A JOURNEY TO THE CENTER OF THE EARTH

by Jul es Verne

CHAPTER 1

My Uncl e Makes a Discovery

LOXKI NG back to all that has occurred to me since that eventful day,
I amscarcely able to believe in the reality of my adventures. They
were truly so wonderful that even now | am bewi | dered when | think
of them

My uncle was a Gernman, having nmarried ny nother's sister, an
Engl i shwonman. Being very nmuch attached to his fatherl ess nephew, he
invited me to study under himin his hone in the fatherland. This hone
was in a large town, and my uncle a professor of philosophy,
chemi stry, geol ogy, mneral ogy, and nmany ot her ol ogi es.

One day, after passing sone hours in the laboratory- ny uncle
bei ng absent at the tine- | suddenly felt the necessity of
renovating the tissues- i.e., | was hungry, and was about to rouse
up our old French cook, when ny uncle, Professor Von Hardw gg,
suddenly opened the street door, and came rushing upstairs.

Now Prof essor Hardwi gg, nmy worthy uncle, is by no nmeans a bad sort
of man; he is, however, choleric and original. To bear w th him
means to obey; and scarcely had his heavy feet resounded within our
joint domcile than he shouted for nme to attend upon him

"Harry- Harry- Harry-"

| hastened to obey, but before I could reach his room junping three
steps at a tine, he was stanping his right foot upon the | anding.

"Harry!" he cried, in a frantic tone, "are you coming up?"

Now to tell the truth, at that noment | was far nore interested in
the question as to what was to constitute our dinner than in any

probl em of science; to ne soup was nore interesting than soda, an



onelette nore tenpting than arithnmetic, and an artichoke of ten
times nore val ue than any anount of asbestos.

But ny uncle was not a man to be kept waiting; so adjourning
therefore all nminor questions, | presented nyself before him

He was a very learned man. Now npost persons in this category
supply thenmselves with information, as peddlers do with goods, for the
benefit of others, and lay up stores in order to diffuse them abroad
for the benefit of society in general. Not so nmy excellent uncle,

Pr of essor Hardw gg; he studi ed, he consunmed the m dnight oil, he pored
over heavy tones, and di gested huge quartos and folios in order to
keep the know edge acquired to hinself.

There was a reason, and it may be regarded as a good one, why ny
uncl e objected to display his learning nore than was absolutely
necessary: he stammered; and when intent upon explaining the phenonena
of the heavens, was apt to find hinself at fault, and allude in such a
vague way to sun, nmoon, and stars that few were able to conprehend his
meani ng. To tell the honest truth, when the right word would not cone,
it was generally replaced by a very powerful adjective.

In connection with the sciences there are nany al nost
unpronounceabl e nanes- nanes very mnuch resenbling those of Wl sh
vill ages; and ny uncle being very fond of using them his habit of
stamering was not thereby inproved. In fact, there were periods in
hi s di scourse when he would finally give up and swall ow his
di sconfiture- in a glass of water.

As | said, ny uncle, Professor Hardwi gg, was a very |learned man; and
I now add a nost kind relative. | was bound to him by the double
ties of affection and interest. | took deep interest in all his
doi ngs, and hoped sone day to be alnpbst as |earned nyself. It was a
rare thing for ne to be absent fromhis lectures. Like him |
preferred nmineralogy to all the other sciences. My anxiety was to gain
real know edge of the earth. Geol ogy and m neral ogy were to us the
sole objects of life, and in connection with these studies many a fair

speci men of stone, chalk, or netal did we break with our hanmers



Steel rods, |oadstones, glass pipes, and bottles of various acids
were oftener before us than our neals. My uncle Hardw gg was once
known to classify six hundred different geol ogi cal specinmens by
their weight, hardness, fusibility, sound, taste, and snell.

He corresponded with all the great, |earned, and scientific nen of
the age. | was, therefore, in constant comunication with, at al
events the letters of, Sir Hunphry Davy, Captain Franklin, and other
great nen.

But before | state the subject on which my uncle wi shed to confer
with me, | nust say a word about his personal appearance. Al as! ny
readers will see a very different portrait of himat a future tine,
after he has gone through the fearful adventures yet to be rel ated.

My uncle was fifty years old; tall, thin, and wiry. Large spectacles
hid, to a certain extent, his vast, round, and goggle eyes, while
his nose was irreverently conpared to a thin file. So nuch indeed
did it resenble that useful article, that a conpass was said in his
presence to have made considerable N (Nasal) deviation

The truth being told, however, the only article really attracted
to ny uncle's nose was tobacco.

Anot her peculiarity of his was, that he always stepped a yard at a
time, clenched his fists as if he were going to hit you, and was, when
in one of his peculiar hunors, very far froma pl easant conpani on.

It is further necessary to observe that he lived in a very nice
house, in that very nice street, the Konigstrasse at Hamburg. Though
lying in the center of a town, it was perfectly rural in its aspect-
hal f wood, half bricks, with ol d-fashi oned gabl es- one of the few
ol d houses spared by the great fire of 1842.

When | say a nice house, | nean a handsone house- ol d, tottering,
and not exactly confortable to English notions: a house a little off
the perpendicular and inclined to fall into the nei ghboring canal
exactly the house for a wandering artist to depict; all the nore
that you could scarcely see it for ivy and a nagnificent old tree

whi ch grew over the door



My uncle was rich; his house was his own property, while he had a
consi derabl e private incone. To ny notion the best part of his
possessi ons was his god-daughter, G etchen. And the old cook, the
young | ady, the Professor and | were the sol e i nhabitants.

I loved nineralogy, | |Ioved geology. To nme there was nothing |ike
pebbl es- and if my uncle had been in a little less of a fury, we
shoul d have been the happiest of famlies. To prove the excellent
Hardwi gg's inpatience, | solemmly declare that when the flowers in the
dr awi ng-room pots began to grow, he rose every norning at four o'clock
to nmake them grow qui cker by pulling the | eaves!

Havi ng described nmy uncle, | will now give an account of our
i nterview.

He received nme in his study; a perfect nuseum containing every
natural curiosity that can well be imagi ned- mnerals, however,
predonm nating. Every one was fanmiliar to ne, having been catal ogued by
my own hand. My uncle, apparently oblivious of the fact that he had
summoned ne to his presence, was absorbed in a book. He was
particularly fond of early editions, tall copies, and uni que worKks.

"Wonderful!" he cried, tapping his forehead. "Wnderful- wonderful!"

It was one of those yellow | eaved volunmes now rarely found on
stalls, and to me it appeared to possess but little value. My uncle,
however, was in raptures

He admired its binding, the clearness of its characters, the ease
with which it opened in his hand, and repeated al oud, half a dozen
tinmes, that it was very, very old.

To ny fancy he was naking a great fuss about nothing, but it was not
my province to say so. On the contrary, | professed considerable
interest in the subject, and asked himwhat it was about.

"It is the Heins-Kringla of Snorre Tarleson,"he said, "the
cel ebrated Icel andic author of the twelfth century- it is a true and
correct account of the Norwegian princes who reigned in Iceland."

My next question related to the |l anguage in which it was witten.

I hoped at all events it was translated into German. My uncl e was



i ndi gnant at the very thought, and declared he woul dn't give a penny
for a translation. His delight was to have found the original work
in the Icelandic tongue, which he declared to be one of the nobst
magni ficent and yet sinple idions in the world- while at the sane tine
its granmatical comnbinations were the nost varied known to students.
"About as easy as German? was ny insidious remark.
My uncl e shrugged hi s shoul ders.
"The letters at all events," | said, "are rather difficult of
conpr ehensi on. "
"It is a Runic manuscript, the | anguage of the original population

of lceland, invented by Gdin hinmself," cried nmy uncle, angry at ny
i gnor ance.

| was about to venture upon sone msplaced joke on the subject, when
a small scrap of parchnent fell out of the | eaves. Like a hungry nan
snatching at a norsel of bread the Professor seized it. It was about
five inches by three and was scrawl ed over in the nost extraordinary
f ashi on.

The |ines shown here are an exact facsinmle of what was witten on
the venerabl e pi ece of parchnent-and have wonderful inportance, as
they induced ny uncle to undertake the nost wonderful series of
adventures which ever fell to the |lot of hunman beings. (See
illustration.)

My uncl e | ooked keenly at the docunment for some nonments and then
declared that it was Runic. The letters were sinmlar to those in the
book, but then what did they nean? This was exactly what | wanted to
know.

Now as | had a strong conviction that the Runic al phabet and di al ect
were sinply an invention to nystify poor human nature, | was delighted
to find that ny uncle knew as much about the matter as | did- which
was nothing. At all events the tremul ous notion of his fingers nmade ne
t hi nk so.

"And yet," he nuttered to hinself, "it is old Icelandic, | am sure

of it."



And nmy uncl e ought to have known, for he was a perfect polygl ot

dictionary in hinmself. He did not pretend, like a certain |earned

pundit, to speak the two thousand | anguages and four thousand idions

made use of in different parts of the gl obe, but he did know all the

nore i nportant ones.

It is a mtter of great doubt to me now, to what violent neasures ny

uncl e's inpetuosity mght have Ied him had not the clock struck

two, and our old French cook called out to |let us know that dinner was

on the table.

"Bot her the dinner!" cried ny uncle.

But as | was hungry, | sallied forth to the dining room where

took up ny usual quarters. Qut of politeness | waited three mnutes,

but no sign of ny uncle, the Professor. | was surprised. He was not

usually so blind to the pleasure of a good dinner. It was the acne

of German luxury- parsley soup, a hamonelette with sorre

trimm ngs, an oyster of veal stewed with prunes, delicious fruit,

and sparkling Mselle. For the sake of poring over this nusty old

pi ece of parchment, ny uncle forbore to share our neal. To satisfy

my conscience, | ate for both.

The ol d cook and housekeeper was nearly out of her mind. After

taking so nmuch trouble, to find her master not appear at dinner was to

her a sad di sappoi ntnent- which, as she occasionally watched the havoc

was meki ng on the viands, became also alarm If my uncle were to

cone to table after all?

Suddenly, just as | had consuned the |ast apple and drunk the | ast

glass of wine, a terrible voice was heard at no great distance. It was

my uncle roaring for me to come to him | made very nearly one | eap of

it- so loud, so fierce was his tone.

CHAPTER 2

The Mysterious Parchnent



"I DECLARE," cried ny uncle, striking the table fiercely with his
fist, "I declare to you it is Runic- and contains sone wonderfu
secret, which I nust get at, at any price.”

I was about to reply when he stopped ne.

"Sit down," he said, quite fiercely, "and wite to ny dictation."

| obeyed.

"I will substitute," he said, "a letter of our al phabet for that
of the Runic: we will then see what that will produce. Now, begin
and nake no m stakes."

The dictation comenced with the follow ng inconprehensible result:

mmrnlls esreuel seecJde
sgt ssnf unt ei ef ni edr ke
kt, samm atrateS Saodrrn
emt nael nuaect rril Sa
At vaar .nscrc i eaabs
ccdrm eeut ul frantu
dt,iac osei bo KediiY

Scarcely giving ne tinme to finish, ny uncle snatched the docunent
fromny hands and examined it with the nost rapt and deep attention

"I should like to know what it means,"” he said, after a |ong period.

I certainly could not tell him nor did he expect ne to- his
conversation being uniformy answered by hinself.

"I declare it puts ne in nmind of a cryptograph,” he cried,

"unl ess, indeed, the letters have been witten w thout any rea
nmeani ng; and yet why take so nuch trouble? Wo knows but | nay be on
the verge of sonme great discovery?”

My candid opinion was that it was all rubbish! But this opinion
kept carefully to nyself, as nmy uncle's choler was not pleasant to
bear. Al this time he was comparing the book with the parchnent.

"The manuscript volume and the snaller docunent are witten in

different hands," he said, "the cryptograph is of rmuch |later date than



the book; there is an undoubted proof of the correctness of ny
surnmise. [An irrefragable proof | took it to be.] The first letter
is a double M which was only added to the Icel andic | anguage in the
twel fth century- this nakes the parchnent two hundred years
posterior to the volume."

The circunstances appeared very probable and very logical, but it
was all surmse to ne.

"To me it appears probable that this sentence was witten by sone
owner of the book. Now who was the owner, is the next inportant
question. Perhaps by great good luck it nay be witten sonewhere in
the vol ume. "

Wth these words Professor Hardw gg took off his spectacles, and,
taking a powerful magnifying gl ass, exam ned the book carefully.

On the fly |l eaf was what appeared to be a blot of ink, but on
exam nation proved to be a line of witing al nost effaced by tine.
This was what he sought; and, after some considerable tinme, he nade
out these letters:

(See illustration.)

"Arne Saknussemm " he cried in a joyous and triunphant tone, "that
is not only an Icelandic nane, but of a |l earned professor of the
si xteenth century, a celebrated al chem st."”

| bowed as a sign of respect.

"These al chenists,"” he continued, "Avicenna, Bacon, Lully,

Par acel sus, were the true, the only | earned nen of the day. They
made surprising discoveries. May not this Saknussemm nephew mi ne,
have hidden on this bit of parchment sone astounding invention?
bel i eve the cryptograph to have a profound nmeani ng- which | nust
nmake out."

My uncl e wal ked about the roomin a state of excitenent al nost
i mpossi bl e to descri be.

"It may be so, sir," | tindly observed, "but why conceal it from
posterity, if it be a useful, a worthy di scovery?"

"Why- how should | know? Did not Galileo make a secret of his



di scoveries in connection with Saturn? But we shall see. Until |

di scover the meaning of this sentence | will neither eat nor sleep."”
"My dear uncle-" | began.

"Nor you neither," he added.

It was lucky | had taken doubl e allowance that day.

"In the first place,"” he continued, "there nust be a clue to the
meaning. |If we could find that, the rest would be easy enough."

| began seriously to reflect. The prospect of going wthout food and
sl eep was not a prom sing one, so | determned to do ny best to
solve the nystery. My uncle, nmeanwhile, went on with his soliloquy.

"The way to discover it is easy enough. In this docunment there are
one hundred and thirty-two letters, giving seventy-ni ne consonants
to fifty-three vowels. This is about the proportion found in nost
sout hern | anguages, the idionms of the north being nuch nmore rich in
consonants. W may confidently predict, therefore, that we have to
deal with a southern dialect.”

Not hi ng coul d be nore | ogical

"Now sai d Professor Hardwi gg, "to trace the particul ar | anguage.™

"As Shakespeare says, 'that is the question, was ny rather
satirical reply.

"This man Saknussemm he continued, "was a very |earned man: now as
he did not wite in the |Ianguage of his birthplace, he probably,
i ke nost | earned nmen of the sixteenth century, wote in Latin. If,
however, | prove wong in this guess, we nust try Spanish, French
Italian, Greek, and even Hebrew. My own opinion, though, is
decidedly in favor of Latin."

This proposition startled nme. Latin was ny favorite study, and it
seened sacrilege to believe this gibberish to belong to the country of
Virgil.

"Barbarous Latin, in all probability,"” continued my uncle, "but

still Latin."
"Very probably,"” | replied, not to contradict him

"Let us see into the matter," continued ny uncle; "here you see we



have a series of one hundred and thirty-two letters, apparently thrown
pel | -mel | upon paper, without method or organization. There are

wor ds which are conposed wholly of consonants, such as nmrnlls,
others which are nearly all vowels, the fifth, for instance, which

is unteief, and one of the |ast oseibo. This appears an

extraordi nary conbi nation. Probably we shall find that the phrase is
arranged according to sone nmathematical plan. No doubt a certain
sentence has been witten out and then junbled up- sone plan to

whi ch sone figure is the clue. Now, Harry, to show your English wit-
what is that figure?"

I could give himno hint. My thoughts were indeed far away. \Wile he
was speaking | had caught sight of the portrait of my cousin Getchen
and was wondering when she would return

We were affianced, and | oved one another very sincerely.But ny
uncl e, who never thought even of such sublunary matters, knew
not hing of this. Wthout noticing nmy abstraction, the Professor
began readi ng the puzzling cryptograph all sorts of ways, according to
some theory of his own. Presently, rousing ny wandering attention
he dictated one precious attenpt to ne.

I mildy handed it over to him It read as foll ows:

mmessunkaSenr A. i cef doK. segnittanurtn
ecertserrette, rotai vsadua, ednecsedsadne
lacartniiilrJdsiratracSarbnutabil ednek

mer et ar csi | ucoYsl ef f enSnl

I could scarcely keep fromlaughing, while nmy uncle, on the
contrary, got in a towering passion, struck the table with his fist,
darted out of the room out of the house, and then taking to his heels

was presently lost to sight.

CHAPTER 3

An Astoundi ng Di scovery



WHAT is the matter?" cried the cook, entering the room "when wll
mast er have his dinner?"

"Never."

"And, his supper?"

"I don't know. He says he will eat no nore, neither shall |. M
uncle has deternmined to fast and make nme fast until he nakes out
this abom nable inscription,” | replied.

"You will be starved to death," she said.

I was very much of the same opinion, but not liking to say so
sent her away, and began sone of ny usual work of classification
But try as | might, nothing could keep ne fromthinking alternately of
the stupid manuscript and of the pretty G etchen

Several times | thought of going out, but nmy uncle would have been
angry at ny absence. At the end of an hour, ny allotted task was done.
How to pass the tinme? | began by lighting ny pipe. Like all other
students, | delighted in tobacco; and, seating nmyself in the great
arnchair, | began to think.

Where was ny uncle? | could easily imagine himtearing al ong sone
solitary road, gesticulating, talking to hinself, cutting the air with
his cane, and still thinking of the absurd bit of hieroglyphics. Wuld
he hit upon sonme clue? Wuld he come hone in better hurmor? VWile these
t hought s were passing through my brain, | nechanically took up the
execrabl e puzzle and tried every inmagi nabl e way of grouping the
letters. | put themtogether by twos, by threes, fours, and fives-
in vain. Nothing intelligible came out, except that the fourteenth,
fifteenth, and sixteenth nmade ice in English; the eighty-fourth,
eighty-fifth, and eighty-sixth, the word sir; then at last | seened to
find the Latin words rota, nutabile, ira, nec, atra.

"Ha! there seens to be sone truth in nmy uncle's notion, thought I

Then again | seemed to find the word |uco, which neans sacred
wood. Then in the third line | appeared to make out |abiled, a perfect

Hebrew word, and at the last the syllables nere, are, ner, which



wer e French.

It was enough to drive one mad. Four different idions in this absurd
phrase. What connection could there be between ice, sir, anger, cruel
sacred wood, changing, nother, are, and sea? The first and the | ast
m ght, in a sentence connected with Iceland, nmean sea of ice. But what
of the rest of this nonstrous cryptograph?

I was, in fact, fighting against an insurnountable difficulty; mny
brain was alnost on fire; my eyes were strained with staring at the
parchnment; the whol e absurd collection of letters appeared to dance
before ny vision in a nunber of black little groups. My m nd was
possessed with tenporary hallucination- | was stifling. | wanted
air. Mechanically | fanned nyself with the docunment, of which now I
saw the back and then the front.

I magi ne ny surprise when glancing at the back of the wearisone
puzzle, the ink having gone through, | clearly nmade out Latin words,
and anong others crateremand terrestre.

I had discovered the secret!

It cane upon ne like a flash of lightning. | had got the clue. Al
you had to do to understand the docunment was to read it backwards. Al
the i ngenious ideas of the Professor were realized; he had dictated it
rightly to nme; by a nere accident | had discovered what he so nuch
desi red.

My delight, ny enotion may be inagined, ny eyes were dazzled and
trenbled so that at first | could nake nothing of it. One | ook
however, would tell me all | w shed to know.

"Let me read," | said to nyself, after drawing a | ong breath.

| spread it before nme on the table, | passed ny finger over each
letter, | spelled it through; in ny excitement | read it out.

What horror and stupefaction took possession of nmy soul. | was
Iike a man who had received a knock-down bl ow. Was it possible that
| really read the terrible secret, and it had really been
acconpl i shed! A man had dared to do- what?

No living being should ever know



"Never!" cried |, junping up. "Never shall ny uncle be made aware of
the dread secret. He would be quite capabl e of undertaking the
terrible journey. Nothing would check him nothing stop him Wrse, he
woul d conpel ne to acconpany him and we should be | ost forever. But
no; such folly and nmadness cannot be allowed.”

I was al nost beside nyself with rage and fury.

"My worthy uncle is already nearly nad," | cried aloud. "This
woul d finish him By sone accident he may nake the discovery; in which
case, we are both lost. Perish the fearful secret- let the flanes
forever bury it in oblivion."

| snatched up book and parchnment, and was about to cast theminto
the fire, when the door opened and ny uncle entered.

| had scarcely tinme to put down the w etched docunents before ny
uncle was by my side. He was profoundly absorbed. H s thoughts were
evidently bent on the terrible parchnment. Some new conbi nation had
probably struck himwhile taking his wal k.

He seated hinself in his arnchair, and with a pen began to make an
al gebrai cal calculation. | watched himw th anxi ous eyes. My flesh
crawm ed as it becanme probable that he woul d di scover the secret.

Hi s combinations | knew now were usel ess, | having discovered the
one only clue. For three nortal hours he continued w thout speaking
a word, w thout raising his head, scratching, rewiting, calculating
over and over again. | knew that in time he nust hit upon the right
phrase. The letters of every al phabet have only a certai n nunber of
combi nations. But then years m ght el apse before he would arrive at
the correct solution

Still time went on; night cane, the sounds in the streets ceased-
and still ny uncle went on, not even answering our worthy cook when
she call ed us to supper

| did not dare to | eave him so waved her away, and at |ast fel
asl eep on the sofa.

When | awoke ny uncle was still at work. His red eyes, his pallid

countenance, his nmatted hair, his feverish hands, his hectically



flushed cheeks, showed how terrible had been his struggle with the

i mpossi bl e, and what fearful fatigue he had undergone during that |ong
sl eepless night. It made ne quite ill to | ook at him Though he was
rather severe with nme, | loved him and ny heart ached at his
sufferings. He was so overcone by one idea that he could not even

get in a passion! Al his energies were focused on one point. And
knew t hat by speaking one little word all this suffering would

cease. | could not speak it.

My heart was, nevertheless, inclining towards him Wy, then, did
| remain silent? In the interest of ny uncle hinself.

"Not hi ng shall make me speak,” | nuttered. "He will want to foll ow
in the footsteps of the other! | know himwell. H's inmagination is a
perfect volcano, and to nmeke discoveries in the interests of geol ogy
he woul d sacrifice his life. I will therefore be silent and strictly
keep the secret | have discovered. To reveal it would be suicidal
He woul d not only rush, hinself, to destruction, but drag nme with
him™

I crossed ny arns, | ooked anot her way and snoked- resol ved never
to speak.

When our cook wanted to go out to market, or on any other errand,
she found the front door |ocked and the key taken away. Was this
done purposely or not? Surely Professor Hardwi gg did not intend the
old woman and nyself to become martyrs to his obstinate will. Wre
we to be starved to death? A frightful recollection cane to ny mnd
Once we had fed on bits and scraps for a week while he sorted sone
curiosities. It gave nme the cranp even to think of it!

I wanted ny breakfast, and | saw no way of getting it. Still ny
resolution held good. | would starve rather than yield. But the cook
began to take nme seriously to task. Wat was to be done? She coul d not
go out; and | dared not.

My uncl e continued counting and witing; his imagination seened to
have translated himto the skies. He neither thought of eating nor

drinking. In this way twelve o' clock cane round. | was hungry, and



there was nothing in the house. The cook had eaten the last bit of
bread. This could not go on. It did, however, until two, when ny
sensations were terrible. After all, | began to think the docunent
very absurd. Perhaps it mght only be a gigantic hoax. Besides, sone
means woul d surely be found to keep ny uncle back from attenpting
any such absurd expedition. On the other hand, if he did attenpt
anything so quixotic, |I should not be conpelled to acconpany him
Anot her line of reasoning partially decided nme. Very likely he would
make t he discovery hinself when | should have suffered starvation
for nothing. Under the influence of hunger this reasoning appeared
admrable. | determined to tell all

The question now arose as to how it was to be done. | was stil
dwel ling on the thought, when he rose and put on his hat.

What! go out and | ock us in? Never

"Uncle," | began.

He did not appear even to hear ne.

"Professor Hardwigg," | cried.

"What," he retorted, "did you speak?"

"How about the key?"

"VWhat key- the key of the door?

"No- of these horrible hieroglyphics?

He | ooked at ne from under his spectacles, and started at the odd
expression of ny face. Rushing forward, he clutched me by the arm
and keenly exam ned ny countenance. H's very | ook was an
i nterrogation.

I sinply nodded.

Wth an incredul ous shrug of the shoul ders, he turned upon his heel
Undoubt edly he thought | had gone nad.

"I have nmade a very inportant discovery."”

H s eyes flashed with excitenent. His hand was lifted in a
menaci ng attitude. For a nonment neither of us spoke. It is hard to say
whi ch was nost excited.

"You don't nean to say that you have any idea of the neaning of



the scraw ?"

"I do," was ny desperate reply. "Look at the sentence as dictated by
you."

"Well," but it means nothing," was the angry answer.

"Nothing if you read fromleft to right, but mark, if fromright
to left-"

"Backwards!" cried ny uncle, in wild amazenent. "Ch nost cunning
Saknussemm and | to be such a bl ockhead!"

He snatched up the docunent, gazed at it with haggard eye, and

read it out as | had done.

It read as follows:

In Sneffels Yoculis craterem kem del i bat
unbra Scartaris Julii intra cal endas descende,
audas viator, et terrestre centrum attinges.

Kod feci. Arne Saknussemm

Wi ch dog Latin being translated, reads as foll ows:

Descend into the crater of Yocul of Sneffels, which the shade of
Scartaris caresses, before the kal ends of July, audacious travel er
and you will reach the center of the earth. | didit.

ARNE SAKNUSSEMM

My uncle leaped three feet fromthe ground with joy. He | ooked
radi ant and handsone. He rushed about the roomw |Id with delight and
satisfaction. He knocked over tables and chairs. He threw his books
about until at last, utterly exhausted, he fell into his arnthair.

"What's o' cl ock?" he asked.

"About three.”

"My di nner does not seemto have done ne nuch good," he observed.
"Let nme have sonmething to eat. We can then start at once. Get ny

port mant eau ready."



"What for?"

"And your own," he continued. "W start at once."

My horror may be conceived. | resol ved however to show no fear.
Scientific reasons were the only ones likely to influence ny uncle.
Now, there were nany against this terrible journey. The very idea of
going down to the center of the earth was sinply absurd.
determined therefore to argue the point after dinner

My uncl e's rage was now directed agai nst the cook for having no
di nner ready. My expl anation however satisfied him and having
gotten the key, she soon contrived to get sufficient to satisfy our
voraci ous appetites.

During the repast ny uncle was rather gay than otherw se. He made
sonme of those peculiar jokes which belong exclusively to the
| earned. As soon, however, as dessert was over, he called nme to his
study. We each took a chair on opposite sides of the table.

"Henry," he said, in a soft and wi nning voice; "I have al ways
bel i eved you ingeni ous, and you have rendered nme a service never to be
forgotten. Wthout you, this great, this wondrous discovery would
never have been nade. It is ny duty, therefore, to insist on your
sharing the glory."

"He is in a good hunor,” thought I; "I'Il soon |let himknow ny
opi nion of glory."

“In the first place," he continued, "you nust keep the whole
affair a profound secret. There is no nore envious race of men than
scientific discoverers. Many would start on the sane journey. At al
events, we will be the first in the field."

"I doubt your having nmany conpetitors,” was ny reply.

"A man of real scientific acquirenments would be delighted at the
chance. W should find a perfect streamof pilgrinms on the traces of
Arne Saknussemm if this docunent were once nmade public.”

"But, ny dear sir, is not this paper very likely to be a hoax?"

ur ged.

"The book in which we find it is sufficient proof of its



authenticity," he replied.
"I thoroughly allow that the cel ebrated Professor wote the |ines,
but only, | believe, as a kind of nystification," was ny answer.
Scarcely were the words out of ny nouth, when | was sorry | had
uttered them M uncle |ooked at me with a dark and gl oony scow ,
and | began to be alarned for the results of our conversation. H's
nmood soon changed, however, and a smile took the place of a frown.

"We shall see," he remarked, with decisive enphasis.

"But see, what is all this about Yocul, and Sneffels, and this
Scartaris? | have never heard anythi ng about them"

"The very point to which | amconing. | lately received fromny
friend Augustus Peterman, of Leipzig, a map. Take down the third atlas
fromthe second shelf, series Z, plate 4."

I rose, went to the shelf, and presently returned with the vol une
i ndi cat ed.

"This," said nmy uncle, "is one of the best nmaps of Icel and.

believe it will settle all your doubts, difficulties and objections."

Wth a grimhope to the contrary, | stooped over the map.

CHAPTER 4

We Start on the Journey

YQU see, the whole island is conmposed of vol canoes,” said the
Professor, "and remark carefully that they all bear the nanme of Yocul
The word is lcelandic, and neans a glacier. In nost of the lofty
mount ai ns of that region the volcanic eruptions come forth from
i cebound caverns. Hence the nane applied to every vol cano on this
extraordinary island.”

"But what does this word Sneffels nmean?”

To this question | expected no rational answer. | was m staken

"Follow nmy finger to the western coast of Iceland, there you see

Reykjavik, its capital. Follow the direction of one of its innunerable



fjords or arns of the sea, and what do you see below the sixty-fifth
degree of latitude?"

"A peninsula- very like a thighbone in shape.

"And in the center of it-?"

"A nountain."

"Well," that's Sneffels.”

I had nothing to say.

"That is Sneffels- a nmountain about five thousand feet in height,
one of the nost remarkable in the whole island, and certainly dooned
to be the nost celebrated in the world, for through its crater we
shall reach the center of the earth.”

"Inmpossible!"™ cried I, startled and shocked at the thought.

"Wy i npossi bl e?" said Professor Hardwigg in his severest tones.

"Because its crater is choked with |ava, by burning rocks- by
infinite dangers.”

"But if it be extinct?"

"That woul d nake a difference."

"Of course it would. There are about three hundred vol canoes on
the whol e surface of the globe- but the greater nunber are extinct. O
these Sneffels is one. No eruption has occurred since 1219- in fact it
has ceased to be a volcano at all.”

After this what nore could | say? Yes,- | thought of another
obj ecti on.

"But what is all this about Scartaris and the kal ends of July- ?"

My uncle reflected deeply. Presently he gave forth the result of his
reflections in a sententious tone. "Wat appears obscure to you, to me
is light. This very phrase shows how particul ar Saknussemmis in his
directions. The Sneffels nountain has nany craters. He is carefu
therefore to point the exact one which is the highway into the
Interior of the Earth. He lets us know, for this purpose, that about
the end of the nonth of June, the shadow of Munt Scartaris falls upon
the one crater. There can be no doubt about the matter."

My uncl e had an answer for everything.



"I accept all your explanations"' | said "and Saknussemmis right.
He found out the entrance to the bowels of the earth, he has indicated
correctly, but that he or anyone el se ever followed up the discovery
i s madness to suppose.”

"Why so, young man?"

"Al'l scientific teaching, theoretical and practical, shows it to
be inpossible."

"I care nothing for theories," retorted ny uncle.

"But is it not well-known that heat increases one degree for every
seventy feet you descend into the earth? Wich gives a fine idea of
the central heat. Al the matters which conpose the globe are in a
state of incandescence; even gold, platinum and the hardest rocks are
in a state of fusion. What woul d become of us?"

"Don't be alarned at the heat, mny boy."

"How so?"

"Nei t her you nor anybody el se know anyt hing about the real state
of the earth's interior. Al nodern experinments tend to expl ode the
ol der theories. Wre any such heat to exist, the upper crust of the
earth woul d be shattered to atoms, and the world would be at an end.”

A long, learned and not uninteresting discussion followed, which
ended in this wse:

"I do not believe in the dangers and difficulties which you
Henry, seemto multiply; and the only way to learn, is |like Arne
Saknussemm to go and see."

"Well," cried I, overconme at last, "let us go and see. Though how we
can do that in the dark is another nystery."

"Fear nothing. We shall overcone these, and many other difficulties.
Besi des, as we approach the center, | expect to find it |un nous-"

"Not hing is inpossible.™

"And now that we have conme to a thorough understanding, not a word
to any living soul. Qur success depends on secrecy and dispatch."”

Thus ended our mnenorabl e conference, which roused a perfect fever in

me. Leaving ny uncle, | went forth |like one possessed. Reaching the



banks of the Elbe, | began to think. Was all | had heard really and
truly possible? Was ny uncle in his sober senses, and could the
interior of the earth be reached? Ws | the victimof a nmadman, or was

he a discoverer of rare courage and grandeur of conception?

To a certain extent | was anxious to be off. | was afraid ny
ent husi asm woul d cool. | determ ned to pack up at once. At the end
of an hour, however, on ny way honme, | found that ny feelings had very

nmuch changed

"“I"'mall abroad,” | cried; tis a nightmare- | nust have dreaned
it."

At this moment | cane face to face with Getchen, whom!| warnly
enbr aced.

"So you have come to neet ne," she said; "how good of you. But
what is the matter?"

Well, it was no use mincing the matter, | told her all. She listened
with awe, and for sone mnutes she could not speak.

"Wl 1 ?" | at last said, rather anxiously.

"What a magnificent journey. If | were only a man! A journey
worthy of the nephew of Professor Hardwi gg. | should | ook upon it as
an honor to acconpany him™"

"My dear Gretchen, | thought you would be the first to cry out
against this nmad enterprise."

"No; on the contrary, | glory init. It is nmagnificent, splendid- an
i dea worthy of ny father. Henry Lawson, | envy you."

This was, as it were, conclusive. The final blow of all

When we entered the house we found nmy uncle surrounded by worknen
and porters, who were packing up. He was pulling and hauling at a
bel I .

"Where have you been wasting your time? Your portmanteau i s not
packed- my papers are not in order- the precious tailor has not
brought my clothes, nor ny gaiters- the key of nmy carpet bag is gone!"

| 1 ooked at himstupefied. And still he tugged away at the bell

"We are really off, then?" | said.



"Yes- of course, and yet you go out for a stroll, unfortunate boy!"

"And when do we go?

"The day after tonorrow, at daybreak.”

| heard no nore; but darted off to ny little bedchanber and | ocked
mysel f in. There was no doubt about it now. M/ uncle had been hard
at work all the afternoon. The garden was full of ropes, rope |adders,
torches, gourds, iron clanps, crowbars, alpenstocks, and pickaxes-
enough to | oad ten nen.

| passed a terrible night. I was called early the next day to
| earn that the resolution of nmy uncle was unchanged and irrevocable. |
al so found ny cousin and affianced wife as warm on the subject as
was her father.

Next day, at five o'clock in the norning, the post chaise was at the
door. Getchen and the old cook received the keys of the house; and,
scarcely pausing to wi sh anyone good-by, we started on our adventurous

journey into the center of the earth.

CHAPTER 5

First Lessons in dinbing

AT Altona, a suburb of Hanmburg, is the Chief Station of the Kiel
rail way, which was to take us to the shores of the Belt. In twenty
m nutes fromthe nonment of our departure we were in Hol stein, and
our carriage entered the station. Qur heavy | uggage was taken out,
wei ghed, | abel ed, and placed in a huge van. W then took our
tickets, and exactly at seven o' clock were seated opposite each
other in a firstclass railway carriage.

My uncl e said nothing. He was too busy exanining his papers, anong
whi ch of course was the fanmous parchnment, and sone letters of
i ntroduction fromthe Danish consul which were to pave the way to an
introduction to the Governor of I|celand. My only amusenent was | ooki ng

out of the wi ndow But as we passed through a flat though fertile



country, this occupation was slightly nonotonous. In three hours we
reached Kiel, and our baggage was at once transferred to the steaner.

We had now a day before us, a delay of about ten hours. Wich fact
put ny uncle in a towering passion. W had nothing to do but to wal k
about the pretty town and bay. At |length, however, we went on board,
and at half past ten were steaming down the Great Belt. It was a
dark night, with a strong breeze and a rough sea, nothing being
visible but the occasional fires on shore, with here and there a
I ighthouse. At seven in the norning we left Korsor, a little town on
the western side of Seel and.

Here we took another railway, which in three hours brought us to the
capital, Copenhagen, where, scarcely taking time for refreshnment, ny
uncle hurried out to present one of his letters of introduction. It
was to the director of the Museum of Antiquities, who, having been
informed that we were tourists bound for Iceland, did all he could
to assist us. One wetched hope sustained ne now. Perhaps no vesse
was bound for such distant parts.

Alas! a little Danish schooner, the Valkyrie, was to sail on the
second of June for Reykjavik. The captain, M Bjarne, was on board,
and was rather surprised at the energy and cordiality with which his
future passenger shook himby the hand. To hima voyage to |cel and was
merely a matter of course. My uncle, on the other hand, considered the
event of subline inportance. The honest sailor took advantage of the
Professor's enthusiasmto double the fare.

"On Tuesday norning at seven o' clock be on board,"” said M Bjarne
handi ng us our receipts.

"Excellent! Capital! dorious!" remarked nmy uncle as we sat down
to a late breakfast; "refresh yourself, ny boy, and we will take a run
through the town."

Qur neal concluded, we went to the Kongens-Nye-Torw, to the king's
magni ficent palace; to the beautiful bridge over the canal near the
Museunm to the imense cenotaph of Thorwal dsen with its hideous

naval groups; to the castle of Rosenberg; and to all the other lions



of the place- none of which nmy uncle even saw, so absorbed was he in
his anticipated triunphs.

But one thing struck his fancy, and that was a certain singular
steeple situated on the Island of Anmak, which is the southeast quarter
of the city of Copenhagen. My uncle at once ordered nme to turn ny
steps that way, and accordingly we went on board the steamferry
boat which does duty on the canal, and very soon reached the noted
dockyard quay.

In the first instance we crossed sonme narrow streets, where we net
nunerous groups of galley slaves, with particolored trousers, grey and
yel I ow, working under the orders and the sticks of severe taskmasters
and finally reached the Vor-Frelser's-Kirk.

This church exhibited nothing renmarkable in itself; in fact, the
worthy Professor had only been attracted to it by one circunstance,
which was, that its rather elevated steeple started froma circul ar
platform after which there was an exterior staircase, which wound
round to the very summit.

"Let us ascend," said ny uncle.

"But | never could clinb church towers,"” | cried, "I am subject to
di zziness in ny head."

"The very reason why you should go up. | want to cure you of a bad
habit."

"But, ny good sir-"

"I tell you to cone. What is the use of wasting so nuch val uabl e
time?"

It was inpossible to dispute the dictatorial conmands of ny uncle. |
yielded with a groan. On paynent of a fee, a verger gave us the key.
He, for one, was not partial to the ascent. My uncle at once showed ne
the way, running up the steps like a schoolboy. | followed as well
as | could, though no sooner was | outside the tower, than ny head
began to swim There was nothing of the eagle about ne. The earth
was enough for nme, and no anbitious desire to soar ever entered ny

mnd. Still things did not go badly until | had ascended 150 st eps,



and was near the platform when | began to feel the rush of cold
air. | could scarcely stand, when clutching the railings, | |ooked
upwards. The railing was frail enough, but nothing to those which
skirted the terrible winding staircase, that appeared, fromwhere |
stood, to ascend to the skies.

"Now t hen, Henry."

"I can't do it!" | cried, in accents of despair.

"Are you, after all, a coward, sir?" said nmy uncle in a pitiless
tone. "CGo up, | say!"

To this there was no reply possible. And yet the keen air acted
violently on ny nervous systenm sky, earth, all seemed to swim
round, while the steeple rocked like a ship. My | egs gave way |ike
those of a drunken nman. | crawl ed upon ny hands and knees; | haul ed
myself up slowy, crawming like a snake. Presently | closed nmy eyes,
and all owed nyself to be dragged upwards.

"Look around you," said nmy uncle in a stern voice, "heaven knows
what profound abysses you may have to | ook down. This is excellent
practice.”

Slowy, and shivering all the while with cold, | opened ny eyes.
What then did | see? My first glance was upwards at the cold fleecy
cl ouds, which as by sone optical delusion appeared to stand still,
whil e the steeple, the weathercock, and our two selves were carried
swiftly along. Far away on one side could be seen the grassy plain,
while on the other lay the sea bathed in translucent |ight. The
Sund, or Sound as we call it, could be discovered beyond the point
of Elsinore, cromded with white sails, which, at that distance
| ooked |i ke the wings of seagulls; while to the east could be nade out
the far-off coast of Sweden. The whol e appeared a nmgi ¢ panorana.

But faint and bew ldered as | was, there was no renedy for it.

Ri se and stand up | nust. Despite ny protestations ny first |esson
| asted quite an hour. \When, nearly two hours later, | reached the
bosom of nother earth, | was like a rheumatic old man bent double with

pai n.



"Enough for one day," said ny uncle, rubbing his hands, "we wll
begi n again tonorrow. "

There was no renedy. My |l essons lasted five days, and at the end
of that period, | ascended blithely enough, and found nyself able to
| ook down into the depths bel ow w thout even w nking, and with sone

degree of pleasure.

CHAPTER 6

Qur Voyage to Icel and

THE hour of departure cane at last. The night before, the worthy M.
Thonpson brought us the nost cordial letters of introduction for Baron
Tranpe, Covernor of Iceland, for M Pictursson, coadjutor to the
bi shop, and for M Finsen, mayor of the town of Reykjavik. In
return, my uncle nearly crushed his hands, so warmly did he shake
t hem

On the second of the nonth, at two in the norning, our precious
cargo of luggage was taken on board the good ship Val kyrie. W
foll owed, and were very politely introduced by the captain to a
smal |l cabin with two standing bed places, neither very well ventil ated
nor very confortable. But in the cause of science nen are expected
to suffer.

"Wll," and have we a fair wind?" cried ny uncle, in his nost
nel i fluous accents.

"An excellent wind!" replied Captain Bjarne; "we shall |eave the
Sound, going free with all sails set."”

A few mnutes afterwards, the schooner started before the wind,
under all the canvas she could carry, and entered the channel. An hour
|ater, the capital of Denmark seened to sink into the waves, and we
were at no great distance fromthe coast of Elsinore. My uncle was
delighted; for myself, moody and dissatisfied, | appeared al nost to

expect a glinpse of the ghost of Hanlet.



"Sublime madnman thought |, "you doubtl ess woul d approve our
proceedi ngs. You mnight perhaps even follow us to the center of the
earth, there to resolve your eternal doubts."”

But no ghost or anything el se appeared upon the ancient walls. The
fact is, the castle is nmuch later than the tine of the heroic prince
of Denmark. It is now the residence of the keeper of the Strait of the
Sound, and through that Sound nore than fifteen thousand vessels of
all nations pass every year

The castl e of Kronborg soon di sappeared in the nurky atnosphere,
as well as the tower of Helsinborg, which raises its head on the
Swedi sh Bank. And here the schooner began to feel in earnest the
breezes of the Kattegat. The Val kyrie was swi ft enough, but with al
sailing boats there is the sanme uncertainty. Her cargo was coal
furniture, pottery, woolen clothing, and a |l oad of corn. As usual, the
crew was small, five Danes doing the whole of the work

"How long will the voyage |ast?" asked ny uncle.

"Well," | should think about ten days," replied the skipper
"unl ess, indeed, we neet with sone northeast gales anong the Faroe
I sl ands. "

"At all events, there will be no very considerable delay," cried the
i mpati ent Professor.

"No, M. Hardw gg," said the captain, "no fear of that. At al
events, we shall get there sonme day."

Towar ds eveni ng the schooner doubl ed Cape Skagen, the northernnost
part of Dennark, crossed the Skagerrak during the night- skirted the
extreme point of Norway through the gut of Cape Lindesnes, and then
reached the Northern Seas. Two days |ater we were not far fromthe
coast of Scotland, sonewhere near what Danish sailors cal
Pet erhead, and then the Val kyrie stretched out direct for the Faroe
I sl ands, between Orkney and Shetland. Qur vessel now felt the ful
force of the ocean waves, and the wind shifting, we with great
difficulty made the Faroe Isles. On the eighth day, the captain nade

out Myganness, the westernnost of the isles, and fromthat nonent



headed direct for Portland, a cape on the southern shores of the
singul ar island for which we were bound.

The voyage offered no incident worthy of record. | bore it very
well, but nmy uncle to his great annoyance, and even shane, was
remar kably seasick! This mal de mer troubled himthe nore that it
prevented himfrom questioning Captain Bjarne as to the subject of
Sneffels, as to the nmeans of communication, and the facilities of
transport. All these explanations he had to adjourn to the period of
his arrival. H's time, neanwhile, was spent lying in bed groaning, and
dwel I i ng anxiously on the hoped-for termination of the voyage.
didn't pity him

On the eleventh day we sighted Cape Portl and, over which towered
Mount Myrdal s Yokul, which, the weather being clear, we nade out
very readily. The cape itself is nothing but a huge mount of granite
standi ng naked and alone to neet the Atlantic waves. The Val kyri e kept
off the coast, steering to the westward. On all sides were to be
seen whol e "school s" of whal es and sharks. After some hours we canme in
sight of a solitary rock in the ocean, formng a mghty vault, through
whi ch the foam ng waves poured with intense fury. The islets of
West man appeared to leap fromthe ocean, being so low in the water
as scarcely to be seen until you were right upon them Fromthat
monent the schooner was steered to the westward in order to round Cape
Reykj anes, the western point of I|celand.

My uncle, to his great disgust, was unable even to crawl on deck, so
heavy a sea was on, and thus lost the first view of the Land of
Promi se. Forty-eight hours later, after a stormwhich drove us far
to sea under bare poles, we came once nore in sight of |and, and
were boarded by a pilot, who, after three hours of dangerous
navi gati on, brought the schooner safely to an anchor in the bay of
Faxa bef ore Reykj avi k.

My uncl e came out of his cabin pale, haggard, thin, but full of
enthusiasm his eyes dilated with pleasure and satisfaction. Nearly

t he whol e popul ati on of the town was on foot to see us |and. The



fact was, that scarcely any one of them but expected sone goods by the
peri odi cal vessel

Prof essor Hardwi gg was in haste to |leave his prison, or rather as he
called it, his hospital; but before he attenpted to do so, he caught
hold of my hand, led me to the quarterdeck of the schooner, took ny
armwith his left hand, and pointed inland with his right, over the
northern part of the bay, to where rose a high two-peaked nountain-

a doubl e cone covered with eternal snow.

"Behol d he whispered in an awe-stricken voi ce, behol d- Munt
Sneffel s!™

Then without further remark, he put his finger to his lips,
frowned darkly, and descended into the small boat which awaited us.
| followed, and in a few minutes we stood upon the soil of
mysterious | cel and!

Scarcely were we fairly on shore when there appeared before us a man
of excellent appearance, wearing the costunme of a military officer. He
was, however, but a civil servant, a nmgistrate, the governor of the
i sl and- Baron Tranpe. The Professor knew whom he had to deal with.

He therefore handed himthe letters from Copenhagen, and a brief
conversation in Danish followed, to which | of course was a

stranger, and for a very good reason, for | did not know the

| anguage in which they conversed. | afterwards heard, however, that
Baron Tranpe placed hinmself entirely at the beck and call of Professor
Har dwi gg.

My uncl e was nost graciously received by M Finsen, the mayor, who
as far as costunme went, was quite as military as the governor, but
al so from character and occupation quite as pacific. As for his
coadjutor, M Pictursson, he was absent on an episcopal visit to the
northern portion of the diocese. W were therefore conpelled to
defer the pleasure of being presented to him H s absence was,
however, nore than conpensated by the presence of M Fridriksson
prof essor of natural science in the college of Reykjavik, a man of

i nval uabl e ability. This nodest schol ar spoke no | anguages save



I cel andic and Latin. Wen, therefore, he addressed hinself to nme in
t he | anguage of Horace, we at once cane to understand one another
He was, in fact, the only person that | did thoroughly understand
during the whole period of ny residence in this benighted island.

Qut of three roonms of which his house was conposed, two were
pl aced at our service, and in a few hours we were installed with al
our baggage, the anmount of which rather astonished the sinple
i nhabi tants of Reykj avi k.

"Now, Harry," said ny uncle, rubbing his hands, "an goes well, the
worse difficulty is now over."

"How the worse difficulty over?" | cried in fresh amazenent.

"Doubtl ess. Here we are in Iceland. Nothing nore remains but to
descend into the bowels of the earth.”

"Well, sir, to a certain extent you are right. W have only to go
down- but, as far as | amconcerned, that is not the question. |
want to know how we are to get up again."

"That is the |least part of the business, and does not in any way
trouble me. In the nmeantine, there is not an hour to lose. | am
about to visit the public library. Very likely | may find there sone
manuscripts fromthe hand of Saknussemm | shall be glad to consult
t hem ™

"In the neanwhile," | replied, "I will take a wal k through the town.
WIl you not |ikew se do so?"

"I feel no interest in the subject,” said nmy uncle. "Wat for me
is curious in this island, is not what is above the surface, but
what is bel ow "

| bowed by way of reply, put on my hat and furred cl oak, and went
out .

It was not an easy matter to | ose oneself in the two streets of
Reykj avik; |1 had therefore no need to ask ny way. The town lies on a
flat and marshy plain, between two hills. A vast field of |ava

skirts it on one side, falling away in terraces towards the sea. On

the other hand is the | arge bay of Faxa, bordered on the north by



the enornous gl acier of Sneffels, and in which bay the Val kyri e was
then the only vessel at anchor. Cenerally there were one or two
English or French gunboats, to watch and protect the fisheries in
the of fing. They were now, however, absent on duty.

The | ongest of the streets of Reykjavik runs parallel to the
shore. In this street the nerchants and traders live in wooden huts
made with beans of wood, painted red- nere |log huts, such as you
find in the wilds of America. The other street, situated nore to the
west, runs toward a little | ake between the residences of the bishop
and t he other personages not engaged in comerce.

I had soon seen all | wanted of these weary and di sma
t horoughfares. Here and there was a strip of discolored turf, like
an old worn-out bit of woolen carpet; and now and then a bit of

ki tchen garden, in which grew potatoes, cabbage, and |ettuce, al nost

di m nutive enough to suggest the idea of Lilliput.
In the center of the new commercial street, | found the public
cenetery, enclosed by an earthen wall. Though not very large, it

appeared not likely to be filled for centuries. Fromhence | went to
the house of the Governor- a nere hut in conparison with the Mansion
House of Hamburg- but a pal ace al ongsi de the other |cel andi c houses.
Between the little | ake and the town was the church, built in sinple
Protestant style, and conposed of cal cined stones, thrown up by
vol canic action. | have not the slightest doubt that in high winds its
red tiles were blown out, to the great annoyance of the pastor and
congregation. Upon an eni nence close at hand was the nationa
school, in which were taught Hebrew, English, French, and Danish

In three hours ny tour was conplete. The general inpression upon
my mind was sadness. No trees, no vegetation, so to speak- on al
si des vol cani ¢ peaks- the huts of turf and earth- nore like roofs than
houses. Thanks to the heat of these residences, grass grows on the
roof, which grass is carefully cut for hay. | saw but few
i nhabitants during ny excursion, but | net a crowd on the beach

drying, salting and | oadi ng codfish, the principal article of



exportation. The nen appeared robust but heavy; fair-haired like
Germans, but of pensive mien- exiles of a higher scale in the | adder
of humanity than the Eskinobs, but, | thought, nmuch nore unhappy, since
with superior perceptions they are conpelled to live within the linits
of the Polar Circle.

Sonetinmes they gave vent to a convul sive | augh, but by no chance did
they snile. Their costune consists of a coarse capote of black wool,

known in Scandi navi an countries as the "vadnel," a broad-brimed

hat, trousers of red serge, and a piece of leather tied with strings
for a shoe- a coarse kind of nobccasin. The wonen, though sad-| ooking
and nournful, had rather agreeable features, w thout nuch

expression. They wear a bodice and petticoat of sonber vadnel. When
unnarried they wear a little brown knitted cap over a crown of plaited

hair; but when nmarried, they cover their heads with a col ored

handker chi ef, over which they tie a white scarf.

CHAPTER 7

Conversation and Di scovery

WHEN | returned, dinner was ready. This neal was devoured by ny
worthy relative with avidity and voracity. H's shipboard diet had
turned his interior into a perfect gulf. The repast, which was nore
Dani sh than Icelandic, was in itself nothing, but the excessive
hospitality of our host nade us enjoy it doubly.

The conversation turned upon scientific matters, and M
Fridri ksson asked ny uncle what he thought of the public library.

"Library, sir?" cried ny uncle; "it appears to ne a collection of
usel ess odd vol unmes, and a beggarly amount of enpty shelves."

"VWhat!" cried M Fridriksson; "why, we have eight thousand vol unes
of nmost rare and val uabl e works- sone in the Scandi navi an | anguage,
besides all the new publications from Copenhagen."”

"Ei ght thousand volunmes, ny dear sir- why, where are they?" cried ny



uncl e.

"Scattered over the country, Professor Hardwigg. W are very
studious, my dear sir, though we do live in Iceland. Every farner,
every | aborer, every fisherman can both read and wite- and we think
that books instead of being | ocked up in cupboards, far fromthe sight
of students, should be distributed as widely as possible. The books of
our library are therefore passed fromhand to hand wi thout returning
to the library shelves perhaps for years."

"Then when foreigners visit you, there is nothing for themto see?”

