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fortune, and Mr. Fogg was the last person to whom to 
apply for the information. He was not lavish, nor, on the 
contrary, avaricious; for, whenever he knew that money 
was needed for a noble, useful, or benevolent purpose, he 
supplied it quietly and sometimes anonymously. He was, 
in short, the least communicative of men. He talked very 
little, and seemed all the more mysterious for his taciturn 
manner. His daily habits were quite open to observation; 
but whatever he did was so exactly the same thing that he 
had always done before, that the wits of the curious were 
fairly puzzled. 

Had he travelled? It was likely, for no one seemed to 
know the world more familiarly; there was no spot so 
secluded that he did not appear to have an intimate 
acquaintance with it. He often corrected, with a few clear 
words, the thousand conjectures advanced by members of 
the club as to lost and unheard-of travellers, pointing out 
the true probabilities, and seeming as if gifted with a sort 
of second sight, so often did events justify his predictions. 
He must have travelled everywhere, at least in the spirit. 

It was at least certain that Phileas Fogg had not 
absented himself from London for many years. Those who 
were honoured by a better acquaintance with him than 
the rest, declared that nobody could pretend to have ever 
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seen him anywhere else. His sole pastimes were reading 
the papers and playing whist. He often won at this game, 
which, as a silent one, harmonised with his nature; but his 
winnings never went into his purse, being reserved as a 
fund for his charities. Mr. Fogg played, not to win, but for 
the sake of playing. The game was in his eyes a contest, a 
struggle with a difficulty, yet a motionless, unwearying 
struggle, congenial to his tastes. 

Phileas Fogg was not known to have either wife or 
children, which may happen to the most honest people; 
either relatives or near friends, which is certainly more 
unusual. He lived alone in his house in Saville Row, 
whither none penetrated. A single domestic sufficed to 
serve him. He breakfasted and dined at the club, at hours 
mathematically fixed, in the same room, at the same table, 
never taking his meals with other members, much less 
bringing a guest with him; and went home at exactly 
midnight, only to retire at once to bed. He never used the 
cosy chambers which the Reform provides for its favoured 
members. He passed ten hours out of the twenty-four in 
Saville Row, either in sleeping or making his toilet. When 
he chose to take a walk it was with a regular step in the 
entrance hall with its mosaic flooring, or in the circular 
gallery with its dome supported by twenty red porphyry 
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passing his nights in the Haymarket taverns, was too often 
brought home in the morning on policemen’s shoulders. 
Passepartout, desirous of respecting the gentleman whom 
he served, ventured a mild remonstrance on such conduct; 
which, being ill-received, he took his leave. Hearing that 
Mr. Phileas Fogg was looking for a servant, and that his 
life was one of unbroken regularity, that he neither 
travelled nor stayed from home overnight, he felt sure that 
this would be the place he was after. He presented himself, 
and was accepted, as has been seen. 

At half-past eleven, then, Passepartout found himself 
alone in the house in Saville Row. He begun its 
inspection without delay, scouring it from cellar to garret. 
So clean, well-arranged, solemn a mansion pleased him ; it 
seemed to him like a snail’s shell, lighted and warmed by 
gas, which sufficed for both these purposes. When 
Passepartout reached the second story he recognised at 
once the room which he was to inhabit, and he was well 
satisfied with it. Electric bells and speaking-tubes afforded 
communication with the lower stories; while on the 
mantel stood an electric clock, precisely like that in Mr. 
Fogg’s bedchamber, both beating the same second at the 
same instant. ‘That’s good, that’ll do,’ said Passepartout to 
himself. 
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He suddenly observed, hung over the clock, a card 
which, upon inspection, proved to be a programme of the 
daily routine of the house. It comprised all that was 
required of the servant, from eight in the morning, exactly 
at which hour Phileas Fogg rose, till half-past eleven, 
when he left the house for the Reform Club—all the 
details of service, the tea and toast at twenty-three minutes 
past eight, the shaving-water at thirty-seven minutes past 
nine, and the toilet at twenty minutes before ten. 
Everything was regulated and foreseen that was to be done 
from half-past eleven a.m. till midnight, the hour at which 
the methodical gentleman retired. 

Mr. Fogg’s wardrobe was amply supplied and in the 
best taste. Each pair of trousers, coat, and vest bore a 
number, indicating the time of year and season at which 
they were in turn to be laid out for wearing; and the same 
system was applied to the master’s shoes. In short, the 
house in Saville Row, which must have been a very 
temple of disorder and unrest under the illustrious but 
dissipated Sheridan, was cosiness, comfort, and method 
idealised. There was no study, nor were there books, 
which would have been quite useless to Mr. Fogg; for at 
the Reform two libraries, one of general literature and the 
other of law and politics, were at his service. A moderate-
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sized safe stood in his bedroom, constructed so as to defy 
fire as well as burglars; but Passepartout found neither arms 
nor hunting weapons anywhere; everything betrayed the 
most tranquil and peaceable habits. 

