was
tempted to tell Aouda dl; but he ould na doubt how the
young woman would receave his confidences. What course
shoud he take? He thought of pursuing Fogg aaossthe vast
white plain; it did nd sean impossble that he might
overtake him. Footsteps were easily printed onthe snow! But
soon, un@r anew shed, every imprint would be eff aced.

Fix became discouraged. He felt a sort of insurmountable
longing to abandonthe game dtogether. He wmuld now leave
Fort Keaney station, and pusue his journey homeward in
peace.

Towards two o'clock in the afternoon, while it was
snowing hard, long whistles were heard approaching from
the eat. A grea shadow, precaled by a wild light, slowly
advanced, appearing still | arger through the mist, which gave
it a fantastic aspect. No train was expeded from the eat,
neither had there been time for the succour asked for by
telegraph to arrive; the train from Omaha to San Francisco
was nat due till the next day. The mystery was son
explained.

The locomotive, which was dowly approaching with
dedening whistles, was that which, having been detached
from the train, had continued its route with such terrific
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rapidity, carrying off the unconscious enginea and stoker. It
had run several miles, when, the fire becoming low for want
of fuel, the steam had sladkened; and it had finally stopped
an hou after, some twenty miles beyond Fort Keaney.
Neither the enginee nor the stoker was deal, and, after
remaining for some time in their swoon, kad come to
themselves. The train had then stopped. The enginea, when
he found hmself in the desert, and the locomotive withou
cas, undcerstood what had happened. He could na imagine
how the locomotive had become separated from the train; but
he did na dould that the train left behind was in distress

He did na hesitate what to do. It would be prudent to
continue on to Omaha, for it would be dangerous to return to
the train, which the Indians might still be engaged in
pill aging. Nevertheless he began to rebuild the fire in the
furnace; the presaure again mourted, and the locomotive
returned, running backwards to Fort Kearney. This it was
which was whistling in the mist.

The travellers were glad to see the locomotive resume
its place & the head of the train. They could now continue
the journey so terribly interrupted.

Aouda, on sedng the locomotive cme up, hurried ou
of the station, and asked the conductor, “Are you going to
start?”’

“At once, madam.”

“But the prisoners—our unfortunate fell ow-travellers—"

“l cannd interrupt the trip,” replied the condwctor. “We
are drealy threehours behind time.”

“And when will ancther train pass here from San
Francisco?’

“To-morrow evening, madam.”

“To-morrow evening! But then it will be too latel We
must wait—"
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“It is impaossble,” responded the conduwctor. “If you
wish to go, pease get in.”

“1 will not go,” said Aouda.

Fix had head this conversation. A littl e while before,
when there was no prosped of procealing onthe journey, he
had made up hs mind to leare Fort Keaney; but now that
the train was there, ready to start, and he had ony to take his
sed in the car, an irresistible influence held hm badk. The
station datform burned his fed, and he @uld not stir. The
corflict in his mind again began; anger and failure stifled
him. He wished to strugde onto the end.

Meanwhile the passengers and some of the wounded,
among them Colonel Proctor, whose injuries were serious,
had taken their places in the train. The buzzing of the
overheaed bdler was head, and the stean was escaping
from the valves. The enginea whistled, the train started, and
soon dsappeaed, mingling its white smoke with the eddies
of the densely falli ng snow.

The detedive had remained behind.

Several hous passed. The weaher was dismal, and it
was very cold. Fix sat motionlesson a bench in the station;
he might have been thought aslegp. Aouda, despite the
storm, kept coming out of the waiti ng-room, going to the end
of the platform, and peering through the tempest of snow, as
if to pierce the mist which narrowed the horizon around ter,
and to hear, if passble, some welcome sound.She heard and
saw nothing. Then she would return, chill ed through, to isue
out again after the lapse of a few moments, bu always in
vain.

Evening came, and the little band hed na returned.
Where could they be? Had they foundthe Indians, and were
they having a nflict with them, o were they dtill
wandering amid the mist? The commander of the fort was
anxious, though he tried to conced his apprehensions. As
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night approadied, the snow fell less plentifully, bu it
becane intensely cold. Absolute sil ence rested onthe plains.
Nether flight of bird na passng of beast troubed the
perfect cdm.

Throughou the night Aouda, full of sad forebodings,
her heart stifled with anguish, wandered about on the verge
of the plains. Her imagination carried her far off, and showed
her innumerabl e dangers. What she suff ered through the long
hous it would beimpossble to describe.

Fix remained stationary in the same place, but did na
sleg. Once aman approached and spoke to him, and the
detedive merely replied by shaking his head.

Thus the night passd. At dawn, the half-extinguished
disk of the sun rose @ove amisty horizon; but it was now
possble to recognize objeds two miles off. Phil eas Fogg and
the squad had gone southward; in the south all was dill
vacancy. It was then seven @ clock.

The captain, who was redly alarmed, dd not know
what course to take. Should he send ancther detachment to
the rescue of the first? Shoud he saaifice more men, with so
few chances of saving those dready sacrificed? His
hesitation dd na last long, however. Cdling one of his
li eutenants, he was on the point of ordering a recnnaissance,
when gunshats were heard. Was it a signal? The soldiers
rushed ou of the fort, and helf a mile off they percaved a
littl e band returning in good ader.

Mr. Fogg was marching at their head, and just behind
him were Passpartout and the other two travell ers, rescued
from the Sioux.

They had met and fought the Indians ten miles uth of
Fort Keaney. Shortly before the detachment arrived,
Passepartout and his companions had begun to struggle with
their captors, three of whom the Frenchman had felled with
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his fists, when his master and the soldiers hastened up to
their relief.

All were welcomed with joyful cries. Phileas Fogg
distributed the reward he had promised to the soldiers, while
Passepartout, na without reason, muttered to himself, “It
must certainly be confessed that | cost my master dea!”

Fix, withou saying a word, looked at Mr. Fogg, and it
would have been dfficult to analyze the thoughts which
struggled within m. As for Aouda, she took her protedor’s
hand and pressed it in her own, too much moved to spe&k.

Meanwhile, Passpartout was looking abou for the
train; he thought he shoud find it there, ready to start for
Omaha, and he hoped that the time lost might be regained.

“Thetrain! thetrain!” cried he.

“Gone,” replied Fix.

“And when does the next train pass here?’ said Phileas
Foggo.

“Not till this evening.”

“Ah!” returned the impassible gentleman quetly.
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CHAPTER XXXI

In which Fix the detedive onsiderably
furthers the interests of Phileas Fogg

HILEAS FOGG found hmself twenty hours behind
time. Passepartout, the involuntary cause of this delay,
was desperate. He had ruined his master!

At this moment the detedive gproached Mr. Fogg, and

looking him intently in the face, said,—

“Serioudly, sir, are youin gred haste?’

“Quite serioudly.”

“I have a purpose in asking,” resumed Fix. “Is it
absolutely necessary that you shoud be in New York on the
11th, before nine o’clock in the evening, the time that the
steamer leavesfor Liverpod?’

“It is absolutely necessary.”

“And, if your journey had na been interrupted by these
Indians, you would have reatied New York onthe morning
of the 11th?’

“Yes; with twelve ' hous to spare before the steamer
left.”

“Good you are therefore twenty hous behind. Twelve
from twenty leaves eight. You must regain eight hous. Do
you wish to try to doso?’

12 previous editions read “eleven,” but Fix replies, “Twelve from twenty
leaves eight.” The origina French reads “douze” i.e., twelve.—J.M.
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“On foat?’ asked Mr. Fogg.