"Well," sir, foreigners have their own libraries, and our first
consideration is, that our hunbler classes should be highly
educated. Fortunately, the |love of study is innate in the Icelandic
people. In 1816 we founded a Literary Society and Mechanics
Institute; many foreign scholars of eninence are honorary nenbers;
we publish books destined to educate our people, and these books
have rendered val uabl e services to our country. Allow ne to have the
honor, Professor Hardwigg, to enroll you as an honorary nenber?"

My uncl e, who already belonged to nearly every literary and
scientific institution in Europe, immediately yielded to the aniable
wi shes of good M Fridriksson.

"And now," he said, after many expressions of gratitude and good
will, "if you will tell ne what books you expected to find, perhaps
I may be of some assistance to you."

I watched ny uncle keenly. For a minute or two he hesitated, as if
unwi | ling to speak; to speak openly was, perhaps, to unveil his
projects. Nevertheless, after sonme reflection, he made up his nind.

"Well,” M Fridriksson,"” he said in an easy, unconcerned ki nd of
way, "I was desirous of ascertaining, if anong other val uabl e works,
you had any of the | earned Arne Saknussenm "

"Arne Saknussenm " cried the Professor of Reykjavik; "you speak of
one of the nost distinguished scholars of the sixteenth century, of
the great naturalist, the great alchem st, the great traveler."

"Exactly so."



"One of the nobst distinguished nen connected with Icel andic
science and literature."

"As you say, sir-"

"A man illustrious above all."

"Yes, sir, all this is true, but his works?"

"W have none of them™

"Not in |celand?"

"There are none in Iceland or el sewhere," answered the other, sadly.

"Wy so?”

"Because Arne Saknussenm was persecuted for heresy, and in 1573
his works were publicly burnt at Copenhagen, by the hands of the
common hangman. "

"Very good! capital!" nmurnured nmy uncle, to the great astonishnent
of the worthy Icel ander

"You said, sir-"

"Yes, yes, all is clear, | see the link in the chain; everything
i s explained, and | now understand why Arne Saknussemm put out of
court, forced to hide his magnificent discoveries, was conpelled to
conceal beneath the veil of an inconprehensible cryptograph, the
secret-"

"What secret?”

"A secret- which," stamrered ny uncl e.

"Have you discovered sonme wonderful manuscript?" cried M
Fridriksson.

"No! no, | was carried away by ny enthusiasm A nere supposition.”

"Very good, sir. But, really, to turn to another subject, | hope you
will not |eave our island without exam ning into its m neral ogi ca
riches."

"Well," the fact is, | amrather late. So many | earned nmen have been
here before nme."

"Yes, yes, but there is still nuch to be done," cried M
Fridriksson.

"You think so,” said ny uncle, his eyes tw nkling with hidden



sati sfaction.

"Yes, you have no idea how nmany unknown nountai ns, gl aciers,
vol canoes there are which remain to be studied. Wthout noving from
where we sit, | can show you one. Yonder on the edge of the horizon
you see Sneffels."

"Ch yes, Sneffels,” said ny uncle.

"One of the nost curious vol canoes in existence, the crater of which
has been rarely visited."

"Extinct?"

"Extinct, any tinme these five hundred years," was the ready reply.
"Well," said nmy uncle, who dug his nails into his flesh, and pressed
his knees tightly together to prevent hinself |eaping up with joy.
"I have a great mind to begin ny studies with an exanination of the
geol ogi cal nysteries of this Munt Seffel- Feisel- what do you cal
it?"
"Sneffels, ny dear sir."
This portion of the conversation took place in Latin, and
therefore understood all that had been said. | could scarcely keep
my count enance when | found ny uncle so cunningly concealing his
delight and satisfaction. | mnmust confess that his artful grinmaces, put
on to conceal his happiness, made himl ook |ike a new Mephi st ophel es.

"Yes, yes," he continued, "your proposition delights ne. | will
endeavor to clinb to the sunmit of Sneffels, and, if possible, wll
descend into its crater.”

"I very much regret," continued M Fridriksson, "that ny
occupation will entirely preclude the possibility of ny acconpanying
you. It would have been both pl easurable and profitable if | could
have spared the tinme."

"No, no, a thousand tines no," cried ny uncle. "I do not wish to
di sturb the serenity of any man. | thank you, however, with all ny
heart. The presence of one so |earned as yourself, would no doubt have

been nost useful, but the duties of your office and profession

bef ore everything."



In the innocence of his sinple heart, our host did not perceive
the irony of these remarks.

"I entirely approve your project,” continued the |celander after
some further remarks. "It is a good idea to begin by exanining this
vol cano. You will make a harvest of curious observations. In the first

pl ace, how do you propose to get to Sneffel s?"

"By sea. | shall cross the bay. O course that is the nost rapid
route.”

"Of course. But still it cannot be done.”

"\ 2"

"W have not an avail able boat in all Reykjavik," replied the other
"What is to be done?"
"You nust go by land along the coast. It is |longer, but nuch nore
i nteresting."”
"Then | rnust have a guide.”
"Of course; and | have your very nman."
"Somebody on whom | can depend."

"Yes, an inhabitant of the peninsula on which Sneffels is

situated. He is a very shrewd and worthy man, with whomyou wll be

pl eased. He speaks Danish |ike a Dane."
"When can | see him today?"
"No, tomorrow, he will not be here before."

"Tonmorrow be it," replied ny uncle, with a deep sigh

The conversation ended by conplinents on both sides. During the
di nner nmy uncle had | earned much as to the history of Arne Saknussemm
the reasons for his nysterious and hierogl yphical docunent. He al so

becane aware that his host would not acconpany himon his

advent urous expedition, and that next day we shoul d have a gui de.

CHAPTER 8

Of at Last



THAT evening | took a brief walk on the shore near Reykjavik,
after which | returned to an early sleep on ny bed of coarse planks,
where | slept the sleep of the just. Wien | awoke |I heard ny uncle
speaking loudly in the next room | rose hastily and joined him He
was talking in Danish with a man of tall stature, and of perfectly
Her cul ean build. This man appeared to be possessed of very great
strength. Hs eyes, which started rather pronminently froma very |arge
head, the face bel onging to which was sinple and nai ve, appeared
very quick and intelligent. Very long hair, which even in England
woul d have been accounted exceedingly red, fell over his athletic
shoul ders. This native of |celand was active and supple in appearance,
t hough he scarcely noved his arnms, being in fact one of those nen
who despise the habit of gesticulation common to southern people.

Everything in this man's manner reveal ed a cal mand phl egmatic
tenperanment. There was nothing indolent about him but his
appear ance spoke of tranquillity. He was one of those who never seened
to expect anything from anybody, who |liked to work when he thought
proper, and whose phil osophy not hing coul d astonish or trouble.

| began to conprehend his character, sinply fromthe way in which he
listened to the wild and inpassioned verbi age of ny worthy uncle.
Wil e the excellent Professor spoke sentence after sentence, he
stood with folded arnms, utterly still, notionless to all nmy uncle's
gesticul ati ons. When he wanted to say No he noved his head fromleft
to right; when he acqui esced he nodded, so slightly that you could
scarcely see the undul ation of his head. This econony of notion was
carried to the length of avarice.

Judgi ng from his appearance | should have been a long time before
| had suspected himto be what he was, a mighty hunter. Certainly
his manner was not likely to frighten the gane. How, then, did he
contrive to get at his prey?

My surprise was slightly nodified when | knew that this tranquil and
sol enm personage was only a hunter of the eider duck, the down of

which is, after all, the greatest source of the Icel anders' wealth.



In the early days of summer, the fenmale of the eider, a pretty
sort of duck, builds its nest anmid the rocks of the fjords- the nane
given to all narrow gulfs in Scandi navian countries- w th which
every part of the island is indented. No sooner has the eider duck
made her nest than she lines the inside of it with the softest down
fromher breast. Then cones the hunter or trader, taking away the
nest, the poor bereaved fenal e begins her task over again, and this
continues as long as any eider down is to be found.

When she can find no nore the male bird sets to work to see what
he can do. As, however, his down is not so soft, and has therefore
no conmercial value, the hunter does not take the trouble to rob him
of his nest lining. The nest is accordingly finished, the eggs are
laid, the little ones are born, and next year the harvest of eider
down is again collected.

Now, as the eider duck never selects steep rocks or aspects to build
its nest, but rather sloping and low cliffs near to the sea, the
I cel andi c hunter can carry on his trade operations w thout nuch
difficulty. He is like a farmer who has neither to plow, to sow, nor
to harrow, only to collect his harvest.

This grave, sententious, silent person, as phlegmatic as an
Engl i shman on the French stage, was nanmed Hans Bjel ke. He had call ed
upon us in consequence of the recomrendation of M Fridriksson. He
was, in fact, our future guide. It struck me that had | sought the
world over, | could not have found a greater contradiction to ny
i mpul si ve uncl e.

They, however, readily understood one another. Neither of them had
any thought about noney; one was ready to take all that was offered
him the other ready to offer anything that was asked. It may
readi |y be conceived, then, that an understandi ng was soon conme to
bet ween t hem

Now, the understanding was, that he was to take us to the village of
Stapi, situated on the southern slope of the peninsula of Sneffels, at

the very foot of the vol cano. Hans, the guide, told us the distance



was about twenty-two nmiles, a journey which ny uncle supposed woul d
t ake about two days.

But when ny uncle cane to understand that they were Danish miles, of
ei ght thousand yards each, he was obliged to be nore noderate in his
i deas, and, considering the horrible roads we had to follow, to
all ow ei ght or ten days for the journey.

Four horses were prepared for us, two to carry the baggage, and
two to bear the inportant weight of nyself and uncle. Hans decl ared
that nothing ever would nake himclinb on the back of any animl. He
knew every inch of that part of the coast, and pronised to take us the
very shortest way.

H s engagenent with nmy uncle was by no neans to cease with our
arrival at Stapi; he was further to remain in his service during the
whole tine required for the conmpletion of his scientific
i nvestigations, at the fixed salary of three rix-dollars a week, being
exactly fourteen shillings and twopence, mnus one farthing, English
currency. One stipulation, however, was nade by the gui de- the noney
was to be paid to himevery Saturday night, failing which, his
engagenent was at an end.

The day of our departure was fixed. My uncle wi shed to hand the
ei der-down hunter an advance, but he refused in one enphatic word-

"Efter."

Whi ch being translated fromlcelandic into plain English neans-
"After."

The treaty concluded, our worthy guide retired w thout another word.

"A splendid fellow," said nmy uncle; "only he little suspects the
marvel ous part he is about to play in the history of the world."

"You nean, then," | cried in anazenent, "that he shoul d acconpany
us?"

"To the interior of the earth, yes,"” replied ny uncle. "Wy not?"

There were yet forty-eight hours to el apse before we nade our
final start. To ny great regret, our whole tine was taken up in making

preparations for our journey. Al our industry and ability were



devoted to packing every object in the nost advantageous nmanner- the
i nstruments on one side, the arns on the other, the tools here and the
provisions there. There were, in fact, four distinct groups.

The instruments were of course of the best manufacture:

1. Acentigrade thernmoneter of Eigel, counting up to 150 degrees,
which to me did not appear half enough- or too nuch. Too hot by
half, if the degree of heat was to ascend so high- in which case we
shoul d certainly be cooked- not enough, if we wanted to ascertain
the exact tenperature of springs or nmetal in a state of fusion

2. A manoneter worked by conpressed air, an instrunent used to
ascertain the upper atnospheric pressure on the |evel of the ocean.
Per haps a common baroneter woul d not have done as well, the
at nospheric pressure being likely to increase in proportion as we
descended bel ow the surface of the earth.

3. Afirst-class chronometer nmade by Boi ssonnas, of Geneva, set at
the meridian of Hanmburg, from which Germans cal cul ate, as the
Engli sh do from G eenwi ch, and the French from Paris.

4. Two conpasses, one for horizontal guidance, the other to
ascertain the dip.

5. A night gl ass.

6. Two Ruhnkorff coils, which, by means of a current of electricity,
woul d ensure us a very excellent, easily carried, and certain neans of

obtaining light.*

*The Ruhnkorff coil is used to obtain currents of induced
electricity of great intensity. It consists of a coil of copper
wire, insulated by being covered with silk, surrounded by another coi
of fine wire, also insulated, in which a nonentary current is
i nduced when a current is passed through the inner coil froma voltaic
battery. When the apparatus is in action, the gas becones | um nous,
and produces a white and continued light. The battery and wire are
carried in a |l eather bag, which the traveler fastens by a strap to his

shoul ders. The lantern is in front, and enabl es the beni ghted wanderer



to see in the nost profound obscurity. He nmay venture w thout fear

of explosion into the mdst of the nost inflamuable gases, and the
lantern will burn beneath the deepest waters. H D. Ruhnkorff, an able
and | earned chenist, discovered the induction coil. In 1864 he won the
qui nquenni al French prize of L2,000 for this ingenious application

of electricity. A voltaic battery, so called fromVolta, its designed
is an apparatus consisting of a series of netal plates arranged in
pairs and subjected to the action of saline solutions for producing

currents of electricity.

7. Avoltaic battery on the newest principle.

Qur arns consisted of two rifles, with two revol ving six-shooters.
Why these arnms were provided it was inpossible for me to say. | had
every reason to believe that we had neither wild beasts nor savage
natives to fear. My uncle, on the other hand, was quite as devoted
to his arsenal as to his collection of instrunents, and above al
was very careful with his provision of fulmnating or gun cotton
warranted to keep in any clinmate, and of which the expansive force was
known to be greater than that of ordinary gunpowder.

Qur tools consisted of two pickaxes, two crowbars, a silken
| adder, three iron-shod Al pine poles, a hatchet, a hammer, a dozen
wedges, sone pointed pieces of iron, and a quantity of strong rope.
You may conceive that the whole nade a tol erable parcel, especially
when | nention that the | adder itself was three hundred feet |ong!

Then there cane the inportant question of provisions. The hanper was
not very large but tolerably satisfactory, for I knew that in
concentrated essence of nmeat and biscuit there was enough to | ast
six nonths. The only liquid provided by ny uncle was Schi edam O
water, not a drop. W had, however, an anple supply of gourds, and
my uncle counted on finding water, and enough to fill them as soon as
we commenced our downward journey. My remarks as to the tenperature,
the quality, and even as to the possibility of none being found,

remai ned wholly without effect.



To nmake up the exact list of our traveling gear- for the guidance of
future travel ers- add, that we carried a nmedicine and surgical chest
with all apparatus necessary for wounds, fractures and blows; lint,
scissors, lancets- in fact, a perfect collection of horrible |ooking
instrunments; a nunber of vials containing amonia, al cohol, ether
Goul ard water, aromatic vinegar, in fact, every possible and
i mpossible drug- finally, all the materials for working the
Ruhnkorff coil!

My uncle had al so been careful to lay in a goodly supply of tobacco,
several flasks of very fine gunpowder, boxes of tinder, besides a
large belt crammed full of notes and gol d. Good boots rendered
watertight were to be found to the nunber of six in the tool box.

"My boy, with such clothing, with such boots, and such genera

equi prent," said ny uncle, in a state of rapturous delight, "we may
hope to travel far."

It took a whole day to put all these matters in order. In the
evening we dined with Baron Trampe, in conpany with the Mayor of
Reykj avi k, and Doctor Hyaltalin, the great nedical man of |cel and.

M Fridriksson was not present, and | was afterwards sorry to hear
that he and the governor did not agree on sonme matters connected
with the administration of the island. Unfortunately, the
consequence was, that | did not understand a word that was said at
dinner- a kind of senmiofficial reception. One thing | can say, ny
uncl e never |eft off speaking.

The next day our | abor cane to an end. Qur worthy host delighted
my uncl e, Professor Hardw gg, by giving hima good map of Iceland, a
nmost i nportant and precious docunent for a mneral ogist.

Qur last evening was spent in a |long conversation with M
Fridriksson, whom| |iked very much- the nore that | never expected to
see himor anyone el se again. After this agreeable way of spending
an hour or so, | tried to sleep. In vain; with the exception of a
few dozes, ny night was m serable.

At five o'clock in the norning | was awakened fromthe only rea



hal f hour's sleep of the night by the |oud neighing of horses under ny
wi ndow. | hastily dressed nyself and went down into the street. Hans
was engaged in putting the finishing stroke to our baggage, which he
didin a silent, quiet way that won ny admration, and yet he did it
admirably well. My uncle wasted a great deal of breath in giving him
directions, but worthy Hans took not the slightest notice of his
wor ds.

At six o'clock all our preparations were conpleted, and M
Fridri ksson shook hands heartily with us. My uncle thanked himwarny,
in the Icelandic | anguage, for his kind hospitality, speaking truly
fromthe heart.

As for nyself | put together a few of my best Latin phrases and paid
hi mthe highest conplinments | could. This fraternal and friendly
duty performed, we sallied forth and mounted our horses.

As soon as we were quite ready, M Fridriksson advanced, and by
way of farewell, called after me in the words of Virgil- words which
appeared to have been nade for us, travelers starting for an uncertain
destinati on:

"Et quacunque viam dederit fortuna sequanur."

("And whi chsoever way thou goest, may fortune follow")

CHAPTER 9

We Meet with adventures

THE weat her was overcast but settled, when we comenced our
adventurous and perilous journey. W had neither to fear fatiguing
heat nor drenching rain. It was, in fact, real tourist weather

As there was nothing |I liked better than horse exercise, the
pl easure of riding through an unknown country caused the early part of
our enterprise to be particularly agreeable to ne.

| began to enjoy the exhilarating delight of traveling, a life of

desire, gratification and liberty. The truth is, that ny spirits



rose so rapidly, that | began to be indifferent to what had once
appeared to be a terrible journey.

"After all,” | said to nmyself, "what do | risk? Sinply to take a
journey through a curious country, to clinb a renmarkabl e nountain,
if the worst cones to the worst, to descend into the crater of an

extinct vol cano."

and

There could be no doubt that this was all this terrible Saknussemm

had done. As to the existence of a gallery, or of subterraneous
passages leading into the interior of the earth, the idea was sinpl
absurd, the hallucination of a distenpered inmagination. All, then
that may be required of ne | will do cheerfully, and will create no
difficulty.

It was just before we left Reykjavik that | canme to this decision

Hans, our extraordinary guide, went first, walking with a steady,
rapi d, unvarying step. Qur two horses with the luggage foll owed of
their own accord, without requiring whip or spur. My uncle and
came behind, cutting a very tolerable figure upon our small but
Vi gor ous ani mal s.

Iceland is one of the largest islands in Europe. It contains
thirty thousand square niles of surface, and has about seventy
t housand i nhabitants. Geographers have divided it into four parts,
we had to cross the southwest quarter which in the vernacular is
cal | ed Sudvestr Fj ordungr

Hans, on taking his departure from Reykjavik, had foll owed the
line of the sea. W took our way through poor and sparse neadows,
whi ch nade a desperate effort every year to show a little green
They very rarely succeed in a good show of yell ow

The rugged sumrits of the rocky hills were dinly visible on the e
of the horizon, through the m sty fogs; every now and then sone
heavy fl akes of snow showed conspicuous in the norning light, while
certain lofty and pointed rocks were first lost in the grey |ow
clouds, their sunmmits clearly visible above, like jagged reefs

rising froma troubl ous sea

y

and

dge



Every now and then a spur of rock cane down through the arid ground,
| eaving us scarcely roomto pass. Qur horses, however, appeared not
only well acquainted with the country, but by a kind of instinct, knew
whi ch was the best road. My uncle had not even the satisfaction of
urging forward his steed by whip, spur, or voice. It was utterly
usel ess to show any signs of inpatience. | could not help smling to
see himlook so big on his little horse; his long | egs now and then
touchi ng the ground nmade him |l ook |ike a six-footed centaur

"Good beast, good beast,"” he would cry. "l assure you, "Good
beast, good beast, Henry, that | begin to think no animal is nore
intelligent than an Icel andic horse. Snow, tenpest, inpracticable
roads, rocks, icebergs- nothing stops him He is brave; he is sober
he is safe; he never nakes a false step; never glides or slips from
his path. | dare to say that if any river, any fjord has to be
crossed- and | have no doubt there will be many- you will see him
enter the water without hesitation |ike an anphibious |ike an
anphi bi ous animal, and reach the opposite side in safety. W nust not,
however, attenpt to hurry him we nust allow himto have his own
way, and | will undertake to say that between us we shall do our ten
| eagues a day."

"W may do so," was ny reply, "but what about our worthy guide?”

"I have not the slightest anxiety about him that sort of people
go ahead wi thout knowi ng even what they are about. Look at Hans. He
moves so little that it is inpossible for himto becone fatigued.
Besides, if he were to conplain of weariness, he could have the | oan
of nmy horse. | should have a violent attack of the cranp if | were not
to have sonme sort of exercise. My arns are right- but ny legs are
getting a little stiff."

Al this while we were advancing at a rapid pace. The country we had
reached was already nearly a desert. Here and there could be seen an
isolated farm sone solitary bur, or Icelandic house, built of wood,
earth, fragnments of lava- |ooking |ike beggars on the highway of life.

These wretched and nmiserable huts excited in us such pity that we felt



hal f di sposed to | eave alns at every door. In this country there are
no roads, paths are nearly unknown, and vegetation, poor as it was,
slowy as it reached perfection, soon obliterated all traces of the
few travel ers who passed fromplace to pl ace.

Nevert hel ess, this division of the province, situated only a few
mles fromthe capital, is considered one of the best cultivated and
nmost thickly peopled in all Iceland. Wat, then, nust be the state
of the I ess known and nore distant parts of the island? After
traveling fully half a Danish nmle, we had nmet neither a farmer at the
door of his hut, nor even a wandering shepherd with his wild and
savage fl ock.

A few stray cows and sheep were only seen occasionally. Wat,
then, nust we expect when we cone to the upheaved regions- to the
districts broken and roughened from vol canic eruptions and
subt erraneous comoti ons?

W were to learn this all in good tine. | saw, however, on
consulting the map, that we avoi ded a good deal of this rough country,
by follow ng the wi nding and desol ate shores of the sea. In reality,
the great vol canic novenent of the island, and all its attendant
phenonmena, are concentrated in the interior of the island; there,
hori zontal |ayers or strata of rocks, piled one upon the other
eruptions of basaltic origin, and streans of |ava, have given this
country a kind of supernatural reputation

Little did | expect, however, the spectacle which awaited us when we
reached the peninsula of Sneffels, where agglonerations of nature's
ruins forma kind of terrible chaos.

Sone two hours or nore after we had left the city of Reykjavik, we
reached the little town called Aoal kirkja, or the principal church. It
consists sinply of a few houses- not what in England or Germany we
shoul d call a hanl et

Hans stopped here one half hour. He shared our frugal breakfast,
answered Yes, and No to nmy uncle's questions as to the nature of the

road, and at | ast when asked where we were to pass the night was as



| aconi ¢ as usual

"CGardar!" was his one-worded reply.

I took occasion to consult the map, to see where Gardar was to be
found. After |ooking keenly |I found a small town of that name on the
borders of the Hvalfjord, about four nmiles from Reykjavik. | pointed
this out to my uncle, who made a very energetic grinmace

"Only four mles out of twenty-two? Way it is only alittle walk."

He was about to nmake sone energetic observation to the guide, but
Hans, wi thout taking the slightest notice of him went in front of the
horses, and wal ked ahead with the sane inperturbable phl egm he had
al ways exhi bi t ed.

Three hours later, still traveling over those apparently
i nterm nabl e and sandy prairies, we were conpelled to go round the
Kol l afjord, an easier and shorter cut than crossing the gulfs. Shortly
after we entered a place of conmunal jurisdiction called E ul berg, and
the clock of which would then have struck twelve, if any Icelandic
church had been rich enough to possess so val uabl e and useful an
article. These sacred edifices are, however, very nmuch |like these
peopl e, who do wi thout watches- and never m ss them

Here the horses were allowed to take some rest and refreshnment, then
following a narrow strip of shore between high rocks and the sea, they
took us without further halt to the Aoal kirkja of Brantar, and after
another mile to Saurboer Annexia, a chapel of ease, situated on the
sout hern bank of the Hval fjord.

It was four o' clock in the evening and we had travel ed four Danish
m | es, about equal to twenty English

The fjord was in this place about half a mle in width. The sweeping
and broken waves cane rolling in upon the pointed rocks; the gulf
was surrounded by rocky walls- a mighty cliff, three thousand feet
in height, remarkable for its brown strata, separated here and there
by beds of tufa of a reddish hue. Now, whatever may have been the
intelligence of our horses, | had not the slightest reliance upon

them as a neans of crossing a stornmy armof the sea. To ride over



salt water upon the back of a little horse seened to ne absurd.

"I'f they are really intelligent," | said to nyself, "they wll
certainly not make the attenpt. In any case, | shall trust rather to
my own intelligence than theirs."

But ny uncle was in no hunor to wait. He dug his heels into the
sides of his steed, and made for the shore. Hi s horse went to the very
edge of the water, sniffed at the approaching wave and retreated.

My uncle, who was, sooth to say, quite as obstinate as the beast
he bestrode, insisted on his making the desired advance. This
attenpt was followed by a new refusal on the part of the horse which
qui etly shook his head. This denmonstration of rebellion was foll owed
by a volley of words and a stout application of whipcord; also
foll owed by kicks on the part of the horse, which threwits head and
heel s upwards and tried to throw his rider. At length the sturdy
little pony, spreading out his legs, in a stiff and | udicrous

attitude, got fromunder the Professor's legs, and left him

standing, with both feet on a separate stone, |ike the Col ossus of
Rhodes.
"Wetched aninmal!" cried ny uncle, suddenly transforned into a

foot passenger- and as angry and ashaned as a di snmounted cavalry
officer on the field of battle.

"Farja," said the guide, tapping himfaniliarly on the shoul der

"What, a ferry boat!

"Der," answered Hans, pointing to where |lay the boat in
question-"there."

"Wll," | cried, quite delighted with the information; "so it is."

"Why did you not say so before,” cried my uncle; "why not start at
once?"

"Tidvatten," said the guide

"What does he say?" | asked, considerably puzzled by the delay and
t he di al ogue.

"He says tide," replied ny uncle, translating the Danish word for ny

i nformati on.



"OF course | understand- we nmust wait till the tide serves."

"For bida?" asked ny uncle.

"Ja," replied Hans.

My uncl e frowned, stanped his feet and then foll owed the horses to
where the boat |ay.

I thoroughly understood and appreciated the necessity for waiting,
before crossing the fjord, for that nonent when the sea at its highest
point is in a state of slack water. As neither the ebb nor flow can
then be felt, the ferry boat was in no danger of being carried out
to sea, or dashed upon the rocky coast.

The favorable nmoment did not conme until six o' 'clock in the
eveni ng. Then ny uncle, nyself, and guide, two boatnen and the four
horses got into a very awkward fl at-bottom boat. Accustoned as | had
been to the steamferry boats of the Elbe, | found the |ong oars of
the boatnen but sorry means of |oconotion. W were nore than an hour
in crossing the fjord; but at length the passage was concl uded wi t hout
acci dent.

Hal f an hour | ater we reached Gardar

CHAPTER 10

Traveling in Iceland

I T ought, one would have thought, to have been night, even in the
sixty-fifth parallel of latitude; but still the nocturnal illumnation
did not surprise ne. For in Iceland, during the nonths of June and
July, the sun never sets.

The tenperature, however, was very much | ower than | expected. | was
cold, but even that did not affect ne so much as ravenous hunger
Wel cone i ndeed, therefore, was the hut which hospitably opened its
doors to us.

It was nerely the house of a peasant, but in the matter of

hospitality, it was worthy of being the palace of a king. As we



alighted at the door the master of the house came forward, held out
hi s hand, and wi thout any further cerenony, signaled to us to follow
hi m

W followed him for to acconpany himwas inpossible. A long,
narrow, gloony passage led into the interior of this habitation
made from beans roughly squared by the ax. This passage gave ingress
to every room The chanbers were four in nunber- the kitchen, the
wor kshop, where the weaving was carried on, the general sleeping
chamber of the fanmily, and the best room to which strangers were
especially invited. My uncle, whose lofty stature had not been taken
into consideration when the house was built, contrived to knock his
head agai nst the beans of the roof.

We were introduced into our chanber, a kind of large roomwth a
hard earthen floor, and lighted by a wi ndow, the panes of which were
made of a sort of parchnent fromthe intestines of sheep- very far
fromtransparent.

The beddi ng was conposed of dry hay thrown into two long red
wooden boxes, ornanmented with sentences painted in Icelandic. | really
had no idea that we should be nmade so confortable. There was one
objection to the house, and that was, the very powerful odor of
dried fish, of macerated nmeat, and of sour milk, which three
fragrances conbined did not at all suit ny ol factory nerves.

As soon as we had freed oursel ves from our heavy traveling
costune, the voice of our host was heard calling to us to cone into
the kitchen, the only roomin which the Icel anders ever make any fire,
no matter how cold it may be

My uncl e, nothing |oath, hastened to obey this hospitable and
friendly invitation. | foll owed.

The kitchen chi mey was nade on an antique nodel. A |arge stone
standing in the mddle of the roomwas the fireplace; above, in the
roof, was a hole for the snoke to pass through. This apartnment was
ki tchen, parlor and dining roomall in one.

On our entrance, our worthy host, as if he had not seen us before,



advanced cerenoniously, uttered a word which means "be happy," and
then ki ssed both of us on the cheek

H's wife followed, pronounced the sanme word, with the sane
cerenoni al, then the husband and wife, placing their right hands
upon their hearts, bowed profoundly.

Thi s excellent |cel andic wonman was the nother of nineteen
children, who, little and big, rolled, crawl ed, and wal ked about in
the m dst of volumes of smoke arising fromthe angular fireplace in
the mddle of the room Every now and then | could see a fresh white
head, and a slightly melancholy expression of countenance, peering
at me through the vapor.

Both ny uncle and nyself, however, were very friendly with the whol e
party, and before we were aware of it, there were three or four of
these little ones on our shoul ders, as many on our boxes, and the rest
hangi ng about our |egs. Those who coul d speak kept crying out
saellvertu in every possible and inpossible key. Those who did not
speak only made all the nore noise.

This concert was interrupted by the announcenent of supper. At
this monment our worthy guide, the eider-duck hunter, cane in after
seeing to the feeding and stabling of the horses- which consisted in
letting them | oose to browse on the stunted green of the Icelandic
prairies. There was little for themto eat, but noss and sone very dry
and innutritious grass; next day they were ready before the door, sone
tinme before we were.

"Vl cone, " said Hans.

Then tranquilly, with the air of an automaton, wi thout any nore
expression in one kiss than another, he enbraced the host and
hostess and their nineteen children

This cerenony concluded to the satisfaction of all parties, we all
sat down to table, that is twenty-four of us, sonewhat crowded.

Those who were best off had only two juveniles on their knees.
As soon, however, as the inevitable soup was placed on the table,

the natural taciturnity, conmon even to |celandic babies, prevailed



over all else. Qur host filled our plates with a portion of |ichen
soup of Iceland noss, of by no means di sagreeable flavor, an
enornous |lunp of fish floating in sour butter. After that there cane
some skyr, a kind of curds and whey, served with biscuits and
juni per-berry juice. To drink, we had blanda, skinmed mlk with water.
I was hungry, so hungry, that by way of dessert | finished up with a
basin of thick oaten porridge

As soon as the nmeal was over, the children di sappeared, whilst the
grown peopl e sat around the fireplace, on which was placed turf,
heat her, cow dung and dried fish-bones. As soon as everybody was
sufficiently warm a general dispersion took place, all retiring to
their respective couches. Qur hostess offered to pull off our
stocki ngs and trousers, according to the customof the country, but as
we graciously declined to be so honored, she left us to our bed of dry
f odder .

Next day, at five in the nmorning, we took our |eave of these
hospi tabl e peasants. My uncle had great difficulty in making them
accept a sufficient and proper renuneration

Hans then gave the signal to start.

We had scarcely got a hundred yards from Gardar, when the
character of the country changed. The soil began to be nmarshy and
boggy, and less favorable to progress. To the right, the range of
mount ai ns was prolonged indefinitely like a great system of natura
fortifications, of which we skirted the glacis. W net wi th numerous
streans and rivulets which it was necessary to ford, and that
wi t hout wetting our baggage. As we advanced, the deserted appearance
i ncreased, and yet now and then we could see human shadows flitting in
the di stance. When a sudden turn of the track brought us w thin easy
reach of one of these specters, | felt a sudden inpul se of disgust
at the sight of a swollen head, with shining skin, utterly w thout
hai r, and whose repul sive and revolti ng wounds coul d be seen through
his rags. The unhappy wetches never canme forward to beg; on the

contrary, they ran away; not so quick, however, but that Hans was able



to salute themw th the universal saellvertu
"Spet el sk,"” said he.

"A leper," explained ny uncle.

The very sound of such a word caused a feeling of repul sion. The
horrible affliction known as |eprosy, which has al nost vani shed before
the effects of nodern science, is common in Iceland. It is not
cont agi ous but hereditary, so that nmarriage is strictly prohibited
to these unfortunate creatures.

These poor |epers did not tend to enliven our journey, the scene
of which was inexpressibly sad and lonely. The very last tufts of
grassy vegetation appeared to die at our feet. Not a tree was to be
seen, except a few stunted willows about as big as bl ackberry
bushes. Now and then we watched a falcon soaring in the grey and nisty
air, taking his flight towards warnmer and sunnier regions. | could not
hel p feeling a sense of nelancholy cone over ne. | sighed for ny own
Nati ve Land, and wi shed to be back with G etchen

We were conpelled to cross several little fjords, and at |ast came
to areal gulf. The tide was at its height, and we were able to go
over at once, and reach the hanlet of Alftanes, about a mile farther

That evening, after fording the Alfa and the Heta, two rivers rich
in trout and pi ke, we were conpelled to pass the night in a deserted
house, worthy of being haunted by all the fays of Scandi navi an
myt hol ogy. The King of Cold had taken up his residence there, and nade
us feel his presence all night.

The followi ng day was renmarkable by its lack of any particul ar
i ncidents. Al ways the same danmp and swanpy soil; the same dreary
uniformty; the sanme sad and nonotonous aspect of scenery. In the
eveni ng, having acconplished the half of our projected journey, we
slept at the Annexia of Krosol bt.

For a whole nmile we had under our feet nothing but lava. This
di sposition of the soil is called hraun: the crunbled | ava on the
surface was in sone instances |ike ship cables stretched out

hori zontally, in others coiled up in heaps; an imense field of |ava



came from the nei ghboring nountains, all extinct vol canoes, but
whose remai ns showed what once they had been. Here and there could
be nmade out the steam from hot water springs

There was no tinme, however, for us to take nore than a cursory
vi ew of these phenonena. W had to go forward with what speed we
m ght. Soon the soft and swanpy soil again appeared under the feet
of our horses, while at every hundred yards we cane upon one or nore
smal | | akes. Qur journey was now in a westerly direction; we had, in
fact, swept round the great bay of Faxa, and the twin white summits of
Sneffels rose to the clouds at a distance of less than five niles.

The horses now advanced rapidly. The accidents and difficulties of
the soil no |l onger checked them | confess that fatigue began to
tell severely upon ne; but ny uncle was as firmand as hard as he
had been on the first day. | could not help admiring both the
excel l ent Professor and the worthy guide; for they appeared to
regard this rugged expedition as a nere wal k!

On Saturday, the 20th June, at six o'clock in the evening, we
reached Budir, a small town picturesquely situated on the shore of the
ocean; and here the guide asked for his noney. My uncle settled with
himinmrediately. It was now the famly of Hans hinself, that is to
say, his uncles, his cousins-german, who offered us hospitality. W
were exceedingly well received, and w thout taking too nuch
advant age of the goodness of these worthy people, | should have
Iiked very nmuch to have rested with themafter the fatigues of the
journey. But my uncle, who did not require rest, had no idea of
anything of the kind; and despite the fact that next day was Sunday, |
was conpel l ed once nore to nount ny steed.

The soil was again affected by the nei ghborhood of the nountains,
whose granite peered out of the ground like tops of an old oak. W
were skirting the enornous base of the mighty volcano. My uncle
never took his eyes fromoff it; he could not keep from gesticul ating,
and looking at it with a kind of sullen defiance as nmuch as to say

"That is the giant | have nade up ny mind to conquer."”



After four hours of steady traveling, the horses stopped of

t hensel ves before the door of the presbytery of Stapi

CHAPTER 11

We Reach Mount Sneffels

STAPI is a town consisting of thirty huts, built on a |arge plain of
| ava, exposed to the rays of the sun, reflected fromthe volcano. It
stretches its hunble tenenents along the end of a little fjord,
surrounded by a basaltic wall of the npst singular character

Basalt is a brown rock of igneous origin. It assumes regul ar
forns, which astonish by their singular appearance. Here we found
Nat ure proceedi ng geonetrically, and working quite after a hunan
fashion, as if she had enployed the plumet |ine, the conpass and
the rule. If elsewhere she produces grand artistic effects by piling
up huge nmasses wi thout order or connection- if el sewhere we see
truncated cones, inperfect pyramds, with an odd successi on of
lines; here, as if wishing to give a lesson in regularity, and
preceding the architects of the early ages, she has erected a severe
order of architecture, which neither the splendors of Babyl on nor
the marvel s of Greece ever surpassed

I had often heard of the Gant's Causeway in Ireland, and of
Fingal's Cave in one of the Hebrides, but the grand spectacle of a

real basaltic formation had never yet conme before nmy eyes

This at Stapi gave us an idea of one in all its wonderful beauty and
grace.
The wall of the fjord, like nearly the whole of the peninsula,

consisted of a series of vertical colunmms, in height about thirty
feet. These upright pillars of stone, of the finest proportions,
supported an archivault of horizontal colums which formed a kind of
hal f -vaul ted roof above the sea. At certain intervals, and bel ow

this natural basin, the eye was pleased and surprised by the sight



of oval openings through which the outward waves cane thundering in
vol | eys of foam Sone banks of basalt, torn fromtheir fastenings by
the fury of the waves, lay scattered on the ground |like the ruins of
an ancient tenple- ruins eternally young, over which the storns of
ages swept without producing any perceptible effect!

This was the | ast stage of our journey. Hans had brought us al ong
with fidelity and intelligence, and | began to feel sonewhat nore
confortable when | reflected that he was to acconpany us still farther
on our way.

When we halted before the house of the Rector, a snall and
i ncommodi ous cabi n, neither handsone nor nore confortable than those
of his neighbors, | saw a man in the act of shoeing a horse, a
hanmer in his hand, and a | eathern apron tied round his waist.

"Be happy," said the eider-down hunter, using his nationa
salutation in his own | anguage.

"God dag- good day!" replied the former, in excellent Danish

"Kyrkoherde," cried Hans, turning round and introducing himto ny
uncl e.
hal f -vaul ted roof above the sea. At certain intervals, and bel ow
this natural basin, the eye was pl eased and surprised by the sight
of oval openings through which the outward waves canme thundering in
vol | eys of foam Sone banks of basalt, torn fromtheir fastenings by
the fury of the waves, lay scattered on the ground like the ruins of
an ancient tenple- ruins eternally young, over which the storns of
ages swept without producing any perceptible effect!

This was the | ast stage of our journey. Hans had brought us al ong
with fidelity and intelligence, and | began to feel sonmewhat nore
confortable when | reflected that he was to acconpany us still farther
on our way.

Wien we hal ted before the house of the Rector, a small and
i ncommodi ous cabi n, neither handsonme nor nore confortable than those
of his neighbors, | saw a man in the act of shoeing a horse, a

hanmer in his hand, and a | eathern apron tied round his waist.



"Be happy," said the eider-down hunter, using his nationa
salutation in his own | anguage.

"God dag- good day!" replied the former, in excellent Danish

"Kyrkoherde," cried Hans, turning round and introducing himto ny
uncl e.

"The Rector," repeated the worthy Professor; "it appears, ny dear
Harry, that this worthy man is the Rector, and is not above doing
his own work."

During the speaking of these words the guide intimated to the
Kyr koherde what was the true state of the case. The good man,
ceasing from his occupation, gave a kind of hall oo, upon which a
tall wonman, al nbst a gi antess, cane out of the hut. She was at | east
six feet high, which in that region is something considerable.

My first inpression was one of horror. | thought she had cone to
give us the Icelandic kiss. | had, however, nothing to fear, for she
did not even show nuch inclination to receive us into her house.

The room devoted to strangers appeared to ne to be by far the
worst in the presbytery; it was narrow, dirty and offensive. There
was, however, no choice about the matter. The Rector had no notion
of practicing the usual cordial and antique hospitality. Far from
it. Before the day was over, | found we had to deal with a blacksnith,
a fisherman, a hunter, a carpenter, anything but a clergyman. It
must be said in his favor that we had caught himon a weekday;
probably he appeared to greater advantage on the Sunday.

These poor priests receive fromthe Dani sh Governnent a nost
ridicul ously inadequate salary, and collect one quarter of the tithe
of their parish- not nore than sixty marks current, or about L3 10s.
sterling. Hence the necessity of working to live. In truth, we soon
found that our host did not count civility anmong the cardi nal virtues.

My uncl e soon becane aware of the kind of nan he had to deal with.
Instead of a worthy and | earned schol ar, he found a dul
ill-mannered peasant. He therefore resolved to start on his great

expedi tion as soon as possible. He did not care about fatigue, and



resolved to spend a few days in the nountains.

The preparations for our departure were nmade the very next day after
our arrival at Stapi; Hans now hired three Icelanders to take the
pl ace of the horses- which could no | onger carry our |uggage. Wen
however, these worthy islanders had reached the bottom of the
crater, they were to go back and | eave us to ourselves. This point was
settled before they would agree to start.

On this occasion, my uncle partly confided in Hans, the eider-duck
hunter, and gave himto understand that it was his intention to
continue his exploration of the volcano to the |ast possible limts.

Hans |istened calmy, and then nodded his head. To go there, or
el sewhere, to bury hinself in the bowels of the earth, or to trave
over its summits, was all the same to him As for ne, amused and
occupied by the incidents of travel, | had begun to forget the
i nevitable future; but now | was once nore destined to realize the
actual state of affairs. What was to be done? Run away? But if |
really had intended to | eave Professor Hardwigg to his fate, it should
have been at Hanburg and not at the foot of Sneffels.

One idea, above all others, began to trouble nme: a very terrible
i dea, and one cal culated to shake the nerves of a man even | ess
sensitive than nyself.

"Let us consider the matter," | said to nyself; "we are going to
ascend the Sneffels nmountain. Well and good. W are about to pay a
visit to the very bottomof the crater. Good, still. Ohers have
done it and did not perish fromthat course.

"That, however, is not the whole matter to be considered. If a
road does really present itself by which to descend into the dark
and subterraneous bowels of Mther Earth, if this thrice unhappy
Saknussemm has really told the truth, we shall be npbst certainly
lost in the mdst of the |abyrinth of subterraneous galleries of the
vol cano. Now, we have no evidence to prove that Sneffels is really
extinct. What proof have we that an eruption is not shortly about to

take place? Because the nonster has slept soundly since 1219, does



it follow that he is never to wake?

"I'f he does wake what is to becone of us?"

These were questions worth thinking about, and upon them| reflected
I ong and deeply. | could not lie down in search of sleep w thout
dreami ng of eruptions. The nore | thought, the nore | objected to be
reduced to the state of dross and ashes.

I could stand it no longer; so | deternmined at |last to subnit the
whol e case to ny uncle, in the nost adroit manner possible, and
under the form of sone totally irreconcilable hypothesis.

| sought him | laid before himny fears, and then drew back in
order to let himget his passion over at his ease.

"I have been thinking about the matter," he said, in the quietest
tone in the world.

What did he mean? Was he at |ast about to listen to the voice of
reason? Did he think of suspending his projects? It was al nbost too
much happi ness to be true.

I however made no remark. In fact, | was only too anxious not to
interrupt him and allowed himto reflect at his leisure. After sone
monent s he spoke out.

"l have been thinking about the matter,"” he resuned. "Ever since
we have been at Stapi, ny mind has been al nost solely occupied with
the grave question which has been subnmitted to nme by yourself- for
not hi ng woul d be unwi ser and nore inconsistent than to act with
i mprudence. "

"I heartily agree with you, ny dear uncle," was ny somewhat
hopef ul rejoi nder

"I't is now six hundred years since Sneffels has spoken, but though
now reduced to a state of utter silence, he may speak again. New
vol canic eruptions are always preceded by perfectly well-known
phenonena. | have cl osely exami ned the inhabitants of this region;
have carefully studied the soil, and | beg to tell you enphatically,

my dear Harry, there will be no eruption at present.”

As | listened to his positive affirmations, | was stupefied and



coul d say not hing.

"l see you doubt ny word," said ny uncle; "follow ne."

| obeyed nechanically.

Leaving the presbytery, the Professor took a road through an opening
in the basaltic rock, which led far away fromthe sea. W were soon in
open country, if we could give such a nane to a place all covered with
vol cani ¢ deposits. The whol e | and seened crushed under the wei ght of
enor nous stones- of trap, of basalt, of granite, of |lava, and of al
ot her vol cani ¢ subst ances.

| could see nmany spouts of steamrising in the air. These white

vapors, called in the Icel andic | anguage "reykir,"” cone from hot water
fountains, and indicate by their violence the volcanic activity of the
soil. Now the sight of these appeared to justify my apprehension. |
was, therefore, all the nore surprised and nortified when ny uncle
thus addressed ne.

"You see all this snoke, Harry, ny boy?"

"Yes, sir."

"Well, as long as you see themthus, you have nothing to fear from
t he vol cano. "

"How can that be?"

"Be careful to remenber this,"” continued the Professor. "At the
approach of an eruption these spouts of vapor redouble their activity-
to di sappear altogether during the period of volcanic eruption; for
the elastic fluids, no |longer having the necessary tension, seek
refuge in the interior of the crater, instead of escaping through
the fissures of the earth. If, then, the steamremains in its nornal
or habitual state, if their energy does not increase, and if you add
to this, the remark that the wind is not replaced by heavy atnospheric
pressure and dead calm you may be quite sure that there is no fear of
any i medi ate eruption.”

"But-"

"Enough, ny boy. Wen science has sent forth her fiat- it is only to

hear and obey."



I came back to the house quite downcast and di sappointed. My uncle
had conpletely defeated me with his scientific argunents.
Nevertheless, | had still one hope, and that was, when once we were at
the bottomof the crater, that it would be inpossible in default of
a gallery or tunnel, to descend any deeper; and this, despite al
the | earned Saknussemms in the world.

| passed the whole of the following night with a nightmare on ny
chest! and, after unheard-of miseries and tortures, found nyself in
the very depths of the earth, fromwhich | was suddenly | aunched
into planetary space, under the formof an eruptive rock

Next day, June 23d, Hans calmy awaited us outside the presbytery
with his three conpanions | oaded with provisions, tools, and
instruments. Two iron-shod poles, two guns, and two | arge game bags,
were reserved for ny uncle and nyself. Hans, who was a man who never
forgot even the m nutest precautions, had added to our baggage a |arge
skin full of water, as an addition to our gourds. This assured us
wat er for eight days.

It was nine o'clock in the norning when we were quite ready. The
rector and his huge wife or servant, | never knew which, stood at
the door to see us off. They appeared to be about to inflict on us the
usual final kiss of the Icelanders. To our suprene astoni shnent
their adieu took the shape of a formidable bill, in which they even
counted the use of the pastoral house, really and truly the nost
abomi nable and dirty place | ever was in. The worthy coupl e cheated
and robbed us like a Swi ss innkeeper, and nade us feel, by the sum
we had to pay, the splendors of their hospitality.

My uncl e, however, paid w thout bargaining. A man who had nade up
his mnd to undertake a voyage into the Interior of the Earth, is
not the man to haggle over a few m serable rix-dollars.

This inportant nmatter settled, Hans gave the signal for departure,

and sone few nmonents |ater we had |eft Stapi



CHAPTER 12

The Ascent of Munt Sneffels

THE huge vol cano which was the first stage of our daring
experinent is above five thousand feet high. Sneffels is the
term nation of a | ong range of vol canic nountains, of a different
character to the systemof the island itself. One of its peculiarities
is its two huge pointed sunmmits. From whence we started it was
i npossi ble to make out the real outlines of the peak against the
grey field of sky. All we could distinguish was a vast dome of
white, which fell downwards fromthe head of the giant.

The conmencenent of the great undertaking filled me with awe. Now
that we had actually started, | began to believe in the reality of the
undert aki ng!

Qur party formed quite a procession. W wal ked in single file,
preceded by Hans, the inperturbabl e eider-duck hunter. He calmy I|ed
us by narrow paths where two persons could by no possibility wal k
abreast. Conversation was wholly inpossible. W had all the nore
opportunity to reflect and admre the awful grandeur of the scene
around.

Beyond the extraordinary basaltic wall of the fjord of Stapi we
found oursel ves naking our way through fibrous turf, over which grew a
scanty vegetation of grass, the residuum of the ancient vegetation
of the swanpy peninsula. The vast mass of this conbustible, the
field of which as yet is utterly unexplored, wuld suffice to warm
Iceland for a whole century. This nmighty turf pit, neasured fromthe
bottom of certain ravines, is often not |less than seventy feet deep
and presents to the eye the view of successive |ayers of black
burned-up rocky detritus, separated by thin streaks of porous
sandst one.

The grandeur of the spectacle was undoubted, as well as its arid and
deserted air.

As a true nephew of the great Professor Hardw gg, and despite ny



preoccupation and dol eful fears of what was to cone, | observed with
great interest the vast collection of mineral ogical curiosities spread
out before nme in this vast nuseum of natural history. Looking back

to nmy recent studies, | went over in thought the whol e geol ogica

hi story of Icel and.

This extraordinary and curious island nust have nade its
appearance fromout of the great world of waters at a conparatively
recent date. Like the coral islands of the Pacific, it may, for
aught we know, be still rising by slow and inperceptible degrees.

If this really be the case, its origin can be attributed to only one
cause- that of the continued action of subterranean fires.

This was a happy thought.

If so, if this were true, away with the theories of Sir Hunphry
Davy; away with the authority of the parchnent of Arne Saknussenm the
wonder ful pretensions to discovery on the part of ny uncle- and to our
j our ney!

Al'l must end in snoke.

Charned with the idea, | began nore carefully to | ook about nme. A
serious study of the soil was necessary to negative or confirmny
hypothesis. | took in every itemof what | saw, and | began to
conpr ehend t he successi on of phenonena whi ch had preceded its
formation.

I cel and, being absolutely w thout sedinmentary soil, is conposed
exclusively of volcanic tufa; that is to say, of an aggloneration of
stones and of rocks of a porous texture. Long before the existence
of vol canoes, it was composed of a solid body of massive trap rock
lifted bodily and slowmy out of the sea, by the action of the
centrifugal force at work in the earth

The internal fires, however, had not as yet burst their bounds and
fl ooded the exterior cake of Mdther Earth with hot and raging |ava.

My readers nmust excuse this brief and sonewhat pedantic geol ogica
|l ecture. But it is necessary to the conplete understandi ng of what

foll ows.



At a later period in the world's history, a huge and nmighty
fissure nust, reasoning by anal ogy, have been dug diagonally from
the southwest to the northeast of the island, through which by degrees
flowed the vol canic crust. The great and wondrous phenonmenon then went
on without violence- the outpouring was enormous, and the seething
fused matter, ejected fromthe bowels of the earth, spread slowy
and peacefully in the formof vast |evel plains, or what are called
manel ons or nounds.

It was at this epoch that the rocks called feldspars, syenites,
and porphyries appear ed.

But as a natural consequence of this overflow, the depth of the
i sland increased. It can readily be believed what an enornobus quantity
of elastic fluids were piled up within its center, when at last it
af forded no other openings, after the process of cooling the crust had
taken pl ace.

At length a tinme cane when despite the enornpous thickness and wei ght
of the upper crust, the nechanical forces of the conbustible gases
bel ow becane so great, that they actually upheaved the wei ghty back
and nade for thensel ves huge and gigantic shafts. Hence the
vol canoes whi ch suddenly arose through the upper crust, and next the
craters, which burst forth at the summit of these new creations.

It will be seen that the first phenonena in connection with the
formation of the island were sinply eruptive; to these, however,
shortly succeeded the vol cani ¢ phenonena.

Through the newly forned openings, escaped the marvel ous mass of
basaltic stones with which the plain we were now crossing was cover ed.
We were tranpling our way over heavy rocks of dark grey col or
whi ch, while cooling, had been noul ded into six-sided prisns. In the
"back di stance"” we could see a nunber of flattened cones, which
fornerly were so many fire-vomting nouths

After the basaltic eruption was appeased and set at rest, the
vol cano, the force of which increased with that of the extinct

craters, gave free passage to the fiery overflow of lava, and to the



mass of cinders and pum ce stone, now scattered over the sides of
the mountain, |ike disheveled hair on the shoul ders of a Bacchante.

Here, in a nutshell, | had the whole history of the phenonena from
whi ch Iceland arose. Al take their rise in the fierce action of
interior fires, and to believe that the central mass did not remain in
a state of liquid fire, white hot, was sinply and purely madness.

This being satisfactorily proved (QE. D.), what insensate folly to
pretend to penetrate into the interior of the mghty earth!

This nmental lecture delivered to nyself while proceeding on a
journey, did me good. | was quite reassured as to the fate of our
enterprise; and therefore went, |like a brave soldier nounting a
bristling battery, to the assault of old Sneffels.

As we advanced, the road becane every nonent nore difficult. The
soil was broken and dangerous. The rocks broke and gave way under
our feet, and we had to be scrupulously careful in order to avoid
dangerous and constant falls.