Having scrutinised the house from top to bottom, he 
rubbed his hands, a broad smile overspread his features, 
and he said joyfully, ‘This is just what I wanted! Ah, we 
shall get on together, Mr. Fogg and I! What a domestic 
and regular gentleman! A real machine; well, I don’t mind 
serving a machine.’ 
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Chapter III 

IN WHICH A 
CONVERSATION TAKES 

PLACE WHICH SEEMS LIKELY 
TO COST PHILEAS FOGG 

DEAR 
Phileas Fogg, having shut the door of his house at half-

past eleven, and having put his right foot before his left 
five hundred and seventy-five times, and his left foot 
before his right five hundred and seventy-six times, 
reached the Reform Club, an imposing edifice in Pall 
Mall, which could not have cost less than three millions. 
He repaired at once to the dining-room, the nine 
windows of which open upon a tasteful garden, where the 
trees were already gilded with an autumn colouring; and 
took his place at the habitual table, the cover of which had 
already been laid for him. His breakfast consisted of a side-
dish, a broiled fish with Reading sauce, a scarlet slice of 
roast beef garnished with mushrooms, a rhubarb and 
gooseberry tart, and a morsel of Cheshire cheese, the 
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observed that the Bank of England reposes a touching 
confidence in the honesty of the public. There are neither 
guards nor gratings to protect its treasures; gold, silver, 
banknotes are freely exposed, at the mercy of the first 
comer. A keen observer of English customs relates that, 
being in one of the rooms of the Bank one day, he had 
the curiosity to examine a gold ingot weighing some seven 
or eight pounds. He took it up, scrutinised it, passed it to 
his neighbour, he to the next man, and so on until the 
ingot, going from hand to hand, was transferred to the end 
of a dark entry; nor did it return to its place for half an 
hour. Meanwhile, the cashier had not so much as raised 
his head. But in the present instance things had not gone 
so smoothly. The package of notes not being found when 
five o’clock sounded from the ponderous clock in the 
‘drawing office,’ the amount was passed to the account of 
profit and loss. As soon as the robbery was discovered, 
picked detectives hastened off to Liverpool, Glasgow, 
Havre, Suez, Brindisi, New York, and other ports, 
inspired by the proffered reward of two thousand pounds, 
and five per cent. on the sum that might be recovered. 
Detectives were also charged with narrowly watching 
those who arrived at or left London by rail, and a judicial 
examination was at once entered upon. 
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There were real grounds for supposing, as the Daily 
Telegraph said, that the thief did not belong to a 
professional band. On the day of the robbery a well-
dressed gentleman of polished manners, and with a well-
to-do air, had been observed going to and fro in the 
paying room where the crime was committed. A 
description of him was easily procured and sent to the 
detectives; and some hopeful spirits, of whom Ralph was 
one, did not despair of his apprehension. The papers and 
clubs were full of the affair, and everywhere people were 
discussing the probabilities of a successful pursuit; and the 
Reform Club was especially agitated, several of its 
members being Bank officials. 

Ralph would not concede that the work of the 
detectives was likely to be in vain, for he thought that the 
prize offered would greatly stimulate their zeal and 
activity. But Stuart was far from sharing this confidence; 
and, as they placed themselves at the whist-table, they 
continued to argue the matter. Stuart and Flanagan played 
together, while Phileas Fogg had Fallentin for his partner. 
As the game proceeded the conversation ceased, excepting 
between the rubbers, when it revived again. 

‘I maintain,’ said Stuart, ‘that the chances are in favour 
of the thief, who must be a shrewd fellow.’ 
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‘A true Englishman doesn’t joke when he is talking 
about so serious a thing as a wager,’ replied Phileas Fogg, 
solemnly. ‘I will bet twenty thousand pounds against 
anyone who wishes that I will make the tour of the world 
in eighty days or less; in nineteen hundred and twenty 
hours, or a hundred and fifteen thousand two hundred 
minutes. Do you accept?’ 

‘We accept,’ replied Messrs. Stuart, Fallentin, Sullivan, 
Flanagan, and Ralph, after consulting each other. 

‘Good,’ said Mr. Fogg. ‘The train leaves for Dover at a 
quarter before nine. I will take it.’ 

‘This very evening?’ asked Stuart. 
‘This very evening,’ returned Phileas Fogg. He took 

out and consulted a pocket almanac, and added, ‘As today 
is Wednesday, the 2nd of October, I shall be due in 
London in this very room of the Reform Club, on 
Saturday, the 21st of December, at a quarter before nine 
p.m.; or else the twenty thousand pounds, now deposited 
in my name at Baring’s, will belong to you, in fact and in 
right, gentlemen. Here is a cheque for the amount.’ 

A memorandum of the wager was at once drawn up 
and signed by the six parties, during which Phileas Fogg 
preserved a stoical composure. He certainly did not bet to 
win, and had only staked the twenty thousand pounds, 
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issued, and made their appearance on ‘Change; ‘Phileas 
Fogg bonds’ were offered at par or at a premium, and a 
great business was done in them. But five days after the 
article in the bulletin of the Geographical Society 
appeared, the demand began to subside: ‘Phileas Fogg’ 
declined. They were offered by packages, at first of five, 
then of ten, until at last nobody would take less than 
twenty, fifty, a hundred! 