“No; on adedge,” replied Fix. “On a sledge with sails.
A man has propcsed such amethodto me.”

It was the man who had spoken to Fix during the night,
and whose offer he had refused.

Philess Fogg did na reply at once but Fix having
pointed ou the man, who was walking up and down in front
of the station, Mr. Fogg went up to him. An instant after, Mr.
Fogg and the American, whose name was Mudge, entered a
hut built j ust below the fort.

There Mr. Fogg examined a curious vehicle, a kind d
frame on two long beams, a little raised in front like the
runrers of a sledge, and uponwhich there was room for five
or six persons. A high mast was fixed on the frame, held
firmly by metallic lashings, to which was attached a large
brigantine sail. This mast held an iron stay upon which to
hoist a jib-sail. Behind, a sort of rudder served to guide the
vehicle. It was, in short, a sledge rigged like asloop. During
the winter, when the trains are blocked upby the snow, these
sledges make extremely rapid journeys aaoss the frozen
plains from one station to ancther. Provided with more sail
than a autter, and with the wind kehind them, they slip over
the surface of the prairies with a speed equal if not superior
to that of the expresstrains.

Mr. Fogg readily made abargain with the owner of this
landcraft. The wind was favourable, being fresh, and
blowing from the west. The snow had hardened, and Mudge
was very confident of being able to transport Mr. Fogg in a
few hous to Omaha. Thence the trains eastward run
frequently to Chicago and New York. It was not impaossble
that the lost time might yet be remvered; and such an
oppatunity was not to be rgeded.

Not wishing to expose Aouda to the discomforts of
travelling in the open air, Mr. Fogg proposed to leave her
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with Passpartout at Fort Keaney, the servant taking upon
himself to escort her to Europe by a better route and unckr
more favourable condtions. But Aouda refused to separate
from Mr. Fogg, and Passpartout was delighted with her
deasion; for nothing could induce him to leare his master
whil e Fix was with him.

It would be difficult to guess the detedive's thoughts.
Was his conviction shaken by Phileas Fogg's return, o did
he still regard him as an exceealingly shrewd rascal, who, his
journey round the world completed, would think himself
absolutely safe in England? Perhaps Fix’s opinion of Phileas
Fogg was somewhat modified; but he was nevertheless
resolved to do hs duty, and to hasten the return of the whale
party to England as much as possble.

At eight o'clock the sledge was ready to start. The
passengers took their places on it, and wrapped themselves
up closely in their travelling-cloaks. The two gred sail s were
hoisted, and undx the presare of the wind the sledge dlid
over the hardened snow with a velocity of forty miles an
hour.

The distance between Fort Kearney and Omaha, as the
birds fly, is a most two hunded miles. If the wind held
good, the distance might be traversed in five hous; if no
acddent happened, the sledge might reach Omaha by one
o’ clock.

What a journey! The travellers, hudded close together,
coud na spe& for the cold, intensified by the rapidity at
which they were going. The sledge sped on as lightly as a
boat over the waves. When the breeze cane, skimming the
eath, the sledge seaned to be lifted off the ground by its
sails. Mudge, who was at the rudder, kept in a straight line,
and by a turn of his hand checked the lurches which the
vehicle had a tendency to make. All the sails were up, and
the jib was © arranged as not to screen the brigantine. A
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topmast was hoisted, and ancther jib, held ou to the wind,
added its force to the other sails. Although the speead could
not be eadly estimated, the sledge @muld na be going at
lessthan forty miles an hour.

“If nothing breaks,” said Mudge, “we shall get there!”

Mr. Fogg had made it for Mudge's interest to read
Omaha within the time agreed on, by the offer of a
handsome reward.

The prairie, aaoss which the sledge was moving in a
straight line, was as flat as a sea It seemed like a vast frozen
lake. The railroad which ran through this sedion ascended
from the south-west to the north-west by Greda Island,
Columbus, an important Nebraska town, Schuyler, and
Fremont, to Omaha. It followed throughou the right bank of
the Platte River. The sledge, shortening this route, took the
chord o the ac described by the rallway. Mudge was not
afraid o being stopped by the Platte River, becaise it was
frozen. The road, then, was quite dea of obstades, and
Phileas Fogg had bu two things to fear,—an accident to the
sledge, and a dhange or calm in the wind.

But the breeze, far from leseningitsforce, blew asif to
bend the mast, which, however, the metalli ¢ lashings held
firmly. These lashings, like the dords of a stringed
instrument, resounced as if vibrated by a violin bov. The
sledge slid along in the midst of a plaintively intense melody.

“Those dords give the fifth and the octave,” said Mr.
Fogg.

These were the only words he uttered during the
journey. Aoudh, cosily padked in furs and cloaks, was
sheltered as much as possble from the atadks of the freezing
wind. As for Passepartout, his face was as red as the sun's
disk when it sets in the mist, and he laboriously inhaled the
biting air. With his natural buoyancy of spirits, he began to
hope again. They would reach New York on the evening, if
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not on the morning, of the 11th, and there were still some
chances that it would be before the steamer saled for
Liverpod.

Passpartout even felt a strong desire to grasp his dly,
Fix, by the hand. He remembered that it was the detedive
who procured the sledge, the only means of reaching Omaha
in time; but, chedked by some presentiment, he kept his
usua reserve. One thing, however, Passpartout would never
forget, and that was the saaifice which Mr. Fogg had made,
withou hesitation, to rescue him from the Sioux. Mr. Fogg
had risked his fortune and hs life. No! His srvant would
never forget that!

While eat of the party was absorbed in refledions
different, the sledge flew fast over the vast carpet of snow.
The aeeks it passed over were not perceived. Fields and
streams disappeared urder the uniform whiteness. The plain
was absolutely deserted. Between the Union Padfic road and
the branch which untes Keaney with Saint Joseph it formed
a great uninhabited island. Neither vill age, station, no fort
appeaed. From time to time they sped by some phantom-
like tree whaose white skeleton twisted and rattled in the
wind. Sometimes flocks of wild hirds rose, or bands of
gaunt, famished, ferocious prairie-wolves ran howling after
the sledge. Passepartout, revolver in hand, held hmself ready
to fire on those which came too rear. Had an accident then
happened to the dledge, the travellers, attacked by these
beasts, would have been in the most terrible danger; but it
held onits even course, soon gained onthe wolves, and ere
long left the howling band at a safe distance behind.

Abou noonMudge perceived by certain landmarks that
he was crosdng the Platte River. He said nahing, but he felt
catan that he was now within twenty miles of Omaha. In
lessthan an hou he left the rudder and furled his sail s, whil st

20¢



the sledge, caried forward by the grea impetus the wind hed
given it, went on half amile further with its sail s unspread.

It stopped at last, and Mudge, panting to a mass of
roofs white with snow, said, “We have got therel”

Arrived! Arrived at the station which is in daly
communicaion, by numerous trains, with the Atlantic
seaboard!

Passepartout and Fix jumped of, stretched their
stiffened limbs, and aided Mr. Fogg and the young woman to
descend from the sledge. Phileas Fogg generously rewarded
Mudge, whose hand Passepartout warmly grasped, and the
party direded their steps to the Omaha rail way station.

The Padfic Railroad proper finds its terminus at this
important Nebraska town. Omaha is conneded with Chicago
by the Chicago and Rock Isand Railroad, which runs
diredly east, and passs fifty stations.

A train was realy to start when Mr. Fogg and h's party
reated the station, and they only had time to get into the
cas. They had seen nothing of Omaha; but Passepartout
confessed to hmself that this was not to be regretted, as they
were nat travelli ng to seethe sights.