Hans advanced as calmy as if he had been wal ki ng over Salisbury
Pl ai n; sonetines he woul d di sappear behind huge bl ocks of stone, and
we nonmentarily lost sight of him There was a little period of anxiety
and then there was a shrill whistle, just to tell us where to | ook for
hi m

Cccasionally he would take it into his head to stop to pick up |unps
of rock, and silently pile themup into small heaps, in order that
we m ght not |ose our way on our return.

He had no idea of the journey we were about to undertake.

At all events, the precaution was a good one; though how utterly
usel ess and unnecessary- but | nust not anticipate.

Three hours of terrible fatigue, wal king incessantly, had only
brought us to the foot of the great nountain. This will give some
notion of what we had still to undergo.

Suddenl y, however, Hans cried a halt- that is, he made signs to that
effect- and a summary ki nd of breakfast was |aid out on the |ava

before us. My uncle, who now was sinply Professor Hardwi gg, was so



eager to advance, that he bolted his food |ike a greedy clown. This
halt for refreshment was also a halt for repose. The Professor was
therefore conpelled to wait the good pl easure of his inperturbable
gui de, who did not give the signal for departure for a good hour

The three Icelanders, who were as taciturn as their conrade, did not
say a word; but went on eating and drinking very quietly and soberly.

Fromthis, our first real stage, we began to ascend the sl opes of
the Sneffels volcano. Its magnificent snowy nightcap, as we began to
call it, by an optical delusion very common in nountains, appeared
to ne to be close at hand; and yet how many | ong weary hours nust
el apse before we reached its summit. What unheard-of fatigue nust we
endur e!

The stones on the nmountain side, held together by no cenment of soil,
bound together by no roots or creeping herbs, gave way continually
under our feet, and went rushing belowinto the plains, like a
series of small aval anches.

In certain places the sides of this stupendous nountain were at an
angle so steep that it was inpossible to clinb upwards, and we were
compel l ed to get round these obstacl es as best we m ght.

Those who understand Al pine clinbing will conprehend our
difficulties. Oten we were obliged to hel p each other al ong by
means of our clinbing poles.

I nmust say this for nmy uncle, that he stuck as close to nme as
possi bl e. He never |ost sight of ne, and on nany occasions his arm
supplied ne with firmand solid support. He was strong, wiry, and
apparently insensible to fatigue. Another great advantage with himwas
that he had the innate sentinent of equilibrium for he never
slipped or failed in his steps. The Icel anders, though heavily | oaded,
climbed with the agility of nountaineers.

Looki ng up, every now and then, at the height of the great vol cano
of Sneffels, it appeared to nme wholly inpossible to reach to the
summit on that side; at all events, if the angle of inclination did

not speedily change.



Fortunately, after an hour of unheard-of fatigues, and of
gymastic exercises that woul d have been trying to an acrobat, we cane
to a vast field of ice, which wholly surrounded the bottom of the cone
of the volcano. The natives called it the tablecloth, probably from
some such reason as the dwellers in the Cape of Good Hope call their
nmountai n Tabl e Mountain, and their roads Tabl e Bay.

Here, to our nmutual surprise, we found an actual flight of stone
steps, which wonderfully assisted our ascent. This singular flight
of stairs was, |ike everything else, volcanic. It had been forned by
one of those torrents of stones cast up by the eruptions, and of which
the lIcelandic nane is stina. If this singular torrent had not been
checked in its descent by the peculiar shape of the flanks of the
mountain, it would have swept into the sea, and woul d have forned
new i sl ands.

Such as it was, it served us adnirably. The abrupt character of
the slopes nonentarily increased, but these remarkabl e stone steps,
alittle less difficult than those of the Egyptian pyram ds, were
the one sinple natural neans by which we were enabl ed to proceed.

About seven in the evening of that day, after having clanbered up
two thousand of these rough steps, we found oursel ves overlooking a
ki nd of spur or projection of the nmountain- a sort of buttress upon
whi ch the conelike crater, properly so called, |eaned for support.

The ocean | ay beneath us at a depth of nore than three thousand
two hundred feet- a grand and mi ghty spectacle. W had reached the
region of eternal snows.

The col d was keen, searching and intense. The wind blew with
extraordinary violence. | was utterly exhausted.

My worthy uncle, the Professor, saw clearly that ny | egs refused
further service, and that, in fact, | was utterly exhausted. Despite
his hot and feverish inpatience, he decided, with a sigh, upon a halt.
He called the eider-duck hunter to his side. That worthy, however,
shook hi s head.

"Ofvanfor," was his sol e spoken reply.



"It appears," says ny uncle with a woebegone | ook, "that we rnust
go higher."

He then turned to Hans, and asked himto give sone reason for this
deci si ve response

"M stour," replied the guide.

"Ja, mistour- yes, the mistour," cried one of the Icelandic guides
inaterrified tone.

It was the first time he had spoken

"What does this nysterious word signify?" | anxiously inquired.

"Look," said nmy uncle.

I | ooked down upon the plain below, and | saw a vast, a prodigious
vol ume of pul verized pum ce stone, of sand, of dust, rising to the
heavens in the formof a mghty waterspout. It resenbled the fearfu
phenonmenon of a similar character known to the travelers in the desert
of the great Sahara.

The wind was driving it directly towards that side of Sneffels on
whi ch we were perched. This opaque veil standing up between us and the
sun projected a deep shadow on the flanks of the nountain. If this
sand spout broke over us, we rmust all be infallibly destroyed, crushed
inits fearful enbraces. This extraordi nary phenonenon, very common
when the wi nd shakes the glaciers, and sweeps over the arid plains, is
in the Icelandic tongue called "mstour."

"Hastigt, hastigt!" cried our guide.

Now | certainly knew nothing of Danish, but | thoroughly
under stood that his gestures were neant to qui cken us.

The guide turned rapidly in a direction which wuld take us to the
back of the crater, all the while ascending slightly.

We followed rapidly, despite our excessive fatigue.

A quarter of an hour |ater Hans paused to enable us to | ook back
The mi ghty whirlwi nd of sand was spreadi ng up the sl ope of the
mountain to the very spot where we had proposed to halt. Huge stones
wer e caught up, cast into the air, and thrown about as during an

eruption. W were happily a little out of the direction of the wi nd,



and therefore out of reach of danger. But for the precaution and
know edge of our guide, our dislocated bodies, our crushed and
broken I'inbs, would have been cast to the wind, like dust from sone
unknown net eor.

Hans, however, did not think it prudent to pass the night on the
bare side of the cone. Wt therefore continued our journey in a
zigzag direction. The fifteen hundred feet which remained to be
acconpl i shed took us at |least five hours. The turnings and w ndi ngs,

t he no-thoroughfares, the marches and marches, turned that
insignificant distance into at |east three |eagues. | never felt
such msery, fatigue and exhaustion in ny life. | was ready to faint
from hunger and cold. The rarefied air at the same tine painfully
acted upon ny | ungs.

At |ast, when | thought nyself at ny |ast gasp, about el even at
night, it being in that region quite dark, we reached the summit of
Mount Sneffels! It was in an awful nood of mind, that despite ny
fatigue, before | descended into the crater which was to shelter us
for the night, | paused to behold the sun rise at m dnight on the very
day of its | owest declension, and enjoyed the spectacle of its ghastly
pal e rays cast upon the isle which lay sleeping at our feet!

I no | onger wondered at people traveling all the way from England to

Norway to behold this magi cal and wondrous spectacl e.

CHAPTER 13

The Shadow of Scartaris

OUR supper was eaten with ease and rapidity, after which everybody
did the best he could for hinself within the hollow of the crater. The
bed was hard, the shelter unsatisfactory, the situation painful- |ying
in the open air, five thousand feet above the |evel of the seal

Neverthel ess, it has sel dom happened to nme to sleep so well as | did

on that particular night. | did not even dream So nuch for the



effects of what ny uncle called "whol esone fatigue."

Next day, when we awoke under the rays of a bright and gl orious sun
we were nearly frozen by the keen air. | left my granite couch and
made one of the party to enjoy a view of the nmagnificent spectacle
whi ch devel oped itself, panorama-like, at our feet.

| stood upon the lofty summt of Munt Sneffels' southern peak
Thence | was able to obtain a view of the greater part of the
i sland. The optical delusion, common to all lofty heights, raised
the shores of the island, while the central portions appeared
depressed. It was by no nmeans too great a flight of fancy to believe
that a giant picture was stretched out before me. | could see the deep
val | eys that crossed each other in every direction. | could see
preci pices |ooking like sides of wells, |akes that seened to be
changed into ponds, ponds that |ooked Iike puddles, and rivers that
were transformed into petty brooks. To ny right were glaciers upon
glaciers, and nultiplied peaks, topped with Iight clouds of snoke.

The undul ation of these infinite nunbers of nountains, whose snowy
summits nmake them |l ook as if covered by foam recalled to ny
remenbr ance the surface of a stormbeaten ocean. If | |ooked towards
the west, the ocean lay before me in all its majestic grandeur, a
continuation as it were, of these fleecy hilltops.

Where the earth ended and the sea began it was inpossible for the
eye to distinguish

I soon felt that strange and nysterious sensation which is
awakened in the mind when | ooking down fromlofty hilltops, and now
I was able to do so without any feeling of nervousness, having
fortunately hardened nyself to that kind of sublinme contenplation

I wholly forgot who | was, and where | was. | becane intoxicated
with a sense of lofty sublinmity, wthout thought of the abysses into
whi ch ny daring was soon about to plunge ne. | was presently, however,
brought back to the realities of life by the arrival of the
Prof essor and Hans, who joined me upon the lofty sumit of the peak

My uncle, turning in a westerly direction, pointed out to me a |ight



cl oud of vapor, a kind of haze, with a faint outline of land rising
out of the waters.

"Greenl and!" said he.

"Greenland?" cried | in reply.

"Yes," continued ny uncle, who al ways when expl ai ni ng anyt hi ng spoke
as if he were in a professor's chair; "we are not nore than
thirty-five | eagues distant fromthat wonderful |and. Wen the great
annual breakup of the ice takes place, white bears cone over to
Iceland, carried by the floating masses of ice fromthe north. This,
however, is a matter of little consequence. W are now on the sunmmit
of the great, the transcendent Sneffels, and here are its two peaks,
north and south. Hans will tell you the nanme by which the peopl e of
I celand call that on which we stand."”

My uncle turned to the inperturbabl e guide, who nodded, and spoke as
usual - one word

"Scartaris."

My uncle |l ooked at me with a proud and triunphant gl ance.

"A crater," he said, "you hear?"

| did hear, but | was totally unable to nake reply.

The crater of Munt Sneffels represented an inverted cone, the
gaping orifice apparently half a nmle across; the depth indefinite
feet. Conceive what this hole nust have been |ike when full of flame
and t hunder and lightning. The bottom of the funnel-shaped hol | ow
was about five hundred feet in circunference, by which it will be seen
that the slope fromthe sumit to the bottomwas very gradual, and
we were therefore clearly able to get there without nmuch fatigue or
difficulty. Involuntarily, | conpared this crater to an enornous
| oaded cannon; and the conparison conmpletely terrified ne.

"To descend into the interior of a cannon,” | thought to myself,
"when perhaps it is |oaded, and will go off at the |east shock, is the
act of a madman."

But there was no | onger any opportunity for ne to hesitate. Hans,

with a perfectly calmand indifferent air, took his usual post at



the head of the adventurous little band. | followed without uttering a
syl | abl e.

| felt like the lanb led to the sl aughter

In order to render the descent less difficult, Hans took his way
down the interior of the cone in rather a zigzag fashion, making, as
the sailors say, long tracks to the eastward, followed by equally Iong
ones to the west. It was necessary to walk through the nidst of
eruptive rocks, sonme of which, shaken in their bal ance, went rolling
down with thundering clanor to the bottom of the abyss. These
continual falls awoke echoes of singular power and effect.

Many portions of the cone consisted of inferior glaciers. Hans,
whenever he net with one of these obstacles, advanced with a great
show of precaution, sounding the soil with his long iron pole in order
to discover fissures and | ayers of deep soft snow. In many doubtful or
dangerous pl aces, it becanme necessary for us to be tied together by
a long rope in order that should any one of us be unfortunate enough
to slip, he would be supported by his conpanions. This connecting |ink
was doubtl ess a prudent precaution, but not by any nmeans unattended
wi t h danger.

Neverthel ess, and despite all the manifold difficulties of the
descent, al ong slopes with which our guide was whol |y unacquai nted, we
made consi derabl e progress w thout accident. One of our great
parcels of rope slipped fromone of the Iceland porters, and rushed by
a short cut to the bottom of the abyss.

By nidday we were at the end of our journey. | |ooked upwards, and
saw only the upper orifice of the cone, which served as a circular
frane to a very small portion of the sky- a portion which seened to ne
singularly beautiful. Should | ever again gaze on that lovely sunlit
sky!

The only exception to this extraordinary | andscape, was the Peak
of Scartaris, which seemed lost in the great void of the heavens.

The bottom of the crater was conposed of three separate shafts,

t hrough which, during periods of eruption, when Sneffels was in



action, the great central furnace sent forth its burning lava and
poi sonous vapors. Each of these chi meys or shafts gaped
open-nouthed in our path. | kept as far away fromthem as possible,
not even venturing to take the faintest peep downwards.

As for the Professor, after a rapid examination of their disposition
and characteristics, he becanme breathless and panting. He ran from one
to the other like a delighted school boy, gesticulating wildly, and
uttering i nconprehensi bl e and disjointed phrases in all sorts of
| anguages.

Hans, the guide, and his hunbl er conpani ons seated thensel ves on
some piles of lava and | ooked silently on. They clearly took ny
uncle for a lunatic; and- waited the result.

Suddenly the Professor uttered a wild, unearthly cry. At first |
i magi ned he had |l ost his footing, and was falling headl ong i nto one of
the yawning gulfs. Nothing of the kind. | saw him his arms spread out
to their wi dest extent, his legs stretched apart, standing upright
bef ore an enornous pedestal, high enough and bl ack enough to bear a
gigantic statue of Pluto. His attitude and men were that of a man
utterly stupefied. But his stupefaction was speedily changed to the
wi | dest j oy.

"Harry! Harry! cone here!" he cried; "nake haste- wonderful -
wonder ful I'"

Unabl e to understand what he neant, | turned to obey his commuands.
Nei t her Hans nor the other |celanders noved a step

"Look!" said the Professor, in sonmething of the nanner of the French
general, pointing out the pyranmids to his arny.

And fully partaking his stupefaction, if not his joy, | read on
the eastern side of the huge bl ock of stone, the same characters, half
eaten away by the corrosive action of tine, the name, to me a thousand
ti mes accursed-

(See illustration.)

"Arne Saknussenm " cried ny uncle, "now, unbeliever, do you begin to

have faith?"



It was totally inpossible for me to answer a single word. | went
back to my pile of lava, in a state of silent awe. The evi dence was
unanswer abl e, overwhel m ng!

In a few noments, however, ny thoughts were far away, back in ny
German honme, with G etchen and the old cook. What would | have given
for one of ny cousin's sniles, for one of the ancient donmestic's
onel ettes, and for ny own feather bed!

How long | remained in this state | know not. Al | can say is, that
when at last | raised nmy head from between nmy hands, there renmined at
the bottom of the crater only myself, my uncle and Hans. The Icel andic
porters had been dism ssed and were now descendi ng the exterior slopes
of Mount Sneffels, on their way to Stapi. How heartily did | wish
mysel f with them

Hans slept tranquilly at the foot of a rock in a kind of rill of
| ava, where he had nade hinself a rough and ready bed. My uncle was
wal ki ng about the bottomof the crater like a wild beast in a cage.

I had no desire, neither had | the strength, to nove frommy recunbent
position. Taking exanple by the guide, | gave way to a kind of painfu
somol ency, during which | seened both to hear and feel continued
heavi ngs and shudderings in the nountain.

In this way we passed our first night in the interior of a crater

Next norning, a grey, cloudy, heavy sky hung like a funereal pal
over the summit of the volcanic cone. | did not notice it so nuch from
the obscurity that reigned around us, as fromthe rage with which ny
uncl e was devour ed.

I fully understood the reason, and again a glinpse of hope made ny
heart leap with joy. | will briefly explain the cause.

O the three openings which yawned beneath our steps, only one could
have been foll owed by the adventurous Saknussemm According to the
words of the learned Icelander, it was only to be known by that one
particul ar nmentioned in the cryptograph, that the shadow of
Scartaris fell upon it, just touching its mouth in the |ast days of

the nonth of June.



We were, in fact, to consider the pointed peak as the stylus of an
i mrense sun-di al, the shadow of which pointed on one given day, |ike
the inexorable finger of fate, to the yawning chasmwhich led into the
interior of the earth.

Now, as often happens in these regions, should the sun fail to burst
t hrough the cl ouds, no shadow. Consequently, no chance of
di scovering the right aperture. W had already reached the 25th
June. If the kindly heavens would only renain densely cl ouded for
si x nore days, we should have to put off our voyage of discovery for
anot her year, when certainly there woul d be one person fewer in the
party. | already had sufficient of the mad and nonstrous enterprise.

It would be utterly inpossible to depict the inpotent rage of
Prof essor Hardw gg. The day passed away, and not the faintest
outline of a shadow could be seen at the bottom of the crater. Hans
t he gui de never noved fromhis place. He nust have been curious to
know what we were about, if indeed he could believe we were about
anything. As for ny uncle, he never addressed a word to ne. He was
nursing his wath to keep it warm Hi s eyes fixed on the black and
foggy atnosphere, his conpl exi on hideous with suppressed passion
Never had his eyes appeared so fierce, his nose so aquiline, his nouth
so hard and firm

On the 26th no change for the better. A mixture of rain and snow
fell during the whole day. Hans very quietly built hinself a hut of
lava into which he retired like Diogenes into his tub. | took a
mal i ci ous delight in watching the thousand little cascades that flowed
down the side of the cone, carrying with themat tines a stream of
stones into the "vasty deep" bel ow

My uncle was alnost frantic: to be sure, it was enough to make
even a patient man angry. He had reached to a certain extent the
goal of his desires, and yet he was likely to be wecked in port.

But if the heavens and the el enments are capabl e of causing us nuch
pain and sorrow, there are two sides to a nmedal. And there was

reserved for Professor Hardwigg a brilliant and sudden surprise



whi ch was to conpensate himfor all his sufferings

Next day the sky was still overcast, but on Sunday, the 28th, the
| ast day but two of the nonth, with a sudden change of wi nd and a
new noon there canme a change of weather. The sun poured its beani ng
rays to the very bottomof the crater.

Each hillock, every rock, every stone, every asperity of the soi
had its share of the |uninous efful gence, and its shadow f el
heavily on the soil. Among others, to his insane delight, the shadow
of Scartaris was narked and clear, and noved slowy with the radiant
start of day.

My uncle noved with it in a state of mental ecstasy.

At twelve o' clock exactly, when the sun had attained its highest
altitude for the day, the shadow fell upon the edge of the centra
pit!

"Here it is," gasped the Professor in an agony of joy, "here it
is- we have found it. Forward, ny friends, into the Interior of the
Earth."

| looked curiously at Hans to see what reply he would make to this
terrific announcenent.

"Forut," said the guide tranquilly.

"Forward it is," answered ny uncle, who was now in the seventh
heaven of delight.
When we were quite ready, our watches indicated thirteen mnutes

past one!

CHAPTER 14

The Real Journey Conmmences

OUR real journey had now comenced. Hitherto our courage and
determi nati on had overcone all difficulties. W were fatigued at
times; and that was all. Now we were about to encounter unknown and

fearful dangers



I had not as yet ventured to take a glinpse down the horrible
abyss into which in a few mnutes nore | was about to plunge. The
fatal nonent had, however, at last arrived. | had still the option
of refusing or accepting a share in this foolish and audaci ous
enterprise. But | was ashaned to show nore fear than the eider-duck
hunter. Hans seened to accept the difficulties of the journey so
tranquilly, with such calmindifference, with such perfect
reckl essness of all danger, that | actually blushed to appear |ess
of a man than he!

Had | been alone with nmy uncle, | should certainly have sat down and
argued the point fully; but in the presence of the guide | held ny
tongue. | gave one nonent to the thought of ny charm ng cousin, and
then | advanced to the nouth of the central shaft.

It measured about a hundred feet in dianeter, which nade about three
hundred in circunference. | |eaned over a rock which stood on its
edge, and | ooked down. My hair stood on end, ny teeth chattered, ny
linbs trenbled. | seemed utterly to lose ny center of gravity, while
my head was in a sort of whirl, like that of a drunken man. There is
not hi ng nmore powerful than this attraction towards an abyss. | was
about to fall headlong into the gaping well, when | was drawn back
by a firmand powerful hand. It was that of Hans. | had not taken
| essons enough at the Frelser's-Kirk of Copenhagen in the art of
| ooki ng down fromlofty em nences w thout blinking!

However, few as the minutes were during which | gazed down this
tremendous and even wondrous shaft, | had a sufficient glinpse of it
to give ne sone idea of its physical conformation. Its sides, which
were al nost as perpendicular as those of a well, presented numerous
proj ections which doubtless would assist our descent.

It was a sort of wild and savage staircase, w thout bannister or
fence. A rope fastened above, near the surface, would certainly
support our weight and enable us to reach the bottom but how, when we
had arrived at its utnost depth, were we to |oosen it above? This was,

| thought, a question of some inportance.



My uncl e, however, was one of those nmen who are nearly al ways
prepared with expedients. He hit upon a very sinple nethod of
obviating this difficulty. He unrolled a cord about as thick as ny
thunb, and at |east four hundred feet in length. He allowed about half
of it to go down the pit and catch in a hitch over a great bl ock of
| ava which stood on the edge of the precipice. This done, he threw the
second half after the first.

Each of us could now descend by catching the two cords in one
hand. Wien about two hundred feet below, all the explorer had to do
was to let go one end and pull away at the other, when the cord
woul d cone falling at his feet. In order to go down farther, al
that was necessary was to continue the sanme operation

This was a very excellent proposition, and no doubt, a correct
one. (oing down appeared to nme easy enough; it was the com ng up again
that now occupi ed ny thoughts.

"Now, " said ny uncle, as soon as he had conpleted this inportant
preparation, "let us see about the baggage. It nust be divided into
three separate parcels, and each of us nmust carry one on his back.
allude to the nore inportant and fragile articles.™

My worthy and ingenious uncle did not appear to consider that we
came under the denomi nati on.

"Hans," he continued, "you will take charge of the tools and sone of
the provisions; you, Harry, nust take possession of another third of
the provisions and of the arns. | will load nyself with the rest of
the eatables, and with the nore delicate instrunments."

"But," | exclainmed, "our clothes, this mass of cord and | adders- who
will undertake to carry them down?

"They will go down of thenselves."

"And how so?" | asked

"You shall see.™"

My uncle was not fond of half neasures, nor did he |ike anything
in the way of hesitation. Gving his orders to Hans he had the whol e

of the nonfragile articles nade up into one bundle; and the packet,



firmy and solidly fastened, was sinply pitched over the edge of the
gul f.

| heard t he noaning of the suddenly displaced air, and the noise
of falling stones. My uncle |eaning over the abyss followed the
descent of his luggage with a perfectly self-satisfied air, and did
not rise until it had conpletely disappeared from sight.

"Now then," he cried, "it is our turn."

I put it in good faith to any man of conmon sense- was it possible
to hear this energetic cry w thout a shudder?

The Professor fastened his case of instrunents on his back. Hans
took charge of the tools, | of the arns. The descent then conmmenced in
the followi ng order: Hans went first, my uncle followed, and | went
| ast. Qur progress was nade in profound silence- a silence only
troubled by the fall of pieces of rock, which breaking fromthe jagged
sides, fell with a roar into the depths bel ow

| allowed nyself to slide, so to speak, holding frantically on the
doubl e cord with one hand and with the other keeping nyself off the
rocks by the assistance of ny iron-shod pole. One idea was all the
time inpressed upon ny brain. | feared that the upper support would
fail me. The cord appeared to me far too fragile to bear the weight of
three such persons as we were, with our luggage. | nade as little
use of it as possible, trusting to nmy own agility and doing niracles
in the way of feats of dexterity and strength upon the projecting
shel ves and spurs of lava which ny feet seened to clutch as strongly
as ny hands.

The guide went first, | have said, and when one of the slippery
and frail supports broke fromunder his feet he had recourse to his
usual monosyl | abi c way of speaking.

"Gf akt-"

"Attention- look out," repeated ny uncle.
In about half an hour we reached a kind of small terrace forned by a
fragment of rock projecting some distance fromthe sides of the shaft.

Hans now began to haul upon the cord on one side only, the other



going as quietly upward as the other came down. It fell at |ast,
bringing with it a shower of small stones, |ava and dust, a
di sagreeabl e kind of rain or hail

While we were seated on this extraordinary bench | ventured once
more to | ook downwards. Wth a sigh | discovered that the bottom was
still wholly invisible. Wre we, then, going direct to the interior of
the earth?

The performance with the cord reconmrenced, and a quarter of an
hour | ater we had reached to the depth of another two hundred feet.

| have very strong doubts if the nost determnined geol ogi st woul d,
during that descent, have studied the nature of the different |ayers
of earth around him | did not trouble nmy head nuch about the
matter; whether we were anong the conbustible carbon, Silurians, or
primtive soil, | neither knew nor cared to know.

Not so the inveterate Professor. He nmust have taken notes all the
way down, for, at one of our halts, he began a brief |ecture.

"The farther we advance,” said he, "the greater is ny confidence
in the result. The disposition of these volcanic strata absolutely
confirns the theories of Sir Hunmphry Davy. W are still within the
region of the prinordial soil, the soil in which took place the
chemical operation of netals becom ng inflaned by conming in contact
with the air and water. | at once regret the old and now forever

expl oded theory of a central fire. At all events, we shall soon know

the truth."”
Such was the everlasting conclusion to which he came. |, however,
was very far frombeing in hunor to discuss the matter. | had

sonmething else to think of. My silence was taken for consent; and
still we continued to go down.

At the expiration of three hours, we were, to all appearance, as far
off as ever fromthe bottomof the well. Wen | | ooked upwards,
however, | could see that the upper orifice was every mnute
decreasing in size. The sides of the shaft were getting cl oser and

cl oser together, we were approaching the regi ons of eternal night!



And still we continued to descend!

At length, | noticed that when pieces of stone were detached from
the sides of this stupendous precipice, they were swallowed up with
| ess noi se than before. The final sound was sooner heard. W were
approachi ng the bottom of the abyss!

As | had been very careful to keep account of an the changes of cord
whi ch took place, | was able to tell exactly what was the depth we had
reached, as well as the tine it had taken

We had shifted the rope twenty-eight tines, each operation taking
a quarter of an hour, which in all nade seven hours. To this had to be
added twenty-eight pauses; in all ten hours and a half. W started
at one, it was now, therefore, about eleven o'clock at night.

It does not require great know edge of arithnetic to know that
twenty-eight tinmes two hundred feet nmakes five thousand six hundred
feet in all (nore than an English mile)

Wiile | was making this mental calculation a voice broke the
silence. It was the voice of Hans.

"Hal t!" he cried.

| checked nyself very suddenly, just at the nonment when | was
about to kick ny uncle on the head.

"W have reached the end of our journey," said the worthy
Professor in a satisfied tone.

"What, the interior of the earth?" said I, slipping down to his
si de.

"No, you stupid fellow but we have reached the bottom of the well.

"And | suppose there is no farther progress to be made?" | hopefully
excl ai ned.
"Ch, yes, | can dimy see a sort of tunnel, which turns off

obliquely to the right. At all events, we nust see about that
tonmorrow. Let us sup now, and seek slunber as best we may."

I thought it time, but made no observations on that point. | was
fairly launched on a desperate course, and all | had to do was to go

forward hopefully and trustingly.



It was not even now quite dark, the light filtering down in a nost
extraordi nary nmanner.

We opened the provision bag, ate a frugal supper, and each did his
best to find a bed anmid the pile of stones, dirt, and | ava whi ch had
accunul ated for ages at the bottom of the shaft.

| happened to grope out the pile of ropes, |adders, and cl ot hes
whi ch we had thrown down; and upon them | stretched nyself. After such

a day's labor, nmy rough bed seemed as soft as down!

For a while | lay in a sort of pleasant trance.
Presently, after lying quietly for some minutes, | opened ny eyes
and | ooked upwards. As | did so | nade out a brilliant little dot,

at the extrenity of this long, gigantic tel escope.
It was a star without scintillating rays. According to ny
calculation, it nmust be Beta in the constellation of the Little Bear
After this little bit of astronom cal recreation, | dropped into a

sound sl eep.

CHAPTER 15

We Continue Qur Descent

AT eight o' clock the next nmorning, a faint kind of dawn of day awoke
us. The thousand and one prisns of the lava collected the light as
it passed and brought it to us like a shower of sparks.

W were able with ease to see objects around us.

"Well, Harry, ny boy," cried the delighted Professor, rubbing his
hands together, "what say you now? Did you ever pass a nore tranqui
night in our house in the Konigstrasse? No deafeni ng sounds of cart
wheel s, no cries of hawkers, no bad | anguage from boat nen or water nen!

"Wll, Uncle, we are quite at the bottomof this well- but to me
there is sonething terrible in this calm™

"Why," said the Professor hotly, "one would say you were already

beginning to be afraid. How will you get on presently? Do you know,



that as yet, we have not penetrated one inch into the bowels of the
earth.”

"What can you nean, sir?" was ny bew | dered and astoni shed reply.

"I mean to say that we have only just reached the soil of the island
itself. This long vertical tube, which ends at the bottom of the
crater of Sneffels, ceases here just about on a level with the sea.™

"Are you sure, sir?"

"Quite sure. Consult the baroneter."

It was quite true that the mercury, after rising gradually in the
instrunent, as long as our descent was taking place, had stopped
precisely at twenty-ni ne degrees.

"You perceive,"” said the Professor, "we have as yet only to endure
the pressure of air. | amcurious to replace the baroneter by the
manoneter. "

The baroneter, in fact, was about to becone usel ess-as soon as the
wei ght of the air was greater than what was cal cul ated as above the
| evel of the ocean

"But," said I, "is it not very much to be feared that this
ever-increasing pressure nay not in the end turn out very painfu
and i nconveni ent ?"

"No," said he. "W shall descend very slowy, and our lungs wll
be gradual |y accustoned to breathe conpressed air. It is well known
that aeronauts have gone so high as to be nearly without air at all-
why, then, should we not accustom ourselves to breathe when we have,
say, a little too nuch of it? For nyself, | amcertain | shal
prefer it. Let us not |ose a nmonent. Where is the packet which
preceded us in our descent?"

I smlingly pointed it out to nmy uncle. Hans had not seen it, and
believed it caught somewhere above us: "Huppe" as he phrased it.

"Now, " said ny uncle, "let us breakfast, and break fast |ike
peopl e who have a long day's work before them"”

Bi scuit and dried neat, washed down by sone nout hfuls of water

flavored with Schi edam was the material of our |uxurious neal.



As soon as it was finished, nmy uncle took fromhis pocket a notebook
destined to be filled by nenoranda of our travels. He had al ready

pl aced his instrunents in order, and this is what he wote:

Monday, June 29th
Chrononeter, 8h. 17m norning.
Baroneter, 29.6 inches.
Thermoneter, 6 degrees [43 degrees Fahr.]

Direction, E.S. E

This | ast observation referred to the obscure gallery, and was
i ndicated to us by the conpass.

"Now, Harry," cried the Professor, in an enthusiastic tone of voice,
"we are truly about to take our first step into the Interior of the
Eart h; never before visited by man since the first creation of the
worl d. You nay consider, therefore, that at this precise nmonent our
travels really commence."

As ny uncle made this remark, he took in one hand the Ruhnkorff coi
appar atus, which hung round his neck, and with the other he put the
electric current into conmmunication with the wormof the lantern
And a bright light at once illumned that dark and gl oony tunnel

The effect was nmgical !

Hans, who carried the second apparatus, had it also put into
operation. This ingenious application of electricity to practica
pur poses enabl ed us to nove along by the light of an artificial day,
am d even the flow of the nost inflammable and conbusti bl e gases.

"Forward!" cried ny uncle. Each took up his burden. Hans went first,
my uncle followed, and | going third, we entered the sonber gallery!

Just as we were about to engulf ourselves in this dismal passage,

I lifted up ny head, and through the tubelike shaft saw that |cel and
sky | was never to see again!

Was it the last | should ever see of any sky?

The streamof lava flowing fromthe bowels of the earth in 1219



had forced itself a passage through the tunnel. It lined the whole
of the inside with its thick and brilliant coating. The electric |ight
added very greatly to the brilliancy of the effect.

The great difficulty of our journey now began. How were we to
prevent ourselves from slipping down the steeply inclined plane?
Happi | y sone cracks, abrasures of the soil, and other
irregularities, served the place of steps; and we descended sl owy;
al | owi ng our heavy luggage to slip on before, at the end of a | ong
cord.

But that which served as steps under our feet becane in other places
stal actites. The lava, very porous in certain places, took the form of
little round blisters. Crystals of opaque quartz, adorned with
I'inmpid drops of natural glass suspended to the roof |like lusters,
seened to take fire as we passed beneath them One would have
fancied that the genii of romance were illuninating their
under ground pal aces to receive the sons of nen.

"Magnificent, glorious!™ | cried in a nonent of involuntary
ent husiasm "Wat a spectacle, Uncle! Do you not admire these
vari egat ed shades of |ava, which run through a whole series of colors,
fromreddi sh brown to pale yell ow by the nost insensible degrees? And
these crystals, they appear like |uninous globes."

"You are beginning to see the charns of travel, Master Harry," cried
my uncle. "Wait a bit, until we advance farther. \Wat we have as yet
di scovered i s nothing- onwards, ny boy, onwards!

It woul d have been a far nore correct and appropriate expression

had he said, "let us slide," for we were goi ng down an inclined

pl ane with perfect ease. The conpass indicated that we were noving

in a southeasterly direction. The flow of |ava had never turned to the

right or the left. It had the inflexibility of a straight |ine.
Neverthel ess, to ny surprise, we found no perceptible increase in

heat. This proved the theories of Hunphry Davy to be founded on truth,

and nore than once |I found nyself exam ning the thernometer in

sil ent astoni shnent.



Two hours after our departure it only marked fifty-four degrees
Fahrenheit. | had every reason to believe fromthis that our descent
was far nore horizontal than vertical. As for discovering the exact
depth to which we had attained, nothing could be easier. The Professor
as he advanced neasured the angles of deviation and inclination; but
he kept the result of his observations to hinself.

About eight o'clock in the evening, nmy uncle gave the signal for
hal ti ng. Hans seated hinself on the ground. The |anmps were hung to
fissures in the lava rock. W were now in a |large cavern where air was
not wanting. On the contrary, it abounded. \What could be the cause
of this- to what atnospheric agitation could be ascribed this draught?
But this was a question which | did not care to discuss just then
Fati gue and hunger made ne incapabl e of reasoning. An unceasing
mar ch of seven hours had not been kept up w thout great exhaustion
I was really and truly worn out; and delighted enough | was to hear
the word Halt.

Hans | aid out some provisions on a lunp of |lava, and we each
supped with keen relish. One thing, however, caused us great
uneasi ness- our water reserve was already half exhausted. My uncle had
full confidence in finding subterranean resources, but hitherto we had
completely failed in so doing. | could not help calling ny uncle's
attention to the circunstance.

"And you are surprised at this total absence of springs?" he said.

"Doubt| ess- | amvery uneasy on the point. W have certainly not
enough water to last us five days."

"Be quite easy on that matter," continued nmy uncle. "I answer for it
we shall find plenty of water- in fact, far nore than we shall want."

"But when?"

"When we once get through this crust of |ava. How can you expect
springs to force their way through these solid stone walls?"

"But what is there to prove that this concrete nmass of |ava does not
extend to the center of the earth? I don't think we have as yet done

much in a vertical way."



"What puts that into your head, ny boy?" asked ny uncle mildly.
"Well, it appears to ne that if we had descended very far bel ow
the level of the sea- we should find it rather hotter than we have."

"According to your system" said nmy uncle; "but what does the
t her ronet er say?”

"Scarcely fifteen degrees by Reaunur, which is only an increase of
ni ne since our departure.”

"Wl |, and what conclusion does that bring you to?" inquired the
Pr of essor.

"The deduction | draw fromthis is very sinple. According to the
nmost exact observations, the augnentation of the tenperature of the
interior of the earth is one degree for every hundred feet. But
certain local causes may considerably nodify this figure. Thus at
Yakoust in Siberia, it has been remarked that the heat increases a
degree every thirty-six feet. The difference evidently depends on
the conductibility of certain rocks. In the nei ghborhood of an extinct
vol cano, it has been remarked that the el evation of tenperature was
only one degree in every five-and-twenty feet. Let us, then, go upon
this calculation- which is the nost favorable- and cal cul ate.

"Cal cul ate away, ny boy."

"Nothing easier," said |, pulling out ny notebook and pencil
"Nine times one hundred and twenty-five feet nake a depth of el even
hundred and twenty-five feet."

"Archi nedes coul d not have spoken nore geonetrically."

"wel | 2"

"Well, according to ny observations, we are at |east ten thousand
feet below the level of the sea."

"Can it be possible?"

"Either ny calculation is correct, or there is no truth in figures."

The cal cul ati ons of the Professor were perfectly correct. W were
al ready six thousand feet deeper down in the bowels of the earth

than anyone had ever been before. The | owest known depth to which

man had hitherto penetrated was in the nmines of Kitzbuhel, in the



Tirol, and those of Wirttenberg.
The tenperature, which should have been eighty-one, was in this

place only fifteen. This was a matter for serious consideration

CHAPTER 16

The Eastern Tunne

THE next day was Tuesday, the 30th of June- and at six o'clock in
the morning we resunmed our journey.

We still continued to follow the gallery of |ava, a perfect
nat ural pat hway, as easy of descent as sone of those inclined planes
which, in very old German houses, serve the purpose of staircases.
This went on until seventeen m nutes past twelve, the precise
instant at which we rejoi ned Hans, who, having been sonewhat in
advance, had suddenly stopped.

"At last,"” cried ny uncle, "we have reached the end of the shaft."”

| | ooked wonderingly about nme. W were in the center of four cross
pat hs- sonmber and narrow tunnels. The question now arose as to which
it was wise to take; and this of itself was no small difficulty.

My uncle, who did not wish to appear to have any hesitation about
the matter before nyself or the guide, at once made up his nmind. He
pointed quietly to the eastern tunnel; and, w thout delay, we
entered within its gl oony recesses.

Besi des, had he entertained any feeling of hesitation it might
have been prolonged indefinitely, for there was no indication by which
to determine on a choice. It was absolutely necessary to trust to
chance and good fortune!

The descent of this obscure and narrow gallery was very gradua
and wi nding. Sometines we gazed through a succession of arches, its
course very like the aisles of a Gothic cathedral. The great
artistic scul ptors and builders of the Mddle Ages mi ght have here

conpl eted their studies with advantage. Many nost beautiful and



suggestive ideas of architectural beauty woul d have been di scovered by
them After passing through this phase of the cavernous way, we
suddenly cane, about a mle farther on, upon a square system of
arch, adopted by the early Romans, projecting fromthe solid rock, and
keepi ng up the wei ght of the roof.

Suddenly we woul d cone upon a series of |ow subterranean tunnels
whi ch | ooked |i ke beaver holes, or the work of foxes- through whose
narrow and wi nding ways we had literally to craw!

The heat still remmined at quite a supportable degree. Wth an
i nvol untary shudder, | reflected on what the heat nust have been
when the vol cano of Sneffels was pouring its snoke, flanes, and
streans of boiling lava- all of which nust have cone up by the road we
were now following. | could inagine the torrents of hot seething stone
darting on, bubbling up with acconpani nents of snoke, steam and
sul phurous stench

"Only to think of the consequences,” | nused, "if the old vol cano
were once nore to set to work."

| did not comunicate these rather unpleasant reflections to ny
uncle. He not only would not have understood them but would have been
intensely disgusted. Hs only idea was to go ahead. He wal ked, he
slid, he clanbered over piles of fragnents, he rolled down heaps of
broken | ava, with an earnestness and conviction it was inmpossible
not to admire.

At six o'clock in the evening, after a very wearisone journey, but
one not so fatiguing as before, we had made six niles towards the
sout hward, but had not gone nore than a mle downwards

My uncle, as usual, gave the signal to halt. W ate our neal in
t houghtful silence, and then retired to sleep

Qur arrangenents for the night were very primtive and sinple. A
traveling rug, in which each rolled hinself, was all our bedding. W
had no necessity to fear cold or any unpleasant visit. Travel ers who
bury themselves in the wilds and depths of the African desert, who

seek profit and pleasure in the forests of the New Wrld, are



compelled to take it in turn to watch during the hours of sleep; but
in this region of the earth absolute solitude and conplete security
rei gned suprene.

We had nothing to fear either from savages or fromw | d beasts.

After a night's sweet repose, we awoke fresh and ready for action
There being nothing to detain us, we started on our journey. W
continued to burrow through the lava tunnel as before. It was
i mpossi bl e to make out through what soil we were naking way. The
tunnel, noreover, instead of going down into the bowels of the
earth, becane absolutely horizontal

| even thought, after some exami nation, that we were actually
tendi ng upwards. About ten o'clock in the day this state of things
becane so clear that, finding the change very fatiguing, | was obliged
to slacken ny pace and finally come to a halt.

"Well," said the Professor quickly, "what is the matter?"

"The fact is, | amdreadfully tired," was ny earnest reply.

"What," cried ny uncle, "tired after a three hours' wal k, and by
so easy a road?"

"Easy enough, | dare say, but very fatiguing."

"But how can that be, when all we have to do is to go downwards."

"I beg your pardon, sir. For sone tinme | have noticed that we are
goi ng upwards. "

"Upwards," cried ny uncle, shrugging his shoul ders, "how can that
be?"

"There can be no doubt about it. For the last half hour the slopes
have been upward- and if we go on in this way nuch | onger we shal
find ourselves back in Iceland."

My uncl e shook his head with the air of a man who does not want to
be convinced. | tried to continue the conversation. He would not
answer nme, but once nore gave the signal for departure. H s silence
I thought was only caused by concentrated ill-tenper.

However this might be, | once nore took up ny |oad, and boldly and

resolutely foll owed Hans, who was now i n advance of my uncle. | did



not like to be beaten or even distanced. | was naturally anxious not
to | ose sight of my conpanions. The very idea of being | eft behind,
lost in that terrible labyrinth, nade ne shiver as with the ague.

Besides, if the ascending path was nore arduous and painful to
cl amber, | had one source of secret consolation and delight. It was to
al | appearance taking us back to the surface of the earth. That of
itself was hopeful. Every step | took confirmed me in ny belief, and
began already to build castles in the air in relation to ny marriage
with ny pretty little cousin.

About twelve o' clock there was a great and sudden change in the
aspect of the rocky sides of the gallery. | first noticed it from
the dinminution of the rays of light which cast back the reflection
of the lanp. From being coated with shining and respl endent lava, it
becane |iving rock. The sides were sloping walls, which sonetines
becane quite vertical

We were now in what the geol ogical professors call a state of
transition, in the period of Silurian stones, so called because this
speci nen of early formation is very conmon in England in the
counties fornerly inhabited by the Celtic nation known as Silures.

"I can see clearly now," | cried; "the sedinent fromthe waters
whi ch once covered the whole earth formed during the second period
of its existence these schists and these cal careous rocks. W are
turning our backs on the granite rocks, and are |ike people from
Hanburg who woul d go to Lubeck by way of Hanover."

I mght just as well have kept ny observations to nyself. My
geol ogi cal enthusiasm got the better, however, of ny cooler
j udgnent, and Professor Hardwi gg heard nmy observations.

"What is the matter now?" he said, in a tone of great gravity.

"Well,"” cried I, "do you not see these different |ayers of
cal careous rocks and the first indication of slate strata?"

"Wl l; what then?"

"W have arrived at that period of the world' s existence when the

first plants and the first aninmals nmade their appearance."”



"You think so?"

"Yes, |ook; exam ne and judge for yourself."

| induced the Professor with sone difficulty to cast the |ight of
his lanp on the sides of the long winding gallery. | expected sone
exclamation to burst fromhis lips. I was very nuch m staken. The
wort hy Professor never spoke a word.

It was inpossible to say whet her he understood ne or not. Perhaps it
was possible that in his pride- ny uncle and a | earned professor- he
did not like to own that he was wong in having chosen the eastern
tunnel, or was he determined at any price to go to the end of it? It
was quite evident we had left the region of lava, and that the road by
whi ch we were going could not take us back to the great crater of
Mount Sneffels.

As we went along | could not help ruminating on the whol e
question, and asked nyself if |I did not lay too great a stress on
t hese sudden and peculiar nodifications of the earth's crust.

After all, | was very likely to be mstaken- and it was within the
range of probability and possibility that we were not naking our way
through the strata of rocks which | believed I recognized piled on the
| ower layer of granitic formation.

"At all events, if | amright," |I thought to nyself, "I nust
certainly find some remains of primtive plants, and it will be
absol utely necessary to give way to such indubitable evidence. Let
us have a good search.”

| accordingly |l ost no opportunity of searching, and had not gone
nmore than about a hundred yards, when the evidence |I sought for
cropped up in the nost incontestable manner before ny eyes. It was
quite natural that | should expect to find these signs, for during the
Silurian period the seas contained no fewer than fifteen hundred
different aninmal and vegetabl e species. My feet, so long accustoned to
the hard and arid lava soil, suddenly found thensel ves treading on a
kind of soft dust, the remains of plants and shells.

Upon the walls thenselves | could clearly nake out the outline, as



plain as a sun picture, of the fucus and the |ycopods. The worthy
and excel |l ent Professor Hardw gg could not of course nake any
m st ake about the matter; but | believe he deliberately closed his
eyes, and continued on his way with a firmand unalterable step

| began to think that he was carrying his obstinacy a great deal too
far. | could no |onger act with prudence or conposure. | stooped on
a sudden and picked up an al nost perfect shell, which had

undoubt edl y bel onged to some aninmal very nuch resenbling sone of the

present day. Having secured the prize, | followed in the wake of ny
uncl e.

"Do you see this?" | said.

"Wl |, said the Professor, with the nost inperturbable tranquillity,

"it is the shell of a crustaceous animal of the extinct order of the
trilobites; nothing nore, | assure you."

"But, cried I, much troubled at his cool ness, "do you draw no
conclusion fromit?"

"Well, if I may ask, what conclusion do you draw fromit yourself?"

"Well, | thought-"

"I know, ny boy, what you would say, and you are right, perfectly
and incontestably right. W have finally abandoned the crust of |ava
and the road by which the lava ascended. It is quite possible that |
may have been mistaken, but | shall be unable to discover ny error
until | get to the end of this gallery.™

"You are quite right as far as that is concerned"' | replied, "and
shoul d hi ghly approve of your decision, if we had not to fear the
greatest of all dangers.”

"And what is that?"

"Want of water."

"Well, nmy dear Henry, it can't be hel ped. W nust put ourselves on
rati ons."

And on he went.



CHAPTER 17

Deeper and Deeper

INtruth, we were conpelled to put ourselves upon rations. CQur
supply woul d certainly last not nore than three days. | found this out
about supper time. The worst part of the matter was that, in what is
called the transition rocks, it was hardly to be expected we should
meet with water!

| had read of the horrors of thirst, and | knew that where we
were, a brief trial of its sufferings would put an end to our
adventures- and our lives! But it was utterly useless to discuss the
matter with ny uncle. He woul d have answered by some axi omfrom Pl at o.

During the whol e of next day we proceeded on our journey through
this internminable gallery, arch after arch, tunnel after tunnel. W
journeyed wi thout exchanging a word. W had becone as nute and
reticent as Hans, our guide.

The road had no | onger an upward tendency; at all events, if it had,
it was not to be nmade out very clearly. Sonetines there could be no
doubt that we were going downwards. But this inclination was
scarcely to be distingui shed, and was by no means reassuring to the
Prof essor, because the character of the strata was in no w se
nodi fied, and the transition character of the rocks became nore and
nore mar ked.

It was a glorious sight to see how the electric |ight brought out
the sparkles in the walls of the cal careous rocks, and the old red
sandstone. One night have fancied oneself in one of those deep
cuttings in Devonshire, which have given their name to this kind of
soil. Sonme magni ficent specimens of marble projected fromthe sides of
the gallery: some of an agate grey with white veins of variegated
character, others of a yellow spotted color, with red veins; farther
of f might be seen sanples of color in which cherry-tinted seans were

to be found in all their brightest shades.



The greater nunber of these nmarbles were stanped with the narks of
primtive animals. Since the previous evening, nature and creation had
made consi derabl e progress. Instead of the rudinmentary trilobites,
perceived the renmains of a nore perfect order. Anmong others, the
fish in which the eye of a geol ogi st has been able to discover the
first formof the reptile.

The Devoni an seas were inhabited by a vast nunber of animals of this
speci es, which were deposited in tens of thousands in the rocks of new
formation.

It was quite evident to nme that we were ascending the scal e of
animal life of which man fornms the sumit. My excellent uncle, the
Prof essor, appeared not to take notice of these warnings. He was
deternmined at any risk to proceed.

He nmust have been in expectation of one of two things; either that a
vertical well was about to open under his feet, and thus allow him
to continue his descent, or that some insurnountable obstacle would
compel us to stop and go back by the road we had so long travel ed. But
eveni ng came again, and, to ny horror, neither hope was dooned to be
realized

On Friday, after a night when | began to feel the gnawi ng agony of
thirst, and when in consequence appetite decreased, our little band
rose and once nore followed the turnings and w ndings, the ascents and
descents, of this internminable gallery. Al were silent and gl oony.

I could see that even ny uncle had ventured too far

After about ten hours of further progress- a progress dull and
nmonot onous to the last degree- | remarked that the reverberation
and reflection of our |anps upon the sides of the tunnel, had
singularly dimnished. The nmarble, the schist, the cal careous rocks,

the red sandstone, had disappeared, leaving in their places a dark and

gl oony wall, somber and without brightness. Wen we reached a
remarkably narrow part of the tunnel, | leaned ny |left hand agai nst
t he rock.

When | took my hand away, and happened to glance at it, it was quite



bl ack. W& had reached the coal strata of the Central Earth
"A coal mne!" | cried.

"A coal mine without mners,"” responded ny uncle, a little severely.

"How can we tell?"

"I can tell," replied ny uncle, in a sharp and doctorial tone. "I am
perfectly certain that this gallery through successive | ayers of

coal was not cut by the hand of man. But whether it is the work of
nature or not is of little concern to us. The hour for our evening

meal has come- |let us sup

Hans, the guide, occupied hinself in preparing food. | had cone to
that point when | could no longer eat. Al | cared about were the
few drops of water which fell to nmy share. What | suffered it is
usel ess to record. The guide's gourd, not quite half full, was al
that was left for us three!

Havi ng finished their repast, ny two conpanions |laid thensel ves down
upon their rugs, and found in sleep a renedy for their fatigue and
sufferings. As for ne, | could not sleep, | lay counting the hours
until norning.

The next norning, Saturday, at six o' clock, we started again. Twenty
m nutes | ater we suddenly cane upon a vast excavation. Fromits mghty
extent | saw at once that the hand of man could have had nothing to do
with this coal mne; the vault above would have fallen in; as it
was, it was only held together by some miracle of nature.

This mighty natural cavern was about a hundred feet w de, by about a
hundred and fifty high. The earth had evidently been cast apart by
some vi ol ent subterranean commotion. The mass, giving way to some
prodi gi ous upheaving of nature, had split in two, |eaving the vast gap
into which we inhabitants of the earth had penetrated for the first
time.

The whol e singular history of the coal period was witten on those
dark and gl oony walls. A geol ogist would have been able easily to
follow the different phases of its formation. The seans of coal were

separated by strata of sandstone, a conpact clay, which appeared to be



crushed down by the wei ght from above.

At that period of the world which preceded the secondary epoch
the earth was covered by a coating of enornous and rich vegetation
due to the double action of tropical heat and perpetual humidity. A
vast at nospheric cloud of vapor surrounded the earth on all sides,
preventing the rays of the sun fromever reaching it.

Hence the conclusion that these intense heats did not arise from
this new source of caloric.

Per haps even the star of day was not quite ready for its brilliant
work- to illumine a universe. Climates did not as yet exist, and a
| evel heat pervaded the whole surface of the gl obe- the sane heat
existing at the North Pole as at the equator

Wience did it come? Fromthe interior of the earth?

In spite of all the learned theories of Professor Hardwi gg, a fierce
and vehenent fire certainly burned within the entrails of the great
spheroid. Its action was felt even to the very topnost crust of the
earth; the plants then in existence, being deprived of the vivifying
rays of the sun, had neither buds, nor flowers, nor odor, but their
roots drew a strong and vigorous |life fromthe burning earth of
early days

There were but few of what may be called trees- only herbaceous
pl ants, imense turfs, briers, nosses, rare fam lies, which,
however, in those days were counted by tens and tens of thousands.

It is entirely to this exuberant vegetation that coal owes its
origin. The crust of the vast gl obe still vyielded under the
i nfluence of the seething, boiling mass, which was forever at work
beneat h. Hence arose nunerous fissures, and continual falling in of
the upper earth. The dense nass of plants being beneath the waters,
soon formed thensel ves into vast aggl onerati ons.