Lord Albemarle, an elderly paralytic gentleman, was 
now the only advocate of Phileas Fogg left. This noble 
lord, who was fastened to his chair, would have given his 
fortune to be able to make the tour of the world, if it took 
ten years; and he bet five thousand pounds on Phileas 
Fogg. When the folly as well as the uselessness of the 
adventure was pointed out to him, he contented himself 
with replying, ‘If the thing is feasible, the first to do it 
ought to be an Englishman.’ 

The Fogg party dwindled more and more, everybody 
was going against him, and the bets stood a hundred and 
fifty and two hundred to one; and a week after his 
departure an incident occurred which deprived him of 
backers at any price. 
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‘To have his passport visaed?’ 
‘Yes. Passports are only good for annoying honest folks, 

and aiding in the flight of rogues. I assure you it will be 
quite the thing for him to do; but I hope you will not visa 
the passport.’ 

‘Why not? If the passport is genuine I have no right to 
refuse.’ 

‘Still, I must keep this man here until I can get a 
warrant to arrest him from London.’ 

‘Ah, that’s your look-out. But I cannot—‘ 
The consul did not finish his sentence, for as he spoke a 

knock was heard at the door, and two strangers entered, 
one of whom was the servant whom Fix had met on the 
quay. The other, who was his master, held out his passport 
with the request that the consul would do him the favour 
to visa it. The consul took the document and carefully 
read it, whilst Fix observed, or rather devoured, the 
stranger with his eyes from a corner of the room. 

‘You are Mr. Phileas Fogg?’ said the consul, after 
reading the passport. 

‘I am.’ 
‘And this man is your servant?’ 
‘He is: a Frenchman, named Passepartout.’ 
‘You are from London?’ 
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As for Passepartout, he, too, had escaped sea-sickness, 
and took his meals conscientiously in the forward cabin. 
He rather enjoyed the voyage, for he was well fed and 
well lodged, took a great interest in the scenes through 
which they were passing, and consoled himself with the 
delusion that his master’s whim would end at Bombay. He 
was pleased, on the day after leaving Suez, to find on deck 
the obliging person with whom he had walked and 
chatted on the quays. 

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

‘Ah! I quite recognise you. You are the servant of the 
strange Englishman—‘ 

‘Just so, monsieur—‘ 
‘Fix.’ 
‘Monsieur Fix,’ resumed Passepartout, ‘I’m charmed to 

find you on board. Where are you bound?’ 
‘Like you, to Bombay.’ 
‘That’s capital! Have you made this trip before?’ 
‘Several times. I am one of the agents of the Peninsular 

Company.’ 
‘Then you know India?’ 
‘Why yes,’ replied Fix, who spoke cautiously. 
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was being accomplished most successfully, and 
Passepartout was enchanted with the congenial companion 
which chance had secured him in the person of the 
delightful Fix. On Sunday, October 20th, towards noon, 
they came in sight of the Indian coast: two hours later the 
pilot came on board. A range of hills lay against the sky in 
the horizon, and soon the rows of palms which adorn 
Bombay came distinctly into view. The steamer entered 
the road formed by the islands in the bay, and at half-past 
four she hauled up at the quays of Bombay. 

Phileas Fogg was in the act of finishing the thirty-third 
rubber of the voyage, and his partner and himself having, 
by a bold stroke, captured all thirteen of the tricks, 
concluded this fine campaign with a brilliant victory. 

The Mongolia was due at Bombay on the 22nd; she 
arrived on the 20th. This was a gain to Phileas Fogg of 
two days since his departure from London, and he calmly 
entered the fact in the itinerary, in the column of gains. 
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Chapter X 

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

SHOES 
Everybody knows that the great reversed triangle of 

land, with its base in the north and its apex in the south, 
which is called India, embraces fourteen hundred thousand 
square miles, upon which is spread unequally a population 
of one hundred and eighty millions of souls. The British 
Crown exercises a real and despotic dominion over the 
larger portion of this vast country, and has a governor-
general stationed at Calcutta, governors at Madras, 
Bombay, and in Bengal, and a lieutenant-governor at 
Agra. 

But British India, properly so called, only embraces 
seven hundred thousand square miles, and a population of 
from one hundred to one hundred and ten millions of 
inhabitants. A considerable portion of India is still free 
from British authority; and there are certain ferocious 
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rajahs in the interior who are absolutely independent. The 
celebrated East India Company was all-powerful from 
1756, when the English first gained a foothold on the spot 
where now stands the city of Madras, down to the time of 
the great Sepoy insurrection. It gradually annexed 
province after province, purchasing them of the native 
chiefs, whom it seldom paid, and appointed the governor-
general and his subordinates, civil and military. But the 
East India Company has now passed away, leaving the 
British possessions in India directly under the control of 
the Crown. The aspect of the country, as well as the 
manners and distinctions of race, is daily changing. 