The train passed rapidly across the State of lowa, by
Courril Bluffs, Des Moines, and lowa City. During the night
it crossed the Misdsdppi a Davenport, and by Rock Island
entered Illinois. The next day, which was the 10th, at four
o'clock in the evening, it reated Chicago, arealy risen
from its ruins, and more proudy seded than ever on the
borders of its beautiful Lake Michigan.

Nine hunded miles sparated Chicago from New Y ork;
but trains are nat wanting at Chicago. Mr. Fogg passed at
once from one to the other, and the locomotive of the
Pittsburgh, Fort Wayne, and Chicago Railway left at full
spedl, asif it fully comprehended that that gentleman had no
time to lose. It traversed Indiana, Ohio, Pennsylvania, and
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New Jersey like aflash, rushing through towns with antique
names, some of which had streets and car-tracks, but as yet
no howses. At last the Hudson came into view; and at a
quarter-past eleven in the evening of the 11th, the train
stopped in the station on the right bank of the river, before
the very pier of the Cunard line.

The China, for Liverpool, had started three quarters of

an hou beforel
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CHAPTER XXXII

In which Phileas Foggengagesin
a dred struggle with bad fortune

HE China, in leasing, seaned to have crried off
Phileas Fogg's last hope. None of the other steamers
were able to serve his projeds. The Pereire, of the

French Transatlantic Company, whose amirable steamers
are eual to any in speed and comfort, did na leave until the
14th; the Hamburg boats did na go dredly to Liverpod or
London but to Havre; and the alditional trip from Havre to
Southampton would render Phileas Fogg's last efforts of no
avail. The Inman steaner did na depart till the next day, and
coud na crossthe Atlantic in time to save the wager.

Mr. Fogg leaned al this in consulting his Bradshaw,
which gave him the daily movements of the transatlantic
steamers.

Passepartout was crushed; it overwhelmed him to lose
the boat by three quarters of an hou. It was his fault, for,
instead o helping his master, he had na ceased puting
obstades in his path! And when he recalled all the incidents
of the tour, when he @unted up the sums expended in pue
loss and on hs own acwourt, when he though that the
immense stake, added to the heavy charges of this useless
journey, would completely ruin Mr. Fogg, he overwhelmed
himself with bitter self-accusations. Mr. Fogg, however, did
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not reproach him; and, on leaving the Cunard pier, only said,
“We will consult abou what is best to-morrow. Come.”

The party crosed the Hudson in the Jersey City
ferryboat, and dove in a cariage to the St. Nicholas Hotel,
on Broadway. Rooms were engaged, and the night passed,
briefly to Phileas Fogg, who slept profoundy, but very long
to Aouda and the others, whaose agitation dd na permit them
to rest.

The next day was the 12th of December. From seven in
the morning of the 12th, to a quarter before nine in the
evening of the 21<t, there were nine days, thirteen hous, and
forty-five minutes. If Phileas Fogg hed left in the China, ore
of the fastest steamers on the Atlantic, he would have
reaced Liverpod, and then London within the period
agreed upon.

Mr. Fogg left the hotel alone, after giving Passepartout
instructions to await his return, and inform Aouda to be
ready at an instant’s natice. He proceeded to the banks of the
Hudson, and looked about among the vessls moored or
anchored in the river, for any that were &ou to depart.
Several had departure signals, and were preparing to put to
sea & morning tide; for in thisimmense and admirable port,
there is not one day in a hunded that vessels do nd set out
for every quarter of the globe. But they were mostly sailing
vesEls, of which, of course, Phileas Fogg could make no
use.

He seemed abou to give up al hope, when he espied,
anchored at the Battery, a cdle's length off a most, a
trading vessel, with a screw, well-shaped, whose funrdl,
puffing a doud d smoke, indicated that she was getting
ready for departure.

Phileas Fogg hailed a boat, got into it, and soon found
himself on bard the Henrietta, iron-hulled, woodbuilt
above. He ascended to the deck, and asked for the captain,
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who forthwith presented himself. He was a man of fifty, a
sort of seawolf, with big eyes, a mmplexion d oxidized
copper, red hair andthick nedk, and a growling voice

“The captain?’ asked Mr. Fogg.

“l am the captain.”

“l am Phileas Fogg, of London’

“And | am Andrew Spedly, of Cardiff.”

“Youare going to pu to se&?”’

“Inan hou.”

“You are boundfor—"

“Bordeaux.”

“And your cargo?’

“No freight. Going in ballast.”

“Have you any passngers?”’

“No passengers. Never have passengers. Too much in
the way.”

“Isyour vessel a swift one?’

“Between eleven and twelve knaots. The Henrietta, well
known.”

“Will you carry me ad three other persons to
Liverpod?’

“To Liverpod? Why nat to China?’

“l said Liverpod.”

“No!”

“No?’

“No. | am setting out for Bordeaux, and shall go to
Bordeaux.”

“Monrey isno ohed?’

“Nore.”

The captain spoke in a tone which dd na admit of a
reply.

“But the owners of the Henrietta—" resumed Phileas
Foggo.
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“The owners are myself,” replied the ceptain. “The
vess belongsto me.”

“1 will freight it for you”

“No.”

“l will buy it of you.”

“No.”

Phileas Fogg did na betray the least disappantment;
but the situation was a grave one. It was not at New York as
a Hong Kong, na with the catain of the Henrietta as with
the catain of the Tankadere. Up to this time money had
smocothed away every obstade. Now money fail ed.

Still, some means must be foundto crossthe Atlantic on
a boat, unless by baloon,—which would have beea
venturesome, besides not being capable of being put in
pradice It seemed that Phileas Fogg had an ideg for he said
to the catain, “Well, will you carry me to Bordeaux?”

“No, nd if you paid me two hunded ddlars.”

“| offer you two thousand.”

“Apiece?’

“Apiece.”

“Andthere aefour of you?’

“Four.”

Captain Spealy began to scratch his heal. There were
eight thousand ddllars to gain, withou changing his route;
for which it was well worth conqlering the repugnance he
had for all kinds of passengers. Besides, passengers at two
thouwsand ddlars are no longer passengers, but valuable
merchandise. “1 start at nine o’clock,” said Captain Spedly,
simply. “Are you and your party ready?’

“We will be on hoard at nine o’clock,” replied, noless
simply, Mr. Fogg.

It was half-past eight. To disembark from the Henrietta,
jump into a hadk, hury to the St. Nichadas, and return with
Aoudg, Passpartout, and even the inseparable Fix, was the
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work of a brief time, and was performed by Mr. Fogg with
the moness which never abandaned him. They were on
board when the Henrietta made ready to weigh anchor.

When Passpartout heard what this last voyage was
going to cost, he uttered a prolonged “Oh!” which extended
throughou hisvoca gamut.

As for Fix, he said to himself that the Bank of England
would certainly nat come out of this affair well indemnified.
When they reached England, even if Mr. Fogg did na throw
some handfuls of bank-bills into the seq more than seven
thousand pound would have been spent!
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CHAPTER XXXIII

In which Phileas Foggshows himself
equal to the occasion

N hou after, the Henrietta passed the lighthouse
which marks the entrance of the Hudson, turned the
pant of Sandy Hook, and pu to sea. During the day

she skirted Long Island, passed Fire Island, and direded her
course rapidly eastward.

At noon the next day, a man mouned the bridge to
ascertain the ves=l’s pasition. It might be thought that this
was Captain Speedy. Not the least in the world. It was Phil eas
Fogg, Esquire. As for Captain Speady, he was swt upin his
cabin uncer lock and key, and was uttering loud cries, which
signified an anger at once pardonable and excessve.