Then canme about the action of natural chem stry; in the depths of
the ocean the vegetable nass at first becane turf, then, thanks to the
i nfluence of gases and subterranean fernentation, they underwent the

compl ete process of mneralization



In this nmanner, in early days, were forned those vast and prodi gi ous
| ayers of coal, which an ever-increasing consunption nust utterly
use up in about three centuries nore, if people do not find sone
nore econonic |light than gas, and sone cheaper notive power than
st eam

Al'l these reflections, the nenories of ny school studies, came to ny
m nd while | gazed upon these mighty accunul ati ons of coal, whose
ri ches, however, are scarcely likely to be ever utilized. The
wor ki ng of these mines could only be carried out at an expense that
woul d never yield a profit.

The matter, however, is scarcely worthy consideration, when coa

is scattered over the whole surface of the globe, within a few yards

of the upper crust. As | |ooked at these untouched strata,
therefore, | knew they would remain as long as the world | asts.
VWhile we still continued our journey, | alone forgot the |ength of

the road, by giving nyself up wholly to these geol ogi ca

consi derations. The tenperature continued to be very nuch the sane

as while we were traveling amd the lava and the schists. On the other
hand ny sense of snell was nmuch affected by a very powerful odor. |

i medi ately knew that the gallery was filled to overflowing with

that dangerous gas the miners call fire danp, the explosion of which
has caused such fearful and terrible accidents, nmaking a hundred

wi dows and hundreds of orphans in a single hour.

Happily, we were able to illum ne our progress by neans of the
Ruhnkorff apparatus. |If we had been so rash and i nprudent as to
explore this gallery, torch in hand, a terrible explosion wuld have
put an end to our travels, sinply because no travelers would be |eft.

Qur excursion through this wondrous coal nmine in the very bowels
of the earth lasted until evening. My uncle was scarcely able to
conceal his inpatience and dissatisfaction at the road conti nui ng
still to advance in a horizontal direction

The dar kness, dense and opaque a few yards in advance and in the

rear, rendered it inpossible to make out what was the [ ength of the



gallery. For nyself, | began to believe that it was sinply
interm nable, and would go on in the sane manner for nonths.

Suddenly, at six o'clock, we stood in front of a wall. To the right,
to the left above, bel ow, nowhere was there any passage. W had
reached a spot where the rocks said in unnistakable accents- No
Thor oughf ar e.

| stood stupefied. The guide sinply folded his arns. My uncle was
silent.

"Well, well, so much the better,” cried ny uncle, at last, "I now
know what we are about. We are decidedly not upon the road foll owed by
Saknussemm Al we have to do is to go back. Let us take one night's
good rest, and before three days are over, | prom se you we shall have
regai ned the point where the galleries divided."

"Yes, we may, if our strength lasts as long," | cried, in a
| ament abl e voi ce.

"And why not ?"

"Tonorrow, anong us three, there will not be a drop of water. It
is just gone."

"And your courage with it," said nmy uncle, speaking in a severe
t one.

What could | say? | turned round on ny side, and from sheer
exhaustion fell into a heavy sleep disturbed by dreans of water! And
awoke unr ef r eshed.

I woul d have bartered a dianmond nmine for a glass of pure spring

wat er !

CHAPTER 18

The Wong Road!

NEXT day, our departure took place at a very early hour. There was
no time for the | east delay. According to my account, we had five

days' hard work to get back to the place where the galleries divided



I can never tell all the sufferings we endured upon our return. My
uncle bore themlike a man who has been in the wong- that is, with
concentrated and suppressed anger; Hans, with all the resignation of
his pacific character; and |- | confess that | did nothing but
compl ain, and despair. | had no heart for this bad fortune.

But there was one consol ation. Defeat at the outset would probably
upset the whol e journey!

As | had expected fromthe first, our supply of water gave
compl etely out on our first day's march. Qur provision of |iquids
was reduced to our supply of Schiedam but this horrible- nay,
will say it- this infernal liquor burnt the throat, and | could not
even bear the sight of it. |I found the tenperature to be stifling. |
was paral yzed with fatigue. Mre than once | was about to fal
insensible to the ground. The whol e party then halted, and the
worthy | cel ander and ny excellent uncle did their best to consol e
and confort ne. | could, however, plainly see that ny uncle was
contendi ng painfully against the extrene fatigues of our journey,
and the awful torture generated by the absence of water.

At length a time came when | ceased to recoll ect anything- when
all was one awfull hideous, fantastic dream

At |ast, on Tuesday, the seventh of the nonth of July, after
crawl i ng on our hands and knees for many hours, nore dead than
alive, we reached the point of junction between the galleries. | lay
like a log, an inert mass of hunan flesh on the arid lava soil. It was
then ten in the norning.

Hans and ny uncle, |eaning against the wall, tried to nibble away at
some pieces of biscuit, while deep groans and si ghs escaped from ny
scorched and swollen lips. Then I fell off into a kind of deep
| et har gy.

Presently |I felt nmy uncle approach, and lift me up tenderly in his
ar ms.

"Poor boy," | heard himsay in a tone of deep conmi seration

I was profoundly touched by these words, being by no neans



accustonmed to signs of wonanly weakness in the Professor. | caught his
trenbling hands in mne and gave thema gentle pressure. He allowed ne
to do so without resistance, looking at me kindly all the tine. Hs
eyes were wet with tears.

I then saw himtake the gourd which he wore at his side. To ny
surprise, or rather to nmy stupefaction, he placed it to ny I|ips.

"Drink, nmy boy," he said

Was it possible ny ears had not deceived me? Was ny uncl e nad?
| ooked at him with, | amsure, quite an idiotic expression. | could
not believe him | too nuch feared the counteraction of
di sappoi nt ment .

"Drink"" he said again.

Had | heard aright? Before, however, | could ask nyself the question
a second tine, a nouthful of water cooled ny parched |ips and

throat- one nouthful, but | do believe it brought ne back to life.

I thanked ny uncle by clasping ny hands. My heart was too full to

speak.
"Yes," said he, "one nmouthful of water, the very last- do you
hear, nmy boy- the very last! | have taken care of it at the bottom

of nmy bottle as the apple of ny eye. Twenty tinmes, a hundred tines,
I have resisted the fearful desire to drink it. But- no- no, Harry,
| saved it for you."

"My dear uncle,” | exclained, and the big tears rolled down my hot
and feverish cheeks.

"Yes, ny poor boy, | knew that when you reached this place, this
crossroad in the earth, you would fall down half dead, and | saved
my last drop of water in order to restore you

"Thanks," | cried; "thanks fromny heart."

As little as ny thirst was really quenched, | had neverthel ess
partially recovered ny strength. The contracted nuscles of ny throat
rel axed- and the inflammation of ny lips in sone neasure subsided.
At all events, | was able to speak

"Well," | said, "there can be no doubt now as to what we have to do.



Water has utterly failed us; our journey is therefore at an end. Let
us return.”

While | spoke thus, nmy uncle evidently avoided ny face: he held down
his head; his eyes were turned in every possible direction but the
ri ght one.

"Yes," | continued, getting excited by ny own words, we nust go back
to Sneffels. May heaven give us strength to enable us once nore to
revisit the light of day. Wuld that we now stood on the sunmt of the
crater.”

"Go back," said nmy uncle, speaking to hinself, "and nmust it be so?"

"Go back- yes, and without |osing a single nonent”, | vehenently
cried.

For some noments there was silence under that dark and gl oony vault.

"So, ny dear Harry," said the Professor in a very singular tone of
voi ce, "those few drops of water have not sufficed to restore your
energy and courage."

"Courage!" | cried.

"I see that you are quite as downcast as before- and still give
way to di scouragenent and despair.”

What, then, was the man nade of, and what other projects were
entering his fertile and audaci ous brai n!

"You are not discouraged, sir?"

"What! G ve up just as we are on the verge of success?" he cried.
"Never, never shall it be said that Professor Hardwi gg retreated."”

"Then we nmust nake up our nminds to perish,”" | cried with a
hel pl ess si gh.

"No, Harry, ny boy, certainly not. Go, leave nme, | amvery far
fromdesiring your death. Take Hans with you. I will go on alone.™

"You ask us to | eave you?"

"Leave nme, | say. | have undertaken this dangerous and peril ous
adventure. | will carry it to the end- or I will never return to the
surface of Mdther Earth. Go, Harry- once nmore | say to you- go!"

My uncle as he spoke was terribly excited. H s voice, which before



had been tender, al nost womanly, becane harsh and nmenacing. He
appeared to be struggling with desperate energy against the

i mpossible. I did not wish to abandon himat the bottom of that abyss,
whil e, on the other hand, the instinct of preservation told ne to fly.

Meanwhi | e, our guide was | ooking on with profound cal mess and
i ndi fference. He appeared to be an unconcerned party, and yet he
perfectly well knew what was goi ng on between us. Qur gestures
sufficiently indicated the different roads each wi shed to foll ow and
whi ch each tried to influence the other to undertake. But Hans
appeared not to take the slightest interest in what was really a
question of life and death for us all, but waited quite ready to
obey the signal which should say go aloft, or to resune his
desperate journey into the interior of the earth.

How then I wished with all my heart and soul that | could make him
understand nmy words. My representations, ny sighs and groans, the
earnest accents in which | should have spoken woul d have convi nced
that cold, hard nature. Those fearful dangers and perils of which
the stolid guide had no idea, | would have pointed themout to him
I would have, as it were, made himsee and feel. Between us, we
m ght have convinced the obstinate Professor. If the worst had conme to

the worst, we could have conpelled himto return to the summit of

Sneffels.
| quietly approached Hans. | caught his hand in mne. He never noved
a nmuscle. | indicated to himthe road to the top of the crater. He

remai ned notionless. My panting form ny haggard countenance, nust
have indicated the extent of my sufferings. The |cel ander gently shook
his head and pointed to ny uncle.

"Master," he said.

The word is lcelandic as well as English

"The master!" | cried, beside nyself with fury- "nmadman! no-
tell you he is not the nmaster of our lives; we nust fly! we nust
drag himw th us! do you hear ne? Do you understand nme, | say?"

I have already explained that | held Hans by the arm | tried to



make himrise fromhis seat. | struggled with himand tried to force
hi m away. My uncl e now i nterposed.

"My good Henry, be calm" he said. "You will obtain nothing from

ny devoted follower; therefore, listen to what | have to say."
| folded ny arnms, as well as | could, and | ooked ny uncle full in
the face.

"This wetched want of water," he said, "is the sole obstacle to the
success of ny project. In the entire gallery, made of |ava, schist,
and coal, it is true we found not one liquid nolecule. It is quite
possi ble that we may be nore fortunate in the western tunnel."
My sole reply was to shake my head with an air of deep incredulity.
"Listen to me to the end,"” said the Professor in his well-known
I ecturing voice. "Wiile you lay yonder without life or notion,
undert ook a reconnoitering journey into the conformation of this other
gallery. | have discovered that it goes directly downwards into the
bowel s of the earth, and in a few hours will take us to the old
granitic formation. In this we shall undoubtedly find innunerable
springs. The nature of the rock nakes this a mathematical certainty,
and instinct agrees with logic to say that it is so. Now, this is
the serious proposition which | have to make to you. Wen
Chri st opher Col unbus asked of his nmen three days to di scover the
I and of promise, his men ill, terrified, and hopel ess, yet gave him
three days- and the New World was di scovered. Now I, the Christopher
Col unbus of this subterranean region, only ask of you one nore day.
If, when that tinme is expired, | have not found the water of which
we are in search, | swear to you, | will give up ny mghty
enterprise and return to the earth's surface."
Despite ny irritation and despair, | knew how rmuch it cost ny
uncle to make this proposition, and to hold such conciliatory
| anguage. Under the circunstances, what could | do but yield?
"Well," | cried, "let it be as you wi sh, and may heaven reward
your superhuman energy. But as, unless we discover water, our hours

are nunbered, let us lose no time, but go ahead."



CHAPTER 19

A New Rout e

OUR descent was now resunmed by neans of the second gallery. Hans
took up his post in front as usual. W had not gone nore than a
hundred yards when the Professor carefully exam ned the walls.

"This is the primtive formation- we are on the right road-
onwards is our hope!"

When the whol e earth got cool in the first hours of the world's
nmor ni ng, the dimnution of the volunme of the earth produced a state of
dislocation in its upper crust, followed by ruptures, crevasses and
fissures. The passage was a fissure of this kind, through which,
ages ago, had flowed the eruptive granite. The thousand w ndi ngs and
turnings formed an inextricable |labyrinth through the ancient soil

As we descended, successions of |ayers conmposing the prinitive
soil appeared with the utnost fidelity of detail. GCeol ogical science
considers this prinmtive soil as the base of the mineral crust, and it
has recogni zed that it is conposed of three different strata or
| ayers, all resting on the inmovabl e rock known as granite.

No mi neral ogi sts had even found thensel ves placed in such a
marvel ous position to study nature in all her real and naked beauty.
The sounding rod, a nere nmachine, could not bring to the surface of
the earth the objects of value for the study of its interna
structure, which we were about to see with our own eyes, to touch with
our own hands.

Remenber that | amwiting this after the journey.

Across the streak of the rocks, colored by beautiful green tints,
wound netallic threads of copper, of nanganese, with traces of
pl ati num and gold. | could not help gazing at these riches buried in
the entrails of Mther Earth, and of which no man woul d have the

enjoynent to the end of tine! These treasures- mighty and



i nexhausti ble, were buried in the nmorning of the earth's history, at
such awful depths, that no crowbar or pickax will ever drag them
fromtheir tonb!

The light of our Ruhnkorff's coil, increased tenfold by the nyriad
of prismatic nmasses of rock, sent its jets of fire in every direction
and | could fancy nyself traveling through a huge hol |l ow di anond,
the rays of which produced nyriads of extraordinary effects.

Towards six o' clock, this festival of |ight began sensibly and
visibly to decrease, and soon al nbst ceased. The sides of the
gallery assunmed a crystallized tint, with a sonber hue; white nica
began to commingle nore freely with feldspar and quartz, to form
what may be called the true rock- the stone which is hard above all
that supports, w thout being crushed, the four stories of the
earth's soil.

W were wal l ed by an i nmense prison of granite!

It was now eight o' clock, and still there was no sign of water.
The sufferings | endured were horrible. My uncle now kept at the
head of our little columm. Nothing could induce himto stop. |
meanwhi | e, had but one real thought. My ear was keenly on the watch to
catch the sound of a spring. But no pleasant sound of falling water
fell upon ny listening ear

But at last the tinme came when ny linbs refused to carry ne
I onger. | contended heroically against the terrible tortures
endured, because | did not wish to conpel ny uncle to halt. To him|
knew this would be the last fatal stroke.

Suddenly | felt a deadly faintness come over ne. My eyes could no
| onger see; ny knees shook. | gave one despairing cry- and fell!

"Hel p, help, | am dying!

My uncle turned and slowy retraced his steps. He | ooked at ne
with folded arns, and then all owed one sentence to escape, in hollow
accents, fromhis |ips:

"Al is over."

The last thing | saw was a face fearfully distorted with pain and



sorrow, and then ny eyes cl osed.

When | again opened them | saw ny conpani ons |ying near ne,
nmoti onl ess, wapped in their huge traveling rugs. Were they asl eep
or dead? For nyself, sleep was wholly out of the question. My fainting
fit over, | was wakeful as the lark. |I suffered too nmuch for sleep
to visit nmy eyelids- the nore, that | thought myself sick unto
deat h- dying. The last words spoken by ny uncle seened to be buzzing
inm ears- all is over! And it was probable that he was right. In the
state of prostration to which | was reduced, it was nmadness to think
of ever again seeing the |ight of day.

Above were miles upon niles of the earth's crust. As | thought of
it, I could fancy the whol e weight resting on ny shoulders. | was
crushed, annihil ated! and exhausted nyself in vain attenpts to turn in
my granite bed.

Hours upon hours passed away. A profound and terrible silence
rei gned around us- a silence of the tonb. Nothing could nake itself
heard through these gigantic walls of granite. The very thought was
st upendous.

Presently, despite nmy apathy, despite the kind of deadly calminto
which | was cast, sonething aroused ne. It was a slight but peculiar
noi se. Wiile | was watching intently, | observed that the tunnel was
becom ng dark. Then gazing through the dimlight that remained,
thought | saw the Icelander taking his departure, lanp in hand.

Why had he acted thus? Did Hans the gui de nean to abandon us? My
uncle lay fast asleep- or dead. | tried to cry out, and arouse him M
voi ce, feebly issuing frommny parched and fevered |ips, found no
echo in that fearful place. My throat was dry, ny tongue stuck to
the roof of my nouth. The obscurity had by this tine becone intense,
and at last even the faint sound of the guide's footsteps was | ost
in the blank distance. My soul seemed filled wi th anguish, and death
appeared wel cone, only let it cone quickly.

"Hans is leaving us," | cried. "Hans- Hans, if you are a man, cone



back."

These words were spoken to nyself. They could not be heard al oud.
Neverthel ess, after the first few noments of terror were over, | was
ashanmed of ny suspicions against a man who hitherto had behaved so
adm rably. Nothing in his conduct or character justified suspicion
Moreover, a nmonent's reflection reassured nme. His departure could
not be a flight. Instead of ascending the gallery, he was goi ng deeper
down into the gulf. Had he had any bad design, his way woul d have been
upwar ds.

This reasoning calmed ne a little and | began to hope!

The good, and peaceful, and inperturbable Hans would certainly not
have arisen fromhis sleep without sonme serious and grave notive.

Was he bent on a voyage of discovery? During the deep, still silence
of the night had he at |ast heard that sweet nurnur about which we

were all so anxious?

CHAPTER 20

A Bitter Di sappointnent

DURI NG a long, long, weary hour, there crossed ny wildly delirious
brain all sorts of reasons as to what could have aroused our quiet and
fai thful guide. The nost absurd and ridicul ous i deas passed through ny
head, each nore inpossible than the other. | believe | was either half
or whol ly med.

Suddenl y, however, there arose, as it were fromthe depths of the
earth, a voice of confort. It was the sound of footsteps! Hans was
returning.

Presently the uncertain |ight began to shine upon the walls of the
passage, and then it cane in view far down the sloping tunnel. At
| ength Hans hi nsel f appeared.

He approached ny uncle, placed his hand upon his shoul der, and

gently awakened him My uncle, as soon as he saw who it was, instantly



ar ose.

"Wl 11" excl ai ned the Professor

"Vatten," said the hunter

I did not know a single word of the Danish | anguage, and yet by a
sort of nysterious instinct | understood what the guide had said.

"Water, water!" | cried, in awld and frantic tone, clapping ny
hands, and gesticulating |ike a madnan.

"Water!" murnured ny uncle, in a voice of deep enotion and
gratitude. "Hvar?" ("Were?)

"Nedat." ("Below.")

"Where? below " | understood every word. | had caught the hunter
by the hands, and | shook them heartily, while he | ooked on with
perfect cal mess.

The preparations for our departure did not take |long, and we were
soon making a rapid descent into the tunnel

An hour |ater we had advanced a thousand yards, and descended two
t housand f eet.

At this nonment | heard an accustomed and wel | - known sound runni ng
along the floors of the granite rock- a kind of dull and sullen
roar, like that of a distant waterfall.

During the first half hour of our advance, not finding the
di scovered spring, ny feelings of intense suffering appeared to
return. Once nore | began to | ose all hope. My uncle, however,
observi ng how downhearted I was agai n becom ng, took up the
conversati on.

"Hans was right," he exclained enthusiastically; "that is the dul
roaring of a torrent."”

"Atorrent," | cried, delighted at even hearing the wel cone words.

"There's not the slightest doubt about it he replied, "a
subterranean river is flow ng beside us."

I made no reply, but hastened on, once nore ani nated by hope.

began not even to feel the deep fatigue which hitherto had overpowered

me. The very sound of this glorious nmurmuring water already



refreshed ne. W could hear it increasing in volune every nonent.
The torrent, which for a long tine could be heard fl owi ng over our
heads, now ran distinctly along the left wall, roaring, rushing,
spluttering, and still falling.

Several times | passed ny hand across the rock hoping to find sone
trace of humidity- of the slightest percolation. Al as! in vain.

Again a half hour passed in the same weary toil. Again we advanced.

It now became evident that the hunter, during his absence, had not
been able to carry his researches any farther. Guided by an instinct
peculiar to the dwellers in nountain regions and water finders, he
"smelt” the living spring through the rock. Still he had not seen
the precious liquid. He had neither quenched his own thirst, nor
brought us one drop in his gourd.

Moreover, we soon nade the disastrous discovery that, if our
progress continued, we should soon be noving away fromthe torrent,

t he sound of which gradually dim nished. W turned back. Hans halted
at the precise spot where the sound of the torrent appeared nearest.

| could bear the suspense and suffering no |onger, and seated nyself
agai nst the wall, behind which | could hear the water seething and
ef fervescing not two feet away. But a solid wall of granite stil
separated us fromit!

Hans | ooked keenly at ne, and, strange enough, for once | thought
| saw a smile on his inperturbable face.

He rose froma stone on which be had been seated, and took up the
lamp. | could not help rising and followi ng. He noved slowy along the
firmand solid granite wall. | watched himw th mngled curiosity
and eagerness. Presently he halted and placed his ear against the
dry stone, noving slowy along and listening with the nost extrene
care and attention. | understood at once that he was searching for the
exact spot where the torrent's roar was nost plainly heard. This point
he soon found in the lateral wall on the left side, about three feet
above the level of the tunnel floor.

I was in a state of intense excitenent. | scarcely dared believe



what the eider-duck hunter was about to do. It was, however,
i mpossible in a nonment nore not to both understand and appl aud, and
even to snother himin nmy enbraces, when | saw himrai se the heavy
crowbar and commrence an attack upon the rock itself.

"Saved!" | cried.

"Yes," cried nmy uncle, even nore excited and delighted than
mysel f; "Hans is quite right. Ch, the worthy, excellent man! W shoul d
never have thought of such an idea.”

And nobody el se, | think, would have done so. Such a process, sinple
as it seemed, would nost certainly not have entered our heads. Nothing
could be nore dangerous than to begin to work with pickaxes in that
particul ar part of the gl obe. Supposing while he was at work a
break-up were to take place, and supposing the torrent once having
gai ned an inch were to take an ell, and cone pouring bodily through
t he broken rock!

Not one of these dangers was chinerical. They were only too real
But at that nmoment no fear of falling in of the roof, or even of
i nundati on was capabl e of stopping us. Qur thirst was so intense
that to quench it we would have dug bel ow the bed of old Ccean itself.

Hans went quietly to work- a work which neither my uncle nor I would
have undertaken at any price. Qur inpatience was so great that if we
had once begun with pi ckax and crowbar, the rock would soon have split
into a hundred fragnents. The guide, on the contrary, calm ready,
noderate, wore away the hard rock by little steady blows of his
i nstrunment, nmaking no attenpt at a larger hole than about six
inches. As | stood, | heard, or | thought | heard, the roar of the
torrent nonmentarily increasing in |oudness, and at tines | alnost felt
the pl easant sensation of water upon ny parched lips.

At the end of what appeared an age, Hans had nmade a hol e which
enabl ed his crowbar to enter two feet into the solid rock. He had been
at work exactly an hour. It appeared a dozen. | was getting wld
with inpatience. My uncle began to think of using nore violent

measures. | had the greatest difficulty in checking him He had i ndeed



just got hold of his crowbar when a loud and wel conme hiss was heard.
Then a stream or rather jet, of water burst through the wall and cane
out with such force as to hit the opposite side!

Hans, the guide, who was half upset by the shock, was scarcely
able to keep down a cry of pain and grief. | understood his neaning
when, plunging nmy hands into the sparkling jet, | nyself gave a wild
and frantic cry. The water was scal di ng hot!

"Boiling," | cried, in bitter disappointnent.

"Well, never nmind," said ny uncle,"” it will soon get cool."

The tunnel began to be filled by clouds of vapor, while a small
streamran away into the interior of the earth. In a short tine we had
some sufficiently cool to drink. We swallowed it in huge nouthfuls.

Oh! what exalted delight- what rich and inconparabl e | uxury! What
was this water, whence did it cone? To us what was that? The sinple
fact was- it was water; and, though still with a tingle of warnth

about it, it brought back to the heart, that life which, but for it,

must surely have faded away. | drank greedily, alnbst w thout
tasting it.

When, however, | had al nost quenched ny ravenous thirst, | made a
di scovery.

"Way, it is chal ybeate water!"

"A nost excellent stomachic," replied ny uncle, "and highly
m neralized. Here is a journey worth twenty to Spa.”

"I't's very good," | replied.

"I should think so. Water found six miles under ground. There is a
peculiarly inky flavor about it, which is by no nmeans di sagreeabl e.
Hans may congratul ate hinself on having nmade a rare di scovery. \Wat do
you say, nephew, according to the usual custom of travelers, to nane
the stream after hin®"

"Good," said |I. And the nane of "Hansbach" ("Hans Brook") was at
once agreed upon

Hans was not a bit more proud after hearing our determ nation than

he was before. After having taken a very snall nodi cum of the



wel cone refreshnment, he had seated hinself in a corner with his
usual inperturbable gravity.

"Now," said I, "it is not worth while letting this water run to
waste. "

"What is the use,” replied ny uncle, "the source fromwhich this
river rises is inexhaustible."

"Never nmind," | continued, "let us fill our goatskin and gourds, and
then try to stop the opening up."

My advice, after some hesitation, was followed or attenpted to be
foll owed. Hans picked up all the broken pieces of granite he had
knocked out, and using sone tow he happened to have about him tried
to shut up the fissure he had nmade in the wall. Al he did was to
scald his hands. The pressure was too great, and all our attenpts were
utter failures.

"It is evident," | renmarked, "that the upper surface of these
springs is situated at a very great height above- as we may fairly
infer fromthe great pressure of the jet."

"That is by no nmeans doubtful," replied ny uncle, "if this colum of
water is about thirty-two thousand feet high, the atnospheric pressure
must be sonething enornmous. But a new idea has just struck ne."

"And what is that?"

"Why be at so nuch trouble to close this aperture?”

"Because-"

| hesitated and stammered, having no real reason

"When our water bottles are enpty, we are not at all sure that we
shall be able to fill them" observed ny uncle.

"I think that is very probable."

"Well, then, let this water run. It will, of course, naturally
followin our track, and will serve to guide and refresh us."

"I think the idea a good one," | cried inreply, "and with this
rivul et as a conpanion, there is no further reason why we shoul d not

succeed in our marvel ous project.”

"Ah, ny boy," said the Professor, |laughing, "after all, you are



com ng round."

"More than that, | am now confident of ultinmate success

"One nonent, nephew nmine. Let us begin by taking sone hours of
repose. "

I had utterly forgotten that it was night. The chrononmeter, however,
informed nme of the fact. Soon we were sufficiently restored and

refreshed, and had all fallen into a profound sl eep

CHAPTER 21

Under the Ccean

BY the next day we had nearly forgotten our past sufferings. The
first sensation | experienced was surprise at not being thirsty, and
actual ly asked mysel f the reason. The running stream which flowed

in rippling wavelets at ny feet, was the satisfactory reply.

We breakfasted with a good appetite, and then drank our fill of
the excellent water. | felt nyself quite a new man, ready to go
anywhere ny uncle chose to | ead. | began to think. Wy should not a

man as seriously convinced as ny uncle, succeed, with so excellent a
gui de as worthy Hans, and so devoted a nephew as nysel f? These were
the brilliant ideas which now invaded my brain. Had the proposition
now been made to go back to the summit of Mount Sneffels, | should
have declined the offer in a nost indignant manner.

But fortunately there was no question of going up. W were about
to descend farther into the interior of the earth.

"Let us be noving," | cried, awakening the echoes of the old world.

We resunmed our march on Thursday at eight o' clock in the norning.
The great granite tunnel, as it went round by sinuous and w ndi ng
ways, presented every now and then sharp turns, and in fact all the
appearance of a labyrinth. Its direction, however, was in genera
towards the southwest. My uncle nade several pauses in order to

consult his conpass



The gallery now began to trend dowwards in a horizonta
direction, with about two inches of fall in every furlong. The
murmuring streamflowed quietly at our feet. | could not but conpare
it to some famliar spirit, guiding us through the earth, and
dabbled ny fingers inits tepid water, which sang like a naiad as we
progressed. My good hunor began to assunme a nythol ogi cal character

As for nmy uncle he began to conplain of the horizontal character
of the road. His route, he found, began to be indefinitely

prol onged, instead of "sliding down the celestial ray," according to
hi s expression.

But we had no choice; and as long as our road |l ed towards the
center- however little progress we nade, there was no reason to
conpl ai n.

Moreover, fromtime to time the slopes were nuch greater, the
nai ad sang nore |loudly, and we began to dip downwards in earnest.

As yet, however, | felt no painful sensation. | had not got over the
exci tenent of the discovery of water.

That day and the next we did a considerable anbunt of horizontal
and relatively very little vertical, traveling.

On Friday evening, the tenth of July, according to our estination,
we ought to have been thirty | eagues to the southeast of Reykjavik,
and about two | eagues and a half deep. W now received a rather
startling surprise

Under our feet there opened a horrible well. My uncle was so
delighted that he actually clapped his hands- as he saw how steep
and sharp was the descent.

"Ah, ah!"™ he cried, in rapturous delight; "this take us a | ong
way. Look at the projections of the rock. Hah!" he exclained, "it's
a fearful staircase!"

Hans, however, who in all our troubles had never given up the ropes,
took care so to dispose of themas to prevent any accidents. Qur
descent then began. | dare not call it a perilous descent, for | was

already too famliar with that sort of work to | ook upon it as



anything but a very ordinary affair.

This well was a kind of narrow opening in the massive granite of the
ki nd known as a fissure. The contraction of the terrestria
scaf fol ding, when it suddenly cool ed, had been evidently the cause. I|f
it had ever served in forner times as a kind of funnel through which
passed the eruptive nasses vonmted by Sneffels, | was at a loss to
explain how it had left no mark. W were, in fact, descending a
spiral, something |like those wi nding staircases in use in nodern
houses.

W were conpell ed every quarter of an hour or thereabouts to sit
down in order to rest our legs. Qur calves ached. W then seated
oursel ves on sone projecting rock with our |egs hangi ng over, and
gossiped while we ate a nouthful- drinking still fromthe pleasantly
war m runni ng stream whi ch had not deserted us.

It is scarcely necessary to say that in this curiously shaped
fissure the Hansbach had becone a cascade to the detrinent of its
size. It was still, however, sufficient, and nore, for our wants.

Besi des we knew that, as soon as the declivity ceased to be so abrupt,
the stream nust resune its peaceful course. At this nonment it reninded
me of ny uncle, his inpatience and rage, while when it flowed nore

peacefully, | pictured to nyself the placidity of the Icelandic guide.

During the whole of two days, the sixth and seventh of July, we
foll owed the extraordinary spiral staircase of the fissure
penetrating two | eagues farther into the crust of the earth, which put
us five | eagues below the | evel of the sea. On the eighth, however, at
twel ve o' clock in the day, the fissure suddenly assumed a nuch nore
gentle slope still trending in a southeast direction

The road now became conparatively easy, and at the sane tine
dreadful ly nonotonous. It would have been difficult for matters to
have turned out otherw se. Qur peculiar journey had no chance of being
diversified by | andscape and scenery. At all events, such was ny idea.

At | ength, on Wednesday the fifteenth, we were actually seven

| eagues (twenty-one nmiles) below the surface of the earth, and fifty



| eagues distant fromthe nountain of Sneffels. Though, if the truth be
told, we were very tired, our health had resisted all suffering, and
was in a nost satisfactory state. Qur travel er's box of nedi caments
had not even been opened.

My uncle was careful to note every hour the indications of the
conpass, of the manonmeter, and of the thernmoneter, all which he
afterwards published in his elaborate phil osophical and scientific
account of our renmarkabl e voyage. He was therefore able to give an
exact relation of the situation. Wen, therefore, he inforned ne
that we were fifty leagues in a horizontal direction distant from
our starting point, | could not suppress a |oud excl amation

"What is the matter now?" cried ny uncle.

"Not hi ng very inportant, only an idea has entered ny head," was ny
reply.

"Well, out withit, My boy."

"It is nmy opinion that if your calculations are correct we are no
| onger under Iceland.”

"Do you think so?"

"W can very easily find out," | replied, pulling out a nap and
conpasses.
"You see," | said, after careful neasurenent, "that | am not

m st aken. W& are far beyond Cape Portland; and those fifty | eagues
to the southeast will take us into the open sea."

"Under the open sea," cried nmy uncle, rubbing his hands with a
delighted air.

"Yes," | cried, "no doubt old Ccean flows over our heads!”

"Well, ny dear boy, what can be nore natural! Do you not know that
i n the nei ghborhood of Newcastle there are coal mines which have
been worked far out under the sea?"

Now nmy worthy uncle, the Professor, no doubt regarded this discovery
as a very sinple fact, but to ne the idea was by no neans a pl easant
one. And yet when one cane to think the matter over seriously, what

mattered it whether the plains and nountains of |celand were suspended



over our devoted heads, or the mighty billows of the Atlantic Ocean?
The whol e question rested on the solidity of the granite roof above
us. However, | soon got used to the ideal for the passage now | evel
now runni ng down, and still always to the southeast, kept going deeper
and deeper into the profound abysses of Mther Earth.

Three days |ater, on the eighteenth day of July, on a Saturday, we
reached a kind of vast grotto. My uncle here paid Hans his usua
six-dollars, and it was decided that the next day should be a day of

rest.

CHAPTER 22

Sunday bel ow Ground

I AWOKE on Sunday norning w thout any sense of hurry and bustle
attendant on an inmedi ate departure. Though the day to be devoted to
repose and reflection was spent under such strange circunstances,
and in so wonderful a place, the idea was a pl easant one. Besides,
we all began to get used to this kind of existence. | had al nost
ceased to think of the sun, of the nmoon, of the stars, of the trees,
houses, and towns; in fact, about any terrestrial necessities. In
our peculiar position we were far above such reflections.

The grotto was a vast and magnificent hall. Along its granitic
soil the streamflowed placidly and pleasantly. So great a distance
was it nowfromits fiery source that its water was scarcely | ukewarm
and could be drunk wi thout delay or difficulty.

After a frugal breakfast, the Professor nade up his nmind to devote
some hours to putting his notes and cal cul ations in order

"In the first place," he said, "I have a good nany to verify and
prove, in order that we may know our exact position. | wish to be able
on our return to the upper regions to make a map of our journey, a
kind of vertical section of the globe, which will be, as it were,

the profile of the expedition."



"That woul d i ndeed be a curious work, Uncle; but can you nmake your
observations with anything |ike certainty and precision?"

"I can. | have never on any occasion failed to note with great
care the angles and slopes. | amcertain as to having nade no m st ake.
Take the conpass and examnmi ne how she points.”

I looked at the instrument with care.

"East one quarter southeast."

"Very good," resunmed the Professor, noting the observation, and
goi ng through sonme rapid cal culations. "I make out that we have
journeyed two hundred and fifty nmiles fromthe point of our
departure.”

"Then the m ghty waves of the Atlantic are rolling over our heads?"

"Certainly."

"And at this very nonment it is possible that fierce tenpests are
ragi ng above, and that nen and ships are battling against the angry
bl asts just over our heads?"

"It is quite within the range of possibility," rejoined ny uncle,
sm ling.

"And that whales are playing in shoals, thrashing the bottom of
the sea, the roof of our adamanti ne prison?"

"Be quite at rest on that point; there is no danger of their
breaki ng through. But to return to our calculations. W are to the
sout heast, two hundred and fifty niles fromthe base of Sneffels, and,
according to ny preceding notes, | think we have gone sixteen
| eagues in a downward direction."”

"Sixteen | eagues- fifty nmiles!" | cried.

"I amsure of it."

"But that is the extrene Iimt allowed by science for the
thi ckness of the earth's crust,” | replied, referring to nmy geol ogi ca
st udi es.

"I do not contravene that assertion,” was his quiet answer.

"And at this stage of our journey, according to all known | aws on

the increase of heat, there should be here a tenperature of fifteen



hundred degrees of Reaunur.”

"There shoul d be- you say, ny boy."

"I'n which case this granite would not exist, but be in a state of
fusion.”

"But you perceive, ny boy, that it is not so, and that facts, as
usual , are very stubborn things, overruling all theories."

"I amforced to yield to the evidence of ny senses, but | am
nevert hel ess very nuch surprised.”

"What heat does the thernoneter really indicate?" continued the
phi | osopher.

"Twenty-seven six-tenths."

"So that science is wong by fourteen hundred and seventy-four
degrees and four-tenths. According to which, it is denonstrated that
the proportional increase in tenperature is an expl oded error. Hunphry
Davy here shines forth in all his glory. He is right, and | have acted
wisely to believe him Have you any answer to make to this statenent?"

Had | chosen to have spoken, | mght have said a great deal. | in no
way adnitted the theory of Hunphry Davy- | still held out for the
theory of proportional increase of heat, though | did not feel it.

I was far nore willing to allow that this chimey of an extinct
vol cano was covered by lava of a kind refractory to heat- in fact a
bad conductor- which did not allow the great increase of tenperature
to percolate through its sides. The hot water jet supported ny view of
the matter.

But without entering on a |ong and usel ess di scussi on, or seeking
for new argunments to controvert ny uncle, | contented nyself wth
taking up facts as they were.

"Well, sir, | take for granted that all your calculations are
correct, but allow ne to draw fromthema rigorous and definite
concl usion. "

"Go on, ny boy- have your say," cried ny uncle goodhunoredly.

"At the place where we now are, under the latitude of Iceland, the

terrestrial depth is about fifteen hundred and eighty-three | eagues."”



"Fifteen hundred eighty-three and a quarter."

"Wl |, suppose we say sixteen hundred in round nunbers. Now, out
of a voyage of sixteen hundred | eagues we have conpl eted si xteen."

"As you say, what then?"

"At the expense of a diagonal journey of no |less than eighty-five
| eagues. "

"Exactly."

"W have been twenty days about it."

"Exactly twenty days."

"Now sixteen is the hundredth part of our contenpl ated expedition
If we go on in this way we shall be two thousand days, that is about
five years and a half, going down."

The Professor folded his arns, listened, but did not speak

"Wthout counting that if a vertical descent of sixteen |eagues
costs us a horizontal of eighty-five, we shall have to go about
ei ght thousand | eagues to the southeast, and we nust therefore cone
out sonewhere in the circunference |ong before we can hope to reach
the center.”

"Bot her your calculations,” cried ny uncle in one of his old
rages. "On what basis do they rest? How do you know that this
passage does not take us direct to the end we require? Moreover,
have in my favor, fortunately, a precedent. Wat | have undertaken
to do, another has done, and he havi ng succeeded, why should | not
be equal ly successful ?"

"I hope, indeed, you will, but still, | suppose | may be all owed
to-"

"You are allowed to hold your tongue," cried Professor Hardw gg,
"when you talk so unreasonably as this."

| saw at once that the old doctorial Professor was still alive in ny
uncle- and fearful to rouse his angry passions, | dropped the
unpl easant subj ect.

"Now, then," he explained, "consult the manometer. \Wat does that

i ndi cate?"



"A consi derabl e anount of pressure.”

"Very good. You see, then, that by descending slowy, and by
gradual |y accustoning ourselves to the density of this |ower
at mosphere, we shall not suffer.”

"Well, | suppose not, except it may be a certain anount of pain in

the ears,"” was ny rather grimreply.

"That, my dear boy, is nothing, and you will easily get rid of
that source of disconfort by bringing the exterior air in
communi cation with the air contained in your |ungs."

"Perfectly," said |, for | had quite made up ny mind in no wise to
contradict nmy uncle. "I should fancy alnost that | should experience a
certain anpbunt of satisfaction in nmaking a plunge into this dense
at mosphere. Have you taken note of how wonderfully sound is
pr opagat ed?"

"Of course | have. There can be no doubt that a journey into the
interior of the earth would be an excellent cure for deafness.”

"But then, Uncle,” | ventured nmildly to observe, "this density
will continue to increase.”

"Yes- according to a | aw which, however, is scarcely defined. It
is true that the intensity of weight will dimnish just in
proportion to the depth to which we go. You know very well that it
is on the surface of the earth that its action is nost powerfully
felt, while on the contrary, in the very center of the earth bodies
cease to have any weight at all."

"I know that is the case, but as we progress will not the atnosphere
finally assume the density of water?"

"I know it; when placed under the pressure of seven hundred and

ten atnospheres,” cried ny uncle with inperturbable gravity.

"And when we are still |ower down?" | asked with natural anxiety.
"Well, |ower down, the density will becone even greater."

"Then how shall we be able to nake our way through this

at mospheric fog?”

"Wl I, my worthy nephew, we nust ballast ourselves by filling our



pockets with stones," said Professor Hardw gg.

"Faith, Uncle, you have an answer for everything," was ny only
reply.

| began to feel that it was unwise of me to go any farther into
the wide field of hypotheses for | should certainly have revived
some difficulty, or rather inpossibility, that would have enraged
t he Professor.

It was evident, nevertheless, that the air under a pressure which
m ght be multiplied by thousands of atnospheres, would end by beconi ng
perfectly solid, and that then adnitting our bodies resisted the
pressure, we should have to stop, in spite of all the reasonings in
the world. Facts overcone all argunents.

But | thought it best not to urge this argunment. My uncle woul d
simply have quoted the exanpl e of Saknussemm Supposing the |earned
Icel ander's journey ever really to have taken place- there was one
sinpl e answer to be mnade:

In the sixteenth century neither the baronmeter nor the manoneter had
been invented- how, then, could Saknussenm have been able to
di scover when he did reach the center of the earth?

Thi s unanswer abl e and | earned objection I, however, kept to nyself
and, bracing up ny courage, awaited the course of events-little
aware of how adventurous yet were to be the incidents of our
remar kabl e j our ney.

The rest of this day of |eisure and repose was spent in
cal cul ation and conversation. | made it a point to agree with the
Professor in everything; but | envied the perfect indifference of
Hans, who, without taking any such troubl e about the cause and effect,

went blindly onwards wherever destiny chose to |l ead him

CHAPTER 23

Al one



IT must in all truth be confessed, things as yet had gone on well,
and | should have acted in bad taste to have conplained. If the true
medi um of our difficulties did not increase, it was within the range
of possibility that we might ultimtely reach the end of our
journey. Then what glory would be ours! | began in the newy aroused
ardor of ny soul to speak enthusiastically to the Professor. Wll, was
| serious? The whole state in which we existed was a nystery- and it
was i npossi ble to know whether or not I was in earnest.

For several days after our nmenorable halt, the sl opes becane nore
rapi d- some were even of a nost frightful character- al nost
vertical, so that we were forever going down into the solid interior
mass. During sone days, we actually descended a | eague and a hal f,
even two | eagues towards the center of the earth. The descents were
sufficiently perilous, and while we were engaged in them we | earned
fully to appreciate the narvel ous cool ness of our guide, Hans. Wt hout
hi m we shoul d have been wholly I ost. The grave and i npassible
I cel ander devoted hinmself to us with the nost inconprehensible
sang-froid and ease; and, thanks to him many a dangerous pass was got
over, where, but for him we should inevitably have stuck fast.

H s silence increased every day. | think that we began to be
i nfluenced by this peculiar trait in his character. It is certain that
the i nani mate objects by which you are surrounded have a direct action
on the brain. It nust be that a man who shuts hinself up between
four walls nust |ose the faculty of associating ideas and words. How
many persons condemmed to the horrors of solitary confinenent have
gone mad- sinply because the thinking faculties have |ain dormant!

During the two weeks that followed our |ast interesting
conversation, there occurred nothing worthy of being especially
recor ded.

| have, while witing these nenoirs, taxed nmy nmenory in vain for one
i ncident of travel during this particular period.

But the next event to be related is terrible indeed. Its very

menory, even now, nakes ny soul shudder, and ny bl ood run cold.



It was on the seventh of August. Qur constant and successive
descents had taken us quite thirty |leagues into the interior of the
earth, that is to say that there were above us thirty | eagues
nearly a hundred niles, of rocks, and oceans, and continents, and
towns, to say nothing of living inhabitants. W were in a
sout heasterly direction, about two hundred | eagues from I cel and.

On that nenorabl e day the tunnel had begun to assume an al nost
hori zontal course.

I was on this occasion walking on in front. My uncle had charge of
one of the Ruhnkorff coils, | had possession of the other. By neans of
its light 1 was busy exanmining the different |layers of granite.
was conpl etely absorbed in nmy work.

Suddenly halting and turning round, | found that | was al one!

"Well,"” thought | to nyself, "I have certainly been wal ki ng too
fast- or else Hans and ny uncle have stopped to rest. The best thing
can do is to go back and find them Luckily, there is very little
ascent to tire nme."

| accordingly retraced ny steps and, while doing so, wal ked for at
| east a quarter of an hour. Rather uneasy, | paused and | ooked eagerly
around. Not a living soul. | called aloud. No reply. My voice was | ost
am d the nyriad cavernous echoes it aroused!

| began for the first tine to feel seriously uneasy. A cold shiver
shook ny whol e body, and perspiration, chill and terrible, burst
upon ny skin.

"I must be calm" | said, speaking aloud, as boys whistle to drive
away fear. "There can be no doubt that | shall find my conpanions.
There cannot be two roads. It is certain that | was considerably
ahead; all | have to do is to go back."

Having come to this determnation | ascended the tunnel for at |east
hal f an hour, unable to decide if | had ever seen certain |andnarks
before. Every now and then | paused to discover if any |oud appeal was
made to me, well knowi ng that in that dense and intensified atnosphere

I should hear it a long way off. But no. The nobst extraordinary



silence reigned in this inmense gallery. Only the echoes of my own

f oot steps coul d be heard.

At last | stopped. | could scarcely realize the fact of ny
isolation. | was quite willing to think that | had nade a mi stake, but
not that I was lost. If | had nade a m stake, | mght find ny way;
if lost- | shuddered to think of it.

"Come, cone," said | to nyself, "since there is only one road, and
they nmust come by it, we shall at last neet. Al | have to do is stil
to go upwards. Perhaps, however, not seeing ne, and forgetting | was
ahead, they may have gone back in search of nme. Still, even in this
case, if | make haste, | shall get up to them There can be no doubt
about the matter."

But as | spoke these last words aloud, it would have been quite
clear to any listener- had there been one- that | was by no means
convinced of the fact. Moreover in order to associate together these
sinple ideas and to reunite them under the form of reasoning, required
some time. | could not all at once bring ny brain to think

Then anot her dread doubt fell upon ny soul. After all, was |

ahead? OF course | was. Hans was no doubt follow ng behind preceded by

my uncle. | perfectly recollected his having stopped for a nonent to
strap his baggage on his shoulder. |I now renenbered this trifling
detail. It was, | believe, just at that very nonment that | had

determ ned to continue My route.

"Again," thought |, reasoning as calnmy as was possible, "there is
anot her sure nmeans of not losing ny way, a thread to guide ne
through the | abyrinthine subterraneous retreat- one which | had
forgotten- ny faithful river."

This course of reasoning roused ny drooping spirits, and
resolved to resume ny journey without further delay. No tinme was to be
| ost.

It was at this nmonment that | had reason to bless the
t hought ful ness of ny uncle, when he refused to allow the eider

hunter to close the orifices of the hot spring- that small fissure



in the great mass of granite. This beneficent spring after having
saved us fromthirst during so many days woul d now enable ne to regain
the right road.

Havi ng conme to this mental decision, | nade up ny nind, before
started upwards, that ablution would certainly do ne a great deal of
good.

| stopped to plunge ny hands and forehead in the pleasant water of
the Hansbach stream blessing its presence as a certain consol ation

Concei ve ny horror and stupefaction!- | was treading a hard,
dusty, shingly road of granite. The stream on which | reckoned had

whol | 'y di sappear ed!

CHAPTER 24

Lost !

NO words in any human | anguage can depict ny utter despair. | was
literally buried alive; with no other expectation before ne but to die
inall the slow horrible torture of hunger and thirst.

Mechanically | crawl ed about, feeling the dry and arid rock. Never
to ny fancy had | ever felt anything so dry.

But, | frantically asked nyself, how had | |ost the course of the
flowi ng strean? There could be no doubt it had ceased to flow in the
gallery in which I now was. Now | began to understand the cause of the
strange silence which prevailed when last | tried if any appeal from
my conpani ons m ght perchance reach ny ear

It so happened that when | first took an inprudent step in the wong
direction, | did not perceive the absence of the all-inportant stream

It was now quite evident that when we halted, another tunnel nust
have received the waters of the little torrent, and that | had
unconsciously entered a different gallery. To what unknown depths
had ny conpani ons gone? Were was |7

How to get back! Cue or landnark there was absol utely none! My feet



left no signs on the granite and shingle. My brain throbbed w th agony
as | tried to discover the solution of this terrible problem M
situation, after all sophistry and reflection, had finally to be
sumred up in three awful words-

Lost! Lost!! LOST!!

Lost at a depth which, to ny finite understanding, appeared to be
i mreasur abl e.

These thirty | eagues of the crust of the earth wei ghed upon ny
shoul ders li ke the globe on the shoulders of Atlas. | felt nyself
crushed by the awful weight. It was indeed a position to drive the
sanest man to nmadness!

| tried to bring nmy thoughts back to the things of the world so | ong
forgotten. It was with the greatest difficulty that | succeeded in
doi ng so. Hanburg, the house on the Konigstrasse, ny dear cousin
G etchen- all that world which had before vanished |ike a shadow
floated before ny now vivid i magi nati on

There they were before nme, but how unreal. Under the influence of
a terrible hallucination | saw all the incidents of our journey pass
before ne like the scenes of a panorama. The ship and its inmates,
Iceland, M Fridriksson, and the great summt of Munt Sneffels! |
said to nyself that, if in ny position | retained the nost faint and
shadowy outline of a hope, it would be a sure sign of approaching
delirium It were better to give way wholly to despair!

In fact, did | but reason with cal nmness and phil osophy, what hunman
power was there in existence able to take nme back to the surface of
the earth, and ready, too, to split asunder, to rend in twain those
huge and mighty vaults which stand above ny head? Who coul d enabl e
me to find ny road- and regain ny conpani ons?

Insensate folly and madness to entertain even a shadow of hope!

"Ch, Uncle!" was ny despairing cry.

This was the only word of reproach which came to ny lips; for
t hor oughl y under st ood how deeply and sorrowfully the worthy

Prof essor would regret ny loss, and howin his turn he would patiently



seek for ne.

When | at last began to resign nyself to the fact that no further
aid was to be expected from man, and knowi ng that | was utterly
powerl ess to do anything for my own salvation, | kneeled with
earnest fervor and asked assistance from Heaven. The renenbrance of ny
i nnocent chil dhood, the nenory of my nother, known only in ny infancy,
cane welling forth fromny heart. | had recourse to prayer. And little
as | had a right to be renenbered by H mwhom| had forgotten in the
hour of prosperity, and whom| so tardily invoked, | prayed
earnestly and sincerely.

This renewal of ny youthful faith brought about a nuch greater
anount of calm and | was enabled to concentrate all ny strength and
intelligence on the terrible realities of my unprecedented situation

I had about nme that which I had at first wholly forgotten- three
days' provisions. Mrreover, ny water bottle was quite full.
Nevert hel ess, the one thing which it was inpossible to do was to
remain alone. Try to find my conmpanions | nust, at any price. But
whi ch course should | take? Should |I go upwards, or again descend?
Doubtless it was right to retrace ny steps in an upward direction

By doing this with care and cool ness, | nust reach the point where
had turned away fromthe rippling stream | nust find the fata
bi furcation or fork. Once at this spot, once the river at ny feet,
could, at all events, regain the awful crater of Munt Sneffels. Wy
had | not thought of this before? This, at last, was a reasonabl e hope
of safety. The nobst inportant thing, then, to be done was to
di scover the bed of the Hansbach

After a slight neal and a draught of water, | rose like a giant
refreshed. Leaning heavily on ny pole, | began the ascent of the
gallery. The slope was very rapid and rather difficult. But | advanced
hopefully and carefully, like a man who at last is making his way
out of a forest, and knows there is only one road to foll ow

Duri ng one whol e hour nothing happened to check ny progress. As |

advanced, | tried to recollect the shape of the tunnel- to recall to



my menory certain projections of rocks- to persuade nyself that |

had foll owed certain winding routes before. But no one particul ar sign
could | bring to mind, and | was soon forced to allow that this
gallery woul d never take me back to the point at which | had separated
mysel f fromny conpanions. It was absolutely w thout issue- a nere
blind alley in the earth.

The monent at | ength came when, facing the solid rock, |I knew ny
fate, and fell inanimate on the arid floor

To describe the horrible state of despair and fear into which | then
fell would now be vain and inpossible. My | ast hope, the courage which
had sustai ned me, drooped before the sight of this pitiless granite
rock!

Lost in a vast labyrinth, the sinuosities of which spread in every
direction, wthout guide, clue or conmpass, | knewit was a vain and
usel ess task to attenpt flight. Al that remained to ne was to lie
down and die. To lie down and die the nost cruel and horribl e of
deat hs!

In nmy state of mind, the idea came into nmy head that one day
per haps, when ny fossil bones were found, their discovery so far bel ow
the level of the earth mght give rise to solemm and interesting
scientific discussions.

| tried to cry aloud, but hoarse, hollow, and inarticul ate sounds
al one coul d make thensel ves heard through ny parched lips. | literally
panted for breath.

In the midst of all these horrible sources of anguish and despair, a
new horror took possession of ny soul. My lanp, by falling down, had
got out of order. | had no neans of repairing it. Its |light was
al ready beconi ng pal er and pal er, and soon woul d expire.