Formerly one was obliged to travel in India by the old 
cumbrous methods of going on foot or on horseback, in 
palanquins or unwieldly coaches; now fast steamboats ply 
on the Indus and the Ganges, and a great railway, with 
branch lines joining the main line at many points on its 
route, traverses the peninsula from Bombay to Calcutta in 
three days. This railway does not run in a direct line across 
India. The distance between Bombay and Calcutta, as the 
bird flies, is only from one thousand to eleven hundred 
miles; but the deflections of the road increase this distance 
by more than a third. 
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irresistible desire to see its interior. He was quite ignorant 
that it is forbidden to Christians to enter certain Indian 
temples, and that even the faithful must not go in without 
first leaving their shoes outside the door. It may be said 
here that the wise policy of the British Government 
severely punishes a disregard of the practices of the native 
religions. 

Passepartout, however, thinking no harm, went in like 
a simple tourist, and was soon lost in admiration of the 
splendid Brahmin ornamentation which everywhere met 
his eyes, when of a sudden he found himself sprawling on 
the sacred flagging. He looked up to behold three enraged 
priests, who forthwith fell upon him; tore off his shoes, 
and began to beat him with loud, savage exclamations. 
The agile Frenchman was soon upon his feet again, and 
lost no time in knocking down two of his long-gowned 
adversaries with his fists and a vigorous application of his 
toes; then, rushing out of the pagoda as fast as his legs 
could carry him, he soon escaped the third priest by 
mingling with the crowd in the streets. 

At five minutes before eight, Passepartout, hatless, 
shoeless, and having in the squabble lost his package of 
shirts and shoes, rushed breathlessly into the station. 
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‘No doubt,’ replied the conductor; ‘but the passengers 
know that they must provide means of transportation for 
themselves from Kholby to Allahabad.’ 

Sir Francis was furious. Passepartout would willingly 
have knocked the conductor down, and did not dare to 
look at his master. 

‘Sir Francis,’ said Mr. Fogg quietly, ‘we will, if you 
please, look about for some means of conveyance to 
Allahabad.’ 

‘Mr. Fogg, this is a delay greatly to your disadvantage.’ 
‘No, Sir Francis; it was foreseen.’ 
‘What! You knew that the way—‘ 
‘Not at all; but I knew that some obstacle or other 

would sooner or later arise on my route. Nothing, 
therefore, is lost. I have two days, which I have already 
gained, to sacrifice. A steamer leaves Calcutta for Hong 
Kong at noon, on the 25th. This is the 22nd, and we shall 
reach Calcutta in time.’ 

There was nothing to say to so confident a response. 
It was but too true that the railway came to a 

termination at this point. The papers were like some 
watches, which have a way of getting too fast, and had 
been premature in their announcement of the completion 
of the line. The greater part of the travellers were aware of 
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Mr. Fogg would only lose a part of the forty-eight hours 
saved since the beginning of the tour. Kiouni, resuming 
his rapid gait, soon descended the lower spurs of the 
Vindhias, and towards noon they passed by the village of 
Kallenger, on the Cani, one of the branches of the 
Ganges. The guide avoided inhabited places, thinking it 
safer to keep the open country, which lies along the first 
depressions of the basin of the great river. Allahabad was 
now only twelve miles to the north-east. They stopped 
under a clump of bananas, the fruit of which, as healthy as 
bread and as succulent as cream, was amply partaken of 
and appreciated. 

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

It was then four o’clock. 
‘What’s the matter?’ asked Sir Francis, putting out his 

head. 
‘I don’t know, officer,’ replied the Parsee, listening 

attentively to a confused murmur which came through the 
thick branches. 
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Phileas Fogg had heard what Sir Francis said, and, as 
soon as the procession had disappeared, asked: ‘What is a 
suttee?’ 

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

‘Oh, the scoundrels!’ cried Passepartout, who could not 
repress his indignation. 

‘And the corpse?’ asked Mr. Fogg. 
‘Is that of the prince, her husband,’ said the guide; ‘an 

independent rajah of Bundelcund.’ 
‘Is it possible,’ resumed Phileas Fogg, his voice 

betraying not the least emotion, ‘that these barbarous 
customs still exist in India, and that the English have been 
unable to put a stop to them?’ 

‘These sacrifices do not occur in the larger portion of 
India,’ replied Sir Francis; ‘but we have no power over 
these savage territories, and especially here in Bundelcund. 
The whole district north of the Vindhias is the theatre of 
incessant murders and pillage.’ 

‘The poor wretch!’ exclaimed Passepartout, ‘to be 
burned alive!’ 

‘Yes,’ returned Sir Francis, ‘burned alive. And, if she 
were not, you cannot conceive what treatment she would 
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‘To the pagoda of Pillaji, two miles from here; she will 
pass the night there.’ 