What had happened was very simple. Phileas Fogg
wished to go to Liverpod, bu the captain would nat carry him
there. Then Phileas Fogg had taken passage for Bordeaux,
and, duing the thirty hours he had been on board, had so
shrewdly managed with his bank-notes that the sailors and
stokers, who were only an occasiona crew, and were not on
the best terms with the captain, went over to him in a body.
This was why Phileas Fogg was in command instead of
Captain Spealy; why the cgptain was a prisoner in his cabin;
and why, in short, the Henrietta was direding her course
towards Liverpod. It was very clear, to seeMr. Fogg manage
the aaft, that he had been a sail or.
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How the adventure ended will be seen anon. Aouda was
anxious, though she said nahing. As for Passpartout, he
thought Mr. Fogg' s manoauvre simply glorious. The catan
had said “between eleven and twelve knots,” and the
Henrietta confirmed his prediction.

If, then—for there were ‘“ifs’ still—the sea did na
bemme too basterous, if the wind dd na veea roundto the
east, if noacadent happened to the boat or its machinery, the
Henrietta might cross the three thousand miles from New
York to Liverpod in the nine days, between the 12th and the
21st of Deceamnber. It is true that, ornce arived, the dfair on
board the Henrietta, added to that of the Bank of England,
might create more difficulties for Mr. Fogg than he imagined
or could desire.

During the first days, they went along smoothly enough.
The sea was not very unpropitious, the wind seemed
stationary in the north-east, the sails were hoisted, and the
Henrietta ploughed acrossthe waves like ared transatlantic
steamer.

Passepartout was delighted. His master’s last exploit,
the consequences of which he ignored, enchanted him. Never
had the aew seen so jolly and dexterous afell ow. He formed
warm friendships with the sail ors, and amazed them with his
aaobatic feats. He thought they managed the vessl like
gentlemen, and that the stokers fired up like heroes. His
loquadous good humour infeded every one. He had
forgotten the past, its vexations and delays. He only thought
of the end, so nearly accompli shed; and sometimes he boil ed
over with impatience, as if heaed by the furnaces of the
Henrietta. Often, also, the worthy fellow revolved around
Fix, looking at him with a keen, dstrustful eye; but he did
not speak to him, for their old intimacy no longer existed.

Fix, it must be confessed, undrstood nathing of what
was going on. The mnquest of the Henrietta, the bribery of
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the aew, Fogg managing the boat like a skilled seaman,
amazed and confused him. He did na know what to think.
For, after al, a man who began by stedling fifty-five
thousand pouwnds might end by stealing a vessel; and Fix was
not unreturally inclined to conclude that the Henrietta uncer
Fogg's command, was not going to Liverpod at al, bu to
some part of the world where the robber, turned into a pirate,
would quietly put himself in safety. The conjecture was at
least a plausible one, and the detedive began to seriously
regret that he had embarked in the dfair.

As for Captain Speeady, he continued to howl and growl
in his cabin; and Passepartout, whose duty it was to cary
him his meds, courageous as he was, took the greatest
precaitions. Mr. Fogg did na seem even to know that there
was acaptain on bard.

On the 13th they passd the alge of the Banks of
Newfoundand, a dangerous locdity; during the winter,
espedally, there are frequent fogs and heavy gales of wind.
Ever since the evening before the barometer, suddenly falli ng,
had indicated an approaching change in the amosphere; and
during the night the temperature varied, the cold becane
sharper, and the wind veered to the south-east.

Thiswas a misfortune. Mr. Fogg, in order not to deviate
from his course, furled his sails and increased the force of
the stean; but the ves=l’s geal sladkened, owing to the
state of the sea, the long waves of which broke against the
stern. She pitched violently, and this retarded her progress
The breeze littl e by littl e swell ed into atempest, and it was to
be feared that the Henrietta might not be @le to maintain
herself upright on the waves.

Passepartout’ s visage darkened with the skies, and for
two days the poa fellow experienced constant fright. But
Phileas Fogg was a bald mariner, and knew how to maintain
headway against the seg and he kept on hs course, withou
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even deaeasing his dean. The Henrietta, when she wuld
not rise upon the waves, crossed them, swamping her ded,
but passng safely. Sometimes the screw rose out of the water,
beding its protruding end, when a mourntain of water raised
the stern above the waves; but the aaft always kept straight
ahea.

The wind, rowever, did na grow as baisterous as might
have been feared; it was not one of those tempests which
burst, and rush onwith a spead o ninety miles an hou. It
continued fresh, bu, unheppily, it remained olstinately in
the south-east, rendering the sail s useless

The 16th of December was the seventy-fifth day since
Phil eass Fogg' s departure from Londa, and the Henrietta had
not yet been serioudy delayed. Half of the voyage was amost
acomplished, and the worst locdities had been passd. In
summer, success would have been well-nigh cetan. In
winter, they were d@ the mercy of the bad season. Passepartout
said nahing; but he cherished hope in seaet, and comforted
himself with the reflection that, if the wind fail ed them, they
might still court onthe steam.

On this day the engineer came on dedk, went up to Mr.
Fogg, and bkegan to speak earnestly with him. Withou
knowing why—it was a presentiment, perhaps—Passpartout
becane vaguely uneasy. He would have given one of his ears
to hea with the other what the engineer was saying. He
finally managed to cach afew words, and was sure he head
his master say, “You are cetain of what youtell me?’

“Certain, sir,” replied the engineer. “Y ou must remember
that, since we started, we have kept up hd fires in al our
furnaces, and though we had coa enough to go on short
steam from New York to Bordeaux, we haven’'t enough to go
with all stean from New York to Liverpod.”

“l will consider,” replied Mr. Fogg.



Passepartout understood it al; he was seized with
mortal anxiety. The mal was giving out! “Ah, if my master
can get over that,” muttered he, “he’ll be afamous man!” He
coud na help imparting to Fix what he had overhead.

“Then you believe that we redly are going to
Liverpod?’

“Of course.”

“Asd” replied the detective, shrugging his shoulders
andturning on his hedl.

Passpartout was on the point of vigorously resenting
the epithet, the reason of which he could na for the life of
him comprehend; but he refleded that the unfortunate Fix
was probably very much disappanted and humiliated in his
self-esteem, after having so awkwardly followed a false
scent aroundthe world, and refrained.

And nav what course would Phileas Fogg adopt? It was
difficult to imagine. Neverthelesshe seaned to have decided
upononre, for that evening he sent for the engineer, and said
to hm, “Fed all the fires until the al is exhausted.”

A few moments after, the funrel of the Henrietta
vomited forth torrents of smoke. The vessl continued to
procea with all steam on; but on the 18th, the engineer, as
he had predicted, annaunced that the mal would give out in
the course of the day.

“Do nd let the fires go down,” replied Mr. Fogg. “Keep
them upto the last. Let the valves befill ed.”

Towards noon Phileas Fogg, having ascertained their
position, cdled Passepartout, and ordered him to go for
Captain Spedly. It was as if the horest fellow had been
commanded to urchain atiger. He went to the poop, saying
to himsalf, “He will be like amadman!”

In a few moments, with cries and oaths, a bomb
appeaed onthe poopdeck. The bomb was Captain Speely.
It was clear that he was on the paint of bursting. “Where ae
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we?’ were the first words his anger permitted him to uter.
Had the poa man been apopdedic, he @muld never have
reavered from his paroxysm of wrath.

“Where are we?’ he repeated, with puple face

“Seven hunded and seventy miles from Liverpod,”
replied Mr. Fogg, with imperturbable cdmness

“Pirate!” cried Captain Speely.