Wth a strange sense of resignation and despair, | watched the
| um nous current in the coil getting less and | ess. A procession of
shadows noved flashing along the granite wall. | scarcely dared to
lower ny eyelids, fearing to |l ose the last spark of this fugitive

light. Every instant it seenmed to nme that it was about to vani sh and



to leave ne forever- in utter darkness!

At last, one final trenbling flane remained in the |anp; |
followed it with all ny power of vision; | gasped for breath; |
concentrated upon it all the power of ny soul, as upon the |ast
scintillation of light I was ever destined to see: and then | was to
be lost forever in G merian and tenebrous shades.

A wld and plaintive cry escaped nmy lips. On earth during the nost
prof ound and conparatively conpl ete darkness, |ight never allows a
conpl ete destruction and extinction of its power. Light is so diffuse,
so subtle, that it perneates everywhere, and whatever little may
remain, the retina of the eye will succeed in finding it. In this

pl ace nothi ng- the absolute obscurity nade ne blind in every sense.

My head was now wholly lost. | raised nmy arnms, trying the effects of
the feeling in getting against the cold stone wall. It was painfu
in the extrene. Madness nust have taken possession of ne. | knew not

what | did. | began to run, to fly, rushing at haphazard in this
i nextricable | abyrinth, always going downwards, running wldly
underneath the terrestrial crust, like an inhabitant of the
subt erranean furnaces, scream ng, roaring, howing, until bruised by
the pointed rocks, falling and picking nyself up all covered with
bl ood, seeking nadly to drink the bl ood which dripped fromny torn
features, mad because this blood only trickled over ny face, and
wat chi ng always for this horrid wall which ever presented to ne the
fearful obstacle against which | could not dash nmy head.

Where was | going? It was inpossible to say. | was perfectly
i gnorant of the matter.

Several hours passed in this way. After a long tinme, having
utterly exhausted ny strength, | fell a heavy inert nmass al ong the

side of the tunnel, and | ost consci ousness.

CHAPTER 25



The Wi spering Gallery

WHEN at last | came back to a sense of life and being, ny face was
wet, but wet, as | soon knew, with tears. How long this state of
insensibility lasted, it is quite inpossible for ne now to say.
had no neans left to me of taking any account of tine. Never since the
creation of the world had such a solitude as mine existed. | was
compl et el y abandoned.

After ny fall | lost nuch blood. | felt nyself flooded with the
life-giving liquid. My first sensation was perhaps a natural one.

Way was | not dead? Because | was alive, there was sonething left to

do. | tried to make up ny nmind to think no longer. As far as | was
able, | drove away all ideas, and utterly overconme by pain and
grief, |1 crouched against the granite wall.

I just commenced to feel the fainting com ng on again, and the
sensation that this was the | ast struggle before conplete
anni hi | ati on- when, on a sudden, a violent uproar reached ny ears.

It had sone resenbl ance to the prolonged runbling voice of thunder
and | clearly distinguished sonorous voices, |ost one after the other
in the distant depths of the gulf.

Whence canme this noise? Naturally, it was to be supposed from new
phenonmena whi ch were taking place in the bosomof the solid mass of
Mot her Earth! The expl osi on of sonme gaseous vapors, or the fall of
sonme solid, of the granitic or other rock

Again | listened with deep attention. | was extrenely anxious to
hear if this strange and inexplicable sound was likely to be
renewed! A whole quarter of an hour elapsed in painful expectation
Deep and solemm silence reigned in the tunnel. So still that | could
hear the beatings of my own heart! | waited, waited with a strange
ki nd of hopef ul ness.

Suddenly my ear, which | eaned accidentally against the wall,
appeared to catch, as it were, the faintest echo of a sound. | thought

that | heard vague, incoherent and distant voices. | quivered all over



wi th excitenent and hope!

"I't nmust be hallucination,” | cried. "It cannot be! it is not truel"

But no! By listening nore attentively, | really did convince
mysel f that what | heard was truly the sound of human voices. To
make any meani ng out of the sound, however, was beyond ny power. | was
too weak even to hear distinctly. Still it was a positive fact that
sonmeone was speaking. O that | was quite certain.

There was a nmonent of fear. A dread fell upon my soul that it
m ght be nmy own words brought back to ne by a distant echo. Perhaps
wi thout knowing it, | mght have been crying aloud. | resolutely
closed nmy lips, and once nore placed ny ear to the huge granite wall.

Yes, for certain. It was in truth the sound of human voi ces.

I now by the exercise of great determ nation dragged nysel f al ong
the sides of the cavern, until | reached a point where | could hear
more distinctly. But though | could detect the sound, | could only
make out uncertain, strange, and inconprehensible words. They
reached my ear as if they had been spoken in a | ow tone- nurnmnured,
as it were, afar off.

At last, | nade out the word forlorad repeated several tines in a
tone bet okeni ng great nental angui sh and sorrow.

What could this word nean, and who was speaking it? It nust be
either nmy uncle or the guide Hans! If, therefore, | could hear them
they must surely be able to hear ne.

"Help," | cried at the top of ny voice; "help, | amdying!"

| then listened with scarcely a breath; | panted for the slightest
sound in the darkness- a cry, a sigh, a question! But silence
rei gned suprenme. No answer came! In this way some mnutes passed. A
whol e flood of ideas flashed through ny nmind. | began to fear that
my voi ce, weakened by sickness and suffering, could not reach ny
compani ons who were in search of ne.

"I't nust be they," | cried; "who else could by any possibility be
buried a hundred niles below the |level of the earth?" The nere

supposi tion was preposterous.



| began, therefore, to listen again with the nost breathless
attention. As | nmoved ny ears along the side of the place | was in,

I found a mathematical point as it were, where the voices appeared
to attain their maxi mumof intensity. The word forlorad again
distinctly reached ny ear. Then cane again that rolling noise |ike
t hunder whi ch had awakened ne out of torpor

"I begin to understand,” | said to nyself after sone little tine
devoted to reflection; "it is not through the solid nmass that the
sound reaches ny ears. The walls of my cavernous retreat are of
solid granite, and the nost fearful explosion would not nake uproar
enough to penetrate them The sound nust come along the gallery
itself. The place | was in nust possess some peculiar acoustic
properties of its own."

Again | listened; and this tine- yes, this tine- | heard ny nane
distinctly pronounced: cast as it were into space.

It was ny uncle, the Professor, who was speaking. He was in
conversation with the guide, and the word which had so often reached
my ears, forlorad, was a Dani sh expression

Then | understood it all. In order to make nyself heard, | too
must speak as it were along the side of the gallery, which would carry
the sound of ny voice just as the wire carries the electric fluid from
point to point.

But there was no time to lose. If ny conpanions were only to

renove a few feet fromwhere they stood, the acoustic effect would

be over, ny Wispering Gallery woul d be destroyed. | again therefore
crawl ed towards the wall, and said as clearly and distinctly as
coul d:

"Uncl e Hardwi gg."

| then awaited a reply.

Sound does not possess the property of traveling with such extrene
rapidity. Besides the density of the air at that depth fromlight
and notion was very far fromadding to the rapidity of circulation

Several seconds el apsed, which to my excited inagination, appeared



ages; and these words reached ny eager ears, and noved ny wildly
beating heart:

"Harry, ny boy, is that you?"

A short del ay between question and answer.

"Yes- yes."

"Where are you?"

"Lost!"

"And your | anp?

"Qut."

"But the guiding strean?”

"I's lost!"

"Keep your courage, Harry. We will do our best."

"One nmonment, ny uncle,” | cried; "I have no longer strength to
answer your questions. But- for heaven's sake- do you- continue- to
speak- to nme!" Absolute silence, | felt, would be annihilation

"Keep up your courage,"” said ny uncle. "As you are so weak, do not
speak. We have been searching for you in all directions, both by going
upwar ds and downwards in the gallery. My dear boy, | had begun to give
over all hope- and you can never know what bitter tears of sorrow
and regret | have shed. At |ast, supposing you to be still on the road
besi de the Hansbach, we again descended, firing off guns as signals.
Now, however, that we have found you, and that our voices reach each
other, it may be a long tine before we actually neet. W are
conversi ng by neans of sone extraordi nary acoustic arrangenent of

the | abyrinth. But do not despair, nmy dear boy. It is something gained



even to hear each other."

Whi |l e he was speaking, ny brain was at work reflecting. A certain
undefi ned hope, vague and shapel ess as yet, nmade ny heart beat w ldly.
In the first place, it was absolutely necessary for ne to know one
thing. | once nore, therefore, |eaned nmy head agai nst the wall,
which | al nost touched with ny |ips, and agai n spoke.

"Uncle. "

"My boy?" was his answer after a few noments.

"I't is of the utnost consequence that we should know how far we

are asunder."

"That is not difficult."

"You have your chrononeter at hand?" | asked.

"Certainly."

"Well, take it into your hand. Pronounce ny nane, noting exactly the
second at which you speak. | will reply as soon as | hear your

wor ds-and you will then note exactly the nonment at which ny reply

reaches you."

"Very good; and the nean tine between ny question and your answer

will be the tinme occupied by ny voice in reaching you."

"That is exactly what | mean, Uncle," was ny eager reply.

"Are you ready?"

"Yes."



"Wl l, make ready, | am about to pronounce your nane," said the
Pr of essor.

| applied ny ear close to the sides of the cavernous gallery, and as
soon as the word "Harry" reached ny ear, | turned round and, placing
my lips to the wall, repeated the sound.

"Forty seconds," said ny uncle. "There has el apsed forty seconds
between the two words. The sound, therefore, takes twenty seconds to
ascend. Now, allowi ng a thousand and twenty feet for every second-

we have twenty thousand four hundred feet- a | eague and a hal f and

one-eighth.”
These words fell on ny soul like a kind of death knell.
"A league and a half," | nuttered in a |l ow and despairing voice

"I't shall be got over, nmy boy," cried ny uncle in a cheery tone;

"depend on us."

"But do you know whether to ascend or descend?" | asked faintly

enough.

"W have to descend, and | will tell you why. You have reached a

vast open space, a kind of bare crossroad, fromwhich galleries
diverge in every direction. That in which you are now | ying nust
necessarily bring you to this point, for it appears that all these
m ghty fissures, these fractures of the globe's interior, radiate from
the vast cavern which we at this nonment occupy. Rouse yourself,
t hen, have courage and continue your route. Walk if you can, if not
drag yourself along- slide, if nothing else is possible. The slope
must be rather rapid- and you will find strong arns to receive you
at the end of your journey. Make a start, like a good fellow"

These words served to rouse sonme kind of courage in ny sinking
frame.

"Farewel | for the present, good uncle, | am about to take ny



departure. As soon as | start, our voices will cease to conmingle.

Farewel |, then, until we neet again.”

"Adi eu, Harry- until we say Welcone." Such were the |ast words which
reached my anxi ous ears before |I commenced ny weary and al nost
hopel ess j our ney.

Thi s wonderful and surprising conversation which took place
through the vast mass of the earth's |abyrinth, these words exchanged,
t he speakers being about five mles apart- ended with hopeful and
pl easant expressions. | breathed one nore prayer to Heaven, | sent
up words of thanksgiving- believing in ny innobst heart that He had | ed
me to the only place where the voices of ny friends could reach ny
ears.

This apparently astoundi ng acoustic nystery is easily explainable by
sinmple natural laws; it arose fromthe conductibility of the rock
There are many instances of this singular propagation of sound which
are not perceptible in its less nediate positions. In the interior
gallery of St. Paul's, and am d the curious caverns in Sicily, these
phenonena are observable. The nost marvel ous of themall is known as
the Ear of Dionysi us.

These nenories of the past, of ny early reading and studi es, cane
fresh to ny thoughts. Myreover, | began to reason that if nmy uncle and
I could conmmuni cate at so great a distance, no serious obstacle
coul d exist between us. All | had to do was to follow the direction
whence the sound had reached ne; and logically putting it, | nust
reach himif nmy strength did not fail.

| accordingly rose to ny feet. | soon found, however, that | could
not wal k; that | nust drag nyself along. The slope as | expected was
very rapid; but | allowed nyself to slip down.

Soon the rapidity of the descent began to assune frightfu
proportions; and nenaced a fearful fall. |I clutched at the sides; |
grasped at projections of rocks; | threw nyself backwards. All in

vain. My weakness was so great | could do nothing to save nyself.



Suddenly earth failed ne.

I was first launched into a dark and gl oony void. | then struck
agai nst the projecting asperities of a vertical gallery, a perfect
well. My head bounded agai nst a pointed rock, and I lost all know edge

of existence. As far as | was concerned, death had clainmed ne for

his own.
CHAPTER 26
A Rapi d Recovery
WHEN | returned to the consci ousness of existence, | found nyself

surrounded by a kind of semiobscurity, lying on sone thick and soft
coverlets. My uncle was watching- his eyes fixed intently on ny
count enance, a grave expression on his face, a tear in his eye. At the
first sigh which struggled fromnmy bosom he took hold of ny hand.
When he saw nmy eyes open and fix thensel ves upon his, he uttered a
Il oud cry of loud cry of joy. "He lives! he lives!"

"Yes, ny good uncle," | whispered.

"My dear boy," continued the grimProfessor, clasping ne to his
heart, "you are saved!"

| was deeply and unaffectedly touched by the tone in which these
words were uttered, and even nore by the kindly care which acconpanied
them The Professor, however, was one of those nmen who nust be
severely tried in order to induce any display of affection or gentle
enotion. At this nonent our friend Hans, the guide, joined us. He
saw ny hand in that of nmy uncle, and | venture to say that, taciturn
as he was, his eyes beamed with lively satisfaction.

"God dag," he said.

"Good day, Hans, good day," | replied, in as hearty a tone as
could assume, "and now, Uncle, that we are together, tell me where
we are. | have lost all idea of our position, as of everything else.”

"Tormorrow, Harry, tonmorrow," he replied. "Today you are far too



weak. Your head is surrounded with bandages and poultices that nust
not be touched. Sleep, ny boy, sleep, and tonorrow you will know al
that you require."

"But," | cried, let me know what o' clock it is- what day it is?"

"It is now eleven o' clock at night, and this is once nore Sunday. It
is nowthe ninth of the nonth of August. And | distinctly prohibit you
from asking any nore questions until the tenth of the same."

I was, if the truth were told, very weak indeed, and nmy eyes soon
closed involuntarily. | did require a good night's rest, and | went
off reflecting at the |ast nonment that my perilous adventure in the
interior of the earth, in total darkness, had | asted four days!

On the norning of the next day, at ny awakening, | began to | ook
around nme. My sl eeping place, nade of all our traveling bedding, was
in a charming grotto, adorned with magnificent stalagnmites, glittering
in all the colors of the rainbow, the floor of soft and silvery sand.

A dimobscurity prevailed. No torch, no lanp was |ighted, and yet
certain unexpl ai ned beanms of |ight penetrated fromw thout, and nade
their way through the opening of the beautiful grotto.

I, nmoreover, heard a vague and indefinite nmurmur, |ike the ebb and
fl ow of waves upon a strand, and sonetinmes | verily believed | could
hear the sighing of the w nd.

| began to believe that, instead of being awake, | rnust be dreaning.
Surely ny brain had not been affected by ny fall, and all that
occurred during the last twenty-four hours was not the frenzied
vi sions of nadness? And yet after sonme reflection, a trial of ny
faculties, | canme to the conclusion that | could not be m staken. Eyes
and ears could not surely both deceive ne.

"It is aray of the blessed daylight," | said to myself, "which
has penetrated through sone mghty fissure in the rocks. But what is
the nmeaning of this nmurnmur of waves, this unm stakabl e noani ng of
the salt-sea billows? | can hear, too, plainly enough, the whistling
of the wind. But can | be altogether mstaken? If ny uncle, during

my illness, has but carried ne back to the surface of the earth! Has



he, on ny account, given up his wondrous expedition, or in some
strange manner has it cone to an end?”

I was puzzling ny brain over these and other questions, when the
Pr of essor joi ned ne.

"Good day, Harry," he cried in a joyous tone. "I fancy you are quite
wel |, "

"I amvery much better," | replied, actually sitting up in ny bed.

"I knew that would be the end of it, as you slept both soundly and
tranquilly. Hans and | have each taken turn to watch, and every hour
we have seen visible signs of anelioration.”

"You nmust be right, Uncle,” was ny reply, "for | feel as if I
could do justice to any neal you could put before ne."

"You shall eat, mnmy boy, you shall eat. The fever has left you. CQur
excellent friend Hans has rubbed your wounds and bruises with I know
not what ointnment, of which the |celanders al one possess the secret.
And they have heal ed your bruises in the nost marvel ous nmanner. Ah,
he's a wise fellowis Master Hans."

Whi | e he was speaking, nmy uncle was placing before ne severa
articles of food, which, despite his earnest injunctions, | readily
devoured. As soon as the first rage of hunger was appeased, |
overwhel mred himwith questions, to which he now no Ionger hesitated to
gi ve answers.

I then learned, for the first time, that ny providential fall had
brought me to the bottom of an al nbst perpendicular gallery. As | cane
down, anidst a perfect shower of stones, the |east of which falling on
me woul d have crushed ne to death, they came to the concl usion that
I had carried with me an entire dislocated rock. Riding as it were
on this terrible chariot, | was cast headlong into nmy uncle's arns.
And into them!1 fell, insensible and covered w th bl ood.

"It is indeed a mracle," was the Professor's final remark, "that
you were not killed a thousand times over. But let us take care
never to separate; for surely we should risk never neeting again."

"Let us take care never again to separate."



These words fell with a sort of chill upon my heart. The journey,
then, was not over. | |ooked at ny uncle with surprise and
astoni shnent. My uncle, after an instant's exani nation of ny
count enance, said: "Wiat is the matter, Harry?"

"I want to ask you a very serious question. You say that | am al

right in health?"

"Certainly you are."

"And all ny linbs are sound and capabl e of new exertion?" | asked.
"Mbst undoubtedly."

"But what about nmy head?" was ny next anxious question

"Well, your head, except that you have one or two contusions, is

exactly where it ought to be- on your shoulders," said ny uncle,
| aughi ng.

"Well, my own opinion is that ny head is not exactly right. In fact,
| believe nyself slightly delirious."

"What nmakes you think so?"

"I will explain why | fancy | have |lost ny senses,” | cried. "Have
we not returned to the surface of Mther Earth?"

"Certainly not."

"Then truly I nust be nad, for do | not see the |ight of day? do
not hear the whistling of the wind? and can | not distinguish the wash
of a great sea?"

"And that is all that nakes you uneasy?" said ny uncle, with a
sm|e.

"Can you expl ain?"

"I will not make any attenpt to explain; for the whole matter is
utterly inexplicable. But you shall see and judge for yourself. You
will then find that geol ogical science is as yet in its infancy- and
that we are dooned to enlighten the world."

"Let us advance, then," | cried eagerly, no longer able to
restrain nmy curiosity.

"Wait a noment, ny dear Harry," he responded; "you nust take

precautions after your illness before going into the open air."



"The open air?"

"Yes, ny boy. | have to warn you that the wind is rather violent-
and | have no wish for you to expose yourself w thout necessary
precautions.”

"But | beg to assure you that | am perfectly recovered fromny
illness."

"Have just a little patience, ny boy. A relapse would be
inconvenient to all parties. W have no tinme to | ose- as our
approachi ng sea voyage may be of long duration."”

"Sea voyage?" | cried, nore bew |l dered than ever

"Yes. You mnust take another day's rest, and we shall be ready to
go on board by tonorrow," replied nmy uncle, with a peculiar smle.

"Go on board!" The words utterly astoni shed ne.

Go on board- what and how? Had we cone upon a river, a |ake, had
we di scovered sone inland sea? WAs a vessel |lying at anchor in sone
part of the interior of the earth?

My curiosity was worked up to the very highest pitch. My uncle
made vain attenpts to restrain ne. Wen at |ast, however, he
di scovered that nmy feverish inpatience would do nore harm than good-
and that the satisfaction of nmy wi shes could alone restore ne to a
cal mstate of mnd- he gave way.

| dressed nyself rapidly- and then taking the precaution to please
my uncle, of wapping nyself in one of the coverlets, | rushed out

of the grotto.

CHAPTER 27

The Central Sea

AT first | saw absolutely nothing. My eyes, wholly unused to the
ef ful gence of light, could not bear the sudden brightness; and | was
compelled to close them Wen | was able to reopen them | stood

still, far nore stupefied than astonished. Not all the wldest effects



of imagination could have conjured up such a scene! "The sea- the
sea," | cried.

"Yes," replied my uncle, in a tone of pardonable pride; "the Centra
Sea. No future navigator will deny the fact of ny having di scovered
it; and hence of acquiring a right of giving it a name."
It was quite true. A vast, linmtless expanse of water, the end of
a lake if not of an ocean, spread before us, until it was lost in
the di stance. The shore, which was very nuch indented, consisted of
a beautiful soft golden sand, nixed with small shells, the
| ong-deserted home of sonme of the creatures of a past age. The waves
broke incessantly- and with a peculiarly sonorous nmurnur, to be
found in underground localities. A slight frothy flake arose as the
wi nd bl ew along the pellucid waters; and many a dash of spray was
blowm into ny face. The mighty superstructure of rock which rose above
to an inconceivable height Ieft only a narrow openi ng- but where we
stood, there was a large margin of strand. On all sides were capes and
pronmontories and enormous cliffs, partially worn by the eterna
breaki ng of the waves, through countless ages! And as | gazed from
side to side, the mighty rocks faded away like a fleecy filmof cloud.
It was in reality an ocean, with an the usual characteristics of
an inland sea, only horribly wild- so rigid, cold and savage.
One thing startled and puzzled nme greatly. How was it that | was
able to | ook upon that vast sheet of water instead of being plunged in

utter darkness? The vast |andscape before me was |lit up |ike day.

But there was wanting the dazzling brilliancy, the splendid
irradiation of the sun; the pale cold illumnation of the noon; the
brightness of the stars. The illum nating power in this subterranean

region, fromits trenmbling and Rickering character, its clear dry
whi t eness, the very slight elevation of its tenmperature, its great
superiority to that of the noon, was evidently electric; sonething
in the nature of the aurora borealis, only that its phenonena were
constant, and able to light up the whole of the ocean cavern

The trenendous vault above our heads, the sky, so to speak, appeared



to be conposed of a congl oneration of nebul ous vapors, in constant
motion. | should originally have supposed that, under such an

at nospheric pressure as nust exist in that place, the evaporation of
water could not really take place, and yet fromthe action of some
physi cal |aw, which escaped ny nenory, there were heavy and dense
clouds rolling along that mighty vault, partially concealing the roof.
El ectric currents produced astoni shing play of Iight and shade in
the di stance, especially around the heavier clouds. Deep shadows
were cast beneath, and then suddenly, between two clouds, there
woul d cone a ray of unusual beauty, and renmarkable intensity. And
yet it was not like the sun, for it gave no heat.

The effect was sad and excruciatingly melancholy. Instead of a noble
firmament of blue, studded with stars, there was above ne a heavy roof
of granite, which seenmed to crush ne.

Gazing around, | began to think of the theory of the English captain
who conpared the earth to a vast hollow sphere in the interior of
which the air is retained in a lumnous state by neans of
at nospheric pressure, while two stars, Pluto and Proserpine, circled
there in their nysterious orbits. After all, suppose the old fellow
was right!

In truth, we were inprisoned- bound as it were, in a vast
excavation. Its width it was inpossible to nake out; the shore, on
either hand, widening rapidly until lost to sight; while its length
was equal ly uncertain. A haze on the distant horizon bounded our view.
As to its height, we could see that it nust be many miles to the roof.
Looki ng upward, it was inpossible to discover where the stupendous
roof began. The | owest of the clouds nust have been floating at an
el evation of two thousand yards, a height greater than that of
terrestrial vapors, which circunstance was doubtless owing to the
extrene density of the air.

| use the word "cavern" in order to give an idea of the place. |
cannot describe its awful grandeur; human | anguage fails to convey

an idea of its savage sublimty. Wether this singular vacuum had or



had not been caused by the sudden cooling of the earth when in a state
of fusion, | could not say. | had read of nost wonderful and
gigantic caverns- but, none in any way like this.

The great grotto of Cuachara, in Colonbia, visited by the |earned
Hunbol dt; the vast and partially explored Manmot h Cave in Kentucky-
what were these holes in the earth to that in which | stood in
speechl ess adnmiration! with its vapory clouds, its electric light, and
the m ghty ocean slunbering in its bosom |I|magination, not
description, can alone give an idea of the splendor and vastness of
t he cave.

| gazed at these marvels in profound silence. Wrds were utterly
wanting to indicate the sensations of wonder | experienced. |
seenmed, as | stood upon that nysterious shore, as if | were some
wandering i nhabitant of a distant planet, present for the first tine
at the spectacle of sone terrestrial phenonena bel ongi ng to anot her
exi stence. To give body and existence to such new sensati ons woul d
have required the coi nage of new words- and here ny feeble brain found
itself wholly at fault. | |ooked on, | thought, | reflected,
admired, in a state of stupefaction not altogether unmngled with
fear!

The unexpected spectacle restored sone color to ny pallid cheeks.
| seened to be actually getting better under the influence of this
novelty. Moreover, the vivacity of the dense atnosphere reani mated
my body by inflating nmy lungs with unaccustonmed oxygen

It will be readily conceived that after an inprisonnent of
forty-seven days, in a dark and mi serable tunnel it was with
infinite delight that | breathed this saline air. It was |ike the
genial, reviving influence of the salt sea waves.

My uncle had already got over the first surprise.

Wth the Latin poet Horace his idea was that-

Not to admre is all the art | know,

To nmake nman happy and to keep hi m so.



"Well," he said, after giving ne tine thoroughly to appreciate the
marvel s of this underground sea, "do you feel strong enough to wal k up
and down?"

"Certainly," was ny ready answer, "nothing would give nme greater
pl easure.”

"Well then, ny boy," he said, lean on ny arm and we will strol
al ong the beach."

| accepted his offer eagerly, and we began to wal k al ong the
shores of this extraordinary |ake. To our |left were abrupt rocks,
pi |l ed one upon the other- a stupendous titanic pile; down their
si des | eaped i nnumer abl e cascades, which at |ast, beconing linpid
and nurmuring streans, were lost in the waters of the | ake. Light
vapors, which rose here and there, and floated in fleecy clouds from
rock to rock, indicated hot springs, which also poured their
superfluity into the vast reservoir at our feet.

Anong them | recognized our old and faithful stream the Hansbach
which, lost in that wild basin, seened as if it had been flow ng since
the creation of the world.

"We shall miss our excellent friend | remarked, with a deep sigh

"Bah!" said nmy uncle testily, "what matters it? That or another
it is all the sanme.™

| thought the remark ungrateful, and felt alnost inclined to say so;
but | forbore.

At this nonment ny attention was attracted by an unexpected
spectacle. After we had gone about five hundred yards, we suddenly
turned a steep pronmontory, and found ourselves close to a lofty
forest! It consisted of straight trunks with tufted tops, in shape
|i ke parasols. The air seened to have no effect upon these trees-
which in spite of a tolerable breeze remained as still and
nmotionless as if they had been petrified.

| hastened forward. | could find no nane for these singular

formations. Did they not belong to the two thousand and nore known



trees- or were we to nake the discovery of a new growth? By no
means. VWen we at |ast reached the forest, and stood beneath the
trees, ny surprise gave way to admiration

In truth, I was sinply in the presence of a very ordinary product of
the earth, of singular and gigantic proportions. My uncle
unhesitatingly called themby their real nanes.

"It is only," he said, in his coolest manner, "a forest of
nmushr oons. "

On close exanination | found that he was not m staken. Judge of
t he devel opnent attained by this product of danmp hot soils. | had
heard that the Lycoperdon gi ganteum reaches nine feet in
circunference, but here were white nushroons, nearly forty feet
hi gh, and with tops of equal dinensions. They grew in countless
t housands- the light could not make its way through their nmassive
subst ance, and beneath themreigned a gl oony and nystic darkness.

Still | wished to go forward. The cold in the shades of this
singul ar forest was intense. For nearly an hour we wandered about in
this visible darkness. At length | left the spot, and once nore
returned to the shores of the lake, to light and conparative warnth.

But the amazi ng vegetati on of subterraneous | and was not confined to
gi ganti c nushroonms. New wonders awaited us at every step. W had not
gone many hundred yards, when we cane upon a mghty group of other
trees with discolored | eaves- the common hunble trees of Mther Earth,
of an exorbitant and phenonenal size: |ycopods a hundred feet high
flowering ferns as tall as pines; gigantic grasses!

"Astoni shing, magnificent, splendid!'" cried ny uncle; "here we
have before us the whole flora of the second period of the world, that
of transition. Behold the hunble plants of our gardens, which in the
first ages of the world were m ghty trees. Look around you, ny dear
Harry. No botani st ever before gazed on such a sight!"

My uncle's enthusiasm always a little nore than was required, was
now excusabl e.

"You are right, Uncle," | remarked. "Providence appears to have



designed the preservation in this vast and nysterious hothouse of
antediluvian plants, to prove the sagacity of learned nen in
figuring them so nmarvel ously on paper."

"Well said, ny boy- very well said; it is indeed a nighty
hot house. But you would al so be within the bounds of reason and common
sense, if you added that it is also a vast nenagerie."

| 1 ooked rather anxiously around. If the animals were as exaggerat ed
as the plants, the matter would certainly be serious.

"A nmenageri e?"

"Doubt| ess. Look at the dust we are treadi ng under foot- behold
the bones with which the whole soil of the seashore is covered-"

"Bones," | replied, "yes, certainly, the bones of antedil uvian
animals."

| stooped down as | spoke, and picked up one or two singul ar
remains, relics of a bygone age. It was easy to give a nane to these
gigantic bones, in sonme instances as big as trunks of trees.

"Here is, clearly, the | ower jawbone of a mastodon," | cried, alnost
as warmy and enthusiastically as nmy uncle; "here are the nolars of
the Dinotherium here is a | eg bone which belonged to the Megatherium
You are right, Uncle, it is indeed a nenagerie; for the m ghty ani mals
to which these bones once bel onged, have lived and died on the
shores of this subterranean sea, under the shadow of these plants.
Look, yonder are whol e skel etons- and yet-"

"And yet, nephew?" said ny uncle, noticing that | suddenly cane to a
full stop.

"I do not understand the presence of such beasts in granite caverns,

however vast and prodigious," was ny reply.

"Why not?" said nmy uncle, with very nmuch of his old professiona
i mpati ence.

"Because it is well known that aninmal life only existed on earth
during the secondary period, when the sedinmentary soil was formed by

the alluviuns, and thus replaced the hot and burning rocks of the

primtive age."



"I have listened to you earnestly and with patience, Harry, and
have a sinple and clear answer to your objections: and that is, that
this itself is a sedinentary soil."

"How can that be at such enormous depth fromthe surface of the
eart h?”

"The fact can be explained both sinply and geologically. At a
certain period, the earth consisted only of an elastic crust, liable
to alternative upward and downward nmovenents in virtue of the | aw of
attraction. It is very probable that many a |l andslip took place in
those days, and that large portions of sedinentary soil were cast into
huge and m ghty chasns. "

"Quite possible,” | dryly remarked. "But, Uncle, if these
antediluvian animals formerly lived in these subterranean regions,
what nore likely than that one of these nonsters may at this nonent be
conceal ed behind one of yonder nmighty rocks."

As | spoke, | |ooked keenly around, exanmining with care every
poi nt of the horizon; but nothing alive appeared to exist on these
deserted shores.

I now felt rather fatigued, and told ny uncle so. The wal k and
excitenment were too nmuch for me in ny weak state. | therefore seated
mysel f at the end of a pronontory, at the foot of which the waves
broke in incessant rolls. | |ooked round a bay formed by projections
of vast granitic rocks. At the extreme end was a little port protected
by huge pyram ds of stones. A brig and three or four schooners night
have lain there with perfect ease. So natural did it seem that
every mnute ny inmagination induced me to expect a vessel com ng out
under all sail and nmeking for the open sea under the influence of a
war m sout herly breeze.

But the fantastic illusion never |lasted nore than a mnute. W
were the only living creatures in this subterranean worl d!

During certain periods there was an utter cessation of w nd, when
a silence deeper, nore terrible than the silence of the desert fel

upon these solitary and arid rocks- and seened to hang |like a | eaden



wei ght upon the waters of this singular ocean. | sought, amid the
awful stillness, to penetrate through the distant fog, to tear down
the veil which conceal ed the nysterious distance. Wat unspoken

words were nurnured by ny trenbling lips- what questions did | wish to
ask and did not! Where did this sea end- to what did it |ead? Should
we ever be able to examine its distant shores?

But ny uncle had no doubts about the matter. He was convinced that

our enterprise would in the end be successful. For ny part, | was in a
state of painful indecision- | desired to enbark on the journey and to
succeed, and still | feared the result.

After we had passed an hour or nore in silent contenplation of the
wondr ous spectacle, we rose and went down towards the bank on our
way to the grotto, which | was not sorry to gain. After a slight
repast, | sought refuge in slunber, and at length, after nany and

t edi ous struggles, sleep cane over nmy weary eyes.

CHAPTER 28

Launchi ng the Raft

ON the norning of the next day, to ny great surprise, | awoke
completely restored. | thought a bath would be delightful after ny
long illness and sufferings. So, soon after rising, |I went and pl unged
into the waters of this new Mediterranean. The bath was cool, fresh
and i nvi gorati ng.

I cane back to breakfast with an excellent appetite. Hans, our
wor t hy gui de, thoroughly understood how to cook such eatables as we
were able to provide; he had both fire and water at discretion, so
that he was enabled slightly to vary the weary nonotony of our
ordi nary repast.

Qur norning neal was like a capital English breakfast, with coffee
by way of a wi ndup. And never had this delicious beverage been so

wel cone and refreshing.



My uncle had sufficient regard for ny state of health not to
interrupt ne in the enjoynent of the meal, but he was evidently
del i ghted when | had fini shed.

"Now then," said he, "come with ne. It is the height of the tide,
and | am anxious to study its curious phenonena."

"What"' | cried, rising in astonishnent, "did you say the tide,
Uncl e?"

"Certainly | did."

"You do not nean to say," | replied, in a tone of respectfu
doubt, "that the influence of the sun and noon is felt here below "

"And pray why not? Are not all bodies influenced by the |aw of
uni versal attraction? Why should this vast underground sea be exenpt
fromthe general law, the rule of the universe? Besides, there is
nothing like that which is proved and denonstrated. Despite the
great atnospheric pressure down here, you will notice that this inland
sea rises and falls with as nmuch regularity as the Atlantic itself."

As ny uncl e spoke, we reached the sandy shore, and saw and heard the
waves breaki ng nonot onously on the beach. They were evidently rising.

"This is truly the flood," | cried, |ooking at the water at ny feet.

"Yes, ny excellent nephew, " replied my uncle, rubbing his hands with
the gusto of a phil osopher, "and you see by these several streaks of
foamthat the tide rises at least ten or twelve feet."

"It is indeed nmarvel ous."

"By no neans,"” he responded; "on the contrary, it is quite natural."
"I't nay appear so in your eyes, ny dear uncle," was nmy reply, "but
all the phenonena of the place appear to ne to partake of the
marvelous. It is alnost inpossible to believe that which | see. Wio in
his wildest dreans could have i magi ned that, beneath the crust of
our earth, there could exist a real ocean, with ebbing and fl ow ng
tides, with its changes of wi nds, and even its stornms! | for one
shoul d have | aughed the suggestion to scorn."”
"But, Harry, mnmy boy, why not?" inquired ny uncle, with a pitying

smle; "is there any physical reason in opposition to it?



"Wll, if we give up the great theory of the central heat of the
earth, | certainly can offer no reasons why anything should be
| ooked upon as inpossible."

"Then you will own," he added, "that the system of Sir Hunphry
Davy is wholly justified by what we have seen?”

"I allowthat it is- and that point once granted, | certainly can
see no reason for doubting the existence of seas and other wonders,
even countries, in the interior of the globe.”

"That is so- but of course these varied countries are uni nhabited?"

"Well, | grant that it is nore likely than not: still, | do not
see why this sea should not have given shelter to some species of
unknown fish."

"H therto we have not discovered any, and the probabilities are
rat her agai nst our ever doing so," observed the Professor.

I was | osing ny skepticismin the presence of these wonders.

"Well, | amdetermined to solve the question. It is ny intention
to try nmy luck with ny fishing line and hook."

"Certainly; nake the experinent," said nmy uncle, pleased with ny
enthusiasm "While we are about it, it will certainly be only proper
to discover all the secrets of this extraordinary region.”

"But, after all, where are we now?" | asked; "all this time | have
quite forgotten to ask you a question, which, doubtless, your
phi | osophi cal instrunents have | ong since answered."”

"Well," replied the Professor, "exam ning the situation fromonly
one point of view, we are now distant three hundred and fifty
| eagues fromlcel and. "

"So nuch?" was mny exclamation.

"I have gone over the matter several times, and amsure not to
have made a m stake of five hundred yards,"” replied ny uncle
positively.

"And as to the direction- are we still going to the southeast?"

"Yes, with a western declination* of nineteen degrees, forty-two

mnutes, just as it is above. As for the inclination** | have



di scovered a very curious fact."

*The declination is the variation of the needle fromthe true
meridi an of a pl ace.
**|nclination is the dip of the nagnetic needle with a tendency to

incline towards the earth.

"What may that be, Uncle? Your information interests ne."

"Why, that the needle instead of dipping towards the pole as it does
on earth, in the northern heni sphere, has an upward tendency."

"This proves," | cried, "that the great point of magnetic attraction
| i es sonewhere between the surface of the earth and the spot we have
succeeded in reaching."

"Exactly, ny observant nephew, " exclained ny uncle, elated and
delighted, "and it is quite probable that if we succeed in getting
toward the pol ar regi ons- sonewhere near the seventy-third degree of
| atitude, where Sir James Ross di scovered the nagnetic pole, we
shal | behold the needl e point directly upward. W have therefore
di scovered by anal ogy, that this great center of attraction is not
situated at a very great depth."

"Well,"” said |, rather surprised, "this discovery will astonish

experinental philosophers. It was never suspected.

"Science, great, mighty and in the end unerring,"” replied ny uncle
dogmatically, "science has fallen into many errors- errors which
have been fortunate and useful rather than otherw se, for they have
been the steppingstones to truth.”

After sone further discussion, | turned to another matter

"Have you any idea of the depth we have reached?”

"W are now," continued the Professor, "exactly thirty-five |eagues-
above a hundred miles- down into the interior of the earth.”

"So," said |, after measuring the distance on the map, "we are now

beneath the Scottish Hi ghl ands, and have over our heads the lofty

G anpian Hlls."



"You are quite right," said the Professor, laughing; "it sounds very
al arm ng, the weight being heavy- but the vault which supports this
vast mass of earth and rock is solid and safe; the mighty Architect of
the Universe has constructed it of solid naterials. Man, even in his
hi ghest flights of vivid and poetic imagination, never thought of such
things! What are the finest arches of our bridges, what the vaulted
roofs of our cathedrals, to that m ghty donme above us, and beneath
which floats an ocean with its stornms and cal ns and tides!"

"I admire it all as much as you can, Uncle, and have no fear that
our granite sky will fall upon our heads. But now that we have
di scussed matters of science and di scovery, what are your future
intentions? Are you not thinking of getting back to the surface of our
beautiful earth?"

This was said nore as a feeler than with any hope of success.

"Go back, nephew," cried ny uncle in a tone of alarm "you are not
surely thinking of anything so absurd or cowardly. No, ny intention is
to advance and continue our journey. W have as yet been singularly
fortunate, and henceforth | hope we shall be nore so."

"But," said I, "how are we to cross yonder liquid plain?"

"It is not ny intention to leap into it head forempst, or even to
swimacross it, like Leander over the Hell espont. But as oceans are
after all, only great |akes, inasnmuch as they are surrounded by
| and, so does it stand to reason, that this central sea is
circunscribed by granite surroundings."

"Doubt | ess, " was nmy natural reply.

"Well, then, do you not think that when once we reach the other end,
we shall find sone neans of continuing our journey?"

"Probably, but what extent do you allow to this internal ocean?"

"Well, | should fancy it to extend about forty or fifty |eagues-
nore or less."

"But even supposing this approximtion to be a correct one- what
then?" | asked.

"My dear boy, we have no tine for further discussion. W shal



embark tomorrow. "

I |1 ooked around with surprise and incredulity. | could see nothing
in the shape of boat or vessel

"What!" | cried, "we are about to launch out upon an unknown sea;
and where, if | may ask, is the vessel to carry us?"

"Well, my dear boy, it will not be exactly what you would call a
vessel . For the present we nust be content with a good and solid
raft.”

"Araft," | cried, incredulously, "but down here a raft is as
i npossi bl e of construction as a vessel- and | amat a loss to
i magi ne-"

"My good Harry- if you were to listen instead of tal king so nuch,

you woul d hear," said nmy uncle, waxing a little inpatient.

"I shoul d hear?"

"Yes- certain knocks with the hamer, which Hans is now enploying to
make the raft. He has been at work for nany hours.”

"Making a raft?”

"Yes."

"But where has he found trees suitable for such a construction?"

"He found the trees all ready to his hand. Cone, and you shall see
our excellent guide at work."

More and nore amazed at what | heard and saw, | followed nmy uncle
like one in a dream

After a wal k of about a quarter of an hour, | saw Hans at work on
the other side of the promontory which forned our natural port. A
few m nutes nore and | was beside him To ny great surprise, on the
sandy shore lay a half-finished raft. It was nade from beans of a very
pecul i ar wood, and a great number of linbs, joints, boughs, and pieces
| ay about, sufficient to have constructed a fleet of ships and boats.

| turned to ny uncle, silent with astoni shnent and awe.

"Where did all this wood cone fronP" | cried; "what wood is it?"

"Well, there is pinewod, fir, and the palns of the northern

regions, mneralized by the action of the sea," he replied,



sent enti ously.

"Can it be possible?"

"Yes," said the |l earned Professor, "what you see is called fossi
wood. "
"But then," cried |, after reflecting for a monent, "like the

lignites, it must be as hard and as heavy as iron, and therefore
will certainly not float."

"Sonmetimes that is the case. Many of these woods have becone true
anthracites, but others again, |like those you see before you, have
only undergone one phase of fossil transformation. But there is no
proof |ike denonstration,” added ny uncle, picking one or two of these
precious wai fs and casting theminto the sea.

The piece of wood, after having di sappeared for a nonent, cane to
the surface, and floated about with the oscillation produced by w nd
and tide.

"Are you convinced?" said ny uncle, with a self-satisfied snile.

"I amconvinced,"” | cried, "that what | see is incredible."

The fact was that ny journey into the interior of the earth was
rapi dly changing all preconceived notions, and day by day preparing me
for the marvel ous

I shoul d not have been surprised to have seen a fleet of native
canoes afloat upon that silent sea.

The very next evening, thanks to the industry and ability of Hans,
the raft was finished. It was about ten feet long and five feet
wi de. The beans bound together with stout ropes, were solid and
firm and once |aunched by our united efforts, the inprovised vesse
floated tranquilly upon the waters of what the Professor had well

nanmed the Central Sea

CHAPTER 29

On the Waters - A Raft Voyage



ON the thirteenth of August we were up betines. There was no tinme to
be lost. W now had to inaugurate a new kind of |oconotion, which
woul d have the advantage of being rapid and not fati guing.

A mast, made of two pieces of wood fastened together, to give
additional strength, a yard nmade from another one, the sail a linen
sheet fromour bed. W were fortunately in no want of cordage, and the
whol e on trial appeared solid and seawort hy.

At six o'clock in the norning, when the eager and enthusi astic
Prof essor gave the signal to enbark, the victuals, the |uggage, all
our instruments, our weapons, and a goodly supply of sweet water,
whi ch we had collected fromsprings in the rocks, were placed on the
raft.

Hans had, with considerable ingenuity, contrived a rudder, which
enabled himto guide the floating apparatus with ease. He took the
tiller, as a matter of course. The worthy nan was as good a sail or
as he was a guide and duck hunter. | then let go the painter which
held us to the shore, the sail was brought to the wind, and we nade
a rapid offing.

Qur sea voyage had at | ength commenced; and once nore we were making
for distant and unknown regi ons.

Just as we were about to leave the little port where the raft had
been constructed, ny uncle, who was very strong as to geographic
nonencl ature, wanted to give it a nane, and anong ot hers, suggested
ni ne.

"Well," said |, "before you decide |I have another to propose.”

"Vell; out withit."

"I should like to call it Gretchen. Port Getchen will sound very
well on our future map."

"Vell then, Port Getchen let it be," said the Professor

And thus it was that the menory of ny dear girl was attached to
our adventurous and nenorabl e expedition

When we | eft the shore the wind was bl owing fromthe northward and



eastward. W went directly before the wind at a nuch greater speed
than m ght have been expected froma raft. The dense | ayers of
atmosphere at that depth had great propelling power and acted upon the
sail with considerable force

At the end of an hour, ny uncle, who had been taking carefu
observations, was enabled to judge of the rapidity with which we
moved. It was far beyond anything seen in the upper world.

"If," he said, "we continue to advance at our present rate, we shal
have traveled at least thirty | eagues in twenty-four hours. Wth a
mere raft this is an alnost incredible velocity."

| certainly was surprised, and wi thout naking any reply went forward
upon the raft. Already the northern shore was fading away on the
edge of the horizon. The two shores appeared to separate nore and
nmore, |leaving a wide and open space for our departure. Before ne |
coul d see nothing but the vast and apparently limtless sea- upon
which we floated- the only living objects in sight.

Huge and dark clouds cast their grey shadows bel ow shadows which
seenmed to crush that colorless and sullen water by their weight.
Anyt hi ng nore suggestive of gloom and of regi ons of nether darkness
| never beheld. Silvery rays of electric light, reflected here and
there upon sonme small spots of water, brought up |um nous sparkles
in the | ong wake of our cunbrous bark. Presently we were wholly out of
sight of land; not a vestige could be seen, nor any indication of
where we were going. So still and notionless did we seem w t hout any
di stant point to fix our eyes on that but for the phosphoric |ight
at the wake of the raft | should have fancied that we were still and
not i onl ess.

But | knew that we were advancing at a very rapid rate.

About twelve o' clock in the day, vast collections of seaweed were
di scovered surrounding us on all sides. | was aware of the
extraordi nary vegetative power of these plants, which have been
known to creep along the bottom of the great ocean, and stop the

advance of |arge ships. But never were seaweeds ever seen, so gigantic



and wonderful as those of the Central Sea. | could well inmagine how,
seen at a distance, tossing and heaving on the summit of the
billows, the long Iines of al gae have been taken for |iving things,
and t hus have been fertile sources of the belief in sea serpents.

Qur raft swept past great specinmens of fucus or seaw ack, fromthree
to four thousand feet in length, immense, incredibly |ong, |ooking
i ke snakes that stretched out far beyond our horizon. It afforded
me great anusement to gaze on their variegated ribbon-1ike endl ess
| engths. Hour after hour passed w thout our comng to the
term nation of these floating weeds. If ny astonishnment increased,
my patience was well-ni gh exhaust ed.

What natural force could possibly have produced such abnormal and
extraordi nary plants? Wat nust have been the aspect of the gl obe,
during the first centuries of its formation, when under the conbi ned
action of heat and humidity, the vegetabl e ki ngdom occupied its vast
surface to the exclusion of everything el se?

These were considerations of never-ending interest for the geol ogi st
and t he phil osopher.

Al this while we were advancing on our journey; and at |ength night
came; but as | had remarked the evening before, the luni nous state
of the atnosphere was in nothing dimnished. \Watever was the cause,
it was a phenonenon upon the duration of which we could calculate with
certainty.

As soon as our supper had been disposed of, and sone little
specul ative conversation indulged in, | stretched nyself at the foot
of the mast, and presently went to sleep

Hans remai ned notionless at the tiller, allowing the raft to rise
and fall on the waves. The wind being aft, and the sail square, all he
had to do was to keep his oar in the center.

Ever since we had taken our departure fromthe newy naned Port
Gretchen, ny worthy uncle had directed nme to keep a regular |og of our
day's navigation, with instructions to put down even the nobst ninute

particul ars, every interesting and curious phenonenon, the direction



of the wind, our rate of sailing, the distance we went; in a word,
every incident of our extraordinary voyage.
Fromour log, therefore, | tell the story of our voyage on the

Central Sea.

Friday, August 14th. A steady breeze fromthe northwest. Raft
progressing with extreme rapidity, and going perfectly straight. Coast
still dimy visible about thirty | eagues to | eeward. Nothing to be
seen beyond the horizon in front. The extraordinary intensity of the
Iight neither increases nor dimnishes. It is singularly stationary.
The weat her remarkably fine; that is to say, the clouds have
ascended very high, and are light and fl eecy, and surrounded by an
at nosphere resenbling silver in fusion.

Thermoneter, +32 degrees centi grade.

About twelve o' clock in the day our gui de Hans havi ng prepared and
baited a hook, cast his line into the subterranean waters. The bait he
used was a snall piece of nmeat, by means of which he conceal ed his
hook. Anxious as | was, | was for a long tine dooned to
di sappoi ntrment. Were these waters supplied with fish or not? That
was the inportant question. No- was ny deci ded answer. Then there cane
a sudden and rather hard tug. Hans coolly drew it in, and with it a
fish, which struggled violently to escape.

"A fish!" cried ny uncle.

"It is a sturgeon!" | cried, "certainly a snall sturgeon."

The Professor exam ned the fish carefully, noting every
characteristic; and he did not coincide in ny opinion. The fish had
a flat head, round body, and the | ower extrenities covered wth bony
scales; its nmouth was wholly without teeth, the pectoral fins, which
were highly devel oped, sprouted direct fromthe body, which properly
speaking had no tail. The animal certainly belonged to the order in
whi ch naturalists class the sturgeon, but it differed fromthat fish
in many essential particul ars.

My uncle, after all, was not nistaken. After a |ong and patient



exam nation, he said:

"This fish, nmy dear boy, belongs to a fanily which has been
extinct for ages, and of which no trace has ever been found on
earth, except fossil remmins in the Devonian strata."

"You do not nean to say," | cried, "that we have captured a live
speci men of a fish belonging to the primtive stock that existed
bef ore the del uge?"

"W have," said the Professor, who all this tine was continuing
hi s observations, "and you may see by careful exanination that these
fossil fish have no identity with existing species. To hold in one's
hand, therefore, a living specinen of the order, is enough to nake a
naturalist happy for life."

"But," cried |, "to what famly does it bel ong?"

"To the order of Ganoides- an order of fish having angul ar scal es,
covered with bright enamel- form ng one of the famly of the

Cephal aspi des, of the genus-"

"Well, sir," | remarked, as | noticed ny uncle hesitated to
concl ude.
"To the genus Pterychtis- yes, | amcertain of it. Still, though I

am confident of the correctness of ny surmse, this fish offers to our
notice a remarkabl e peculiarity, never known to exist in any other
fish but those which are the natives of subterranean waters, wells,
| akes, in caverns, and suchlike hidden pools."

"And what may that be?"

"It is blind."

"Blind!" | cried, much surprised.

"Not only blind,"” continued the Professor, "but absolutely w thout
organs of sight."

I now examni ned our discovery for nyself. It was singular, to be
sure, but it was really a fact. This, however, mght be a solitary
i nstance, | suggested. The hook was baited again and once nore
thrown into the water. This subterranean ocean nust have been

tolerably well supplied with fish, for in two hours we took a |arge



nunber of Pterychtis, as well as other fish belonging to another
supposed extinct famly- the Dipterides (a genus of fish, furnished
with two fins only, whence the nane), though ny uncle could not
class it exactly. Al, wthout exception, however, were blind. This
unexpect ed capture enabled us to renew our stock of provisions in a
very satisfactory way.

We were now convinced that this subterranean sea contained only fish
known to us as fossil specinens- and fish and reptiles alike were
all the nore perfect the farther back they dated their origin.

We began to hope that we should find sone of those saurians which
sci ence has succeeded in reconstructing frombits of bone or
cartil age.

I took up the tel escope and carefully exam ned the horizon- | ooked
over the whole sea; it was utterly and entirely deserted. Doubtless we
were still too near the coast.

After an exami nation of the ocean, | |ooked upward, towards the
strange and nysterious sky. Wiy should not one of the birds
reconstructed by the imortal Cuvier flap his stupendous w ngs al oft
in the dull strata of subterranean air? It would, of course, find
quite sufficient food fromthe fish in the sea. | gazed for sone
time upon the void above. It was as silent and as deserted as the
shores we had but lately left.

Nevert hel ess, though | could neither see nor discover anything, ny
i magi nation carried ne away into wild hypotheses. | was in a kind of
waki ng dream | thought | saw on the surface of the water those
enornous antediluvian turtles as big as floating islands. Upon those
dull and sonber shores passed a spectral row of the mammifers of early
days, the great Liptotheriumfound in the cavernous hollow of the
Brazilian hills, the Mesicotherium a native of the glacial regions of
Si beri a.

Fart her on, the pachydernatous Lophrodon, that gigantic tapir, which
conceal ed itself behind rocks, ready to do battle for its prey with

the Anopl ot herium a singular animl partaking of the nature of the



rhi noceros, the horse, the hippopotanus and the canel.

There was the giant Mastodon, twisting and turning his horrid trunk
wi th which he crushed the rocks of the shore to powder, while the
Megat herium his back raised like a cat in a passion, his enornous
claws stretched out, dug into the earth for food, at the sane tine

that he awoke the sonorous echoes of the whole place with his terrible

roar.
Hi gher up still, the first nonkey ever seen on the face of the globe
cl anbered, ganboling and playing up the granite hills. Still farther

away, ran the Pterodactyl, with the wi nged hand, gliding or rather
sailing through the dense and conpressed air |ike a huge bat.