‘And the sacrifice will take place—‘ 
‘To-morrow, at the first light of dawn.’ 
The guide now led the elephant out of the thicket, and 

leaped upon his neck. Just at the moment that he was 
about to urge Kiouni forward with a peculiar whistle, Mr. 
Fogg stopped him, and, turning to Sir Francis Cromarty, 
said, ‘Suppose we save this woman.’ 

‘Save the woman, Mr. Fogg!’ 
‘I have yet twelve hours to spare; I can devote them to 

that.’ 
‘Why, you are a man of heart!’ 
‘Sometimes,’ replied Phileas Fogg, quietly; ‘when I 

have the time.’ 
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Chapter XIII 

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT 
RECEIVES A NEW PROOF 
THAT FORTUNE FAVORS 

THE BRAVE 
The project was a bold one, full of difficulty, perhaps 

impracticable. Mr. Fogg was going to risk life, or at least 
liberty, and therefore the success of his tour. But he did 
not hesitate, and he found in Sir Francis Cromarty an 
enthusiastic ally. 

As for Passepartout, he was ready for anything that 
might be proposed. His master’s idea charmed him; he 
perceived a heart, a soul, under that icy exterior. He began 
to love Phileas Fogg. 

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

Sir Francis frankly put the question to him. 
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wealth of its treasures; and beneath the silken folds of her 
tunic she seems to have been modelled in pure silver by 
the godlike hand of Vicvarcarma, the immortal sculptor.’ 

It is enough to say, without applying this poetical 
rhapsody to Aouda, that she was a charming woman, in all 
the European acceptation of the phrase. She spoke English 
with great purity, and the guide had not exaggerated in 
saying that the young Parsee had been transformed by her 
bringing up. 

The train was about to start from Allahabad, and Mr. 
Fogg proceeded to pay the guide the price agreed upon 
for his service, and not a farthing more; which astonished 
Passepartout, who remembered all that his master owed to 
the guide’s devotion. He had, indeed, risked his life in the 
adventure at Pillaji, and, if he should be caught afterwards 
by the Indians, he would with difficulty escape their 
vengeance. Kiouni, also, must be disposed of. What 
should be done with the elephant, which had been so 
dearly purchased? Phileas Fogg had already determined this 
question. 

‘Parsee,’ said he to the guide, ‘you have been 
serviceable and devoted. I have paid for your service, but 
not for your devotion. Would you like to have this 
elephant? He is yours.’ 
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Chapter XV 

IN WHICH THE BAG OF 
BANKNOTES DISGORGES 
SOME THOUSANDS OF 

POUNDS MORE 
The train entered the station, and Passepartout jumping 

out first, was followed by Mr. Fogg, who assisted his fair 
companion to descend. Phileas Fogg intended to proceed 
at once to the Hong Kong steamer, in order to get Aouda 
comfortably settled for the voyage. He was unwilling to 
leave her while they were still on dangerous ground. 

Just as he was leaving the station a policeman came up 
to him, and said, ‘Mr. Phileas Fogg?’ 

‘I am he.’ 
‘Is this man your servant?’ added the policeman, 

pointing to Passepartout. 
‘Yes.’ 
‘Be so good, both of you, as to follow me.’ 
Mr. Fogg betrayed no surprise whatever. The 

policeman was a representative of the law, and law is 
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sacred to an Englishman. Passepartout tried to reason 
about the matter, but the policeman tapped him with his 
stick, and Mr. Fogg made him a signal to obey. 

‘May this young lady go with us?’ asked he. 
‘She may,’ replied the policeman. 
Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and Passepartout were conducted to 

a palkigahri, a sort of four-wheeled carriage, drawn by two 
horses, in which they took their places and were driven 
away. No one spoke during the twenty minutes which 
elapsed before they reached their destination. They first 
passed through the ‘black town,’ with its narrow streets, its 
miserable, dirty huts, and squalid population; then through 
the ‘European town,’ which presented a relief in its bright 
brick mansions, shaded by coconut-trees and bristling with 
masts, where, although it was early morning, elegantly 
dressed horsemen and handsome equipages were passing 
back and forth. 

The carriage stopped before a modest-looking house, 
which, however, did not have the appearance of a private 
mansion. The policeman having requested his prisoners for 
so, truly, they might be called-to descend, conducted 
them into a room with barred windows, and said: ‘You 
will appear before Judge Obadiah at half-past eight.’ 

He then retired, and closed the door. 
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‘Why, we are prisoners!’ exclaimed Passepartout, falling 
into a chair. 

Aouda, with an emotion she tried to conceal, said to 
Mr. Fogg: ‘Sir, you must leave me to my fate! It is on my 
account that you receive this treatment, it is for having 
saved me!’ 

Phileas Fogg contented himself with saying that it was 
impossible. It was quite unlikely that he should be arrested 
for preventing a suttee. The complainants would not dare 
present themselves with such a charge. There was some 
mistake. Moreover, he would not, in any event, abandon 
Aouda, but would escort her to Hong Kong. 

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

‘We shall be on board by noon,’ replied his master, 
placidly. 

It was said so positively that Passepartout could not 
help muttering to himself, ‘Parbleu that’s certain! Before 
noon we shall be on board.’ But he was by no means 
reassured. 