“1 have sent for you, sir—”"

“Pickaroon”

“—Sir,” continued Mr. Fogg, “to ask you to sell me
your vessl.”

“Nol! By all the devil s, no!”

“But | shall be obliged to burn her.”

“Burn the Henrietta!”

“Yes; a least the upper part of her. The mal has given
out.”

“Burn my vessl!” cried Captain Speedy, who could
scarcely pronounce the words. “A vessal worth fifty thousand
dalars!”

“Here ae sixty thousand,” replied Philess Fogg,
handing the captain a roll of bank-bills. This had a
prodigious effect on Andrew Speedy. An American can
scacely remain unmoved at the sight of sixty thousand
ddlars. The catain forgot in an instant his anger, his
imprisonment, and all his grudges against his passenger. The
Henrietta was twenty years old; it was a grea bargain. The
bomb would na go df after all. Mr. Fogg had taken away
the match.

“And | shall still have theiron hdl,” said the cgtainin
a softer tone.

“Theiron hdl andthe engine. Isit agreed?’

“Agreed.”

And Andrew Speedy, seizing the bank-notes, cournted
them and consigned them to his pocket.
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During this colloquy, Passepartout was as white & a
shed, and Fix seaned on the point of having an apopedic
fit. Nealy twenty thousand pound had been expended, and
Fogg left the hull and engine to the captain, that is, nea the
whale value of the craft! It is true, however, that fifty-five
thousand pound had been stolen from the bank.

When Andrew Spealy had packeted the money, Mr.
Fogg said to him, “Don't let this astonish you, sir. Y ou must
know that | shall lose twenty thousand pounls, uness |
arrive in Londonby a quarter before nine on the evening of
the 21st of Decanber. | mised the steaner a New York,
and as you refused to take me to Liverpod—"

“And | did well!” cried Andrew Speedy; “for | have
gained at least forty thousand ddlars by it!” He added, more
sedately, “Do you krow one thing, Captain—’

“Fogg.”

“Captain Fogg, you've got something of the Yankee
abou you.”

And, having paid his pasenger what he mnsidered a
high compliment, he was going away, when Mr. Fogg said,
“The vessal now belongs to me?’

“Certainly, from the ked to the truck of the masts,—all
the wood,that is.”

“Very well. Have the interior seats, bunks, and frames
puled dowvn, and bun them.”

It was necessary to have dry woodto keep the steam up
to the alequate presaure, and onthat day the poop, cabins,
bunks, and the spare deck were saaificed. On the next day,
the 19th of December, the masts, rafts, and spars were
burned; the aew worked lustily, keeping y the fires.
Passpartout hewed, cut, and sawed away with all his might.
There was a perfect rage for demoliti on.

The railings, fittings, the greater part of the ded, and
top sides disappeaed onthe 20th, and the Henrietta was now
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only a flat hulk. But on this day they sighted the Irish coast
and Fastnet Light. By ten in the evening they were passng
Queenstown. Phileas Fogg had ony twenty-four hours more
in which to get to London; that length of time was necessary
to read Liverpod, with al steam on. And the stean was
abou to give out altogether!

“Sir,” said Captain Spealy, who was now deedly
interested in Mr. Fogg's projed, “I redly commiserate you.
Everything is against you. We ae only opposite Queenstown.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Fogg, “is that place where we see the
li ghts Queenstown?”

“Yes.

“Can we enter the harbour?’

“Not under threehous. Only at high tide.”

“Stay,” replied Mr. Fogg camly, withou betraying in
his fedures that by a supreme inspiration he was abou to
attempt once more to conquer ill -fortune.

Queenstown is the Irish pat at which the transatlantic
steamers dop to pu off the mails. These mails are caried to
Dublin by express trains always held in realiness to start;
from Dublin they are sent on to Liverpod by the most rapid
boats, and thus gain twelve hours on the Atlantic steamers.

Phileas Fogg courted on gaining twelve hous in the
same way. Instead of arriving at Liverpod the next evening
by the Henrietta, he would be there by noon and would
therefore have time to reach Londonbefore aquarter before
nine in the evening.

The Henrietta entered Queenstown harbour at one
o' clock in the morning, it then being high tide; and Phileas
Fogg, after being grasped heartily by the hand by Captain
Spedly, left that gentleman onthe levelled huk of his craft,
which was 4gill worth half what he had sold it for.

The party went on shore @ once Fix was greatly tempted
to arrest Mr. Fogg on the spat; but he did na. Why? What
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struggle was going on within hm? Had he changed his mind
abou “his man”? Did he understand that he had made a
grave mistake? He did na, however, abandon Mr. Fogg.
They all got uponthe train, which was just ready to start, at
half-past one; at dawn of day they were in Dublin; and they
lost no time in embarking on a steamer which, disdaining to
rise uponthe waves, invariably cut through them.

Phileas Fogg at last disembarked onthe Liverpool quay,
a twenty minutes before twelve, December 21st. He was
only six hous distant from London.

But at this moment Fix came up, pu his hand ypon Mr.
Fogg's shouder, and, showing his warrant, said, “You are
redly Phileas Fogg?’

“lI am.”

“l arrest youin the Queen’s name!”
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CHAPTER XXXIV

In which Phileas Foggat last reaches London

HILEAS FOGGwas in prison. He had been shut up in
the Custom House, and he was to be transferred to
Londonthe next day.

Passepartout, when he saw his master arrested, would
have falen uponFix, had he not been held badk by some
paliceman. Aouda was thunderstruck at the suddennessof an
event which she could not understand. Passepartout explained
to her how it was that the horest and courageous Fogg was
arrested as a robber. The young woman’'s heart revolted
against so heinous a dharge, and when she saw that she @muld
attempt or do ndhing to save her protedor, wept bitterly.

As for Fix, he had arrested Mr. Fogg because it was his
duty, whether Mr. Fogg were guilty or naot.

The thought then struck Passepartout, that he was the
cause of this new misfortune! Had he not conceded Fix’'s
errand from his master? When Fix reveded histrue dharader
and pupose, why had he not told Mr. Fogg? If the latter had
been warned, he would no doub have given Fix proof of his
innacence, and satisfied him of his mistake; at least, Fix
would na have continued his journey at the expense and on
the heds of his master, only to arrest him the moment he set
foot on English soil. Passepartout wept till he was blind, and
felt li ke blowing his brains out.
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Aouda and he had remained, despite the @ld, under the
portico o the Custom House. Neither wished to leave the
place both were axious to seeMr. Fogg again.

That gentleman was redly ruined, and that at the
moment when he was about to attain hisend. This arrest was
fatal. Having arrived at Liverpod at twenty minutes before
twelve on the 21st of December, he had till a quarter before
nine that evening to reach the Reform Club, that is, nine
hous and a quarter; the journey from Liverpod to Londm
was sx hous.

If any one, a this moment, had entered the Custom
House, he would have found Mr. Fogg seded, motionless
cdm, and withou apparent anger, upona wooden bench. He
was nat, it is true, resigned; but this last blow failed to force
him into an ouward betrayal of any emotion. Was he being
devoured by one of those secret rages, al the more terrible
becaise ontained, and which orly burst forth, with an
irresistible force, at the last moment? No ore wuld tell.
There he sat, calmly waiting—for what? Did he till cherish
hope? Did he still believe, now that the doar of this prison
was closed upon lim, that he would succeed?

However that may have been, Mr. Fogg carefully put
his watch uponthe table, and olserved its advancing hands.
Not a word escgped his lips, bu his look was sngularly set
and stern. The situation, in any event, was aterrible one, and
might be thus gated: If Phileas Fogg was honest, he was
ruined. If he was aknave, he was caught.