Above all, near the |leaden granitic sky, were inmmense birds, nore
powerful than the cassowary and the ostrich, which spread their mghty
wi ngs and fluttered agai nst the huge stone vault of the inland sea.

I thought, such was the effect of ny inmagination, that | saw this
whol e tribe of antediluvian creatures. | carried nyself back to far
ages, long before man exi sted- when, in fact, the earth was in too
imperfect a state for himto live upon it.

My dream was of countless ages before the existence of nan. The
manmi fers first di sappeared, then the mighty birds, then the
reptiles of the secondary period, presently the fish, the crustacea,
the nol lusks, and finally the vertebrata. The zoophytes of the
period of transition in their turn sank into annihilation

The whol e panorama of the world's life before the historic period,
seenmed to be born over again, and mine was the only human heart that
beat in this unpeopled world! There were no nore seasons; there were
no nore climates; the natural heat of the world increased unceasingly,
and neutralized that of the great radi ant Sun.

Veget ati on was exaggerated in an extraordi nary manner. | passed |ike
a shadow in the mdst of brushwood as lofty as the giant trees of
California, and trod underfoot the noist and hum d soil, reeking
with a rank and varied vegetation.

| | eaned agai nst the huge colum-1like trunks of giant trees, to



whi ch those of Canada were as ferns. \Wol e ages passed, hundreds
upon hundreds of years were concentrated into a single day.

Next, unrolled before nme |like a panoranma, cane the great and
wondrous series of terrestrial transformations. Plants di sappeared;
the granitic rocks lost all trace of solidity; the liquid state was
suddenly substituted for that which had before existed. This was
caused by intense heat acting on the organic matter of the earth.
The waters fl owed over the whol e surface of the gl obe; they boiled;
they were volatilized, or turned into vapor; a kind of steam cloud
wr apped the whole earth, the gl obe itself beconing at |ast nothing but
one huge sphere of gas, indescribable in color, between white heat and
red, as big and as brilliant as the sun

In the very center of this prodigious nmass, fourteen hundred
thousand tines as large as our globe, | was whirled round in space,
and brought into close conjunction with the planets. My body was
subtilized, or rather becane volatile, and comringled in a state of
atom ¢ vapor, with the prodigious clouds, which rushed forward |ike
a mghty conmet into infinite space

What an extraordinary dream Were would it finally take me? My
feverish hand began to wite down the marvel ous details- details
more |ike the imaginings of a lunatic than anything sober and real
I had during this period of hallucination forgotten everything- the
Prof essor, the guide, and the raft on which we were floating. MWy
mnd was in a state of semni oblivion.

"What is the matter, Harry?" said nmy uncle suddenly.

My eyes, which were wi de opened |like those of a somanbulist, were
fixed upon him but | did not see him nor could | clearly make out
anyt hi ng around ne.

"Take care, ny boy," again cried ny uncle, "you will fall into the
sea."

As he uttered these words, | felt nyself seized on the other side by
the firmhand of our devoted guide. Had it not been for the presence

of mind of Hans, | nust infallibly have fallen into the waves and been



dr owned.

"Have you gone mad?" cried ny uncle, shaking me on the other side.

"What - what is the matter?" | said at last, comng to myself.

"Are you ill, Henry?" continued the Professor in an anxi ous tone.

"No- no; but | have had an extraordinary dream It, however, has
passed away. Al now seens well"' | added, |ooking around me with
strangely puzzl ed eyes.

"Al'l right," said my uncle; "a beautiful breeze, a splendid sea.
We are going along at a rapid rate, and if | amnot out in ny
cal culations we shall soon see land. | shall not be sorry to
exchange the narrow linmts of our raft for the nysterious strand of
the subterranean ocean.”

As ny uncle uttered these words, | rose and carefully scanned the
horizon. But the line of water was still confounded with the
| owering clouds that hung aloft, and in the distance appeared to touch

the edge of the water.

CHAPTER 30

Terrific Saurian Conbat

SATURDAY, August 15th. The sea still retains its uniform nonotony.
The sane | eaden hue, the same eternal glare from above. No
i ndi cation of land being in sight. The horizon appears to retreat
before us, nore and nore as we advance.

My head, still dull and heavy fromthe effects of ny extraordinary
dream which | cannot as yet banish frommy mnind.

The Professor, who has not dreaned, is, however, in one of his
nmor ose and unaccount abl e hunors. Spends his tine in scanning the
hori zon, at every point of the conpass. H s tel escope is raised
every nonment to his eyes, and when he finds nothing to give any clue
to our whereabouts, he assunmes a Napol eonic attitude and wal ks

anxi ousl y.



I remarked that ny uncle, the Professor, had a strong tendency to
resune his old inpatient character, and | could not but make a note of
this disagreeable circunstance in ny journal. | saw clearly that it
had required all the influence of my danger and suffering, to
extract fromhimone scintillation of humane feeling. Now that | was
quite recovered, his original nature had conquered and obtained the
upper hand.

And, after all, what had he to be angry and annoyed about, now
nmore than at any other tine? Was not the journey being acconplished
under the nost favorable circunstances? Was not the raft progressing
with the nost marvel ous rapidity?

What, then, could be the matter? After one or two prelimnary
hems, | deternined to inquire.

"You seem uneasy, Uncle,” said |, when for about the hundredth

time he put down his telescope and wal ked up and down, nuttering to

hi msel f.

"No, | amnot uneasy,"” he replied in a dry harsh tone, "by no
means. "

"Perhaps | should have said inpatient," | replied, softening the

force of ny remark.

"Enough to nmake nme so, | think."

"And yet we are advancing at a rate seldomattained by a raft,"
remar ked.

"What matters that?" cried ny uncle. "I amnot vexed at the rate
we go at, but | am annoyed to find the sea so nmuch vaster than
expected. "

I then recollected that the Professor, before our departure, had
estimated the length of this subterranean ocean as at nost about
thirty | eagues. Now we had travel ed at |east over thrice that distance
wi t hout discovering any trace of the distant shore. | began to
under stand ny uncle's anger.

"W are not going down,"” suddenly exclained the Professor. "W are

not progressing with our great discoveries. Al this is utter |oss



of time. After all, | did not cone fromhome to undertake a party of
pl easure. This voyage on a raft over a pond annoys and wearies me."

He called this adventurous journey a party of pleasure, and this
great inland sea a pond!

"But," argued I, "if we have followed the route indicated by the
great Saknussenm we cannot be going far wong."

"'*That is the question,' as the great, the i mortal Shakespeare, has
it. Are we following the route indicated by that wondrous sage? D d
Saknussemm ever fall in with this great sheet of water? If he did, did
he cross it? | begin to fear that the rivulet we adopted for a guide
has | ed us wong."

"I'n any case, we can never regret having cone thus far. It is
worth the whole journey to have enjoyed this nmagnificent spectacle- it
is sonething to have seen.™

"I care nothing about seeing, nor about nagnificent spectacles.
cane down into the interior of the earth with an object, and that
object | nean to attain. Don't talk to me about admiring scenery, or
any other sentinental trash."

After this |I thought it well to hold ny tongue, and allow the
Professor to bite his lips until the blood came, wi thout further
remark.

At six o' clock in the evening, our matter-of-fact guide, Hans, asked
for his week's salary, and receiving his three rix-dollars, put them

carefully in his pocket. He was perfectly contented and sati sfi ed.

Sunday, August 16th. Nothing new to record. The same weat her as
before. The wind has a slight tendency to freshen up, with signs of an
approachi ng gale. Wen | awke, My first observation was in regard
to the intensity of the light. | keep on fearing, day after day,
that the extraordinary electric phenonenon shoul d beconme first
obscured, and then go wholly out, leaving us in total darkness.
Not hi ng, however, of the kind occurs. The shadow of the raft, its nast

and sails, is clearly distinguished on the surface of the water.



This wondrous sea is, after all, infinite inits extent. It nust
be quite as wide as the Mediterranean- or perhaps even as the great
Atlantic Ocean. Wiy, after all, should it not be so?

My uncl e has on nore than one occasion, tried deep-sea soundings. He
tied the cross of one of our heaviest crowbars to the extrenmity of a
cord, which he allowed to run out to the extent of two hundred
fathons. W had the greatest difficulty in hoisting in our nove
ki nd of |ead.

When the crowbar was finally dragged on board, Hans called ny
attention to some singular marks upon its surface. The piece of
iron | ooked as if it had been crushed between two very hard
subst ances.

I 1 ooked at our worthy guide with an inquiring glance.

"Tander," said he.

O course | was at a loss to understand. | turned round towards ny
uncl e, absorbed in gloony reflections. | had little wish to disturb
himfromhis reverie. | accordingly turned once nore towards our

wort hy | cel ander.

Hans very quietly and significantly opened his nmouth once or
twice, as if in the act of biting, and in this way nmade me
under stand hi s neani ng.

"Teeth!" cried I, with stupefaction, as | exam ned the bar of iron
with nore attention.

Yes. There can be no doubt about the matter. The indentations on the
bar of iron are the nmarks of teeth! \Wat jaws nust the owner of such
mol ars be possessed of! Have well then, come upon a nonster of
unknown species, which still exists within the vast waste of waters- a
nonster nore voracious than a shark, nore terrible and bul ky than
the whale? | amunable to withdraw nmy eyes fromthe bar of iron
actually half crushed

I's, then, nmy dream about to cone true- a dread and terrible reality?

Al'l day ny thoughts were bent upon these specul ations, and ny

i magi nati on scarcely regai ned a degree of cal mess and power of



reflection until after a sleep of many hours.
This day, as on other Sundays, we observed as a day of rest and

pi ous neditation.

Monday, August 17th. | have been trying to realize fromnenory the
particular instincts of those antediluvian animals of the secondary
peri od, which succeeding to the nollusca, to the crustacea, and to the
fish, preceded the appearance of the race of namm fers. The generation
of reptiles then reigned suprene upon the earth. These hi deous
monsters ruled everything in the seas of the secondary period, which
forned the strata of which the Jura nountains are conposed. Nature had
endowed themwi th perfect organization. Wat a gigantic structure
was theirs; what vast and prodigious strength they possessed!

The existing saurians, which include all such reptiles as |izards,
crocodiles, and alligators, even the |argest and nost forni dable of
their class, are but feeble imtations of their mghty sires, the
animals of ages long ago. If there were giants in the days of old,
there were al so gigantic aninmals.

| shuddered as | evolved fromny mind the idea and recollection of
these awful nonsters. No eye of nan had seen themin the flesh. They
took their wal ks abroad upon the face of the earth thousands of ages
before man canme into existence, and their fossil bones, discovered
in the |linestone, have allowed us to reconstruct them anatom cally,
and thus to get sonme faint idea of their colossal fornation.

I recollect once seeing in the great Miuseum of Hanburg the
skel eton of one of these wonderful saurians. It nmeasured no |ess
than thirty feet fromthe nose to the tail. AmI, then, an
i nhabitant of the earth of the present day, destined to find nyself
face to face with a representative of this antediluvian famly?
can scarcely believe it possible; | can hardly believe it true. And
yet these marks of powerful teeth upon the bar of iron! Can there be a
doubt fromtheir shape that the bite is the bite of a crocodile?

My eyes stare wildly and with terror upon the subterranean sea.



Every nonent | expect one of these nonsters to rise fromits vast
caver nous dept hs.

I fancy that the worthy Professor in sone neasure shares ny notions,
if not ny fears, for, after an attentive examni nation of the crowbar
he cast his eyes rapidly over the m ghty and nysterious ocean.

"What coul d possess himto |eave the land," | thought, "as if the
depth of this water was of any inportance to us. No doubt he has
di sturbed sone terrible nonster in his watery hone, and perhaps we may
pay dearly for our tenerity."

Anxi ous to be prepared for the worst, | exani ned our weapons, and
saw that they were in a fit state for use. My uncle | ooked on at me
and nodded his head approvingly. He, too, has noticed what we have
to fear.

Already the uplifting of the waters on the surface indicates that
sonmething is in notion bel ow The danger approaches. |t conmes nearer

and nearer. |t behooves us to be on the watch.

Tuesday, August 18th. Evening cane at |ast, the hour when the desire
for sleep caused our eyelids to be heavy. Night there is not, properly
speaking, in this place, any nore than there is in sumrer in the
arctic regions. Hans, however, is inmmvable at the rudder. \Wen he
snatches a nmonent of rest | really cannot say. | take advantage of his
vigilance to take sone little repose.

But two hours after | was awakened from a heavy sleep by an awful
shock. The raft appeared to have struck upon a sunken rock. It was
lifted right out of the water by some wondrous and nysterious power,
and then started off twenty fathons distant.

"Eh, what is it?" cried ny uncle starting up. "Are we shi pw ecked,
or what ?"

Hans rai sed his hand and pointed to where, about two hundred yards
off, a large black mass was nmoving up and down.

I looked with awe. My worst fears were realized.

"It is a colossal nonster!" | cried, clasping ny hands.



"Yes," cried the agitated Professor, "and there yonder is a huge sea
lizard of terrible size and shape.”

"And farther on behold a prodigious crocodile. Look at his hideous
jaws, and that row of nonstrous teeth. Ha! he has gone."

"A whal e! a whale!" shouted the Professor, "I can see her enornous
fins. See, see, how she blows air and water!"

Two liquid colums rose to a vast height above the |evel of the sea
into which they fell with a terrific crash, waking up the echoes of
that awful place. W stood still- surprised, stupefied,
terror-stricken at the sight of this group of fearful marine nonsters,
more hideous in the reality than in ny dream They were of
supernatural dinmensions; the very snallest of the whole party could
with ease have crushed our raft and ourselves with a single bite.

Hans, seizing the rudder which had flown out of his hand, puts it
hard aweather in order to escape from such dangerous vicinity; but
no sooner does he do so, than he finds he is flying fromScylla to
Charybdis. To leeward is a turtle about forty feet wi de, and a serpent
quite as long, with an enornous and hi deous head peering from out
the waters

Look which way we will, it is inpossible for us to fly. The
fearful reptiles advanced upon us; they turned and twi sted about the
raft with awmful rapidity. They formed around our devoted vessel a
series of concentric circles. | took up ny rifle in desperation. But
what effect can a rifle ball produce upon the arnor scales with
whi ch the bodies of these horrid nonsters are covered?

We remain still and dunb fromutter horror. They advance upon us,
nearer and nearer. Qur fate appears certain, fearful and terrible.

On one side the mighty crocodile, on the other the great sea
serpent. The rest of the fearful crowd of marine prodigies have
pl unged beneath the briny waves and di sappear ed!

I amabout to fire at any risk and try the effect of a shot. Hans,
the guide, however, interfered by a sign to check ne. The two

hi deous and ravenous nonsters passed within fifty fathons of the raft,



and then made a rush at one another- their fury and rage preventing
them from seei ng us.

The conbat comenced. W distinctly nade out every action of the two
hi deous nonsters.

But to ny excited imagi nation the other animals appeared about to
take part in the fierce and deadly struggle- the nonster, the whale,
the lizard, and the turtle. | distinctly saw them every nonent. |
poi nted themout to the Icelander. But he only shook his head.

"Tva," he said.
"What- two only does he say. Surely he is mistaken, "I cried in a
tone of wonder.

"He is quite right," replied ny uncle coolly and phil osophically,
exanmining the terrible duel with his tel escope and speaking as if he
were in a lecture room

"How can that be?"

"Yes, it is so. The first of these hideous nonsters has the snout of
a porpoise, the head of a lizard, the teeth of a crocodile; and it
is this that has deceived us. It is the nost fearful of al
antediluvian reptiles, the world-renowned | chthyosaurus or great
fish lizard."

"And the other?"

"The other is a nonstrous serpent, conceal ed under the hard
vaul ted shell of the turtle, the terrible eneny of its fearfu
rival, the Plesiosaurus, or sea crocodile."

Hans was quite right. The two nonsters only, disturbed the surface
of the sea

At | ast have nortal eyes gazed upon two reptiles of the great
primtive ocean! | see the flami ng red eyes of the Ichthyosaurus, each
as big, or bigger than a man's head. Nature in its infinite w sdom had
gifted this wondrous nmarine aninmal with an optical apparatus of
extreme power, capable of resisting the pressure of the heavy | ayers
of water which rolled over himin the depths of the ocean where he

usually fed. It has by sone authors truly been called the whale of the



saurian race, for it is as big and quick in its notions as our king of
the seas. This one neasures not |ess than a hundred feet in |ength,
and | can formsone idea of his girth when | see himlift his
prodigious tail out of the waters. His jawis of awful size and
strength, and according to the best-infornmed naturalists, it does

not contain |ess than a hundred and ei ghty-two teeth.

The other was the mighty Pl esiosaurus, a serpent with a
cylindrical trunk, with a short stunpy tail, with fins |like a bank
of oars in a Ronman galley.

Its whol e body covered by a carapace or shell, and its neck, as
flexible as that of a swan, rose nore than thirty feet above the
waves, a tower of animated flesh!

These aninmal s attacked one another w th inconceivable fury. Such a
conmbat was never seen before by nortal eyes, and to us who did see it,
it appeared nore |ike the phantasmagoric creation of a dreamthan
anyt hing el se. They raised nmountains of water, which dashed in spray
over the raft, already tossed to and fro by the waves. Twenty tines we
seenmed on the point of being upset and hurl ed headl ong into the waves.
H deous hi sses appeared to shake the gl oony granite roof of that
m ghty cavern- hisses which carried terror to our hearts. The awf ul
conbatants held each other in a tight enbrace. | could not nmake out
one fromthe other. Still the conbat could not |ast forever; and woe
unto us, whichsoever becane the victor

One hour, two hours, three hours passed away, w thout any decisive
result. The struggle continued with the sane deadly tenacity, but
wi t hout apparent result. The deadly opponents now approached, now drew
away fromthe raft. Once or twice we fancied they were about to
| eave us altogether, but instead of that, they cane nearer and nearer

We crouched on the raft ready to fire at themat a nonent's
noti ce, poor as the prospect of hurting or terrifying them was.

Still we were deternmined not to perish without a struggle.

Suddenly the |chthyosaurus and the Pl esi osaurus di sappeared

beneath the waves, |eaving behind thema naelstromin the nmidst of the



sea. W were nearly drawn down by the indraft of the water!

Several mnutes el apsed before anything was again seen. Was this
wonderful conbat to end in the depths of the ocean? Was the | ast act
of this terrible drama to take place wi thout spectators?

It was inpossible for us to say.

Suddenly, at no great distance fromus, an enornous nmass rises out
of the waters- the head of the great Plesiosaurus. The terrible
monster is now wounded unto death. | can see nothing now of his
enornous body. Al that could be distinguished was his serpent-1like
neck, which he twisted and curled in all the agonies of death. Now
he struck the waters with it as if it had been a gigantic whip, and
then again wiggled like a wormcut in tw. The water was spurted up
to a great distance in all directions. A great portion of it swept
over our raft and nearly blinded us. But soon the end of the beast
approached nearer and nearer; his novenents sl ackened visibly; his
contortions al nost ceased; and at last the body of the mighty snake
lay an inert, dead nmass on the surface of the now cal mand placid
wat ers.

As for the |chthyosaurus, has he gone down to his mighty cavern
under the sea to rest, or will he reappear to destroy us?

This question renmai ned unanswered. And we had breathing tine.

CHAPTER 31

The Sea Monster

VEDNESDAY, August 19th. Fortunately the wind, which for the
present blows with sonme violence, has allowed us to escape fromthe
scene of the unparalleled and extraordinary struggle. Hans with his
usual inperturbable calmrenmained at the helm M uncle, who for a
short time had been withdrawn from his absorbing reveries by the nove
incidents of this sea fight, fell back again apparently into a brown

study. His eyes were fixed inpatiently on the w despread ocean



Qur voyage now became nonotonous and uniform Dull as it has beconeg,
I have no desire to have it broken by any repetition of the perils and

adventures of yesterday.

Thur sday, August 20th. The wind is now N N E., and bl ows very
irregularly. It has changed to fitful gusts. The tenperature is
exceedingly high. W are now progressing at the average rate of
about ten niles and a hal f per hour.

About twelve o' clock a distant sound as of thunder fell upon our
ears. | make a note of the fact wi thout even venturing a suggestion as
to its cause. It was one continued roar as of a sea falling over
nmi ghty rocks.

"Far off in the distance," said the Professor dogmatically, "there
is sonme rock or sone island agai nst which the seal |ashed to fury by
the wind, is breaking violently."

Hans, w thout saying a word, clanbered to the top of the mast, but
coul d make out nothing. The ocean was |evel in every direction as
far as the eye could reach.

Three hours passed away wi thout any sign to indicate what m ght be
before us. The sound began to assune that of a mghty cataract.

| expressed nmy opinion on this point strongly to ny uncle. He nerely
shook his head. |, however, amstrongly inpressed by a conviction that
I am not wong. Are we advanci ng towards sone mghty waterfall which
shall cast us into the abyss? Probably this nmode of descending into
the abyss may be agreeable to the Professor, because it would be
sonmething like the vertical descent he is so eager to nmake. |
entertain a very different opinion

What ever be the truth, it is certain that not many | eagues di stant
there nust be sone very extraordinary phenonenon, for as we advance
the roar becones sonething nighty and stupendous. Is it in the
water, or in the air?

| cast hasty glances al oft at the suspended vapors, and | seek to

penetrate their mighty depths. But the vault above is tranquil. The



cl ouds, which are now elevated to the very sumit, appear utterly
still and motionless, and completely lost in the irradiation of
electric light. It is necessary, therefore, to seek for the cause of
thi s phenonenon el sewhere.

| exam ne the horizon, now perfectly calm pure, and free from al
haze. Its aspect still remains unchanged. But if this awful noise
proceeds froma cataract- if, so to speak in plain English, this
vast interior ocean is precipitated into a | ower basin- if these
trenendous roars are produced by the noise of falling waters, the
current would increase in activity, and its increasing sw ftness would
give nme some idea of the extent of the peril with which we are
menaced. | consult the current. It sinply does not exist: there is
no such thing. An enpty bottle cast into the water lies to | eeward
Wi t hout noti on.

About four o'clock Hans rises, clanbers up the nmast, and reaches the
truck itself. Fromthis el evated position his | ooks are cast around.
They take in a vast circunference of the ocean. At last, his eyes
remain fixed. His face expresses no astoni shnent, but his eyes
slightly dilate.

"He has seen something at last,” cried ny uncle.

"I think so", | replied

Hans came down, stood beside us, and pointed with his right hand
to the south

"Der nere," he said.

"There," replied ny uncle.

And seizing his tel escope, he | ooked at it with great attention
for about a minute, which to ne appeared an age. | knew not what to
thi nk or expect.

"Yes, yes," he cried in a tone of considerable surprise, "there it
is."

"What ?" | asked.

"A trenendous spurt of water rising out of the waves."

"Some other narine nonster, | cried, already al arned.



" Per haps. "
"Then let us steer nore to the westward, for we know what we have to

expect from antediluvian animals,"” was ny eager reply.

"Go ahead," said ny uncle.

| turned towards Hans. Hans was at the tiller steering with his
usual inperturbable calm

Nevertheless, if fromthe distance which separated us fromthis
creature, a distance which nust be estimated at not |ess than a
dozen | eagues, one could see the colum of water spurting fromthe
bl ow- hol e of the great animal, his dinmensions nmust be sonet hi ng
preternatural. To fly is, therefore, the course to be suggested by
ordi nary prudence. But we have not cone into that part of the world to
be prudent. Such is ny uncle's determ nation

We, accordingly, continued to advance. The nearer we cone, the
|loftier is the spouting water. What nonster can fill hinmself with such
huge vol unmes of water, and then unceasingly spout themout in such
lofty jets?

At eight o' clock in the evening, reckoning as above ground, where
there is day and night, we are not nore than two | eagues fromthe
m ghty beast. Its long, black, enornmous, nountainous body, lies on the
top of the water like an island. But then sailors have been said to
have gone ashore on sl eeping whales, mistaking themfor land. Is it
illusion, or is it fear? Its length cannot be |ess than a thousand
fathons. What, then, is this cetaceous nonster of which no Cuvier ever
t hought ?

It is quite notionless and presents the appearance of sleep. The sea
seens unable to lift himupwards; it is rather the waves which break
on his huge and gigantic frame. The waterspout, rising to a height
of five hundred feet, breaks in spray with a dull, sullen roar

We advance, like senseless lunatics, towards this nighty nass.

I honestly confess that | was abjectly afraid. | declared that |
would go no farther. | threatened in ny terror to cut the sheet of the

sail. | attacked the Professor with considerable acrinony, calling him



fool hardy, mad, | know not what. He made no answer.

Suddenl y the inperturbable Hans once nore pointed his finger to
t he menaci ng object: "Holnme!"

"An island!" cried nmy uncle.

"An island?" | replied, shrugging ny shoulders at this poor
attenpt at deception

"Of course it is," cried nmy uncle, bursting into a | oud and joyous
| augh.
"But the waterspout?"

"CGeyser," said Hans

"Yes, of course- a geyser,"” replied nmy uncle, still laughing, "a
geyser like those common in Iceland. Jets like this are the great
wonders of the country."

At first I would not allow that | had been so grossly deceived. Wat
could be nore ridiculous than to have taken an island for a marine
monster? But kick as one may, one must yield to evidence, and | was
finally convinced of ny error. It was nothing, after all, but a
nat ural phenonenon.

As we approached nearer and nearer, the dinensions of the liquid
sheaf of waters becanme truly grand and stupendous. The island had,
at a distance, presented the appearance of an enornous whal e, whose
head rose high above the waters. The geyser, a word the Icel anders
pronounce geysir, and which signifies fury, rose majestically fromits
summit. Dull detonations are heard every now and then, and the
enornous jet, taken as it were with sudden fury, shakes its plune of
vapor, and bounds into the first |layer of the clouds. It is alone.
Nei t her spurts of vapor nor hot springs surround it, and the whole
vol cani ¢ power of that region is concentrated in one sublime colum.
The rays of electric light mix with this dazzling sheaf, every drop as
it falls assumng the prismatic colors of the rai nbow

"Let us go on shore,"” said the Professor, after sone mnutes of

si | ence.

It is necessary, however, to take great precaution, in order to



avoi d the weight of falling waters, which would cause the raft to
founder in an instant. Hans, however, steers admirably, and brings
us to the other extrenity of the island.

I was the first to leap on the rock. My uncle followed, while the
ei der-duck hunter remained still, like a man above any chil di sh
sources of astonishnent. W were now wal king on granite m xed with
siliceous sandstone; the soil shivered under our feet |ike the sides
of boilers in which over-heated steamis forcibly confined. It is
burning. W soon cane in sight of the little central basin from
whi ch rose the geyser. | plunged a thernoneter into the water which
ran bubbling fromthe center, and it nmarked a heat of a hundred and
si xty-three degrees!

This water, therefore, came from sone place where the heat was

intense. This was singularly in contradiction with the theories of

Prof essor Hardwigg. | could not help telling himny opinion on the
subj ect .

"Well," said he sharply, "and what does this prove against ny
doctrine?

"Nothing," replied | dryly, seeing that | was running my head
agai nst a foregone concl usion

Neverthel ess, | amconpelled to confess that until now we have
been nost remarkably fortunate, and that this voyage is being
acconpl i shed in nost favorable conditions of tenperature; but it
appears evident, in fact, certain, that we shall sooner or later
arrive at one of those regions where the central heat will reach its
utnost limts, and will go far beyond all the possible gradations of
t her nomet er s

Vi sions of the Hades of the ancients, believed to be in the center
of the earth, floated through ny inagination

We shall, however, see what we shall see. That is the Professor's
favorite phrase now. Having christened the volcanic island by the nane
of his nephew, the | eader of the expedition turned away and gave the

signal for enbarkation



| stood still, however, for sonme minutes, gazing upon the
magni fi cent geyser. | soon was able to perceive that the upward
tendency of the water was irregular; nowit dimnished in intensity,
and then, suddenly, it regained new vigor, which | attributed to the
variation of the pressure of the accunul ated vapors in its reservoir.

At | ast we took our departure, going carefully round the projecting,
and rat her dangerous, rocks of the southern side. Hans had taken
advantage of this brief halt to repair the raft.

Bef ore we took our final departure fromthe island, however,
made sone observations to cal culate the di stance we had gone over, and
I put themdown in my journal. Since we left Port G etchen, we had
travel ed two hundred and seventy | eagues- nore than ei ght hundred
nmles- on this great inland sea; we were, therefore, six hundred and

twenty | eagues fromlcel and, and exactly under Engl and.

CHAPTER 32

The Battle of the El enents

FRI DAY, August 21st. This norning the nmagnificent geyser had
whol | y di sappeared. The wind had freshened up, and we were fast
| eavi ng the nei ghborhood of Henry's Island. Even the roaring sound
of the mighty colum was lost to the ear

The weather, if, under the circunstances, we nmay use such an
expression, is about to change very suddenly. The atnosphere is
bei ng gradually | oaded with vapors, which carry with themthe
electricity formed by the constant evaporation of the saline waters;
the clouds are slowy but sensibly falling towards the sea, and are
assuning a dark-olive texture; the electric rays can scarcely pierce
t hrough the opaque curtain which has fallen like a drop scene before
this wondrous theater, on the stage of which another and terrible
drama is soon to be enacted. This tine it is no fight of animals; it

is the fearful battle of the el enents



| feel that | amvery peculiarly influenced, as all creatures are on
| and when a deluge is about to take place.

The cunuli, a perfectly oval kind of cloud, piled upon the south,
presented a nost awful and sinister appearance, with the pitiless
aspect often seen before a storm The air is extrenely heavy; the
sea is conparatively calm

In the distance, the clouds have assuned the appearance of
enornous balls of cotton, or rather pods, piled one above the other in
pi cturesque confusion. By degrees, they appear to swell out, break
and gain in nunber what they lose in grandeur; their heaviness is so
great that they are unable to |ift thenselves fromthe horizon; but
under the influence of the upper currents of air, they are gradually
broken up, becone nmuch darker, and then present the appearance of
one single layer of a fornidable character; now and then a lighter
cloud, still lit up from above, rebounds upon this grey carpet, and is
| ost in the opaque nass.

There can be no doubt that the entire atnosphere is saturated with
electric fluid; I amnyself wholly inpregnated; ny hairs literally
stand on end as if under the influence of a galvanic battery. If one
of my conpani ons ventured to touch ne, | think he would receive rather
a violent and unpl easant shock.

About ten o'clock in the norning, the synptons of the storm becane
nmore t horough and deci sive; the wind appeared to soften down as if
to take breath for a renewed attack; the vast funereal pall above us
| ooked |i ke a huge bag- like the cave of AEolus, in which the storm
was collecting its forces for the attack

I tried all | could not to believe in the nenacing signs of the sky,
and yet | could not avoid saying, as it were involuntarily:

"I believe we are going to have bad weat her."

The Professor made ne no answer. He was in a horrible, in a
detestabl e hunor- to see the ocean stretching interninably before
his eyes. On hearing my words he sinply shrugged his shoul ders.

"W shall have a tremendous storm" | said again, pointing to the



hori zon. "These clouds are falling ower and | ower upon the sea, as if
to crush it.”

A great silence prevailed. The wind wholly ceased. Nature assuned
a dead calm and ceased to breathe. Upon the mast, where | noticed a
sort of slight ignis fatuus, the sail hangs in | oose heavy folds.
The raft is notionless in the mdst of a dark heavy sea- without
undul ation, without notion. It is as still as glass. But as we are
maki ng no progress, what is the use of keeping up the sail, which
may be the cause of our perdition if the tenpest should suddenly
stri ke us wi thout warning.

"Let us lower the sail,” | said, "it is only an act of comon
prudence. "

"No- no," cried nmy uncle, in an exasperated tone, "a hundred
times, no. Let the wind strike us and do its worst, let the storm
sweep us away where it will- only let ne see the glimer of sone
coast- of sone rocky cliffs, even if they dash our raft into a
t housand pi eces. No! keep up the sail- no matter what happens.”

These words were scarcely uttered when the southern horizon
underwent a sudden and viol ent change. The |ong accunul ated vapors
were resolved into water, and the air required to fill up the void
produced becanme a wild and ragi ng tenpest.

It cane fromthe nost distant corners of the mighty cavern. It raged
fromevery point of the conpass. It roared; it yelled; it shrieked
with glee as of denons |let |oose. The darkness increased and becane
i ndeed darkness visible.

The raft rose and fell with the storm and bounded over the waves.
My uncl e was cast headl ong upon the deck. | with great difficulty
dragged nyself towards him He was holding on with m ght and main to
the end of a cable, and appeared to gaze with pleasure and del i ght
at the spectacle of the unchai ned el enents.

Hans never noved a nmuscle. His long hair driven hither and thither
by the tenpest and scattered wildly over his notionless face, gave him

a nost extraordi nary appearance- for every single hair was illum nated



by little sparkling sprigs.

H s countenance presents the extraordi nary appearance of an
antediluvian nman, a true contenporary of the Megatherium

Still the mast hol ds good against the storm The sail spreads out
and fills like a soap bubble about to burst. The raft rushes on at a
pace inpossible to estinate, but still less swiftly than the body of
wat er di spl aced beneath it, the rapidity of which nay be seen by the
lines which fly right and left in the wake.

"The sail, the sail!" | cried, nmaking a trunpet of ny hands, and
then endeavoring to lower it.

"Let it alone!"™ said ny uncle, nore exasperated than ever

"Nej," said Hans, gently shaking his head.

Neverthel ess, the rain forned a roaring cataract before this horizon
of which we were in search, and to which we were rushing |ike madnen.

But before this wilderness of waters reached us, the mighty vei
of cloud was torn in twain; the sea began to foamwi ldly; and the
electricity, produced by sone vast and extraordi nary chenical action
in the upper layer of cloud, is brought into play. To the fearfu
cl aps of thunder are added dazzling flashes of lightning, such as
had never seen. The flashes crossed one another, hurled fromevery
side; while the thunder cane pealing |like an echo. The nmass of vapor
becones i ncandescent; the hailstones which strike the metal of our
boots and our weapons are actually |lum nous; the waves as they rise
appear to be fire-eating nonsters, beneath which seethes an intense
fire, their crests surnounted by conbs of flane.

My eyes are dazzled, blinded by the intensity of light, ny ears
are deafened by the awful roar of the elenments. | am conpelled to hold
onto the mast, which bends |ike a reed beneath the violence of the
storm to which none ever before seen by mariners bore any

resenbl ance.

Here ny traveling notes becone very inconplete, |oose and vague. |

have only been able to nake out one or two fugitive observations,



jotted down in a nere nechanical way. But even their brevity, even

their obscurity, show the enotions which overcane ne.

Sunday, August 23rd. Wiere have we got to? In what region are we
wandering? We are still carried forward with inconceivable rapidity.

The ni ght has been fearful, sonmething not to be described. The storm
shows no signs of cessation. W exist in the mdst of an uproar
whi ch has no nane. The detonations as of artillery are incessant.
Qur ears literally bleed. W are unable to exchange a word, or hear
each ot her speak.

The lightning never ceases to flash for a single instant. | can
see the zigzags after a rapid dart strike the arched roof of this
m ghtiest of mghty vaults. If it were to give way and fall upon us!
O her lightnings plunge their forked streaks in every direction, and
take the formof globes of fire, which explode |ike bonbshells over
a bel eaguered city. The general crash and roar do not apparently
increase; it has already gone far beyond what human ear can
appreciate. If all the powder nagazines in the world were to expl ode
together, it would be inpossible for us to hear worse noi se.

There is a constant em ssion of light fromthe stormclouds; the
electric matter is incessantly rel eased; evidently the gaseous
principles of the air are out of order; innumerable colums of water
rush up like waterspouts, and fall back upon the surface of the
ocean in foam

VWhither are we going? My uncle still lies at full |ength upon the
raft, w thout speaking- w thout taking any note of tine.

The heat increases. | ook at the thernmoneter, to ny surprise it

i ndi cates- The exact figure is here rubbed out in my manuscript.

Monday, August 24th. This terrible stormw Il never end. Wy
should not this state of the atnosphere, so dense and nurky, once
nmodi fi ed, again remain definitive?

We are utterly broken and harassed by fatigue. Hans remnains just



as usual. The raft runs to the southeast invariably. W have now
al ready run two hundred | eagues fromthe newy discovered island.

About twel ve o' clock the storm becane worse than ever. W are
obliged nowto fasten every bit of cargo tightly on the deck of the
raft, or everything would be swept away. W nake oursel ves fast,
too, each man |l ashing the other. The waves drive over us, so that
several times we are actually under water.

We had been under the painful necessity of abstaining from speech
for three days and three nights. W opened our nouths, we noved our
l'ips, but no sound canme. Even when we placed our nouths to each
other's ears it was the sane.

The wind carried the voi ce away.

My uncl e once contrived to get his head close to mine after
several al nost vain endeavors. He appeared to ny nearly exhausted
senses to articulate sonme word. | had a notion, nmore fromintuition
than anything else, that he said to ne, "W are lost."

I took out my notebook, from which under the nost desperate
circunstances | never parted, and wote a few words as legibly as
coul d:

"Take in sail."

Wth a deep sigh he nodded his head and acqui esced.

H s head had scarcely tine to fall back in the position from which
he had nonentarily raised it than a disk or ball of fire appeared on
the very edge of the raft- our devoted, our dooned craft. The mast and
sail are carried away bodily, and | see them swept away to a
prodi gi ous height like a kite.

We were frozen, actually shivered with terror. The ball of fire,
hal f white, half azure-col ored, about the size of a ten-inch
bonbshel I, noved along, turning with prodigious rapidity to | eeward of
the storm It ran about here, there, and everywhere, it clanbered up
one of the bulwarks of the raft, it |eaped upon the sack of
provi sions, and then finally descended lightly, fell like a footbal

and | anded on our powder barrel



Horribl e situation. An explosion of course was now i nevitable.

By heaven's nercy, it was not so.

The dazzling disk noved on one side, it approached Hans, who
| ooked at it with singular fixity; then it approached ny uncle, who
cast hinmself on his knees to avoid it; it canme towards ne, as
stood pal e and shuddering in the dazzling light and heat; it
pirouetted round nmy feet, which | endeavored to w thdraw.

An odor of nitrous gas filled the whole air; it penetrated to the
throat, to the lungs. | felt ready to choke.

Wiy is it that | cannot withdraw ny feet? Are they riveted to the
flooring of the raft?

No.

The fall of the electric globe has turned all the iron on board into
| oadst ones- the instrunents, the tools, the arns are cl angi ng together
with awful and horrible noise; the nails of ny heavy boots adhere
closely to the plate of iron incrustated in the wood. | cannot
wi t hdraw mny f oot

It is the old story again of the nmountain of adanmant.

At last, by a violent and al nost superhuman effort, | tear it away
just as the ball which is still executing its gyratory notions is
about to run round it and drag me with it- if-

Oh, what intense stupendous light! The gl obe of fire bursts- we
are envel oped in cascades of living fire, which flood the space around
with [um nous matter.

Then all went out and darkness once nore fell upon the deep! | had
just tine to see ny uncle once nore cast apparently sensel ess on the
flooring of the raft, Hans at the helm "spitting fire" under the

i nfluence of the electricity which seened to have gone through him

VWi ther are we going, | ask? and echo answers, Whither?
Tuesday, August 25th. | have just come out of a long fainting fit.
The awful and hideous stormstill continues; the |ightning has

increased in vividness, and pours out its fiery wath |ike a brood



of serpents let |oose in the atnosphere.

Are we still upon the sea? Yes, and being carried along with
i ncredi ble vel ocity.

W have passed under Engl and, under the Channel, under France,
probably under the whole extent of Europe.

Anot her awful clamor in the distance. This tinme it is certain that

the sea is breaking upon the rocks at no great distance. Then-

CHAPTER 33

Qur Route Reversed

HERE ends what | call "My Journal” of our voyage on board the
raft, which journal was happily saved fromthe weck. | proceed with
my narrative as | did before | comenced ny daily notes.

What happened when the terrible shock took place, when the raft
was cast upon the rocky shore, it would be inpossible for ne nowto
say. | felt nyself precipitated violently into the boiling waves,
and if | escaped froma certain and cruel death, it was wholly ow ng
to the determ nation of the faithful Hans, who, clutching ne by the
arm saved ne fromthe yawni ng abyss

The courageous |cel ander then carried me in his powerful arms, far
out of the reach of the waves, and | aid ne down upon a burning expanse
of sand, where | found nyself sone tine afterwards in the conpany of
my uncle, the Professor.

Then he quietly returned towards the fatal rocks, against which
the furious waves were beating, in order to save any stray waifs
fromthe weck. This man was al ways practical and thoughtful. I
could not utter a word; | was quite overconme with enotion; ny whole
body was broken and bruised with fatigue; it took hours before | was

anything |like nyself.



Meanwhil e, there fell a fearful deluge of rain, drenching us to
the skin. Its very violence, however, proclained the approaching end
of the storm Sonme overhangi ng rocks afforded us a slight protection
fromthe torrents.

Under this shelter, Hans prepared sone food, which, however, | was
unabl e to touch; and, exhausted by the three weary days and ni ghts
of watching, we fell into a deep and painful sleep. My dreans were
fearful, but at |ast exhausted nature asserted her supremacy, and
sl unber ed.

Next day when | awoke the change was nmagi cal. The weat her was
magni ficent. Air and sea, as if by rmutual consent, had regai ned
their serenity. Every trace of the storm even the faintest, had
di sappeared. | was saluted on ny awakening by the first joyous tones
had heard fromthe Professor for nmany a day. Hi s gaiety, indeed, was
sonmething terrible.

"Well, my lad," he cried, rubbing his hands together, "have you
sl ept soundly?

M ght it not have been supposed that we were in the old house on the
Koni gstrasse; that | had just come down quietly to ny breakfast; and
that ny marriage with G etchen was to take place that very day? My
uncl e' s cool ness was exasperati ng.

Al as, considering how the tenpest had driven us in an easterly
direction, we had passed under the whole of Germany, under the city of
Hanburg where | had been so happy, under the very street which
contained all | loved and cared for in the world.

It was a positive fact that | was only separated fromher by a
di stance of forty | eagues. But these forty | eagues were of hard,

i npenetrabl e granite!

Al'l these dreary and miserable reflections passed through ny mnd,
before | attenpted to answer my uncle's question

"Wy, what is the matter?" he cried. "Cannot you say whether you
have slept well or not?"

"I have slept very well,” was ny reply, "but every bone in ny body



aches. | suppose that will lead to nothing."

"Nothing at all, ny boy. It is only the result of the fatigue of the
| ast few days- that is all.

"You appear- if | may be allowed to say so- to be very jolly this
morni ng, " | said.

"Del i ghted, ny dear boy, delighted. Was never happier in nmy life. W
have at | ast reached the w shed-for port."

"The end of our expedition?" cried I, in a tone of considerable
surprise.

"No; but to the confines of that sea which | began to fear would
never end, but go round the whole world. We will now tranquilly resume
our journey by land, and once agai n endeavor to dive into the center
of the earth.”

"My dear uncle,” | began, in a hesitating kind of way, "allow nme
to ask you one question."

"Certainly, Harry; a dozen if you think proper."

"One will suffice. How about getting back?" | asked.

"How about getting back? What a question to ask. W have not as
yet reached the end of our journey."

"I know that. Al | want to know is how you propose we shal
manage the return voyage?"

"I'n the nost sinple manner in the world," said the inperturbable
Prof essor. "Once we reach the exact center of this sphere, either we
shall find a new road by which to ascend to the surface, or we shal
simply turn round and go back by the way we canme. | have every
reason to believe that while we are traveling forward, it will not
cl ose behind us."

"Then one of the first matters to see to will be to repair the

raft,” was ny rather melancholy response.

"OfF course. W nust attend to that above all things," continued
t he Professor.

"Then cones the all-inportant question of provisions,” | urged.

"Have we anything |like enough left to enable us to acconplish such



great, such anmezing, designs as you contenplate carryi ng out?"

"I have seen into the matter, and ny answer is in the affirmative.
Hans is a very clever fellow, and | have reason to believe that he has
saved the greater part of the cargo. But the best way to satisfy
your scruples is to conme and judge for yourself."

Sayi ng which, he led the way out of the kind of open grotto in which
we had taken shelter. | had al nbost begun to hope that which | should
rat her have feared, and this was the inpossibility of such a shipweck
| eavi ng even the slightest signs of what it had carried as freight.

I was, however, thoroughly mi staken

As soon as | reached the shores of this inland sea, |I found Hans
standing gravely in the mdst of a |arge nunber of things laid out
in conplete order. My uncle wwung his hands with deep and sil ent
gratitude. His heart was too full for speech

Thi s man, whose superhuman devotion to his enployers | not only
never saw surpassed, nor even equal ed, had been hard at work all the
time we slept, and at the risk of his life had succeeded in saving the
nost precious articles of our cargo.

O course, under the circunstances, we necessarily experienced
several severe | osses. Qur weapons had whol |y vani shed. But experience
had taught us to do without them The provision of powder had,
however, renmined intact, after having narrowy escaped bl owi ng us al
to atons in the storm

"Well," said the Professor, who was now ready to nake the best of
everything, "as we have no guns, all we have to do is to give up al
i dea of hunting."

"Yes, ny dear sir, we can do without them but what about all our
i nstrument s?"

"Here is the manoneter, the nost useful of all, and which | gladly
accept in lieu of the rest. Wth it alone | can calculate the depth as
we proceed; by its neans alone | shall be able to deci de when we
have reached the center of the earth. Ha, ha! but for this little

i nstrument we mght nake a mistake, and run the risk of coming out



at the antipodes!”

Al'l this was said anm d bursts of unnatural |aughter

"But the conpass," | cried, "wi thout that what can we do?"

"Here it is, safe and sound!" he cried, with real joy, "ah, ah
and here we have the chrononeter and the thernoneters. Hans the hunter
is indeed an inval uable nman!"

It was inpossible to deny this fact. As far as the nautical and
other instruments were concerned, nothing was wanting. Then on further
exam nation, | found |adders, cords, pickaxes, crowbars, and
shovel s, all scattered about on the shore.

There was, however, finally the nost inportant question of all
and that was, provisions.

"But what are we to do for food?" | asked.

"Let us see to the conmi ssariat departnent”, replied ny uncle
gravely.

The boxes whi ch contained our supply of food for the voyage were
placed in a row along the strand, and were in a capital state of
preservation; the sea had in every case respected their contents,
and to sumup in one sentence, taking into consideration, biscuits,
salt meat, Schiedamand dried fish, we could still cal culate on having
about four nonths' supply, if used with prudence and caution

"Four nonths," cried the sanguine Professor in high glee. "Then we
shal |l have plenty of time both to go and to conme, and w th what
remains | undertake to give a grand dinner to ny coll eagues of the
Johanneum "
| sighed. | should by this tinme have becone used to the
tenperanent of ny uncle, and yet this nman astoni shed ne nore and
nmore every day. He was the greatest hunman enigna | ever had known.
"Now, " he, "before we do anything else, we nust lay in a stock of
fresh water. The rain has fallen in abundance, and filled the
holl ows of the granite. There is a rich supply of water, and we have

no fear of suffering fromthirst, which in our circunstances is of the

| ast inportance. As for the raft, | shall recomend Hans to repair



it to the best of his abilities; though | have every reason to believe
we shall not require it again.”

"How is that?" | cried, nore anazed than ever at ny uncle's style of
reasoni ng.

"I have an idea, ny dear boy; it is none other than this sinple
fact; we shall not cone out by the sane opening as that by which we
entered.”

I began to | ook at my uncle with vague suspicion. An idea had nore
than once taken possession of nme; and this was, that he was goi ng nad.
And yet, little did | think how true and prophetic his words were
dooned to be

"And now," he said, "having seen to all these natters of detail
to breakfast."

| followed himto a sort of projecting cape, after he had given
his last instructions to our guide. In this original position, with
dried neat, biscuit, and a delicious cup of tea, we made a
satisfactory neal- | may say one of the nost wel cone and pl easant |
ever renenber. Exhaustion, the keen atnosphere, the state of calm
after so nuch agitation, all contributed to give nme an excellent
appetite. Indeed, it contributed very nuch to producing a pleasant and
cheerful state of mnd.

Whi | e breakfast was in hand, and between the sips of warmtea,
asked ny uncle if he had any idea of how we now stood in relation to

the world above.

"For nmy part," | added, "I think it will be rather difficult to
determ ne. "
"Well, if we were conpelled to fix the exact spot," said nmy uncle,

it might be difficult, since during the three days of that awf ul
tenpest | could keep no account either of the quickness of our pace,
or of the direction in which the raft was going. Still, we wll
endeavor to approximate to the truth. W shall not, | believe, be so
very far out.”

"Well, if | recollect rightly," | replied, "our |ast observation was



made at the geyser island."

"Harry's Island, ny boy! Harry's Island. Do not decline the honor of
havi ng naned it; given your nane to an island discovered by us, the
first human beings who trod it since the creation of the world!"

"Let it be so, then. At Harry's Island we had al ready gone over
two hundred and seventy | eagues of sea, and we were, | believe,
about six hundred | eagues, nore or less, fromlceland."

"Good. | amglad to see that you renenber so well. Let us start from
that point, and |l et us count four days of storm during which our rate
of traveling nmust have been very great. | should say that our velocity
must have been about eighty | eagues to the twenty-four hours.”

| agreed that | thought this a fair calculation. There were then
three hundred | eagues to be added to the grand total

"Yes, and the Central Sea nust extend at |east six hundred | eagues
fromside to side. Do you know, ny boy, Harry, that we have discovered
an inland | ake | arger than the Mediterranean?”

"Certainly, and we only know of its extent in one way. It may be
hundreds of mles in length."

"Very likely."

"Then," said |, after calculating for sone for some mnutes, "if
your previsions are right, we are at this nonment exactly under the
Medi terranean itself."

"Do you think so?"

"Yes, | amalnost certain of it. Are we not nine hundred | eagues

di

stant from Reykj avi k?"
"That is perfectly true, and a famous bit of road we have
travel ed, ny boy. But why we should be under the Mediterranean nore
than under Turkey or the Atlantic Ocean can only be known when we
are sure of not having deviated fromour course; and of this we know
not hi ng. "

"I do not think we were driven very far fromour course; the w nd
appears to ne to have been al ways about the same. My opinion is that

this shore nust be situated to the southeast of Port Gretchen.”



"Good- | hope so. It will, however, be easy to decide the matter
by taking the bearings fromour departure by neans of the compass.
Cone along, and we will consult that invaluable invention."

The Professor now wal ked eagerly in the direction of the rock
where the indefatigable Hans had placed the instrunents in safety.
My uncle was gay and |ighthearted; he rubbed his hands, and assuned
all sorts of attitudes. He was to all appearance once nore a young
man. Since | had known him never had he been so am abl e and pl easant.
| followed him rather curious to know whet her | had nmade any
nmstake in ny estimation of our position.

As soon as we had reached the rock, nmy uncle took the compass,
placed it horizontally before him and | ooked keenly at the needl e.
As he had at first shaken it to give it vivacity, it oscillated
consi derably, and then slowy assuned its right position under the

i nfluence of the nagnetic power.

The Professor bent his eyes curiously over the wondrous
instrument. A violent start imediately showed the extent of his
enot i on.

He cl osed his eyes, rubbed them and took another and a keener
survey.

Then he turned slowy round to nme, stupefaction depicted on his
count enance.

"What is the matter?" said |, beginning to be al arned.

He coul d not speak. He was too overwhel ned for words. He sinply
pointed to the instrument.

| exam ned it eagerly according to his nute directions, and a | oud
cry of surprise escaped ny |lips. The needl e of the conpass pointed due
north- in the direction we expected was the south!

It pointed to the shore instead of to the high seas.

I shook the conpass; | examined it with a curious and anxi ous eye.
It was in a state of perfection. No blemi sh in any way expl ained the
phenonmenon. Whatever position we forced the needle into, it returned

invariably to the sane unexpected point.



It was useless attenpting to conceal from ourselves the fatal truth
There could be no doubt about it, unwelcone as was the fact, that
during the tenpest, there had been a sudden slant of wi nd, of which we
had been unable to take any account, and thus the raft had carried
us back to the shores we had left, apparently forever, so many days

bef or e!

CHAPTER 34

A Voyage of Discovery

IT woul d be altogether inpossible for me to give any idea of the
utter astoni shment which overcane the Professor on making this
extraordi nary di scovery. Amazenent, incredulity, and rage were bl ended
in such a way as to al arm ne.

During the whole course of nmy Life | had never seen a man at first
so chapfallen; and then so furiously indignant.

The terrible fatigues of our sea voyage, the fearful dangers we
had passed through, had all, all, gone for nothing. W had to begin
themall over again.

I nstead of progressing, as we fondly expected, during a voyage of so
many days, we had retreated. Every hour of our expedition on the
raft had been so much |ost time!

Presently, however, the indomtable energy of ny uncle overcane
every ot her consideration

"So," he said, between his set teeth, "fatality will play nme these
terrible tricks. The el ements thensel ves conspire to overwhelmnme with
nortification. Air, fire, and water conbine their united efforts to
oppose ny passage. Well, they shall see what the earnest will of a
determined man can do. | will not yield, I will not retreat even one
inch; and we shall see who shall triunph in this great contest- nman or
nature."