At half-past eight the door opened, the policeman 
appeared, and, requesting them to follow him, led the way 
to an adjoining hall. It was evidently a court-room, and a 
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Mr. Fogg, offering his arm to Aouda, then departed, 
followed by the crestfallen Passepartout. Fix still nourished 
hopes that the robber would not, after all, leave the two 
thousand pounds behind him, but would decide to serve 
out his week in jail, and issued forth on Mr. Fogg’s traces. 
That gentleman took a carriage, and the party were soon 
landed on one of the quays. 

The Rangoon was moored half a mile off in the 
harbour, its signal of departure hoisted at the mast-head. 
Eleven o’clock was striking; Mr. Fogg was an hour in 
advance of time. Fix saw them leave the carriage and push 
off in a boat for the steamer, and stamped his feet with 
disappointment. 

‘The rascal is off, after all!’ he exclaimed. ‘Two 
thousand pounds sacrificed! He’s as prodigal as a thief! I’ll 
follow him to the end of the world if necessary; but, at the 
rate he is going on, the stolen money will soon be 
exhausted.’ 

The detective was not far wrong in making this 
conjecture. Since leaving London, what with travelling 
expenses, bribes, the purchase of the elephant, bails, and 
fines, Mr. Fogg had already spent more than five thousand 
pounds on the way, and the percentage of the sum 
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recovered from the bank robber promised to the 
detectives, was rapidly diminishing. 
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Rangoon rapidly approached the Straits of Malacca, which 
gave access to the China seas. 

What was detective Fix, so unluckily drawn on from 
country to country, doing all this while? He had managed 
to embark on the Rangoon at Calcutta without being seen 
by Passepartout, after leaving orders that, if the warrant 
should arrive, it should be forwarded to him at Hong 
Kong; and he hoped to conceal his presence to the end of 
the voyage. It would have been difficult to explain why he 
was on board without awakening Passepartout’s suspicions, 
who thought him still at Bombay. But necessity impelled 
him, nevertheless, to renew his acquaintance with the 
worthy servant, as will be seen. 

All the detective’s hopes and wishes were now centred 
on Hong Kong; for the steamer’s stay at Singapore would 
be too brief to enable him to take any steps there. The 
arrest must be made at Hong Kong, or the robber would 
probably escape him for ever. Hong Kong was the last 
English ground on which he would set foot; beyond, 
China, Japan, America offered to Fogg an almost certain 
refuge. If the warrant should at last make its appearance at 
Hong Kong, Fix could arrest him and give him into the 
hands of the local police, and there would be no further 
trouble. But beyond Hong Kong, a simple warrant would 
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be of no avail; an extradition warrant would be necessary, 
and that would result in delays and obstacles, of which the 
rascal would take advantage to elude justice. 

Fix thought over these probabilities during the long 
hours which he spent in his cabin, and kept repeating to 
himself, ‘Now, either the warrant will be at Hong Kong, 
in which case I shall arrest my man, or it will not be there; 
and this time it is absolutely necessary that I should delay 
his departure. I have failed at Bombay, and I have failed at 
Calcutta; if I fail at Hong Kong, my reputation is lost: 
Cost what it may, I must succeed! But how shall I prevent 
his departure, if that should turn out to be my last 
resource?’ 

Fix made up his mind that, if worst came to worst, he 
would make a confidant of Passepartout, and tell him what 
kind of a fellow his master really was. That Passepartout 
was not Fogg’s accomplice, he was very certain. The 
servant, enlightened by his disclosure, and afraid of being 
himself implicated in the crime, would doubtless become 
an ally of the detective. But this method was a dangerous 
one, only to be employed when everything else had failed. 
A word from Passepartout to his master would ruin all. 
The detective was therefore in a sore strait. But suddenly a 
new idea struck him. The presence of Aouda on the 
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thought of the gas, which was remorselessly burning at his 
expense in Saville Row, had something to do with his hot 
impatience. 

‘You are in a great hurry, then,’ said Fix to him one 
day, ‘to reach Hong Kong?’ 

‘A very great hurry!’ 
‘Mr. Fogg, I suppose, is anxious to catch the steamer 

for Yokohama?’ 
‘Terribly anxious.’ 
‘You believe in this journey around the world, then?’ 
‘Absolutely. Don’t you, Mr. Fix?’ 
‘I? I don’t believe a word of it.’ 
‘You’re a sly dog!’ said Passepartout, winking at him. 
This expression rather disturbed Fix, without his 

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

Passepartout went still further the next day; he could 
not hold his tongue. 

‘Mr. Fix,’ said he, in a bantering tone, ‘shall we be so 
unfortunate as to lose you when we get to Hong Kong?’ 
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storm exasperated him, the gale made him furious, and he 
longed to lash the obstinate sea into obedience. Poor 
fellow! Fix carefully concealed from him his own 
satisfaction, for, had he betrayed it, Passepartout could 
scarcely have restrained himself from personal violence. 