Did escgpe occur to m? Did he examine to seeif there
were any pradicable outlet from his prison? Did he think of
escgping from it? Possibly; for once he waked slowly
aroundthe room. But the doa was locked, and the window
heavily barred with iron rods. He sat down again, and drew
his journal from his pocket. On the line where these words
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were written, “December 21st, Saturday, Liverpod,” he
added, “80th day, 11.40a.m.,” and waited.

The Custom House dock struck one. Mr. Fogg observed
that his watch was two hours too fast.

Two hous! Admitting that he was at this moment
taking an express train, he @uld reach London and the
Reform Club by a quarter before nine, p.m. His forehead
slightly wrinkled.

At thirty-three minutes past two he head a singular
noise outside, then a hasty opening of doas. Passpartout’s
voicewas audible, and immediately after that of Fix. Phileas
Fogg' s eyes brightened for an instant.

The doa swung open, and he saw Passepartout, Aouda,
and Fix, who huried towards him.

Fix was out of breah, and hs hair was in dsorder. He
coud na speak. “Sir,” he stammered, “sir—forgive me—a
most—unfortunate resemblance—robber arrested three days
ago—you—are fred”

Philess Fogg was free! He walked to the detedive,
looked hm stealily in the face, and with the only rapid
motion he had ever made in hislife, or which he ever would
make, drew badk his arms, and with the precison d a
madine, knocked Fix down.

“Well hit!” cried Passepartout, “Parbleu! that’'s what
you might cdl agoodapplicaion d English fists!”

Fix, who found hmself on the floor, did na utter a
word. He had only received his deserts. Mr. Fogg, Aouda,
and Passepartout left the Custom House withou delay, got
into a cd, andin afew moments descended at the station.

Phileas Fogg asked if there was an expresstrain abou
to leave for London. It was forty minutes past two. The
expresstrain had left thirty-five minutes before.

Phileas Fogg then ardered a spedal train.



There were severa rapid locomotives on hand; but the
raillway arrangements did na permit the spedal train to leave
until threeo’ clock.

At that hou Phileas Fogg, having stimulated the
enginea by the offer of a generous reward, at last set out
towards Londonwith Aouda and his faithful servant.

It was necessary to make the journey in five hous and a
half; and this would have been easy on a clea road
throughou. But there were forced delays, and when Mr.
Fogg stepped from the train at the terminus, al the docksin
Londonwere striking ten minutes before nine.*®

Having made the tour of the world, he was behindhand
five minutes. He had lost the wager!

13 A somewhat remarkable eccaetricity on the part of the London
clocks—TRANSLATOR
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CHAPTER XXXV

In which Phileas Foggdoes not haveto
repeat his orders to Passepartout twice

HE dwellers in Saville Row would have been
surprised, the next day, if they had been told that
Philess Fogg had returned hame. His doas and

windows were still closed, no appearance of change was
visible.

After leaving the station, Mr. Fogg cgave Passpartout
instructions to purchase some provisions, and quetly went to
his domicile.

He bore his misfortune with his habitual tranquilli ty.
Ruined! And by the blundering d the detective! After having
steaily traversed that long journey, overcome a hunded
obstades, braved many dangers, and till fourd time to do
some good on ks way, to faill nea the goa by a sudden
event which he @muld na have foreseen, and against which
he was unarmed; it was terrible! But a few pourds were left
of the large sum he had carried with him. There only
remained of his fortune the twenty thousand pound
deposited at Barings, and this amourt he owed to his friends
of the Reform Club. So geat had been the expense of his
tour, that, even had he won, it would not have eriched him;
and it is probable that he had na sought to enrich himself,
being a man who rather laid wagers for honou’s sake than
for the stake proposed. But this wager totally ruined him.
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Mr. Fogg's course, however, was fully decided upon; he
knew what remained for him to do.

A room in the house in Saville Row was st apart for
Aouda, who was overwhelmed with grief at her protedor’'s
misfortune. From the words which Mr. Fogg dropped, she
saw that he was meditating some serious projed.

Knowing that Englishmen governed by a fixed idea
sometimes resort to the desperate expedient of suicide,
Passpartout kept a narrow watch upan his master, though he
caefully conceded the appeaance of so dang.

First of al, the worthy fellow had gone up to his room,
and hed extinguished the gas-burner, which had been
burning for eighty days. He had fourd in the letter-box a bill
from the gas company, and he thought it more than time to
put a stop to this expense, which he had been doamed to
bea.

The night passd. Mr. Fogg went to bed, bu did he
sleg? Aouda did nada once dose her eyes. Passepartout
watched all night, like afaithful dog, at his master’ s doar.

Mr. Fogg cdled him in the morning, and told him to get
Aouda’'s breakfast, and a cup d tea aad a chop for himself.
He desired Aouda to excuse him from bregfast and dnner,
as histime would be asorbed all day in puiting his affairs to
rights. In the evening he would ask permisson to have afew
moment’ s conversation with the young lady.

Passpartout, having received his orders, had nothing to
do bu obey them. He looked at his imperturbable master,
and could scarcdy bring his mind to leave him. His heart
was full, and hs conscience tortured by remorse; for he
acassed himself more bitterly than ever of being the caise of
the irretrievable disaster. Yes! if he had warned Mr. Fogg,
and had betrayed Fix’s projeds to him, his master would
certainly not have given the detedive passage to Liverpod,
and then—
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Passpartout could hdd in nolonger.

“My master! Mr. Fogg!” he cried, “why do you na
curse me? It was my fault that—"

“l blame no ore,” returned Phileas Fogg, with perfect
cdmness “Go!”

Passepartout left the room, and went to find Aouda, to
whom he delivered his master’s message.

“Madam,” he added, “1 can do nahing myself—nothing!
| have noinfluence over my master; but you, perhaps—”

“What influence could | have?’ replied Aouda. “Mr.
Fogg is influenced by no ore. Has he ever understood that
my gratitude to him is overflowing? Has he ever read my
heat? My friend, he must not be left done an instant! You
say heis going to speak with me this evening?”’

“Yes, madam; probably to arrange for your protedion
and comfort in England”

“We shall see” replied Aouda, becoming suddenly
pensive.

Throughou this day (Sunday) the house in Saville Row
was as if uninhabited, and Phileas Fogg, for the first time
since he had lived in that house, did na set out for his club
when Westminster clock struck half-past eleven.

Why shoud he present himself a the Reform? His
friends no longer expeded him there. As Phileas Fogg had
not appeaed in the saloon onthe evening before (Saturday,
the 21st of Decamber, at a quarter before nine), he had lost
his wager. It was nat even necessry that he shoud go to his
bankers for the twenty thousand pound; for his antagonists
arealy had his chedk in their hands, and they had only to fill
it out and send it to the Barings to have the amount
transferred to their credit.

Mr. Fogg, therefore, had noreason for going out, and so
he remained at home. He shut himself up in his room, and
busied hmself putting his affairs in order. Passepartout
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continually ascended and descended the stairs. The houswere
long for him. He listened at his master’s doar, and looked
through the keyhadle, asif he had a perfect right so to do,and
as if he feaed that something terrible might happen at any
moment. Sometimes he thought of Fix, bu no longer in
anger. Fix, like dl the world, had been mistaken in Phileas
Fogg, and had only done his duty in tracking and arresting
him; whil e he, Passepartout— This thought haunted him, and
he never ceased cursing his miserable folly.