St andi ng upright on a rock, irritated and nenaci ng, Professor



Hardwi gg, |ike the ferocious Ajax, seened to defy the fates. |
however, took upon nyself to interfere, and to inpose some sort of
check upon such insensate enthusiasm

"Listen to ne, Uncle," | said, in a firmbut tenperate tone of
voi ce, "there nmust be sone linmt to anbition here below It is utterly
usel ess to struggl e against the inpossible. Pray listen to reason
We are utterly unprepared for a sea voyage; it is sinply nmadness to
think of perfornming a journey of five hundred | eagues upon a
wretched pile of beans, with a counterpane for a sail, a paltry
stick for a nast, and a tenpest to contend with. As we are totally
i ncapabl e of steering our frail craft, we shall become the nere
pl aything of the storm and it is acting the part of madnmen if we, a
second tine, run any risk upon this dangerous and treacherous
Central Sea."

These are only a few of the reasons and argunments | put together-
reasons and argunents which to ne appeared unanswerable. | was all owed
to go on without interruption for about ten minutes. The expl anation
to this I soon discovered. The Professor was not even listening, and
did not hear a word of all ny el oquence.

"To the raft!" he cried in a hoarse voice, when | paused for a
reply.

Such was the result of ny strenuous effort to resist his iron
will. | tried again; | begged and inplored hini |I got into a
passion; but | had to deal with a will nore deternined than my own.
| seened to feel like the waves which fought and battl ed agai nst the
huge mass of granite at our feet, which had snmiled grinmly for so
many ages at their puny efforts.

Hans, neanwhile, w thout taking part in our discussion, had been
repairing the raft. One woul d have supposed that he instinctively
guessed at the further projects of ny uncle.

By neans of sone fragnents of cordage, he had again nade the raft
seawor t hy.

Wil e | had been speaking, he had hoisted a new mast and sail, the



latter already fluttering and waving in the breeze.

The worthy Professor spoke a few words to our inperturbable guide,
who i medi ately began to put our baggage on board and to prepare for
our departure. The atnosphere was now tol erably clear and pure, and
the northeast wind blew steadily and serenely. It appeared likely to
| ast for some tine.

What, then, could | do? Could | undertake to resist the iron will of
two men? It was sinply inpossible if even I could have hoped for the
support of Hans. This, however, was out of the question. It appeared
to me that the |celander had set aside all personal will and identity.
He was a picture of abnegation

I could hope for nothing fromone so infatuated with and devoted
to his master. Al | could do, therefore, was to swmwth the stream

In a nood of stolid and sullen resignation, | was about to take ny
accustoned place on the raft when ny uncle placed his hand upon ny
shoul der.

"There is no hurry, ny boy," he said, "we shall not start unti
tonorrow. "
I looked the picture of resignation to the dire will of fate.

"Under the circunmstances,” he said, "I ought to neglect no
precautions. As fate has cast ne upon these shores, | shall not
| eave wi thout having conpletely examnmined them"

In order to understand this remark, | nust explain that though we
had been driven back to the northern shore, we had | anded at a very
different spot fromthat which had been our starting point.

Port Getchen nmust, we cal cul ated, be very nmuch to the westward
Not hi ng, therefore, was nore natural and reasonable than that we
shoul d reconnoiter this new shore upon which we had so unexpectedly
| anded.

"Let us go on a journey of discovery," | cried.

And | eaving Hans to his inportant operation, we started on our

expedi tion. The distance between the foreshore at high water and the

foot of the rocks was considerable. It would take about half an hour's



wal king to get fromone to the other

As we trudged al ong, our feet crushed innunerable shells of every
shape and size- once the dwelling place of aninals of every period
of creation.

| particularly noticed sonme enormous shells- carapaces (turtle and
tortoi se species) the dianeter of which exceeded fifteen feet.

They had in past ages belonged to those gigantic d yptodons of the
Pl i ocene period, of which the nodern turtle is but a mnute
specinen. In addition, the whole soil was covered by a vast quantity
of stony relics, having the appearance of flints worn by the action of
the waves, and lying in successive | ayers one above the other.
came to the conclusion that in past ages the sea nust have covered the
whol e district. Upon the scattered rocks, now lying far beyond its
reach, the mghty waves of ages had left evident marks of their
passage

On reflection, this appeared to ne partially to explain the
exi stence of this remarkable ocean, forty | eagues bel ow the surface of
the earth's crust. According to ny new, and perhaps fanciful
theory, this liquid mass must be gradually lost in the deep bowels
of the earth. | had also no doubt that this mysterious sea was fed
by infiltration of the ocean above, through inperceptible fissures.

Neverthel ess, it was inpossible not to admt that these fissures
must now be nearly choked up, for if not, the cavern, or rather the
i mmense and stupendous reservoir, would have been conpletely filled in
a short space of tine. Perhaps even this water, having to contend
agai nst the accunul ated subterraneous fires of the interior of the
earth, had beconme partially vaporized. Hence the explanation of
t hose heavy cl ouds suspended over our heads, and the superabundant
di splay of that electricity which occasioned such terrible storns in
this deep and cavernous sea.

This lucid explanation of the phenonena we had witnessed appeared to
me quite satisfactory. However great and m ghty the marvel s of

nature nmay seemto us, they are always to be explained by physica



reasons. Everything is subordinate to sone great |aw of nature.

It now appeared clear that we were wal ki ng upon a ki nd of
sedi nentary soil, fornmed like all the soils of that period, so
frequent on the surface of the globe, by the subsidence of the waters.
The Professor, who was now in his elenent, carefully exan ned every
rocky fissure. Let himonly find an opening and it directly becane
inmportant to himto examne its depth

For a whole mle we followed the wi ndings of the Central Sea, when
suddenly an inportant change took place in the aspect of the soil.

It seemed to have been rudely cast up, convul sionized, as it were,
by a violent upheaving of the |lower strata. In many places, holl ows
here and hillocks there attested great dislocations at sone other
period of the terrestrial nass.

We advanced with great difficulty over the broken nasses of
granite mxed with flint, quartz, and alluvial deposits, when a
large field, nore even than a field, a plain of bones, appeared
suddenly before our eyes! It |ooked |Iike an i mense cenetery, where
generation after generation had mingled their nortal dust.

Lofty barrows of early remains rose at intervals. They undul at ed
away to the Iimts of the distant horizon and were lost in a thick and
brown fog.

On that spot, some three square miles in extent, was accunul ated the
whol e history of animal |ife- scarcely one creature upon the
conmparatively nodern soil of the upper and inhabited world had not
there exi sted.

Nevert hel ess, we were drawn forward by an all-absorbing and
i mpatient curiosity. Qur feet crushed with a dry and crackling sound
the remains of those prehistoric fossils, for which the nmuseuns of
great cities quarrel, even when they obtain only rare and curious
norsels. A thousand such naturalists as Cuvier would not have sufficed
to reconpose the skeletons of the organic beings which lay in this
magni fi cent osseous col |l ection

I was utterly confounded. My uncle stood for sone nmnutes with his



arns raised on high towards the thick granite vault which served us
for a sky. H's nmouth was w de open; his eyes sparkled w ldly behind
his spectacles (which he had fortunately saved), his head bobbed up
and down and fromside to side, while his whole attitude and mien
expressed unbounded astoni shnent.

He stood in the presence of an endl ess, wondrous, and
i nexhaustibly rich collection of antediluvian nonsters, piled up for
his own private and peculiar satisfaction.

Fancy an enthusiastic |over of books carried suddenly into the
very mdst of the fanous library of Al exandria burned by the
sacril egious Omar, and which sonme miracle had restored to its pristine
spl endor! Such was sonething of the state of mind in which Uncle
Har dwi gg was now pl aced.

For some time he stood thus, literally aghast at the magnitude of
hi s discovery.

But it was even a greater excitenent when, darting wildly over
this mass of organic dust, he caught up a naked skull and addressed ne
in a quivering voice

"Harry, my boy- Harry- this is a human head!"

"A human head, Uncle!" | said, no | ess amazed and stupefied than
hi msel f .

"Yes, nephew. Ah! M. MIlne- Edwards- ah! M. De Quatrefages- why

are you not here where | am |, Professor Hardw gg!"

CHAPTER 35

Di scovery upon Di scovery

IN order fully to understand the exclamati on made by nmy uncle, and
his allusions to these illustrious and |earned nen, it will be
necessary to enter into certain explanations in regard to a
circunstance of the highest inportance to pal eontol ogy, or the science

of fossil life, which had taken place a short tine before our



departure fromthe upper regions of the earth.

On the 28th of March, 1863, sone navigators under the direction of
M Boucher de Perthes, were at work in the great quarries of
Moul i n- Qui gnon, near Abbeville, in the departnment of the Some, in
France. Wile at work, they unexpectedly came upon a human j awbone
buried fourteen feet below the surface of the soil. It was the first
fossil of the kind that had ever been brought to the |ight of day.
Near this unexpected human relic were found stone hatchets and
carved flints, colored and clothed by tine in one uniformbrilliant
tint of verdigris.

The report of this extraordi nary and unexpected di scovery spread not
only all over France, but over England and Germany. Many | earned nen
bel onging to various scientific bodies, and noteworthy anong ot hers,
Messrs. M1 ne-Edwards and De Quatrefages, took the affair very nuch to
heart, denonstrated the incontestable authenticity of the bone in
question, and becane- to use the phrase then recogni zed in Engl and-
the nmost ardent supporters of the "jawbone question.”

To the em nent geol ogi sts of the United Ki ngdom who | ooked upon
the fact as certain- Messrs. Fal coner, Buck, Carpenter, and others-
were soon united the | earned nen of CGermany, and anong those in the
first rank, the nost eager, the nost enthusiastic, was ny worthy
uncl e, Professor Hardw gg.

The authenticity of a human fossil of the Quaternary period seened
then to be incontestably denonstrated, and even to be admitted by
t he nost skepti cal

This systemor theory, call it what you will, had, it is true, a
bitter adversary in M Elie de Beaunont. This | earned nan, who hol ds
such a high place in the scientific world, holds that the soil of
Moul i n- Qui gnon does not belong to the diluviumbut to a rmuch |ess
ancient stratum and, in accordance with Cuvier in this respect, he
woul d by no neans adnit that the hunan species was contenporary with
the aninmals of the Quaternary epoch. My worthy uncle, Professor

Hardw gg, in concert with the great majority of geol ogists, had held



firm had disputed, discussed, and finally, after considerable talking
and witing, M Elie de Beaunont had been pretty well left alone in
hi s opi ni ons.

W were familiar with all the details of this discussion, but were
far frombeing aware then that since our departure the matter had
entered upon a new phase. Ot her sinilar jawbones, though bel ongi ng
to individuals of varied types and very different natures, had been
found in the novabl e grey sands of certain grottoes in France,

Swi tzerl and, and Bel gium together with arns, utensils, tools, bones
of children, of men in the prine of life, and of old men. The

exi stence of nmen in the Quaternary period becane, therefore, nore
positive every day.

But this was far frombeing all. New renains, dug up fromthe
Pliocene or Tertiary deposits, had enabled the nore far-seeing or
audaci ous anong | earned nmen to assign even a far greater degree of
antiquity to the human race. These remains, it is true, were not those
of men; that is, were not the bones of men, but objects decidedly
havi ng served the hunman race: shinbones, thighbones of fossil aninals,
regul arly scooped out, and in fact scul ptured- bearing the
unm st akabl e signs of human handi wor k.

By neans of these wondrous and unexpected di scoveries, nan
ascended endl ess centuries in the scale of tine; he, in fact, preceded
t he mast odon; becane the contenporary of the El ephas neridionalis- the
sout hern el ephant; acquired an antiquity of over a hundred thousand
years, since that is the date given by the nost eninent geol ogists
to the Pliocene period of the earth. Such was then the state of
pal eont ol ogi ¢ sci ence, and what we noreover knew sufficed to explain
our attitude before this great cenetery of the plains of the
Har dwi gg Ocean

It will now be easy to understand the Professor's ningled
ast oni shrent and j oy when, on advanci ng about twenty yards, he found
hinself in the presence of, | may say face to face with, a specinmen of

the hunan race actually belonging to the Quaternary peri od!



It was indeed a human skull, perfectly recognizable. Had a soil of
very peculiar nature, like that of the cenetery of St. M chel at
Bor deaux, preserved it during countless ages? This was the question
| asked nyself, but which | was wholly unable to answer. But this head
with stretched and parchnenty skin, with the teeth whole, the hair
abundant, was before our eyes as in lifel

| stood nute, al nbst paral yzed with wonder and awe before this dread
apparition of another age. My uncle, who on al nbst every occasion
was a great talker, remamined for a tine conpletely dunfounded. He
was too full of emotion for speech to be possible. After a while,
however, we raised up the body to which the skull bel onged. W stood
it on end. It seened, to our excited inmaginations, to | ook at us
with its terrible hollow eyes

After sone mnutes of silence, the man was vanqui shed by the
Prof essor. Human instincts succunbed to scientific pride and
exul tation. Professor Hardw gg, carried away by his enthusiasm forgot
all the circunstances of our journey, the extraordinary position in
whi ch we were placed, the inmense cavern which stretched far away over
our heads. There can be no doubt that he thought hinself at the
Institution addressing his attentive pupils, for he put on his nobst
doctorial style, waved his hand, and began:

"CGentlenmen, | have the honor on this auspicious occasion to
present to you a man of the Quaternary period of our globe. Mny
| earned men have denied his very existence, while other able
persons, perhaps of even higher authority, have affirmed their
belief inthe reality of his life. If the St. Thonases of pal eontol ogy
were present, they would reverentially touch himwith their fingers
and believe in his existence, thus acknow edging their obstinate
heresy. | know that science should be careful in relation to al
di scoveries of this nature. | amnot wi thout having heard of the
many Barnums and ot her quacks who have nade a trade of suchlike
pretended di scoveries. | have, of course, heard of the discovery of

t he kneebones of Ajax, of the pretended finding of the body of Orestes



by the Spartiates, and of the body of Asterius, ten spans |ong,
fifteen feet- of which we read in Pausani as.

"I have read everything in relation to the skel eton of Trapani
di scovered in the fourteenth century, and whi ch nmany persons chose
to regard as that of Pol yphenus, and the history of the giant dug up
during the sixteenth century in the environs of Palnyra. You are
well aware as | am gentlenen, of the existence of the cel ebrated
anal ysi s nade near Lucerne, in 1577, of the great bones which the
cel ebrated Doctor Felix Plater declared belonged to a giant about
ni neteen feet high. | have devoured all the treatises of Cassanion
and all those nenoirs, panphlets, speeches, and replies published in
reference to the skel eton of Teutobochus, king of the G nbri, the
i nvader of Gaul, dug out of a gravel pit in Dauphine, in 1613. In
the eighteenth century | should have denied, with Peter Canpet, the
exi stence of the preadanmites of Scheuchzer. | have had in ny hands the
witing called G gans-"

Here ny uncle was afflicted by the natural infirmty which prevented
him from pronouncing difficult words in public. It was not exactly
stuttering, but a strange sort of constitutional hesitation

"The witing named G gans-" he repeat ed.

He, however, could get no further

"G ganteo-"

| mpossi bl el The unfortunate word would not come out. There woul d
have been great laughter at the Institution, had the nistake
happened t here.

"G gantosteol ogy!" at |ast exclainmed Professor Hardw gg between
two savage grow s.

Havi ng got over our difficulty, and getting nore and nore excited-
"Yes, gentlenen, | amwell acquainted with all these matters, and
know, al so, that Cuvier and Bl unenbach fully recognized in these bones
t he undeni abl e remai ns of mamot hs of the Quaternary period. But after

what we now see, to allow a doubt is to insult scientific inquiry.

There is the body; you can see it; you can touch it. It is not a



skeleton, it is a conplete and uninjured body, preserved with an
ant hr opol ogi cal object."”

| did not attenpt to controvert this singular and astoundi ng
assertion.

"I'f 1 could but wash this corpse in a solution of sulphuric acid,"”
continued nmy uncle, "I would undertake to renove all the earthy
particles, and these resplendent shells, which are incrusted al
over this body. But | amw thout this precious dissolving nmedium
Neverthel ess, such as it is, this body will tell its own history."

Here the Professor held up the fossil body, and exhibited it with
rare dexterity. No professional showran coul d have shown nore
activity.

"As on exami nation you will see," nmy uncle continued, "it is only
about six feet in length, which is a long way fromthe pretended
giants of early days. As to the particular race to which it
belonged, it is incontestably Caucasian. It is of the white race, that
is, of our own. The skull of this fossil being is a perfect ovoid
wi t hout any renarkabl e or prom nent devel opnent of the cheekbones, and
wi t hout any projection of the jaw It presents no indication of the
prognat hi sm whi ch nodifies the facial angle.* Measure the angle for
yourselves, and you will find that it is just ninety degrees. But |
wi Il advance still farther on the road of inquiry and deduction, and
dare venture to say that this human sanpl e or speci nen belongs to
the Japhetic famly, which spread over the world fromlndia to the
utternost linmts of western Europe. There is no occasion, gentlenen,

to smle at ny remarks.”

*The facial angle is forned by two planes- one nore or |ess vertica
which is in a straight line with the forehead and the incisors; the
other, horizontal, which passes through the organs of hearing, and the
| ower nasal bone. Prognathism in anthropol ogi cal |anguage, neans that

particul ar projection of the jaw which nodifies the facial angle.



O course nobody smiled. But the excellent Professor was so
accustonmed to beani ng countenances at his |lectures, that he believed
he saw all his audi ence |aughing during the delivery of his |earned
di ssertation.

"Yes," he continued, with renewed animation, "this is a fossi
man, a contenporary of the mastodons, with the bones of which this
whol e anphitheater is covered. But if | amcalled on to explain how he
came to this place, how these various strata by which he is covered
have fallen into this vast cavity, | can undertake to give you no
expl anation. Doubtless, if we carry ourselves back to the Quaternary
epoch, we shall find that great and m ghty convul sions took place in
the crust of the earth; the continually cooling operation, through
which the earth had to pass, produced fissures, |andslips, and chasns,
t hrough which a | arge portion of the earth made its way. | conme to
no absol ute conclusion, but there is the nan, surrounded by the
wor ks of his hands, his hatchets and his carved flints, which bel ong
to the stony period; and the only rational supposition is, that,
like nmyself, he visited the center of the earth as a traveling
tourist, a pioneer of science. At all events, there can be no doubt of
his great age, and of his being one of the ol dest race of human
bei ngs. "

The Professor with these words ceased his oration, and | burst forth

into I oud and "unani nous” appl ause. Besides, after all, nmy uncle was
right. Miuch nore | earned nen than his nephew woul d have found it
rather hard to refute his facts and argunents.

Anot her circunstance soon presented itself. This fossilized body was
not the only one in this vast plain of bones- the cenetery of an
extinct world. OQther bodies were found, as we trod the dusty plain,
and ny uncle was able to choose the npbst marvel ous of these
specinmens in order to convince the nost incredul ous.

In truth, it was a surprising spectacle, the successive remins of

generations and generations of men and ani mal s confounded toget her

in one vast cenetery. But a great question now presented itself to our



notice, and one we were actually afraid to contenplate in all its
beari ngs.

Had these once ani nmated bei ngs been buried so far beneath the soi
by some trenendous convul sion of nature, after they had been earth
to earth and ashes to ashes, or had they lived here below, in this
subt erranean world, under this factitious sky, borne, narried, and
given in marriage, and died at last, just |ike ordinary inhabitants of
the earth?

Up to the present nonment, narine nonsters, fish, and suchlike
ani mal s had al one been seen alive!

The question which rendered us rather uneasy, was a pertinent one.
Were any of these nmen of the abyss wandering about the deserted shores
of this wondrous sea of the center of the earth?

This was a question which rendered ne very uneasy and unconfortable.
How, should they really be in existence, would they receive us nen

from above?

CHAPTER 36

What Is It?

FOR a |l ong and weary hour we tramped over this great bed of bones.
We advanced regardl ess of everything, drawn on by ardent curiosity.
What other nmarvels did this great cavern contain- what other
wondrous treasures for the scientific man? My eyes were quite prepared
for any nunber of surprises, ny inmagination lived in expectation of
somet hi ng new and wonder f ul

The borders of the great Central Ocean had for sone time di sappeared
behind the hills that were scattered over the ground occupi ed by the
pl ai n of bones. The inprudent and enthusiastic Professor, who did
not care whether he lost hinself or not, hurried nme forward. W
advanced silently, bathed in waves of electric fluid.

By reason of a phenonenon which I cannot explain, and thanks to



its extrene diffusion, now conplete, the light illum ned equally the
sides of every hill and rock. Its seat appeared to be nowhere, in no
determ ned force, and produced no shade what ever

The appearance presented was that of a tropical country at mdday in
sumrer- in the mdst of the equatorial regions and under the
vertical rays of the sun.

Al'l signs of vapor had di sappeared. The rocks, the distant
nmount ai ns, some confused masses of far-off forests, assuned a weird
and nysterious aspect under this equal distribution of the | um nous
fluid!

W resenbled, to a certain extent, the nysterious personage in one
of Hoffmann's fantastic tal es-the man who [ ost his shadow.

After we had wal ked about a nile farther, we cane to the edge of a
vast forest not, however, one of the vast nushroomforests we had
di scovered near Port Getchen

It was the glorious and wild vegetation of the Tertiary period, in
all its superb magnificence. Huge pal ms, of a species now unknown,
superb pal macites- a genus of fossil palns fromthe coal formation-
pi nes, yews, cypress, and conifers or cone-bearing trees, the whole
bound together by an inextricable and conplicated rmass of creeping
pl ant s.

A beautiful carpet of npbsses and ferns grew beneath the trees.

Pl easant brooks nurmured beneath unbrageous boughs, little worthy of
this name, for no shade did they give. Upon their borders grew small
treeli ke shrubs, such as are seen in the hot countries on our own

i nhabi ted gl obe.

The one thing wanting in these plants, these shrubs, these trees-
was color! Forever deprived of the vivifying warnth of the sun, they
were vapid and colorless. Al shade was lost in one uniformtint, of a
brown and faded character. The | eaves were wholly devoid of verdure,
and the flowers, so nunerous during the Tertiary period which gave
them birth, were wi thout color and w thout perfune, something |like

paper discolored by |ong exposure to the atnosphere.



My uncl e ventured beneath the gigantic groves. | followed him
though not without a certain amount of apprehension. Since nature
had shown hersel f capabl e of produci ng such stupendous vegetabl e
supplies, why mght we not neet with marmals just as |arge, and
t her ef ore danger ous?

| particularly remarked, in the clearings left by trees that had
fallen and been partially consumed by tinme, many | eguni nhous (beanlike)
shrubs, such as the maple and other eatable trees, dear to
rum nating animals. Then there appeared confounded together and
interm xed, the trees of such varied | ands, specinens of the
vegetation of every part of the globe; there was the oak near the palm
tree, the Australian eucal yptus, an interesting class of the order
Myrtaceae- | eaning against the tall Norwegian pine, the poplar of
the north, mxing its branches with those of the New Zeal and kauri s.
It was enough to drive the npbst ingenious classifier of the upper
regions out of his mnd, and to upset all his received ideas about
bot any.

Suddenly | stopped short and restrai ned nmy uncl e.

The extreme di ffuseness of the light enabled ne to see the
smal | est objects in the distant copses. | thought I saw no,
really did see with ny owmn eyes- inmmense, gigantic ani nmals noving
about under the mighty trees. Yes, they were truly gigantic animals, a
whol e herd of mastodons, not fossils, but living, and exactly like
those di scovered in 1801, on the marshy banks of the great Chio, in
North Ameri ca.

Yes, | could see these enornous el ephants, whose trunks were tearing
down | arge boughs, and working in and out the trees like a |egion of
serpents. | could hear the sounds of the nighty tusks uprooting huge
trees!

The boughs crackl ed, and the whol e nasses of | eaves and green
branches went down the capacious throats of these terrible nonsters!

That wondrous dream when | saw the antehistorical tines revivified,

when the Tertiary and Quaternary periods passed before ne, was now



realized

And there we were alone, far down in the bowels of the earth, at the
mercy of its ferocious inhabitants!

My uncl e paused, full of wonder and astoni shnent.

"Cone!" he said at |ast, when his first surprise was over, "Come
al ong, nmy boy, and |let us see them nearer."

"No," replied I, restraining his efforts to drag ne forward, "we are
whol Iy wi thout arms. What should we do in the midst of that flock of
gi ganti c quadrupeds? Cone away, Uncle, | inplore you. No hunman
creature can with inpunity brave the ferocious anger of these
monsters.”

"No human creature," said nmy uncle, suddenly lowering his voice to a
myst eri ous whi sper, "you are m staken, ny dear Henry. Look! I ook
yonder! It seens to nme that | behold a human being- a being |ike
oursel ves- a man!"

| 1 ooked, shrugging ny shoul ders, decided to push incredulity to its
very last limts. But whatever m ght have been ny wish, | was
conmpelled to yield to the wei ght of ocular denonstration

Yes- not nore than a quarter of a mile off, |eaning against the
trunk of an enornous tree, was a human being- a Proteus of these
subt erranean regions, a new son of Neptune keeping this innunerable

herd of mastodons.

| mmani s pecoris custos, inmanior ipse!*

*The keeper of gigantic cattle, himself still nore gigantic!

Yes- it was no | onger a fossil whose corpse we had raised fromthe
ground in the great cenetery, but a giant capable of guiding and
driving these prodigious nonsters. H s hei ght was above twelve feet.
H s head, as big as the head of a buffalo, was lost in a nane of
matted hair. It was indeed a huge mane, |ike those which bel onged to

the el ephants of the earlier ages of the world.



In his hand was a branch of a tree, which served as a crook for this
ant edi | uvi an shepherd.

We remai ned profoundly still, speechless with surprise.

But we might at any nonment be seen by him Nothing remained for us
but instant flight.

"Come, cone!" | cried, dragging ny uncle along; and, for the first
time, he made no resistance to ny wi shes.

A quarter of an hour later we were far away fromthat terrible
nmonst er!

Now that | think of the matter calnmy, and that | reflect upon it
di spassi onately; now that nonths, years, have passed since this
strange and unnatural adventure befell us- what am | to think, what am
| to believe?

No, it is utterly inpossible! Qur ears nust have deceived us, and
our eyes have cheated us! we have not seen what we believed we had
seen. No human being could by any possibility have existed in that
subt erranean worl d! No generation of nmen could inhabit the | ower
caverns of the globe w thout taking note of those who peopled the
surface, wi thout conmunication with them It was folly, folly,
folly! nothing el sel

I amrather inclined to admt the existence of sone aninal
resenbling in structure the human race- of some nonkey of the first
geol ogi cal epochs, l|ike that discovered by M Lartet in the ossiferous
deposit of Sansan.

But this aninmal, or being, whichsoever it was, surpassed in height
all things known to nodern science. Never mind. However unlikely it
may be, it might have been a nonkey- but a man, a living nan, and with
hi m a whol e generation of gigantic aninmals, buried in the entrails

of the earth- it was too nonstrous to be believed!

CHAPTER 37

The Mysterious Dagger



DURING this tinme, we had left the bright and transparent forest
far behind us. W were nmute with astoni shnment, overconme by a kind of
feeling which was next door to apathy. W kept running in spite of
ourselves. It was a perfect Ri ght, which resenbl ed one of those
horri bl e sensations we sonetinmes neet with in our dreans.

Instinctively we nmade our way towards the Central Sea, and
cannot now tell what wild thoughts passed through ny mnd, nor of what
follies I might have been guilty, but for a very serious preoccupation
whi ch brought ne back to practical life.

Though | was aware that we were treading on a soil quite newto
us, |, however, every now and then noticed certain aggregations of
rock, the shape of which forcibly rem nded ne of those near Port
G et chen.

This confirned, noreover, the indications of the conpass and our
extraordi nary and unl ooked-for, as well as involuntary, return to
the north of this great Central Sea. It was so |ike our starting
point, that |I could scarcely doubt the reality of our position
Streans and cascades fell in hundreds over the nunerous projections of
t he rocks.

| actually thought | could see our faithful and nobnotonous Hans
and the wonderful grotto in which | had conme back to life after ny
tremendous fall.

Then, as we advanced still farther, the position of the cliffs,

t he appearance of a stream the unexpected profile of a rock, threw ne
again into a state of bew | dering doubt.

After sone tine, | explained ny state of nmental indecision to ny
uncle. He confessed to a simlar feeling of hesitation. He was totally
unable to nake up his mind in the nmdst of this extraordinary but
uni f or m panor anma

"There can be no doubt," | insisted, "that we have not | anded
exactly at the place whence we first took our departure; but the

tenpest has brought us above our starting point. | think, therefore,



that if we follow the coast we shall once nore find Port Getchen."

"In that case,” cried ny uncle, "it is useless to continue our
expl oration. The very best thing we can do is to nmake our way back
to the raft. Are you quite sure, Harry, that you are not m staken?"

"It is difficult,” was nmy reply, "to come to any decision, for al
these rocks are exactly alike. There is no nmarked difference between
them At the sanme tinme, the inpression on ny mind is that |
recogni ze the pronontory at the foot of which our worthy Hans
constructed the raft. W are, | amnearly convinced, near the little
port: if this be not it," | added, carefully exanining a creek which
appeared singularly famliar to ny nnd.

"My dear Harry- if this were the case, we should find traces of
our own footsteps, sonme signs of our passage; and | can really see
not hing to indicate our having passed this way."

"But | see sonething," | cried, in an inpetuous tone of voice, as
I rushed forward and eagerly picked up sonething which shone in the
sand under ny feet.

"What is it?" cried the astonished and bew | dered Prof essor

"This," was ny reply.

And | handed to ny startled relative a rusty dagger, of singular
shape.

"What nmade you bring with you so usel ess a weapon?" he excl ai ned.
"It was needl essly hanpering yoursel f."

"I bring it? It is quite newto ne. | never saw it before- are you
sure it is not out of your collection?"

"Not that | know of," said the Professor, puzzled. "I have no
recol l ection of the circunstance. It was never ny property.”

"This is very extraordinary," | said, nusing over the novel and
si ngul ar incident.

"Not at all. There is a very sinple explanation, Harry. The
I cel anders are known to keep up the use of these anti quated weapons,
and this nust have belonged to Hans, who has let it fall wthout

knowing it."



| shook ny head. That dagger had never been in the possession of the
pacific and taciturn Hans. | knew himand his habits too well.

"Then what can it be- unless it be the weapon of sone antedil uvian
warrior," | continued, "of sone living man, a contenporary of that
m ghty shepherd from whom we have just escaped? But no- nystery upon
mystery- this is no weapon of the stony epoch, nor even of the
bronze period. It is made of excellent steel-"

Ere | could finish my sentence, nmy uncle stopped ne short from
entering upon a whole train of theories, and spoke in his nost cold
and deci ded tone of vaoice.

"Cal myoursel f, ny dear boy, and endeavor to use your reason. This
weapon, upon which we have fallen so unexpectedly, is a true dague,
one of those worn by gentlenen in their belts during the sixteenth
century. Its use was to give the coup de grace, the final blow, to the
foe who would not surrender. It is clearly of Spanish worknmanshi p.

It belongs neither to you, nor to ne, nor the eider-down hunter, nor
to any of the living beings who may still exist so marvelously in
the interior of the earth.”

"What can you nean, Uncle?" | said, nowlost in a host of surmses.

"Look closely at it," he continued; "these jagged edges were never
made by the resistance of hunan bl ood and bone. The blade is covered
with a regular coating of iron nold and rust, which is not a day
old, not a year old, not a century old, but much nore-"

The Professor began to get quite excited, according to custom and
was allowing hinself to be carried away by his fertile inmagination
I could have said sonething. He stopped ne.

"Harry," he cried, "we are now on the verge of a great discovery.
This bl ade of a dagger you have so marvel ously discovered, after being
abandoned upon the sand for nore than a hundred, two hundred, even
three hundred years, has been indented by soneone endeavoring to carve
an inscription on these rocks."

"But this poniard never got here of itself,” | exclained, "it

could not have twisted itself. Soneone, therefore, nust have



preceded us upon the shores of this extraordinary sea."

"Yes, a man."

"But what nman has been sufficiently desperate to do such a thing?"

"A man who has sonewhere witten his name with this very dagger- a
man who has endeavored once nore to indicate the right road to the
interior of the earth. Let us |look around, ny boy. You know not the
i mportance of your singular and happy discovery."

Prodi giously interested, we wal ked al ong the wall of rock, exam ning
the smallest fissures, which mght finally expand into the nuch
wi shed-for gully or shaft.

We at |ast reached a spot where the shore becane extrenely narrow.
The sea al nost bathed the foot of the rocks, which were here very
lofty and steep. There was scarcely a path wider than two yards at any
point. At last, under a huge over-hangi ng rock, we discovered the
entrance of a dark and gl oony tunnel

There, on a square tablet of granite, which had been snoot hed by
rubbing it with another stone, we could see two nysterious, and nuch
worn letters, the two initials of the bold and extraordi nary
travel er who had preceded us on our adventurous journey.

"A. S.I" cried my uncle. "You see, | was right. Arne Saknussenm

al ways Arne Saknussemm "

CHAPTER 38

No Qutlet - Blasting the Rock

EVER si nce the commencenent of our narvel ous journey, | had
experienced many surprises, had suffered frommany illusions. |
t hought that | was case-hardened against all surprises and could
nei ther see nor hear anything to amaze ne again.

I was |ike a many who, having been round the world, finds hinself
whol Iy bl ase and proof agai nst the marvel ous.

When, however, | saw these two letters, which had been engraven



three hundred years before, | stood fixed in an attitude of nute
surprise.

Not only was there the signature of the | earned and enterprising
al chemist witten in the rock, but | held in ny hand the very
identical instrument with which he had | aboriously engraved it.

It was inpossible, wthout showing an anpbunt of incredulity scarcely
becom ng a sane man, to deny the existence of the traveler, and the
reality of that voyage which | believed all along to have been a nyth-
the nystification of sone fertile brain.

Wil e these reflections were passing through ny mnd, ny uncle,
the Professor, gave way to an access of feverish and poetica
exci tenent.

"Wonder ful and gl orious genius, great Saknussenmi, he cried, "you

have left no stone unturned, no resource omtted, to show to other

nortals the way into the interior of our mghty globe, and your fellow

creatures can find the trail left by your illustrious footsteps, three

hundred years ago, at the bottom of these obscure subterranean abodes.

You have been careful to secure for others the contenplation of

t hese wonders and marvels of creation. Your name engraved at every

i mportant stage of your glorious journey |eads the hopeful traveler

direct to the great and mighty di scovery to which you devoted such

energy and courage. The audaci ous traveler, who shall follow your

footsteps to the last, will doubtless find your initials engraved with

your own hand upon the center of the earth. | will be that audaci ous

traveler- |, too, will sign nmy nane upon the very same spot, upon

the central granite stone of this wondrous work of the Creator. But in

justice to your devotion, to your courage, and to your being the first

to indicate the road, let this cape, seen by you upon the shores of

this sea discovered by you, be called, of all tinme, Cape Saknussemm "
This is what | heard, and | began to be roused to the pitch of

ent husi asmindi cated by those words. A fierce excitenent roused ne.

I forgot everything. The dangers of the voyage and the perils of the

return journey were now as not hi ng!



What anot her man had done in ages past could, | felt, be done again;
| was determined to do it nyself, and now nothing that nan had
acconpl i shed appeared to ne inpossible.

"Forward- forward," | cried in a burst of genuine and hearty
ent husi asm

| had already started in the direction of the sonmber and gl oony
gall ery when the Professor stopped nme; he, the man so rash and
hasty, he, the man so easily roused to the highest pitch of
ent husi asm checked nme, and asked ne to be patient and show nore calm

"Let us return to our good friend, Hans," he said; "we will then
bring the raft down to this place.”

I nust say that though | at once yielded to ny uncle's request, it
was not without dissatisfaction, and | hastened al ong the rocks of
t hat wonderful coast.

"Do you know, ny dear uncle," | said, as we wal ked al ong, "that we
have been singularly hel ped by a concurrence of circunstances, right
up to this very nonent."

"So you begin to see it, do you, Harry?" said the Professor with a
smil e.

"Doubtl ess,” | responded, "and strangely enough, even the tenpest
has been the nmeans of putting us on the right road. Bl essings on the
tenpest! It brought us safely back to the very spot fromwhich fine
weat her woul d have driven us forever. Supposing we had succeeded in
reachi ng the southern and di stant shores of this extraordinary sea,
what woul d have beconme of us? The name of Saknussenm woul d never
have appeared to us, and at this nonment we shoul d have been cast
away upon an inhospitabl e coast, probably w thout an outlet."

"Yes, Harry, ny boy, there is certainly sonmething providential in
that wandering at the nmercy of wind and waves towards the south: we
have cone back exactly north; and what is better still, we fall upon
this great discovery of Cape Saknussenm | nean to say, that it is
nmore than surprising; there is sonething in it which is far beyond

my conprehension. The coi ncidence is unheard of, narvel ous!"”



"What matter! It is not our duty to explain facts, but to make the
best possible use of them™

"Doubt | ess, ny boy; but if you will allow nme-" said the really
del i ght ed Prof essor.

"Excuse nme, sir, but | see exactly howit will be; we shall take the
northern route; we shall pass under the northern regi ons of Europe,
under Sweden, under Russia, under Siberia, and who knows where-

i nstead of burying ourselves under the burning plains and deserts of
Africa, or beneath the m ghty waves of the ocean; and that is all

at this stage of our journey, that | care to know Let us advance, and
Heaven will be our guide!"

"Yes, Harry, you are right, quite right; all is for the best. Let us
abandon this horizontal sea, which could never have led to anything
satisfactory. W shall descend, descend, and everlastingly descend. Do
you know, ny dear boy, that to reach the interior of the earth we have
only five thousand nmles to travel!"

"Bah!" | cried, carried away by a burst of enthusiasm "the distance
is scarcely worth speaking about. The thing is to nake a start."

My wild, mad, and incoherent speeches continued until we rejoined
our patient and phlegmatic guide. Al was, we found, prepared for an
i medi at e departure. There was not a single parcel but what was inits
proper place. W all took up our posts on the raft, and the sail being
hoi sted, Hans received his directions, and guided the frail bark
towar ds Cape Saknussemm as we had definitely named it.

The wi nd was very unfavorable to a craft that was unable to sai
close to the wind. It was constructed to go before the blast. W
were continually reduced to pushing ourselves forward by neans of
pol es. On several occasions the rocks ran far out into deep water
and we were conpelled to make a long round. At last, after three
| ong and weary hours of navigation, that is to say, about six
o'clock in the evening, we found a place at which we could I and.

| junped on shore first. In ny present state of excitenent and

enthusiasm | was always first. My uncle and the |cel ander foll owed.



The voyage fromthe port to this point of the sea had by no neans
calmed nme. It had rather produced the opposite effect. | even proposed
to burn our vessel, that is, to destroy our raft, in order to
conpletely cut off our retreat. But my uncle sternly opposed this wild
project. | began to think himparticularly | ukewarm and
unent husi asti c.

"At any rate, ny dear uncle," | said, "let us start w thout delay."
"Yes, ny boy, | amquite as eager to do so as you can be. But, in
the first place, let us exanine this nysterious gallery, in order to

find if we shall need to prepare and nend our |adders."

My uncl e now began to see to the efficiency of our Ruhnkorff coil
whi ch woul d doubt| ess soon be needed; the raft, securely fastened to a
rock, was left alone. Mreover, the opening into the new gallery was
not twenty paces distant fromthe spot. Qur little troop, with
mysel f at the head, advanced.

The orifice, which was al nost circular, presented a dianeter of
about five feet; the somber tunnel was cut in the living rock, and
coated on the inside by the different nmaterial which had once passed
through it in a state of fusion. The |ower part was about level with
the water, so that we were able to penetrate to the interior wthout
difficulty.

We followed an al nost horizontal direction; when, at the end of
about a dozen paces, our further advance was checked by the
i nterposition of an enornous bl ock of granite rock

"Accursed stone!" | cried furiously, on perceiving that we were
stopped by what seened an insurnountabl e obstacl e.

In vain we | ooked to the right, in vain we |looked to the left; in
vain exam ned it above and bel ow. There existed no passage, no sign of
any other tunnel. | experienced the nost bitter and pai nful
di sappointnment. So enraged was | that | would not adnit the reality of
any obstacle. | stooped to ny knees; | |ooked under the nass of stone.
No hole, no interstice. | then | ooked above. The sane barrier of

granite! Hans, with the |anp, exanined the sides of the tunnel in



every direction.

But all in vain! It was necessary to renounce all hope of passing
t hr ough.

| had seated nyself upon the ground. My uncle wal ked angrily and
hopel essly up and down. He was evidently desperate.

"But," | cried, after sonme nonents' thought, "what about Arne
Saknussem®"

"You are right,” replied ny uncle, "he can never have been checked
by a lunp of rock."

"No- ten thousand times no," | cried, with extreme vivacity. "This
huge lunp of rock, in consequence of some singular concussion, or
process, one of those magnetic phenonena whi ch have so often shaken
the terrestrial crust, has in sone unexpected way closed up the
passage. Many and many years have passed away since the return of
Saknussemm and the fall of this huge block of granite. Is it not
quite evident that this gallery was fornmerly the outlet for the
pent-up lava in the interior of the earth, and that these eruptive
matters then circulated freely? Look at these recent fissures in the
granite roof; it is evidently forned of pieces of enornous stone,
pl aced here as if by the hand of a giant, who had worked to make a
strong and substantial arch. One day, after an unusually strong shock
the vast rock which stands in our way, and which was doubtless the key
of a kind of arch, fell through to a level with the soil and has
barred our further progress. We are right, then, in thinking that this
i s an unexpected obstacle, with which Saknussemm did not neet; and
if we do not upset it in some way, we are unworthy of following in the
footsteps of the great discoverer; and incapable of finding our way to
the center of the earth!”

Inthis wild way | addressed ny uncle. The zeal of the Professor
his earnest |onging for success, had becone part and parcel of ny
being. | wholly forgot the past; | utterly despised the future.
Not hi ng exi sted for me upon the surface of this spheroid in the

bosom of which | was engul fed, no towns, no country, no Hanmburg, no



Koeni gstrasse, not even my poor Gretchen, who by this tinme would
believe me utterly lost in the interior of the earth!

"Well," cried ny uncle, roused to enthusiasmby ny words, "Let us go
to work with pickaxes, with crowbars, with anything that conmes to
hand- but down with these terrible walls."

"It is far too tough and too big to be destroyed by a pickax or
crowbar," | replied.

"What then?"

"As | said, it is useless to think of overcom ng such a difficulty
by neans of ordinary tools."

"What then?"

"What el se but gunpowder, a subterranean mne? Let us blow up the
obstacle that stands in our way."

" Qunpowder!"

"Yes; all we have to do is to get rid of this paltry obstacle.”

"To work, Hans, to work!" cried the Professor

The |1 cel ander went back to the raft, and soon returned with a huge
crowbar, with which he began to dig a hole in the rock, which was to
serve as a mne. It was by no neans a slight task. It was necessary
for our purpose to nake a cavity large enough to hold fifty pounds
of fulmnating gun cotton, the expansive power of which is four
times as great as that of ordinary gunpowder.

I had now roused nyself to an al nost miracul ous state of excitenent.
Wil e Hans was at work, | actively assisted ny uncle to prepare a |long
wi ck, nmade from danp gunpowder, the mass of which we finally
encl osed in a bag of linen

"W are bound to go through,” | cried, enthusiastically.

"W are bound to go through,"” responded the Professor, tapping nme on
t he back.

At mdnight, our work as miners was conpletely finished; the
charge of fulminating cotton was thrust into the hollow, and the
mat ch, whi ch we had nade of considerable | ength, was ready.

A spark was now sufficient to ignite this fornidable engine, and



to bl ow the rock to atons!
"We will nowrest until tonorrow "
It was absolutely necessary to resign nyself to ny fate, and to

consent to wait for the explosion for six weary hours!

CHAPTER 39

The Explosion and Its Results

THE next day, which was the twenty-seventh of August, was a date
celebrated in our wondrous subterranean journey. | never think of it
even now, but | shudder with horror. My heart beats wildly at the very
menory of that awful day.

Fromthis time forward, our reason, our judgnent, our human
i ngenuity, have nothing to do with the course of events. W are
about to becone the plaything of the great phenonena of the earth!

At six o' clock we were all up and ready. The dreaded nonent was
arriving when we were about to seek an opening into the interior of
the earth by neans of gunpowder. What woul d be the consequences of
breaki ng through the crust of the earth?

| begged that it mght be ny duty to set fire to the mne.
| ooked upon it as an honor. This task once perforned, | could rejoin
ny friends upon the raft, which had not been unl oaded. As soon as we
were all ready, we were to sail away to sone distance to avoid the
consequences of the explosion, the effects of which would certainly
not be concentrated in the interior of the earth.

The sl ow match we cal culated to burn for about ten minutes, nore
or less, before it reached the chanber in which the great body of
powder was confined. | should therefore have plenty of tinme to reach
the raft and put off to a safe distance.

| prepared to execute ny self-allotted task- not, it nust be

confessed, w thout considerable enotion.



After a hearty repast, ny uncle and the hunter-gui de enbarked on
board the raft, while | remai ned al one upon the desol ate shore.

I was provided with a lantern which was to enable ne to set fire
to the wick of the infernal nmachine.

"Go, ny boy," said ny uncle, "and Heaven be with you. But cone
back as soon as you can. | shall be all inpatience.”

"Be easy on that nmatter," | replied, "there is no fear of ny
del aying on the road."

Having said this, | advanced toward the opening of the sonber
gallery. My heart beat wildly. | opened ny |antern and seized the
extremity of the wick

The Professor, who was |ooking on, held his chrononeter in his hand.

"Are you ready?" cried he.

"Quite ready."

"Well, then, fire away!"

| hastened to put the light to the w ck, which crackled and
sparkl ed, hissing and spitting |like a serpent; then, running as fast
as | could, | returned to the shore.

"Get on board, ny lad, and you, Hans, shove off," cried ny uncle.
By a vigorous application of his pole Hans sent us flying over the
water. The raft was quite twenty fathons distant.
It was a nonent of palpitating interest, of deep anxiety. My
uncl e, the Professor, never took his eyes off the chrononeter.

"Only five mnutes nore,” he said in a lowtone, "only four, only
three."

My pul se went a hundred to the mnute. | could hear ny heart
beati ng.

"Only two, one! Now, then, nountains of granite, crunble beneath the
power of man!"

What happened after that? As to the terrific roar of the
explosion, | do not think | heard it. But the form of the rocks

compl etely changed in ny eyes- they seened to be drawn aside |like a

curtain. | saw a fathom ess, a bottom ess abyss, which yawned



beneath the turgid waves. The sea, which seened suddenly to have
gone nmad, then becane one great nountai nous mass, upon the top of
which the raft rose perpendicularly.

W were all thrown down. In less than a second the |ight gave
pl ace to the nost profound obscurity. Then | felt all solid support
give way not to ny feet, but to the raft itself. | thought it was
goi ng bodily down a tremendous well. | tried to speak, to question
nmy uncle. Nothing could be heard but the roaring of the nighty
waves. We clung together in utter silence.

Despite the awful darkness, despite the noise, the surprise, the
enotion, | thoroughly understood what had happened.

Beyond the rock which had been bl own up, there existed a mghty
abyss. The expl osion had caused a kind of earthquake in this soil
broken by fissures and rents. The gulf, thus suddenly thrown open, was
about to swallow the inland seal which, transforned into a mighty
torrent, was dragging us with it.

Only one idea filled nmy mind. W were utterly and conpletely | ost!

One hour, two hours- what nore | cannot say, passed in this
manner. We sat cl ose together, el bow touching el bow, knee touching
knee! W held one another's hands not to be thrown off the raft. W
were subjected to the nost viol ent shocks, whenever our sole
dependence, a frail wooden raft, struck against the rocky sides of the
channel . Fortunately for us, these concussions becane | ess and | ess
frequent, which nade ne fancy that the gallery was getting w der and
wi der. There could be now no doubt that we had chanced upon the road
once foll owed by Saknussemm but instead of going down in a proper
manner, we had, through our own inprudence, drawn a whole sea with us

These ideas presented thenselves to ny mind in a very vague and
obscure manner. | felt rather than reasoned. | put ny ideas together
only confusedly, while spinning along Iike a man goi ng down a
waterfall. To judge by the air which, as it were, whipped ny face,
we nust have been rushing at a perfectly lightning rate.

To attenpt under these circunstances to light a torch was sinply



i mpossi ble, and the | ast remains of our electric nachine, of our
Ruhnkorff coil, had been destroyed during the fearful explosion

I was therefore very nmuch confused to see at last a bright |ight
shining close to ne. The cal m countenance of the guide seened to gl eam
upon nme. The cl ever and patient hunter had succeeded in lighting the
| antern; and though, in the keen and thorough draft, the flame
Flickered and vacillated and was nearly put out, it served partially
to dissipate the awful obscurity.

The gallery into which we had entered was very wide. | was,
therefore, quite right in that part of ny conjecture. The insufficient
light did not allow us to see both of the walls at the sane tine.

The sl ope of waters, which was carrying us away, was far greater

than that of the nost rapid river of America. The whol e surface of the
stream seenmed to be conposed of liquid arrows, darted forward with
extreme viol ence and power. | can give no idea of the inpression it
made upon ne.

The raft, at times, caught in certain whirlpools, and rushed
forward, yet turned on itself all the tine. How it did not upset I
shal | never be able to understand. Wen it approached the sides of the
gallery, | took care to throw upon themthe light of the lantern
and | was able to judge of the rapidity of notion by |ooking at the
proj ecting nasses of rock, which as soon as seen were again invisible.
So rapid was our progress that points of rock at a considerable
di stance one fromthe other appeared |like portions of transverse
l'ines, which enclosed us in a kind of net, like that of a line of
tel egraphic wres.

| believe we were now going at a rate of not |less than a hundred
mles an hour.

My uncle and | | ooked at one another with wild and haggard eyes;
we clung convulsively to the stunp of the nast, which, at the nonent
when t he catastrophe took place, had snapped short off. W turned
our backs as much as possible to the wind, in order not to be

stifled by a rapidity of notion which nothing human could face and



live.

And still the I ong nonotonous hours went on. The situation did not
change in the | east, though a discovery |I suddenly nade seened to
complicate it very nuch.

When we had slightly recovered our equilibrium | proceeded to
exam ne our cargo. | then nmade the unsatisfactory discovery that the
greater part of it had utterly di sappeared.

| becane al armed, and determined to di scover what were our
resources. My heart beat at the idea, but it was absolutely
necessary to know on what we had to depend. Wth this view, | took the
I antern and | ooked around.

O all our fornmer collection of nautical and phil osophica
instrunents, there remained only the chrononeter and the conpass.
The | adders and ropes were reduced to a small piece of rope fastened
to the stunp of the mast. Not a pickax, not a crowbar, not a hamer,
and, far worse than all, no food- not enough for one day!

Thi s discovery was a prelude to a certain and horrible death.

Seated gloonmily on the raft, clasping the stunp of the nast
mechanically, | thought of all | had read as to sufferings from
starvati on.

I remenbered everything that history had taught me on the subject,
and | shuddered at the renenbrance of the agonies to be endured.

Maddened at the prospects of enduring the niseries of starvation,
| persuaded nyself that | nust be mistaken. | exam ned the cracks in
the raft; | poked between the joints and beans; | exani ned every
possi bl e hole and corner. The result was- sinply nothing!

Qur stock of provisions consisted of nothing but a piece of dry neat
and sone soaked and hal f-nol dy biscuits.

| gazed around me scared and frightened. | could not understand
the awful truth. And yet of what consequence was it in regard to any
new danger? Supposing that we had had provisions for nonths, and
even for years, how could we ever get out of the awful abyss into

whi ch we were being hurled by the irresistible torrent we had |et



| oose?

Way shoul d we troubl e ourselves about the sufferings and tortures to
be endured from hunger when death stared us in the face under so
many ot her swi fter and perhaps even nore horrid forns?

It was very doubtful, under the circunstances in which we were
pl aced, if we should have tine to die of inanition

But the human franme is singularly constituted.

I know not how it was; but, from some singular hallucination of
the mnd, | forgot the real, serious, and i nmedi ate danger to which we
were exposed, to think of the nmenaces of the future, which appeared
before us in all their naked terror. Besides, after all, suggested
Hope, perhaps we might finally escape the fury of the raging
torrent, and once nore revisit the glinpses of the noon, on the
surface of our beautiful Mdther Earth.

How was it to be done? I had not the renotest idea. \Were were we to
cone out? No matter, so that we did.

One chance in a thousand is always a chance, while death from hunger
gave us not even the faintest glinpse of hope. It left to the
i magi nati on not hi ng but blank horror, without the faintest chance of
escape!

I had the greatest mnd to reveal all to nmy uncle, to explain to him
the extraordi nary and wretched position to which we were reduced, in
order that, between the two, we mght nake a calculation as to the
exact space of tinme which remained for us to live

It was, it appeared to ne, the only thing to be done. But | had

the courage to hold ny tongue, to gnaw at ny entrails like the Spartan

boy. I wished to |l eave himall his cool ness.
At this nonment, the light of the lantern slowy fell, and at |ast
went out!

The wi ck had wholly burnt to an end. The obscurity becane
absolute. It was no | onger possible to see through the inpenetrable
darkness! There was one torch left, but it was inpossible to keep it

alight. Then, like a child, I shut ny eyes, that | mght not see the



dar kness.