Passepartout remained on deck as long as the tempest 
lasted, being unable to remain quiet below, and taking it 
into his head to aid the progress of the ship by lending a 
hand with the crew. He overwhelmed the captain, 
officers, and sailors, who could not help laughing at his 
impatience, with all sorts of questions. He wanted to 
know exactly how long the storm was going to last; 
whereupon he was referred to the barometer, which 
seemed to have no intention of rising. Passepartout shook 
it, but with no perceptible effect; for neither shaking nor 
maledictions could prevail upon it to change its mind. 

On the 4th, however, the sea became more calm, and 
the storm lessened its violence; the wind veered 
southward, and was once more favourable. Passepartout 
cleared up with the weather. Some of the sails were 
unfurled, and the Rangoon resumed its most rapid speed. 
The time lost could not, however, be regained. Land was 
not signalled until five o’clock on the morning of the 6th; 
the steamer was due on the 5th. Phileas Fogg was twenty-
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four hours behind-hand, and the Yokohama steamer 
would, of course, be missed. 

The pilot went on board at six, and took his place on 
the bridge, to guide the Rangoon through the channels to 
the port of Hong Kong. Passepartout longed to ask him if 
the steamer had left for Yokohama; but he dared not, for 
he wished to preserve the spark of hope, which still 
remained till the last moment. He had confided his anxiety 
to Fix who—the sly rascal!—tried to console him by 
saying that Mr. Fogg would be in time if he took the next 
boat; but this only put Passepartout in a passion. 

Mr. Fogg, bolder than his servant, did not hesitate to 
approach the pilot, and tranquilly ask him if he knew 
when a steamer would leave Hong Kong for Yokohama. 

‘At high tide to-morrow morning,’ answered the pilot. 
‘Ah!’ said Mr. Fogg, without betraying any 

astonishment. 
Passepartout, who heard what passed, would willingly 

have embraced the pilot, while Fix would have been glad 
to twist his neck. 

‘What is the steamer’s name?’ asked Mr. Fogg. 
‘The Carnatic.’ 
‘Ought she not to have gone yesterday?’ 
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‘Yes, sir; but they had to repair one of her boilers, and 
so her departure was postponed till to-morrow.’ 

‘Thank you,’ returned Mr. Fogg, descending 
mathematically to the saloon. 

Passepartout clasped the pilot’s hand and shook it 
heartily in his delight, exclaiming, ‘Pilot, you are the best 
of good fellows!’ 

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

At one o’clock the Rangoon was at the quay, and the 
passengers were going ashore. 

Chance had strangely favoured Phileas Fogg, for had 
not the Carnatic been forced to lie over for repairing her 
boilers, she would have left on the 6th of November, and 
the passengers for Japan would have been obliged to await 
for a week the sailing of the next steamer. Mr. Fogg was, 
it is true, twenty-four hours behind his time; but this 
could not seriously imperil the remainder of his tour. 

The steamer which crossed the Pacific from Yokohama 
to San Francisco made a direct connection with that from 
Hong Kong, and it could not sail until the latter reached 
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Chapter XX 

IN WHICH FIX COMES FACE 
TO FACE WITH PHILEAS 

FOGG 
While these events were passing at the opium-house, 

Mr. Fogg, unconscious of the danger he was in of losing 
the steamer, was quietly escorting Aouda about the streets 
of the English quarter, making the necessary purchases for 
the long voyage before them. It was all very well for an 
Englishman like Mr. Fogg to make the tour of the world 
with a carpet-bag; a lady could not be expected to travel 
comfortably under such conditions. He acquitted his task 
with characteristic serenity, and invariably replied to the 
remonstrances of his fair companion, who was confused by 
his patience and generosity: 

‘It is in the interest of my journey—a part of my 
programme.’ 

The purchases made, they returned to the hotel, where 
they dined at a sumptuously served table-d’hote; after 
which Aouda, shaking hands with her protector after the 
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At this moment a man who had been observing him 
attentively approached. It was Fix, who, bowing, 
addressed Mr. Fogg: ‘Were you not, like me, sir, a 
passenger by the Rangoon, which arrived yesterday?’ 

‘I was, sir,’ replied Mr. Fogg coldly. ‘But I have not the 
honour—‘ 

‘Pardon me; I thought I should find your servant here.’ 
‘Do you know where he is, sir?’ asked Aouda 

anxiously. 
‘What!’ responded Fix, feigning surprise. ‘Is he not 

with you?’ 
‘No,’ said Aouda. ‘He has not made his appearance 

since yesterday. Could he have gone on board the 
Carnatic without us?’ 

‘Without you, madam?’ answered the detective. 
‘Excuse me, did you intend to sail in the Carnatic?’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 
‘So did I, madam, and I am excessively disappointed. 

The Carnatic, its repairs being completed, left Hong Kong 
twelve hours before the stated time, without any notice 
being given; and we must now wait a week for another 
steamer.’ 