Finding himself too wretched to remain aone, he
knocked at Aouda’s door, went into her room, seated himself,
withou spe&king, in a corner, and looked ruefully at the
young woman. Aoudawas dgill pensive.

Abou half-past seven in the evening Mr. Fogg sent to
know if Aoudawould receve him, and in afew moments he
found hmself alone with her.

Philess Fogg took a chair, and sat down near the
fireplace, oppaite Aouda. No emotion was visible on hs
face Fogg returned was exadly the Fogg who had gone
away; there was the same cadm, the same impassbili ty.

He sat severa minutes withou spe&ing; then, bending
his eyes on Aoudg, “Madam,” said he, “will you pardon me
for bringing you to England?”’

“l, Mr. Fogg!” replied Aouda, cheding the pulsations
of her heart.

“Pleese let me finish,” returned Mr. Fogg. “When |
dedded to bring you far away from the wuntry which was ©
unsafe for you, | was rich, and courted on puting a portion
of my fortune at your disposal; then your existence would
have been free and happy. But now | am ruined.”

“1 know it, Mr. Fogg,” replied Aoudg; “and | ask you, in
my turn, will you forgive me for having followed you, and—
who knavs?—for having, perhaps, delayed you, and thus
contributed to your ruin?’
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“Madam, you could na remain in India, and your safety
could only be aaured by bringing you to such a distance that
your persecutors could not take you.”

“So, Mr. Fogg,” resumed Aouda, “not content with
rescuing me from a terrible deah, you thought yourself
boundto seaure my comfort in aforeign land?’

“Yes, madam; but circumstances have been against me.
Still, | beg to pacethelittle | have left at your service”

“But what will become of you, Mr. Fogg?”’

“As for me, madam,” replied the gentleman, coldly, “I
have need of nothing.”

“But how do you look upon the fate, sir, which awaits
you?”’

“As| am in the habit of doing.”

“At least,” said Aouda, “want shoud na overtake a
man like you. Y our friends—"

“1 have no friends, madam.”

“Your relatives—"

“l have nolonger any relatives.”

“l pity you, then, Mr. Fogg, for solitude is a sad thing,
with no heat to which to confide your griefs. They say,
though, that misery itself, shared by two sympathetic souls,
may be borne with patience”

“They say so, madam.”

“Mr. Fogg,” said Aoudg, rising, and seizing his hand,
“do you wish at once akinswoman and friend? Will you
have me for your wife?’

Mr. Fogg, at this, rose in his turn. There was an
unwonted light in his eyes, and a slight trembling d hislips.
Aouda looked into his face The sincerity, rectitude, firmness
and swedness of this soft glance of a node woman, who
coud dare dl to save him to whom she owed all, at first
astonished, then penetrated him. He shut his eyes for an
instant, as if to avoid her look. When he opened them again,
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“I love you!” he said, simply. “Yes, by al that is holiest, |
love you,and | am entirely yours!”

“Ah!” cried Aouda, pressng hishandto her heat.

Passpartout was simmoned and appeaed immediately.
Mr. Fogg still held Aouda' s hand in his own; Passepartout
understood, and his big, roundfacebecame & radiant as the
tropicd sunat its zenith.

Mr. Fogg asked him if it was naot too late to natify the
Reverend Samud Wil son, of Marylebone Parish, that evening.

Passpartout smiled his most genia smile, and said,
“Never toolate.”

It was five minutes past eight.

“Will it be for to-morrow, Monday?’

“For to-morrow, Monday,” said Mr. Fogg, turning to
Aouda

“Yes, for to-morrow, Monday,” she replied.

Passepartout hurried off as fast as his legs could cary
him.
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CHAPTER XXXVI

In which Phileas Fogg s nameisonce
more at a premium on 'Change

T is time to relate what a dhange took dace in English
I puldic opinion, when it transpired that the red bank-
robber, a certain James Strand, red been arrested, onthe
17th of December, at Edinburgh. Three days before, Phileas
Fogg had been a crimina, who was being desperately
followed up by the police now he was an honouable
gentleman, mathematically pursuing his eccentric journey
roundthe world.

The papers resumed their discusson abou the wager;
al thase who hed laid bets, for or against him, revived their
interest, as if by magic; the “Phileas Fogg bonds’ again
became negotiable, and many new wagers were made. Phileas
Fogg' s name was once more & a premium on’ Change.

His five friends of the Reform Club passed these three
days in a state of feverish suspense. Would Phileas Fogg,
whom they had forgotten, regopea before their eyes! Where
was he & this moment? The 17th of December, the day of
James Strand's arrest, was the seventy-sixth since Phileas
Fogg's departure, and no news of him had been receved.
Was he dead? Had he @andored the effort, or was he
continuing his journey along the route agreed upm? And
would he gpear on Saturday, the 21st of December, at a
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guarter before nine in the evening, on the threshold of the
Reform Club saloon?

The awxiety in which, for three days, London society
existed, cannot be described. Telegrams were sent to America
and Asia for news of Philess Fogg. Messngers were
despatched to the house in Savill e Row morning and evening.
No news. The pdlice were ignorant what had become of the
detedive, Fix, who hed so urfortunately followed upa false
scent. Bets increased, rnevertheless in number and value.
Phileas Fogg, like arace-horse, was drawing nea his last
turning-point. The bonds were quaed, no longer a a
hunded below par, bu at twenty, at ten, and at five; and
paraytic old Lord Albemarle bet even in hisfavour.

A great crowd was colleded in Pal Mal and the
neighbauring streds on Saturday evening; it seaned like a
multitude of brokers permanently established around the
Reform Club. Circulation was impeded, and everywhere
disputes, discusgons, and financia transactions were going
on. The pdice had grea difficulty in keeguing back the
crowd, and as the hour when Philess Fogg was due
approadhed, the excitement rose to its highest pitch.

The five antagonists of Phileas Fogg had met in the
grea saloon d the dub. John Sulli van and Samuel Fallentin,
the bankers, Andrew Stuart, the engineer, Gauthier Ralph,
the diredor of the Bank of England, and Thomas Flanagan,
the brewer, one and all waited anxiously.

When the dock indicated twenty-five'* minutes past
eight, Andrew Stuart got up, saying, “Gentlemen, in twenty
minutes the time agreed upon ktween Mr. Fogg and
ourselves will have expired.”

4 Previous editions read “twenty minutes past eight.” which is 25
minutes before the deadline, not 20 as Stuart says. The origina French
reads “huit heures vingt-cing,” i.e., twenty-five minutes past eight.—J.M.
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“What time did the last train arrive from Liverpod?”
asked Thomas Flanagan.

“At twenty-three minutes past seven,” replied Gauthier
Ralph; “and the next does not arrive till ten minutes after
twelve.”

“Well, gentlemen,” resumed Andrew Stuart, “if Phileas
Fogg had come in the 7.23 train, he would have got here by
thistime. We can therefore regard the bet as won.”

“Wait; don't let us betoo hesty,” replied Samuel Fallentin.
“You krow that Mr. Fogg is very eccentric. His purctudity is
well known; he never arrives too soon, or too late; and | should
not be surprised if he gopeaed before us at the last minute.”

“Why,” said Andrew Stuart nervously, “if | should see
him, | shoud na believeit was he.”

“The fad is,” resumed Thomas Flanagan, “Mr. Fogg's
projed was absurdly foolish. Whatever his punctuality, he
could not prevent the delays which were certain to occur; and
adelay of only two or threedays would be fatal to histour.”

“Observe, too,” added John Sullivan, “that we have
receved no intelligence from him, though there ae
telegraphic lines al along hisroute.”