After a great lapse of time, the rapidity of our journey

increased. | could feel it by the rush of air upon ny face. The
sl ope of the waters was excessive. | began to feel that we were no
| onger going down a slope; we were falling. | felt as one does in a

dream going down bodily- falling; falling; falling!
| felt that the hands of nmy uncle and Hans were vigorously
cl aspi ng ny arns.
Suddenly, after a lapse of time scarcely appreciable, | felt
sonmet hing like a shock. The raft had not struck a hard body, but had
suddenly been checked in its course. A waterspout, a liquid colum
of water, fell upon us. | felt suffocating. | was being drowned.
Still the sudden inundation did not last. In a few seconds | felt
nyself once nore able to breathe. My uncle and Hans pressed ny arnmns,

and the raft carried us all three away.

CHAPTER 40

The Ape G gans

ITis difficult for ne to determ ne what was the real tine, but I
shoul d suppose, by after calculation, that it nmust have been ten at
ni ght.

I lay in a stupor, a half dream during which | saw visions of
astoundi ng character. Mnsters of the deep were side by side with
the m ghty el ephantine shepherd. G gantic fish and animals seened to
form strange conjunctions.

The raft took a sudden turn, whirled round, entered another
tunnel - this tinme illumned in a nost singular nmanner. The roof was
fornmed of porous stalactite, through which a noonlit vapor appeared to
pass, casting its brilliant |ight upon our gaunt and haggard
figures. The light increased as we advanced, while the roof

ascended; until at last, we were once nore in a kind of water



cavern, the lofty donme of which disappeared in a | unm nous cl oud!

A rugged cavern of small extent appeared to offer a halting place to
our weary bodi es.

My uncle and the guide noved as nmen in a dream | was afraid to
waken them knowi ng the danger of such a sudden start. | seated nyself
beside themto watch

As | did so, | becane aware of sonething noving in the distance,
whi ch at once fascinated my eyes. It was floating, apparently, upon
the surface of the water, advancing by neans of what at first appeared
paddl es. | |l ooked with glaring eyes. One glance told ne that it was
somet hi ng nonst r ous.

But what ?

It was the great "shark-crocodile" of the early witers on
geol ogy. About the size of an ordinary whale, with hideous jaws and
two gigantic eyes, it advanced. Its eyes fixed on ne with terrible
sternness. Sone indefinite warning told ne that it had nmarked nme for
its own.

| attenpted to rise- to escape, no matter where, but ny knees
shook under ne; ny linbs trenbled violently; | alnost |ost ny
senses. And still the mighty nonster advanced. My uncle and the
gui de made no effort to save thensel ves

Wth a strange noise, |ike none other | had ever heard, the beast
came on. Hs jaws were at |east seven feet apart, and his distended
mout h | ooked | arge enough to have swal |l owed a boatful of nen

We were about ten feet distant when | discovered that nuch as his
body resenbled that of a crocodile, his mouth was wholly that of a
shar k.

Hi s twofold nature now becanme apparent. To shatch us up at a
mout hful it was necessary for himto turn on his back, which notion
necessarily caused his legs to kick up helplessly in the air.

| actually | aughed even in the very jaws of death!

But next minute, with a wild cry, | darted away into the interior of

the cave, |eaving ny unhappy conrades to their fate! This cavern was



deep and dreary. After about a hundred yards, | paused and | ooked
around.

The whol e floor, conposed of sand and mal achite, was strewn with
bones, freshly gnawed bones of reptiles and fish, with a nmixture of
manmal i a. My very soul grew sick as ny body shuddered with horror.
had truly, according to the old proverb, fallen out of the frying
pan into the fire. Some beast |arger and nore ferocious even than
t he shark-crocodile inhabited this den

What could | do? The nouth of the cave was guarded by one
feroci ous nonster, the interior was inhabited by sonething too hideous
to contenplate. Flight was inpossible!

Only one resource remained, and that was to find sone snmall hiding
pl ace to which the fearful denizens of the cavern could not penetrate.
I gazed wildly around, and at |ast discovered a fissure in the rock
to which | rushed in the hope of recovering ny scattered senses.

Crouching down, | waited shivering as in an ague fit. No nan is
brave in presence of an earthquake, or a bursting boiler, or an
expl odi ng torpedo. | could not be expected to feel nuch courage in
presence of the fearful fate that appeared to await ne.

An hour passed. | heard all the time a strange runbling outside
t he cave.

What was the fate of ny unhappy conpanions? It was inpossible for ne
to pause to inquire. My owmn wetched exi stence was all | could think
of .

Suddenly a groaning, as of fifty bears in a fight, fell upon ny
ears- hisses, spitting, nmoaning, hideous to hear- and then | saw

Never, were ages to pass over ny head, shall | forget the horrible
apparition.

It was the Ape G gans!

Fourteen feet high, covered with coarse hair, of a blackish brown,
the hair on the arms, fromthe shoulder to the el bow joints,
poi nting downwards, while that fromthe wist to the el bow pointed

upwards, it advanced. Its arns were as long as its body, while its



| egs were prodigious. It had thick, long, and sharply pointed teeth-
i ke a manmot h saw.

It struck its breast as it came on snelling and sniffing,
rem nding ne of the stories we read in our early childhood of giants
who ate the Flesh of nen and little boys!

Suddenly it stopped. My heart beat wildly, for | was conscious that,
sonmehow or other, the fearful nonster had snelled nme out and was
peering about with his hideous eyes to try and di scover ny
wher eabout s.

My reading, which as a rule is a blessing, but which on this
occasi on, seenmed nonentarily to prove a curse, told nme the real truth
It was the Ape G gans, the antediluvian gorilla.

Yes! This awful nonster, confined by good fortune to the interior of
the earth, was the progenitor of the hideous nonster of Africa.

He glared wildly about, seeking sonething- doubtless nyself. |
gave nyself up for lost. No hope of safety or escape seened to renmin.

At this noment, just as ny eyes appeared to close in death, there
came a strange noise fromthe entrance of the cave; and turning, the
gorilla evidently recogni zed sone eneny nore worthy his prodigi ous
size and strength. It was the huge shark-crocodile, which perhaps
havi ng di sposed of ny friends, was comng in search of further prey.

The gorilla placed hinself on the defensive, and clutching a bone
some seven or eight feet in length, a perfect club, ained a deadly
bl ow at the hi deous beast, which reared upwards and fell with all
its weight upon its adversary.

A terrible conbat, the details of which it is inpossible to give
now ensued. The struggle was awful and ferocious, |, however, did
not wait to witness the result. Regarding nyself as the object of
contention, | deternmined to renove fromthe presence of the victor
I slid dowmn fromny hiding place, reached the ground, and gliding
against the wall, strove to gain the open nmouth of the cavern

But | had not taken many steps when the fearful clanor ceased, to be

foll owed by a munbling and groani ng whi ch appeared to be indicative of



vi ctory.

| 1 ooked back and saw the huge ape, gory with blood, coning after me
with glaring eyes, with dilated nostrils that gave forth two col ums
of heated vapor. | could feel his hot and fetid breath on ny neck; and
with a horrid junp- awoke from ny ni ghtmare sl eep.

Yes- it was all a dream | was still on the raft with ny uncle and
t he gui de.

The relief was not instantaneous, for under the influence of the
hi deous ni ghtmare ny senses had becone nunbed. After a while, however,
my feelings were tranquilized. The first of ny perceptions which
returned in full force was that of hearing. | listened with acute
and attentive ears. Al was still as death. Al | conprehended was
silence. To the roaring of the waters, which had filled the gallery
with awful reverberations, succeeded perfect peace.

After sone little time ny uncle spoke, in a |low and scarcely audible
tone: "Harry, boy, where are you?"

"I am here,"” was ny faint rejoinder.

"Well, don't you see what has happened? W are goi ng upwards.”

"My dear uncle, what can you nean?" was ny hal f-delirious reply.

"Yes, | tell you we are ascending rapidly. Qur downward journey is
qui te checked.”

I held out nmy hand, and, after sone little difficulty, succeeded
in touching the wall. My hand was in an instant covered w th bl ood.
The skin was torn fromthe flesh. W were ascending with extraordi nary
rapidity.

"The torch- the torch!" cried the Professor, wildly; "it must be
lighted.”

Hans, the guide, after many vain efforts, at |ast succeeded in
lighting it, and the flame, having now nothing to prevent its burning,
shed a tolerably clear light. W were enabled to form an approxi nate
idea of the truth

"It is just as | thought," said nmy uncle, after a noment or two of

silent attention. "We are in a narrow well about four fathons



square. The waters of the great inland sea, having reached the
bottom of the gulf are now forcing thensel ves up the mighty shaft.
As a natural consequence, we are being cast upon the sunmt of the
waters. "

"That | can see,” was ny lugubrious reply; "but where will this
shaft end, and to what fall are we likely to be exposed?"

"Of that | amas ignorant as yourself. Al | knowis, that we should
be prepared for the worst. W are going up at a fearfully rapid
rate. As far as | can judge, we are ascending at the rate of two
fathoms a second, of a hundred and twenty fathons a minute, or
rather nore than three and a half |eagues an hour. At this rate, our
fate will soon be a matter of certainty.”

"No doubt of it," was ny reply. "The great concern | have now,
however, is to know whether this shaft has any issue. It may end in

a granite roof- in which case we shall be suffocated by conpressed

air, or dashed to atons against the top. | fancy, already, that the
air is beginning to be close and condensed. | have a difficulty in
breat hing. "

This might be fancy, or it night be the effect of our rapid
motion, but | certainly felt a great oppression of the chest.

"Henry," said the Professor, "I do believe that the situation is
to a certain extent desperate. There remai n, however, nmany chances
of ultimate safety, and | have, in ny own nind, been revolving them
over, during your heavy but agitated sleep. | have cone to this
| ogi cal concl usion- whereas we nmay at any nonent perish, so at any
monent we may be saved! We need, therefore, prepare ourselves for
what ever may turn up in the great chapter of accidents.”

"But what would you have us do?" | cried. "Are we not utterly
hel pl ess?"

"No! Wiile there is |life there is hope. At all events, there is
one thing we can do- eat, and thus obtain strength to face victory
or death.”

As he spoke, | |ooked at my uncle with a haggard gl ance. | had put



off the fatal comunication as |ong as possible. It was now forced

upon nme, and | nust tell himthe truth.

Still 1 hesitated.
"Eat," | said, in a deprecating tone as if there were no hurry.
"Yes, and at once. | feel like a starving prisoner," he said,

rubbi ng his yell ow and shivering hands toget her

And, turning round to the guide, he spoke sone hearty, cheering
words, as | judged fromhis tone, in Danish. Hans shook his head in
aterribly significant manner. | tried to | ook unconcer ned.

"What!" cried the Professor, "you do not nmean to say that all our
provi sions are |ost?"

"Yes," was ny lowy spoken reply, as | held out sonmething in ny
hand, "this norsel of dried neat is all that renains for us three."

My uncle gazed at nme as if he could not fully appreciate the nmeaning
of nmy words. The bl ow seenmed to stun himby its severity. | allowed
himto reflect for some noments.

"Well, said |, after a short pause, "what do you think now? |Is there
any chance of our escaping fromour horrible subterranean dangers? Are
we not doored to perish in the great hollows of the center of the
eart h?"

But ny pertinent questions brought no answer. My uncle either
heard nme not, or appeared not to do so.

And in this way a whol e hour passed. Neither of us cared to speak
For nyself, | began to feel the nost fearful and devouring hunger
My conpani ons, doubtless, felt the same horrible tortures, but neither
of them woul d touch the wetched norsel of meat that remained. It
lay there, a last remmant of all our great preparations for the nad
and sensel ess jour ney!

I |1 ooked back, with wondernent, to nmy own folly. Fully was | aware
that, despite his enthusiasm and the ever-to-be-hated scroll of
Saknussemm ny uncle should never have started on his peril ous voyage.
What nenories of the happy past, what previsions of the horrible

future, now filled ny brain!



CHAPTER 41

Hunger

HUNGER, prolonged, is tenporary nmadness! The brain is at work
without its required food, and the nost fantastic notions fill the
mnd. Hitherto |I had never known what hunger really meant. | was
likely to understand it now.

And yet, three nonths before |I could tell ny terrible story of
starvation, as | thought it. As a boy | used to nake frequent
excursions in the nei ghborhood of the Professor's house.

My uncl e al ways acted on system and he believed that, in addition
to the day of rest and worship, there should be a day of recreation
I n consequence, | was always free to do as | |iked on a Wednesday.

Now, as | had a notion to conbine the useful and the agreeable, ny
favorite pastinme was birds' nesting. | had one of the best collections
of eggs in all the town. They were classified, and under gl ass cases.

There was a certain wood, which, by rising at early norn, and taking
the cheap train, | could reach at eleven in the norning. Here
woul d bot ani ze or geologize at ny will. My uncle was always gl ad of
speci mens for his herbarium and stones to exani ne. Wen | had
filled my wallet, | proceeded to search for nests.

After about two hours of hard work, |, one day, sat down by a stream
to eat ny hunbl e but copious lunch. How the remenbrance of the
spi ced sausage, the wheaten |oaf, and the beer, nade ny nouth water
now | would have given every prospect of worldly wealth for such a
meal . But to my story.

Wil e seated thus at ny leisure, | |ooked up at the ruins of an
old castle, at no great distance. It was the renmins of an
hi storical dwelling, ivy-clad, and now falling to pieces.

Wil e looking, | saw two eagles circling about the sunmt of a lofty

tower. | soon becane satisfied that there was a nest. Now, in all ny



collection, | lacked eggs of the native eagle and the [arge ow .

My mind was nmade up. | would reach the sumit of that tower, or
perish in the attenpt. | went nearer, and surveyed the ruins. The
old staircase, years before, had fallen in. The outer walls were
however, intact. There was no chance that way, unless |I |ooked to
the ivy solely for support. This was, as | soon found out, futile.

There renmai ned the chimey, which still went up to the top, and
had once served to carry off the snmoke fromevery story of the tower.

Up this | determined to venture. It was narrow, rough, and therefore
the nmore easily clinbed. | took off nmy coat and crept into the
chi mey. Looking up, | saw a snmall, |ight opening, proclaimng the
summit of the chi nmey.

Up- up | went, for sone tine using my hands and knees, after the
fashi on of a chimmey sweep. It was slow work, but, there being
continual projections, the task was conparatively easy. In this way, |
reached hal fway. The chi mey now becanme narrower. The atnosphere was
cl ose, and, at last, to end the matter, | stuck fast. | could ascend
no hi gher.

There could be no doubt of this, and there remained no resource
but to descend, and give up ny glorious prey in despair. | yielded
to fate and endeavored to descend. But | could not nove. Sonme unseen
and nysterious obstacle intervened and stopped nme. In an instant the
full horror of ny situation seized ne.

I was unable to nove either way, and was dooned to a terrible and
horrible death, that of starvation. In a boy's nind, however, there is
an extraordi nary anmount of elasticity and hope, and | began to think
of all sorts of plans to escape ny gl oony fate.

In the first place, | required no food just at present, having had
an excellent nmeal, and was therefore allowed tinme for reflection. My
first thought was to try and nove the nortar with ny hand. Had
possessed a knife, something mght have been done, but that usefu
instrument | had left in ny coat pocket.

| soon found that all efforts of this kind were vain and usel ess,



and that all | could hope to do was to wiggl e downwards.

But though | jerked and struggled, and strove to turn, it was all in
vain. | could not nove an inch, one way or the other. And tine flew
rapidly. My early rising probably contributed to the fact that |
felt sleepy, and gradually gave way to the sensation of drowsiness.

| slept, and awoke in darkness, ravenously hungry.

Ni ght had cone, and still | could not nove. | was tight bound, and
did not succeed in changing ny position an inch. | groaned al oud.

Never since the days of my happy chil dhood, when it was a hardship

to go fromneal to neal without eating, had | really experienced
hunger. The sensation was as novel as it was painful. | began now to

| ose ny head and to screamand cry out in nmy agony. Sonething
appeared, startled by ny noise. It was a harm ess lizard, but it
appeared to ne a |l oathsone reptile. Again | made the old ruins resound

with ny cries, and finally so exhausted nyself that | fainted.

How long | lay in a kind of trance or sleep | cannot say, but when
again | recovered consciousness it was day. Howill | felt, how hunger
still gnawed at nme, it would be hard to say. | was too weak to

scream now, far too weak to struggle.

Suddenly | was startled by a roar

"Are you there, Henry?" said the voice of nmy uncle; "are you
there, my boy?"

I could only faintly respond, but | also nade a desperate effort
to turn. Sone nortar fell. To this | owed ny being discovered. \Wen
the search took place, it was easily seen that nortar and small pieces
of stone had recently fallen from above. Hence ny uncle's cry.

"Be calm "he cried, "if we pull down the whole ruin, you shall be
saved. "

They were delicious words, but | had little hope.

Soon however, about a quarter of an hour later | heard a voice above
me, at one of the upper fireplaces.

"Are you bel ow or above?"

"Bel ow," was ny reply.



In an instant a basket was lowered with nmlk, a biscuit, and an egg.
My uncle was fearful to be too ready with his supply of food.
drank the milk first, for thirst had nearly deadened hunger. | then
much refreshed, ate nmy bread and hard egg.

They were now at work at the wall. | could hear a pickax. Wshing to
escape all danger fromthis terrible weapon | nade a desperate
struggle, and the belt, which surrounded my wai st and whi ch had been
hitched on a stone, gave way. | was free, and only escaped falling
down by a rapid notion of ny hands and knees.

In ten minutes nore | was in ny uncle's arns, after being two days
and nights in that horrible prison. My occasional deliriumprevented
me fromcounting tine.

| was weeks recovering fromthat awful starvation adventure; and yet
what was that to the hideous sufferings | now endured?

After dreaming for sone tine, and thinking of this and other
matters, | once nore | ooked around ne. W were still ascending with
fearful rapidity. Every now and then the air appeared to check our
respiration as it does that of aeronauts when the ascension of the
balloon is too rapid. But if they feel a degree of cold in
proportion to the elevation they attain in the atnosphere, we
experienced quite a contrary effect. The heat began to increase in a
nmost threatening and exceptional manner. | cannot tell exactly the
mean, but | think it nmust have reached one hundred twenty-two
degrees Fahrenheit.

What was the neaning of this extraordinary change in the
tenperature? As far as we had hitherto gone, facts had proved the
theories of Davy and of Lidenbrock to be correct. Until now, all the
peculiar conditions of refractory rocks, of electricity, of magnetism
had nodified the general |aws of nature, and had created for us a
noderate tenperature; for the theory of the central fire, remained, in
my eyes, the only expl ai nabl e one.

Were we, then, going to reach a position in which these phenonena

were to be carried out in all their rigor, and in which the heat would



reduce the rocks to a state of fusion?

Such was ny not unnatural fear, and | did not conceal the fact
fromny uncle. My way of doing so might be cold and heartless, but |
could not help it.

"If we are not drowned, or smashed into pancakes, and if we do not
die of starvation, we have the satisfaction of knowi ng that we nust be
burned alive."

My uncle, in presence of this brusque attack, sinply shrugged his
shoul ders, and resuned his reflections- whatever they m ght be.

An hour passed away, and except that there was a slight increase
in the tenperature no incident nodified the situation

My uncle at last, of his own accord, broke silence.

"Wl l, Henry, ny boy," he said, in a cheerful way, "we rmust make
up our mnds."

"Make up our nminds to what?" | asked, in considerable surprise.

"Wll- to sonmething. W nust at whatever risk recruit our physica
strength. If we make the fatal m stake of husbanding our little
remmant of food, we nay probably prolong our wetched existence a
few hours- but we shall remain weak to the end.”

"Yes," | growmed, "to the end. That, however, wll not keep us
|l ong waiting."

"Well, only let a chance of safety present itself- only allow that a
monent of action be necessary- where shall we find the nmeans of action
if we allow ourselves to be reduced to physical weakness by
i nani tion?"

"When this piece of neat is devoured, Uncle, what hope will there
remain unto us?"

"None, ny dear Henry, none. But will it do you any good to devour it
with your eyes? You appear to me to reason |ike one without will or
decision, like a being wthout energy."

"Then," cried |, exasperated to a degree which is scarcely to be

expl ai ned, "you do not mean to tell me- that you- that you- have not

| ost all hope.



"Certainly not," replied the Professor with consummate cool ness.

"You nmean to tell me, Uncle, that we shall get out of this nonstrous
subt erranean shaft?"

"While there is life there is hope. | beg to assert, Henry, that
as long as a man's heart beats, as long as a man's flesh quivers, | do
not allowthat a being gifted with thought and will can allow
hinself to despair."

VWhat a nerve! The man placed in a position |ike that we occupied
nmust have been very brave to speak like this.

"Well," | cried, "what do you nean to do?"

"Eat what remmins of the food we have in our hands; l|et us swallow
the last crunb. It will bel Heaven willing, our |ast repast. Wll
never mnd- instead of being exhausted skel etons, we shall be nen."

"True,"” nmuttered | in a despairing tone, "let us take our fill."

"W nust, replied nmy uncle, with a deep sigh, "call it what you
will."

My uncle took a piece of the neat that remained, and sone crusts
of biscuit which had escaped the wreck. He divided the whole into
three parts.

Each had one pound of food to last himas long as he remained in the
interior of the earth.

Each now acted in accordance with his own private character.

My uncle, the Professor, ate greedily, but evidently w thout
appetite, eating sinply fromsone nmechanical notion. | put the food
inside ny lips, and hungry as | was, chewed ny norsel without
pl easure, and without satisfaction

Hans, the guide, just as if he had been ei der-down hunti ng,
swal | owed every mouthful, as though it were a usual affair. He
| ooked |ike a man equally prepared to enjoy superfluity or total want.

Hans, in all probability, was no nore used to starvation than
oursel ves, but his hardy Icelandic nature had prepared himfor many
sufferings. As long as he received his three rix-dollars every

Sat urday night, he was prepared for anything.



The fact was, Hans never troubled hinmself about nuch except his
money. He had undertaken to serve a certain man at so nuch per week,
and no matter what evils befell his enployer or hinself, he never
found fault or grunmbled, so long as his wages were duly paid.

Suddenly nmy uncle roused hinself. He had seen a snile on the face of
our guide. | could not nake it out.

"What is the matter?" said ny uncle.

"Schi edam " said the guide, producing a bottle of this precious
fluid.

We drank. My uncle and nyself will own to our dying day that hence
we derived strength to exist until the last bitter nmonment. That
precious bottle of Hollands was in reality only half full; but,
under the circunstances, it was nectar

It took sone mnutes for nyself and ny uncle to forma deci ded
opi nion on the subject. The worthy Professor swall owed about half a
pint and did not seemable to drink any nore.

"Fortrafflig," said Hans, swallowi ng nearly all that was left.

"Excel l ent- very good," said nmy uncle, with as nmuch gusto as if he
had just left the steps of the club at Hanburg.

I had begun to feel as if there had been one gl eam of hope. Now
all thought of the future vani shed!

We had consumed our |ast ounce of food, and it was five o'clock in

t he nor ni ng!

CHAPTER 42

The Vol cani ¢ Shaft

MAN S constitution is so peculiar that his health is purely a
negative matter. No sooner is the rage of hunger appeased than it
beconmes difficult to conprehend the nmeaning of starvation. It is
only when you suffer that you really understand.

As to anyone who has not endured privation having any notion of



the matter, it is sinply absurd.

Wth us, after a long fast, some nouthfuls of bread and neat, a
little noldy biscuit and salt beef triunphed over all our previous
gl oony and sat urni ne thoughts.

Neverthel ess, after this repast each gave way to his own
reflections. | wondered what were those of Hans- the man of the
extreme north, who was yet gifted with the fatalistic resignation of
Oriental character. But the utnost stretch of the imaginati on woul d
not allowne to realize the truth. As for ny individual self, ny
t hought s had ceased to be anything but nenories of the past, and
were all connected with that upper world which I never should have
left. | sawit all now, the beautiful house in the Konigstrasse, ny
poor Gretchen, the good Martha; they all passed before ny mind like
vi sions of the past. Every tine any of the |ugubrious groanings
whi ch were to be distinguished in the hollows around fell upon ny
ears, | fancied | heard the distant nmurmur of the great cities above
my head.

As for nmy uncle, always thinking of his science, he exam ned the
nature of the shaft by neans of a torch. He closely exanmi ned the
different strata one above the other, in order to recognize his
situation by geol ogical theory. This calculation, or rather this
estimation, could by no nmeans be anything but approxi mate. But a
| earned man, a phil osopher, is nothing if not a phil osopher, when he
keeps his ideas cal mand collected; and certainly the Professor
possessed this quality to perfection

I heard him as | sat in silence, nmurmuring words of geol ogica
science. As | understood his object and his neaning, | could not but
interest nyself despite nmy preoccupation in that terrible hour

"Eruptive granite,"” he said to hinself, "we are still in the
primtive epoch. But we are going up- going up, still going up. But
who knows? Who knows?"

Then he still hoped. He felt along the vertical sides of the shaft

with his hand, and sone few nminutes later, he would go on again in the



foll owi ng style:

"This is gneiss. This is mica schist- siliceous mneral. Good again;
this is the epoch of transition, at all events, we are close to
them and then, and then-"

What coul d the Professor mean? Could he, by any conceivabl e neans,
measure the thickness of the crust of the earth suspended above our
heads? Di d he possess any possi bl e neans of making any approxi mation
to this cal culati on? No.

The manoneter was wanting, and no summary estimation could take
the place of it.

And yet, as we progressed, the tenperature increased in the nost
extraordi nary degree, and | began to feel as if | were bathed in a hot
and burning atnosphere. Never before had | felt anything like it. |
could only conpare it to the hot vapor froman iron foundry, when
the liquidironis in a state of ebullition and runs over. By degrees,
and one after the other, Hans, nmy uncle, and nyself had taken off
our coats and wai stcoats. They were unbearabl e. Even the slightest
garment was not only unconfortable, but the cause of extrene
suf feri ng.

"Are we ascending to a living fire?" | cried; when, to ny horror and
astoni shrent, the heat becane greater than before

"No, no," said my uncle, "it is sinply inpossible, quite
i mpossi ble.”

"And yet," said |, touching the side of the shaft with ny naked
hand, "this wall is literally burning."

At this nonment, feeling as | did that the sides of this
extraordinary wall were red hot, | plunged ny hands into the water
to cool them | drew themback with a cry of despair.

"The water is boiling!™ | cried.

My uncle, the Professor, nade no reply other than a gesture of
rage and despair.

Sonething very like the truth had probably struck his inmagination

But | could take no share in either what was going on, or in his



specul ations. An invincible dread had taken possession of ny brain and
soul. I could only look forward to an i mmedi ate catastrophe, such a
catastrophe as not even the nost vivid i magi nati on could have

thought of. An idea, at first vague and uncertain, was gradually being
changed into certainty.

I tremulously rejected it at first, but it forced itself upon ne
by degrees with extreme obstinacy. It was so terrible an idea that |
scarcely dared to whisper it to nyself.

And yet all the while certain, and as it were, involuntary
observations determi ned nmy convictions. By the doubtful glare of the
torch, | could nmake out sone singular changes in the granitic
strata; a strange and terribl e phenomenon was about to be produced, in
which electricity played a part.

Then this boiling water, this terrible and excessive heat?
deternmined as a |l ast resource to exanm ne the conpass.

The conpass had gone nad!

Yes, wholly stark staring mad. The needle junped frompole to pole
wi th sudden and surprising jerks, ran round, or as it is said, boxed
the conpass, and then ran suddenly back again as if it had the
verti go.

I was aware that, according to the best acknow edged theories, it
was a received notion that the nmineral crust of the globe is never
and never has been, in a state of conplete repose.

It is perpetually undergoing the nodifications caused by the
deconposition of internal matter, the agitati on consequent on the
flowi ng of extensive liquid currents, the excessive action of
magneti sm which tends to shake it incessantly, at a tine when even the
mul titudi nous beings on its surface do not suspect the seething
process to be going on.

Still this phenonmenon would not have alarned ne alone; it would
not have aroused in ny nind a terrible, an awful idea.

But other facts could not allow nmy self-delusion to |ast.

Terrible detonations, |ike Heaven's artillery, began to multiply



thenmsel ves with fearful intensity. | could only conpare themw th
the noi se made by hundreds of heavily | aden chariots being nmadly
driven over a stone pavenent. It was a continuous roll of heavy

t hunder.

And then the mad conpass, shaken by the wild electric phenonena,
confirnmed me in ny rapidly forned opinion. The mineral crust was about
to burst, the heavy granite nmasses were about to rejoin, the fissure
was about to close, the void was about to be filled up, and we poor
atoms to be crushed in its awful enbrace

"Uncle, Uncle!"™ | cried, "we are wholly, irretrievably lost!"

"What, then, ny young friend, is your new cause of terror and
al arn?" he said in his cal nest manner. "Wat fear you now?"

"What do | fear now" | cried in fierce and angry tones. "Do you not
see that the walls of the shaft are in notion? Do you not see that the
solid granite nasses are cracking? Do you not feel the terrible,
torrid heat? Do you not observe the awful boiling water on which we
float? Do you not remark this mad needl e? Every sign and portent of an
awf ul eart hquake!"

My uncl e coolly shook his head.

"An earthquake,” he replied in the nost cal mand provoking tone.

"Yes."

"My nephew, | tell you that you are utterly nistaken," he continued.
"Do you not, can you not, recognize all the well-known syntons-"
"Of an earthquake? By no neans. | am expecting sonmething far nore
i mportant."
"My brain is strained beyond endurance- what, what do you nean?”
cri ed.
"An eruption, Harry."
"An eruption,” | gasped. "W are, then, in the volcanic shaft of a
crater in full action and vigor."
"I have every reason to think so," said the Professor in a smiling

tone, "and | beg to tell you that it is the nost fortunate thing

that could happen to us."



The nmost fortunate thing! Had nmy uncle really and truly gone nad?
What did he mean by these awful words- what did he mean by this
terrible calm this solem snile?

"What!" cried I, in the height of ny exasperation, "we are on the
way to an eruption, are we? Fatality has cast us into a well of
burning and boiling |ava, of rocks on fire, of boiling water, in a
word, filled with every kind of eruptive matter? W are about to be
expel l ed, thrown up, vomted, spit out of the interior of the earth,
in common with huge bl ocks of granite, with showers of cinders and
scoriae, in awld whirlwind of flane, and you say- the nost fortunate
thi ng which could happen to us.”

"Yes, replied the Professor, |looking at ne calnmy fromunder his
spectacles, "it is the only chance which remains to us of ever
escaping fromthe interior of the earth to the light of day."

It is quite inpossible that | can put on paper the thousand strange,
wi | d thoughts which followed this extraordi nary announcenent.

But ny uncle was right, quite right, and never had he appeared to me
so audaci ous and so convinced as when he | ooked ne calmy in the
face and spoke of the chances of an eruption- of our being cast upon
Mot her Earth once nore through the gaping crater of a vol cano!

Nevert hel ess, while we were speaking we were still ascending; we

passed the whol e night going up, or to speak nore scientifically, in

an ascensional motion. The fearful noise redoubled; | was ready to
suffocate. | seriously believed that ny |ast hour was approachi ng, and
yet, so strange is imagination, all | thought of was sone childish

hypot hesis or other. In such circunstances you do not choose your
own t houghts. They overcone you.

It was quite evident that we were being cast upwards by eruptive
matter; under the raft there was a nmass of boiling water, and under
this was a heavier nass of lava, and an aggregate of rocks which, on
reaching the sunmit of the water, would be dispersed in every
direction.

That we were inside the chimey of a volcano there could no | onger



be the shadow of a doubt. Nothing nore terrible could be conceived!

But on this occasion, instead of Sneffels, an old and extinct
vol cano, we were inside a nountain of fire in full activity. Severa
times | found nysel f asking, what nountain was it, and on what part of
the world we should be shot out. As if it were of any consequence!

In the northern regions, there could be no reasonabl e doubt about
that. Before it went decidedly mad, the conpass had never nade the
slightest m stake. Fromthe cape of Saknussemm we had been swept away
to the northward many hundreds of |eagues. Now the question was,
were we once nore under |celand- should we be belched forth on to
the earth through the crater of Munt Hecla, or should we reappear
t hrough one of the other seven fire funnels of the island? Taking in
nmy nental vision a radius of five hundred | eagues to the westward, |
could see under this parallel only the littl e-known vol canoes of the
nort hwest coast of America.

To the east one only existed somewhere about the eightieth degree of
| atitude, the Esk, upon the island of Jan Mayen, not far fromthe
frozen regions of Spitsbergen.

It was not craters that were wanting, and many of them were big
enough to vonit a whole arny; all | w shed to know was the
particul ar one towards which we were nmaking with such fearfu
vel ocity.

I often think now of ny folly: as if | should ever have expected
to escape!

Towar ds norni ng, the ascendi ng notion becane greater and greater. If
the degree of heat increased instead of decreasing, as we approached
the surface of the earth, it was sinply because the causes were
| ocal and wholly due to volcanic influence. Qur very style of
| oconotion left in nmy mnd no doubt upon the subject. An enornous
force, a force of several hundreds of atnobspheres produced by the
vapors accunul ated and |l ong conpressed in the interior of the earth,
was hoisting us upwards with irresistible power.

But though we were approaching the light of day, to what fearfu



dangers were we about to be exposed?

I nstant death appeared the only fate which we coul d expect or
cont enpl at e.

Soon a dim sepulchral light penetrated the vertical gallery,
whi ch becane wi der and wider. | could nmake out to the right and left
| ong dark corridors |ike inmense tunnels, fromwhich awful and
horrid vapors poured out. Tongues of fire, sparkling and crackling,
appeared about to lick us up

The hour had cone!

"Look, Uncle, look!" I cried.

"Wl l, what you see are the great sul phurous flanes. Nothing nore
conmon in connection with an eruption.”

"But if they lap us round!" | angrily replied.

"They will not lap us round,” was his quiet and serene answer.

"But it will be all the sanme in the end if they stifle us," | cried.

"We shall not be stifled. The gallery is rapidly beconing w der
and wider, and if it be necessary, we will presently | eave the raft
and take refuge in sone fissure in the rock."

"But the water, the water, which is continually ascendi ng?"
despairingly replied

"There is no longer any water, Harry," he answered, "but a kind of
| ava paste, which is heaving us up, in conpany with itself, to the
mouth of the crater.™

In truth, the liquid colum of water had wholly di sappeared to
give place to dense masses of boiling eruptive matter. The tenperature
was becomi ng utterly insupportable, and a thernonmeter exposed to
this at nosphere woul d have nmarked between one hundred and
ei ghty-ni ne and one hundred ni nety degrees Fahrenheit.

Perspiration rushed fromevery pore. But for the extraordi nary
rapidity of our ascent we should have been stifl ed.

Nevert hel ess, the Professor did not carry out his proposition of
abandoning the raft; and he did quite wisely. Those fewill-joined

beans of fered, anyway, a solid surface- a support which el sewhere nust



have utterly failed us.

Towards eight o' clock in the norning a new incident startled us. The
ascensi onal novenent suddenly ceased. The raft becane still and
not i onl ess.

"VWhat is the matter now?" | said, querulously, very nuch startled by
this change

"A sinple halt," replied ny uncle.

"I's the eruption about to fail?" | asked.
"l hope not."
Wthout making any reply, | rose. | tried to | ook around ne. Perhaps

the raft, checked by sonme projecting rock, opposed a nonentary
resistance to the eruptive nmass. In this case, it was absolutely
necessary to release it as quickly as possible.

Not hi ng of the kind had occurred. The columm of cinders, of scoriae,
of broken rocks and earth, had wholly ceased to ascend.

"I tell you, Uncle, that the eruption has stopped," was ny
oracul ar deci si on.

"Ah," said ny uncle, "you think so, nmy boy. You are wong. Do not be
in the | east alarned; this sudden nmonent of calmwll not |ast |ong,
be assured. It has already endured five mnutes, and before we are
many minutes ol der we shall be continuing our journey to the nouth
of the crater."

Al'l the time he was speaking the Professor continued to consult
his chrononeter, and he was probably right in his prognostics. Soon
the raft resuned its notion, in a very rapid and disorderly way, which
| asted two minutes or thereabout; and then again it stopped as
suddenly as before.

"Good," said nmy uncle, observing the hour, "in ten we shall start
again.”

“In ten m nutes?"

"Yes- precisely. W have to do with a vol cano, the eruption of which
is intermttent. We are conpelled to breathe just as it does.”

Not hing could be nore true. At the exact minute he had indicated, we



were again launched on high with extrene rapidity. Not to be cast
off the raft, it was necessary to hold on to the beans. Then the hoi st
agai n ceased

Many times since have | thought of this singular phenomenon
wi thout being able to find for it any satisfactory explanation.
Neverthel ess, it appeared quite clear to ne, that we were not in the
princi pal chimey of the volcano, but in an accessory conduit, where
we felt the counter shock of the great and principal tunnel filled
by burning |ava.

It is inpossible for ne to say how many tinmes this maneuver was
repeated. All that | can renenber is, that on every ascensiona
nmotion, we were hoisted up with ever increasing velocity, as if we had
been | aunched from a huge projectile. During the sudden halts we
were nearly stifled; during the nonents of projection the hot air took
away our breath.

I thought for a nmonent of the voluptuous joy of suddenly finding
mysel f in the hyperborean regions with the cold thirty degrees bel ow
zero!

My exalted imagination pictured to itself the vast snow plains of
the arctic regions, and | was inpatient to roll nyself on the icy
carpet of the North Pole.

By degrees nmy head, utterly overcone by a series of violent
enotions, began to give way to hallucination. | was delirious. Had
it not been for the powerful arnms of Hans, the guide, | should have
broken ny head against the granite nasses of the shaft.

I have, in consequence, kept no account of what followed for many
hours. | have a vague and confused renenbrance of continua
det onati ons, of the shaking of the huge granitic mass, and of the raft
going round like a spinning top. It floated on the stream of hot |ava,
am dst a falling cloud of cinders. The huge flanes roaring, wapped us
around.

A storm of wi nd which appeared to be cast forth froman i mense

ventilator roused up the interior fires of the earth. It was a hot,



i ncandescent bl ast!

At last | sawthe figure of Hans as if envel oped in the huge hal o of
burni ng blaze, and no other sense renained to ne but that sinister
dread which the condemed victimnmay be supposed to feel when led to
the mouth of a cannon, at the suprenme nmonent when the shot is fired

and his linbs are dispersed into enpty space

CHAPTER 43

Dayl i ght at Last

VWHEN | opened ny eyes | felt the hand of the guide clutching ne
firmy by the belt. Wth his other hand he supported ny uncle. | was
not grievously wounded, but bruised all over in the nost renarkabl e
manner .

After a nonment | | ooked around, and found that | was |ying down on
the slope of a nountain not two yards froma yawning gulf into which |
shoul d have fallen had I nade the slightest false step. Hans had saved
me fromdeath, while | rolled insensible on the flanks of the crater

"Where are we?" dreanily asked nmy uncle, who literally appeared to
be di sgusted at having returned to earth.

The ei der-down hunter sinply shrugged his shoulders as a mark of
total ignorance

"In Iceland?" said I, not positively but interrogatively.

"Nej," said Hans.

"How do you nean?" cried the Professor; "no- what are your reasons?"

"Hans is wong," said I, rising.

After all the innunmerable surprises of this journey, a yet nore
singul ar one was reserved to us. | expected to see a cone covered by
snow, by extensive and w despread glaciers, in the nidst of the arid
deserts of the extreme northern regions, beneath the full rays of a
pol ar sky, beyond the highest |atitudes.

But contrary to all our expectations, |, my uncle, and the



I cel ander, were cast upon the slope of a nountain calcined by the
burning rays of a sun which was literally baking us with its fires.

I could not believe ny eyes, but the actual heat which affected ny
body all owed me no chance of doubting. W cane out of the crater
hal f naked, and the radiant star from which we had asked nothing for
two mont hs, was good enough to be prodigal to us of light and
warnth- a light and warmth we could easily have di spensed with

When our eyes were accustoned to the light we had | ost sight of so
long, | used themto rectify the errors of ny imagination. \Whatever
happened, we shoul d have been at Spitsbergen, and | was in no hunor to
yield to anything but the nost absolute proof.

After sone del ay, the Professor spoke.

"Hem " he said, in a hesitating kind of way, "it really does not
| ook like Iceland.”

"But supposing it were the island of Jan Mayen?" | ventured to
observe.

"Not in the least, ny boy. This is not one of the vol canoes of the
north, with its hills of granite and its crown of snow. "

"Nevert hel ess-

"Look, | ook, ny boy," said the Professor, as dognatically as usual

Ri ght above our heads, at a great height, opened the crater of a
vol cano from whi ch escaped, fromone quarter of an hour to the
other, with a very loud explosion, a lofty jet of flane ningled with
pum ce stone, cinders, and lava. | could feel the convul sions of
nature in the nmountain, which breathed |ike a huge whale, throw ng
up fromtime to time fire and air through its enornous vents.

Bel ow, and floating along a slope of considerable angularity, the
stream of eruptive matter spread away to a depth which did not give
the vol cano a height of three hundred fathons.

Its base disappeared in a perfect forest of green trees, anong which
| perceived olives, fig trees, and vines |oaded with rich grapes.

Certainly this was not the ordinary aspect of the arctic regions.

About that there could not be the slightest doubt.



When the eye was satisfied at its glinpse of this verdant expanse,
it fell upon the waters of a |lovely sea or beautiful |ake, which
made of this enchanted |and an island of not nmany | eagues in extent.

On the side of the rising sun was to be seen a little port,
crowded with houses, and near which the boats and vessel s of
peculiar build were floating upon azure waves.

Beyond, groups of islands rose above the liquid plain, so nunerous
and cl ose together as to resenble a vast beehive.

Towar ds the setting sun, sone distant shores were to be nmade out
on the edge of the horizon. Sone presented the appearance of bl ue
mount ai ns of harnoni ous conformation; upon others, nmuch nore
di stant, there appeared a prodigiously lofty cone, above the sumit of
whi ch hung dark and heavy cl ouds.

Towards the north, an i Mmense expanse of water sparkled beneath
the solar rays, occasionally allowing the extremty of a nmast or the
convexity of a sail bellying to the wind, to be seen

The unexpected character of such a scene added a hundredfold to
its marvel ous beauti es.

"Where can we be?" | asked, speaking in a |l ow and sol emm voi ce.

Hans shut his eyes with an air of indifference, and ny uncle
| ooked on without clearly understanding.

"What ever this mountain may be," he said, at last, "I must confess
it is rather warm The explosions do not |eave off, and | do not think
it is worthwhile to have left the interior of a volcano and remnain
here to receive a huge piece of rock upon one's head. Let us carefully
descend the mountain and di scover the real state of the case. To
confess the truth, | amdying of hunger and thirst."

Deci dedly the Professor was no longer a truly reflective
character. For myself, forgetting all ny necessities, ignoring ny
fatigues and sufferings, | should have renmined still for severa
hours longer- but it was necessary to follow my conpani ons.

The sl ope of the volcano was very steep and slippery; we slid over

pil es of ashes, avoiding the streans of hot |ava which glided about



like fiery serpents. Still, while we were advancing, | spoke with
extreme volubility, for nmy imagination was too full not to expl ode
in words.

"We are in Asia!" | exclained; "we are on the coast of India, in the
great Malay islands, in the center of Oceania. W have crossed the one
hal f of the globe to cone out right at the anti podes of Europe!"

"But the conpass!" exclained nmy uncle; "explain that to ne!"

"Yes- the conpass,” | said with considerable hesitation. "I grant
that is a difficulty. According to it, we have al ways been going
nort hward. "

"Then it lied. "

"Hem to say it lied is rather a harsh word," was ny answer.

"Then we are at the North Pole-"

"The Pole- no- well- well | give it up,” was ny reply.

The plain truth was, that there was no explanation possible. |I could
make nothing of it.

And all the while we were approaching this beautiful verdure, hunger
and thirst tornented ne fearfully. Happily, after two | ong hours
march, a beautiful country spread out before us, covered by olives,
ponegranates, and vines, which appeared to belong to anybody and
everybody. In any event, in the state of destitution into which we had
fallen, we were not in a nood to ponder too scrupul ously.

What delight it was to press these delicious fruits to our lips, and
to bite at grapes and ponegranates fresh fromthe vine.

Not far off, near some fresh and nossy grass, under the delicious
shade of sone trees, | discovered a spring of fresh water, in which we
vol uptuously | aved our faces, hands, and feet.

Wiile we were all giving way to the delights of newfound pl easures,
alittle child appeared between two tufted olive trees.

"Ah," cried I, "an inhabitant of this happy country."

The little fell ow was poorly dressed, weak, and suffering, and
appeared terribly alarned at our appearance. Half-naked, with tangled,

matted and ragged beards, we did | ook suprenely ill-favored; and



unl ess the country was a bandit |and, we were not likely to alarm
t he i nhabit ant s!

Just as the boy was about to take to his heels, Hans ran after
him and brought him back, despite his cries and ki cks.

My uncle tried to | ook as gentle as possible, and then spoke in
Ger man.

"What is the name of this nmountain, my friend?"

The child rmade no reply.

"Good," said nmy uncle, with a very positive air of conviction, "we
are not in Germany."

He then nmade the same demand in English, of which | anguage he was an
excel l ent schol ar

The child shook its head and nade no reply. | began to be
consi derably puzzl ed.

"I's he dunb?" cried the Professor, who was rather proud of his
pol ygl ot know edge of | anguages, and nmade the same demand in French

The boy only stared in his face.

"I must perforce try himin Italian,"” said ny uncle, with a shrug.

"Dove noi sianmp?"

"Yes, tell nme where we are?" | added inpatiently and eagerly.

Agai n the boy renai ned silent.

"My fine fellow, do you or do you not nean to speak?" cried ny
uncl e, who began to get angry. He shook him and spoke another dial ect
of the Italian | anguage.

"Come si noma questa isola?"- "Wiat is the nane of this island?"

"Stronmboli," replied the rickety little shepherd, dashing away
from Hans and di sappearing in the olive groves.

We thought little enough about him

Stronboli! What effect on the imagination did these few words
produce! W were in the center of the Mediterranean, am dst the
eastern archi pel ago of mythol ogi cal menory, in the ancient Strongyl os,
where AEol us kept the wind and the tenpest chained up. And those

bl ue nountains, which rose towards the rising sun, were the



nmount ai ns of Cal abri a.

And that mghty vol cano which rose on the southern horizon was Etna,
the fierce and cel ebrated Etna!

"Stromboli! Stronboli!" | repeated to nyself.

My uncl e played a regul ar acconpaniment to ny gestures and words. W
were singing together |ike an ancient chorus.

Ah- what a journey- what a nmarvel ous and extraordi nary journey! Here
we had entered the earth by one vol cano, and we had cone out by
another. And this other was situated nore than twelve hundred
| eagues from Sneffels fromthat drear country of Icel and cast away
on the confines of the earth. The wondrous changes of this
expedi tion had transported us to the nost harnonious and beauti ful
of earthly lands. W had abandoned the region of eternal snows for
that of infinite verdure, and had | eft over our heads the gray fog
of the icy regions to cone back to the azure sky of Sicily!

After a delicious repast of fruits and fresh water, we again
continued our journey in order to reach the port of Stronboli. To
say how we had reached the island would scarcely have been prudent.
The superstitious character of the Italians would have been at work,
and we shoul d have been call ed denons vonited fromthe inferna
regions. It was therefore necessary to pass for hunble and unfortunate
shi pwrecked travelers. It was certainly less striking and romanti c,
but it was decidedly safer.

As we advanced, | could hear ny worthy uncle nuttering to hinself:

"But the conpass. The conpass nost certainly marked north. This is a
fact | cannot explain in any way."

"Well, the fact is,” said |, with an air of disdain, "we nmust not
explain anything. It will be rmuch nore easy."

"I should like to see a professor of the Johanneum Institution who
is unable to explain a cosm c phenonenon- it would indeed be strange."
And speaking thus, my uncle, half-naked, his |eathern purse round

his loins, and his spectacles upon his nose, becane once nore the

terrible Professor of M neral ogy.



An hour after |eaving the wood of olives, we reached the fort of San
Vi cenza, where Hans demanded the price of his thirteenth week of
service. My uncle paid him wth very many warm shakes of the hand.

At that nonment, if he did not indeed quite share our natura
enotion, he allowed his feelings so far to give way as to indulge in
an extraordi nary expression for him

Wth the tips of two fingers he gently pressed our hands and snil ed.

CHAPTER 44

The Journey Ended

THIS is the final conclusion of a narrative which will be probably
di sbel i eved even by people who are astoni shed at nothing. | am
however, armed at all points against human incredulity.

We were kindly received by the Stronbolite fishermen, who treated us
as shi pwrecked travel ers. They gave us clothes and food. After a del ay
of forty-eight hours, on the 30th of Septenber a little vessel took us
to Messina, where a few days of delightful and conplete repose
restored us to ourselves.

On Friday, the 4th of Cctober, we enbarked in the Vol turne, one of
the postal packets of the Inperial Messageries of France; and three
days later we | anded at Marseilles, having no other care on our
m nds but that of our precious but erratic conpass. This
i nexplicable circunstance tormented ne terribly. On the 9th of
Cct ober, in the evening, we reached Hanburg.

What was the astoni shnent of Martha, what the joy of G etchen! |
will not attenpt to define it.

"Now then, Harry, that you really are a hero," she said, "there is
no reason why you should ever |eave ne again."

I 1 ooked at her. She was weeping tears of joy.

| leave it to be inmagined if the return of Professor Hardw gg nade

or did not make a sensation in Hanburg. Thanks to the indiscretion



of Martha, the news of his departure for the interior of the earth had
been spread over the whol e world.

No one woul d believe it- and when they saw himcone back in safety
they believed it all the |ess.

But the presence of Hans and many stray scraps of information by
degrees nodi fied public opinion.

Then ny uncl e becane a great nman and | the nephew of a great nan,
which, at all events, is sonething. Hanmburg gave a festival in our
honor. A public neeting of the Johanneum Institution was held, at
whi ch the Professor related the whole story of his adventures,
omitting only the facts in connection with the conpass.

That sanme day he deposited in the archives of the town the
docunent he had found witten by Saknussemm and he expressed his
great regret that circunstances, stronger than his will, did not allow
himto follow the Icelandic traveler's track into the very center of
the earth. He was nodest in his glory, but his reputation only
i ncreased.

So much honor necessarily created for him many envi ous enemies. O
course they existed, and as his theories, supported by certain
facts, contradicted the system of science upon the question of centra
heat, he maintained his own views both with pen and speech agai nst the
| earned of every country. Although | still believe in the theory of
central heat, | confess that certain circunstances, hitherto very
ill defined, may nodify the | aws of such natural phenonena.

At the nonment when these questions were being discussed with
interest, my uncle received a rude shock-one that he felt very nuch.
Hans, despite everything he could say to the contrary, quitted
Hanburg; the nan to whom we owed so nuch would not allow us to pay our
deep debt of gratitude. He was taken with nostalgia; a love for his
I cel andi ¢ hone.

"Farval ," said he, one day, and with this one short word of adieu
he started for Reykjavik, which he soon reached in safety.

We were deeply attached to our brave eider-duck hunter. His



absence will never cause himto be forgotten by those whose lives he
saved, and | hope, at sone not distant day, to see him again.

To conclude, | rmay say that our journey into the interior of the
earth created an enornous sensation throughout the civilized world. It
was translated and printed in many | anguages. Al the |eading journals
publ i shed extracts fromit, which were comentated, discussed,
attacked, and supported with equal aninmation by those who believed
in its episodes, and by those who were utterly incredul ous.

Wonderful! My uncle enjoyed during his lifetine all the glory he
deserved; and he was even offered a |arge sum of noney, by M. Barnum
to exhibit hinmself in the United States; while | amcredibly
informed by a traveler that he is to be seen in waxwork at Madane
Tussaud' s!

But one care preyed upon his mnd, a care which rendered himvery
unhappy. One fact renmi ned inexplicable- that of the conpass. For a
| earned man to be baffled by such an inexplicabl e phenonmenon was
very aggravating. But Heaven was nerciful, and in the end ny uncle was
happy.

One day, while he put some minerals belonging to his collection in
order, | fell upon the fambus conpass and exam ned it keenly.

For six nonths it had |ain unnoticed and untouched.

| looked at it with curiosity, which soon becanme surprise. | gave
a loud cry. The Professor, who was at hand, soon joined ne.

"What is the natter?" he cried.

"The compass!

"What then?"

"Way its needle points to the south and not to the north."

"My dear boy, you nust be dreaning."

"I am not dream ng. See- the poles are changed."”

" Changed! "

My uncle put on his spectacles, exanined the instrunment, and
| eaped with joy, shaking the whol e house.

A clear light fell upon our ninds.



"Here it is!" he cried, as soon as he had recovered the use of his
speech, "after we had once passed Cape Saknussemm the needl e of
this conpass pointed to the southward instead of the northward."

"Evidently."

"Qur error is now easily explained. But to what phenonenon do we owe
this alteration in the needl e?"

"Not hi ng nore sinple.’

"Expl ain yourself, ny boy. I amon thorns.”

"During the storm upon the Central Sea, the ball of fire which nade
a magnet of the iron in our raft, turned our compass topsy-turvy."

"Ah!" cried the Professor, with a loud and ringing |augh, "it was
a trick of that inexplicable electricity."

From that hour ny uncle was the happiest of |earned nen, and | the
happi est of ordinary nortals. For my pretty Virland girl, abdicating
her position as ward, took her place in the house in the
Koni gstrasse in the double quality of niece and wi fe.

We need scarcely mention that her uncle was the illustrious
Pr of essor Hardw gg, correspondi ng nenber of all the scientific,
geogr aphi cal, m neral ogi cal, and geol ogi cal societies of the five

parts of the gl obe.

End