“He has lost, gentleman,” said Andrew Stuart,—"he has
a hunded times lost! You knaw, besides, that the China—
the only steamer he could have taken from New York to get
here in time—arrived yesterday. | have seen a list of the
pasengers, and the name of Phileas Fogg is nat among them.
Even if we amit that fortune has favoured him, he can
scarcely have reached America | think he will be & least
twenty days behindhand, and that Lord Albemarle will | ose a
coad fivethousand”

“Itisclear,” replied Gauthier Ralph; “and we have nothing
to do bu to present Mr. Fogd s chedk at Barings to-morrow.”

At this moment, the hands of the dub clock panted to
twenty minutes to nine.



“Five minutes more,” said Andrew Stuart.

The five gentlemen looked at each ather. Their anxiety
was beaming intense; but, na wishing to betray it, they
readily assented to Mr. Fallentin’s propaosal of arubber.

“lI wouldn't give up my four thousand d the bet,” said
Andrew Stuart, as he took hs sd, “for threethousand nne
hunded and nnety-nine.”

The dock indicated eighteen minutesto nine.

The players took uptheir cards, but could na keep their
eyes off the clock. Certainly, however secure they felt,
minutes had never seemed so long to them!

“Seventeen minutes to ning,” said Thomas Flanagan, as
he ait the cards which Ralph handed to him.

Then there was a moment of silence The great saloon
was perfedly quiet; but the murmurs of the aowd ouside
were heard, with now and then a shrill cry. The penduum
bea the seconds, which ead payer eagerly counted, as he
listened, with mathematica regularity.

“Sixteen minutes to nine!” said John Sullivan, in a
voicewhich betrayed his emotion.

One minute more, and the wager would be won.
Andrew Stuart and hs partners suspended their game. They
left their cards, and courted the seands.

At the fortieth second nothing. At the fiftieth, till
nothing.

At the fifty-fifth, a loud cry was head in the stred,
foll owed by applause, hurrahs, and some fierce growls.

The players rose from their seds.

At the fifty-seventh second the doa of the saloon
opened; and the penddum had na bea the sixtieth second
when Phileas Fogg appeared, followed by an excited crowd
who hed forced their way through the dub doas, andin his
cdm voice said, “Here | am, gentlemen!”
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CHAPTER XXXVII

In which it is shown that Phileas Fogg ganed
nothing by histour around the world, unless
it were happness

ES; Phileas Fogg in person.
The reader will remember that at five minutes
past eight in the evening—abou five and twenty
hous after the arival of the travellers in London—
Passpartout had been sent by his master to engage the
services of the Reverend Samuel Wilson in a cetan
marriage ceéemony, which was to take place the next day.
Passpartout went on his errand enchanted. He soon
readed the dergyman’s house, bu found him not at home.
Passpartout waited a good twenty minutes, and when he left
the reverend gentleman, it was thirty-five minutes past eight.
But in what a state he was! With his hair in disorder, and
withou his hat, he ran along the stred as never man was
seen to run kefore, overturning passers-by, rushing over the
sidewalk like awaterspout.
In three minutes he was in Saville Row again, and
staggered breahlesdy into Mr. Fogg' s room.
He could na spe&k.
“What is the matter?” asked Mr. Fogg.
“My master!” gasped Passpartout,—"“marriage—
impaossble—"
“Imposgble?’



“Impaossble—for to-morrow.”

“Why s0?’

“Because to-morrow—is Sunday!”

“Mondhay,” replied Mr. Fogg.

“No—to-day—is Saturday.”

“Saturday? Impossble!”

“Yes, yes, yes, yes!” cried Passpartout. “You have
made amistake of one day! We arrived twenty-four hous
ahea o time; but there are only ten minutes left!”

Passpartout had seized his master by the wllar, and
was dragging him along with irresistible force

Phileas Fogg, thus kidnapped, withou having time to
think, left his house, jumped into a cd, promised a hunded
pounds to the cdbman, and, having run owr two dags and
overturned five carriages, readed the Reform Club.

The dock indicaed a quarter before nine when he
appeaed in the gred saloon.

Phileas Fogg had accomplished the journey round the
world in eighty days!

Philess Fogg had won his wager of twenty thousand
pound!

How was it that a man so exad and fastidious could
have made this error of a day? How came he to think that he
had arrived in Londonon Saturday, the twenty-first day of
Decenber, when it was redly Friday, the twentieth, the
seventy-ninth day only from his departure?

The cause of the error is very simple.

Phileas Fogg had, without suspeding it, gained one day
on hs journey, and this merely because he had travelled
constantly eastward; he would, onthe ntrary, have lost a
day, had he gonein the oppasite diredion, that is, westward.

In journeying eastward he had gone towards the sun,
and the days therefore diminished for him as many times
four minutes as he aossed degrees in this diredion. There
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are threehunded and sixty degrees on the drcumference of
the erth; and these three hunded and sixty degrees,
multiplied by four minutes, gives predasely twenty-four
hous—that is, the day unconsciously gained. In ather words,
while Phileas Fogg, going eastward, saw the sun pess the
meridian eighty times, his friendsin London othy saw it pass
the meridian seventy-nine times. This is why they awaited
him at the Reform Club onSaturday, and nd Sunday, as Mr.
Fogg thought.

And Passpartout’s famous family watch, which had
always kept Londontime, would have betrayed this faq, if it
had marked the days as well asthe hours and the minutes!

Philess Fogg, then, had won the twenty thousand
pounds; but as he had spent nealy nineteen thousand onthe
way, the peauniary gain was snall. His objed was, however,
to be victorious, and nd to win money. He divided the one
thousand pound that remained between Passepartout and the
unfortunate Fix, against whom he derished no grudge. He
deducted, howvever, from Passepartout’s dhare the cost of the
gas which had buned in his room for nineteen hunded and
twenty hours, for the sake of regularity.

That evening, Mr. Fogg, as tranqul and pHegmatic as
ever, said to Aouda, “Is our marriage still agreeable to you?”

“Mr. Fogg,” replied she, “it isfor me to ask that question.
Youwereruined, bu now you arerich again.”

“Pardon me, madam; my fortune belongs to you. If you
had na suggested ou marriage, my servant would na have
gonre to the Reverend Samuel Wilson's, | shodd na have
been apprised of my error, and—’

“Dear Mr. Fogg!” said the young woman.

“Dear Aouda!” replied Phil eas Fogg.

It need na be said that the marriage took dace forty-
eight hous after, and that Passpartout, glowing and
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dazzling, gave the bride away. Had he not saved her, and
was he nat entitl ed to this honou?

The next day, as on as it was light, Passpartout
rapped vigorously at his master’s doar. Mr. Fogg opened it,
and asked, “What'’ s the matter, Passepartout?”

“What isit, sir? Why, I’ve just thisinstant foundout—"

“What?’

“That we might have made the tour of the world in orly
seventy-eight days.”

“No doult,” returned Mr. Fogg, “by not crossng India
But if | had na crossd India, | shoud na have saved
Aoudg; shewould na have been my wife, and—’

Mr. Fogg quietly shut the doar.

Phileas Fogg had won hs wager, and had made his
journey around the world in eighty days. To do this, he had
employed every means of conveyance—steamers, railways,
cariages, yachts, trading-vessls, sledges, elephants. The
eacentric gentleman had throughou displayed al his
marvellous qualities of coolness and exaditude. But what
then? What had he redly gained by all this troude? What
had he brought back from thislong and weary journey?

Nothing, say you? Perhaps ; nothing but a dharming
woman, who, strange & it may appea, made him the
happiest of men!

Truly, would you nd for lessthan that make the tour
aroundthe world?
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