As he said ‘a week’ Fix felt his heart leap for joy. Fogg 
detained at Hong Kong for a week! There would be time 
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for the warrant to arrive, and fortune at last favoured the 
representative of the law. His horror may be imagined 
when he heard Mr. Fogg say, in his placid voice, ‘But 
there are other vessels besides the Carnatic, it seems to me, 
in the harbour of Hong Kong.’ 

And, offering his arm to Aouda, he directed his steps 
toward the docks in search of some craft about to start. 
Fix, stupefied, followed; it seemed as if he were attached 
to Mr. Fogg by an invisible thread. Chance, however, 
appeared really to have abandoned the man it had hitherto 
served so well. For three hours Phileas Fogg wandered 
about the docks, with the determination, if necessary, to 
charter a vessel to carry him to Yokohama; but he could 
only find vessels which were loading or unloading, and 
which could not therefore set sail. Fix began to hope 
again. 

But Mr. Fogg, far from being discouraged, was 
continuing his search, resolved not to stop if he had to 
resort to Macao, when he was accosted by a sailor on one 
of the wharves. 

‘Is your honour looking for a boat?’ 
‘Have you a boat ready to sail?’ 
‘Yes, your honour; a pilot-boat—No. 43—the best in 

the harbour.’ 
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Chapter XXII 

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT 
FINDS OUT THAT, EVEN AT 

THE ANTIPODES, IT IS 
CONVENIENT TO HAVE 
SOME MONEY IN ONE’S 

POCKET 
The Carnatic, setting sail from Hong Kong at half-past 

six on the 7th of November, directed her course at full 
steam towards Japan. She carried a large cargo and a well-
filled cabin of passengers. Two state-rooms in the rear 
were, however, unoccupied—those which had been 
engaged by Phileas Fogg. 

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

It was Passepartout; and what had happened to him was 
as follows: Shortly after Fix left the opium den, two 
waiters had lifted the unconscious Passepartout, and had 
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PROPRIETOR, 
LAST REPRESENTATIONS, 

PRIOR TO THEIR DEPARTURE TO THE UNITED 
STATES, 
OF THE 

LONG NOSES! LONG NOSES! 
UNDER THE DIRECT PATRONAGE OF THE GOD 

TINGOU! 
GREAT ATTRACTION! 

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

He followed the clown, and soon found himself once 
more in the Japanese quarter. A quarter of an hour later he 
stopped before a large cabin, adorned with several clusters 
of streamers, the exterior walls of which were designed to 
represent, in violent colours and without perspective, a 
company of jugglers. 

This was the Honourable William Batulcar’s 
establishment. That gentleman was a sort of Barnum, the 
director of a troupe of mountebanks, jugglers, clowns, 
acrobats, equilibrists, and gymnasts, who, according to the 
placard, was giving his last performances before leaving the 
Empire of the Sun for the States of the Union. 

Passepartout entered and asked for Mr. Batulcar, who 
straightway appeared in person. 
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There was a full complement of passengers on board, 
among them English, many Americans, a large number of 
coolies on their way to California, and several East Indian 
officers, who were spending their vacation in making the 
tour of the world. Nothing of moment happened on the 
voyage; the steamer, sustained on its large paddles, rolled 
but little, and the Pacific almost justified its name. Mr. 
Fogg was as calm and taciturn as ever. His young 
companion felt herself more and more attached to him by 
other ties than gratitude; his silent but generous nature 
impressed her more than she thought; and it was almost 
unconsciously that she yielded to emotions which did not 
seem to have the least effect upon her protector. Aouda 
took the keenest interest in his plans, and became 
impatient at any incident which seemed likely to retard his 
journey. 

She often chatted with Passepartout, who did not fail to 
perceive the state of the lady’s heart; and, being the most 
faithful of domestics, he never exhausted his eulogies of 
Phileas Fogg’s honesty, generosity, and devotion. He took 
pains to calm Aouda’s doubts of a successful termination of 
the journey, telling her that the most difficult part of it had 
passed, that now they were beyond the fantastic countries 
of Japan and China, and were fairly on their way to 
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civilised places again. A railway train from San Francisco 
to New York, and a transatlantic steamer from New York 
to Liverpool, would doubtless bring them to the end of 
this impossible journey round the world within the period 
agreed upon. 

On the ninth day after leaving Yokohama, Phileas Fogg 
had traversed exactly one half of the terrestrial globe. The 
General Grant passed, on the 23rd of November, the one 
hundred and eightieth meridian, and was at the very 
antipodes of London. Mr. Fogg had, it is true, exhausted 
fifty-two of the eighty days in which he was to complete 
the tour, and there were only twenty-eight left. But, 
though he was only half-way by the difference of 
meridians, he had really gone over two-thirds of the 
whole journey; for he had been obliged to make long 
circuits from London to Aden, from Aden to Bombay, 
from Calcutta to Singapore, and from Singapore to 
Yokohama. Could he have followed without deviation 
the fiftieth parallel, which is that of London, the whole 
distance would only have been about twelve thousand 
miles; whereas he would be forced, by the irregular 
methods of locomotion, to traverse twenty-six thousand, 
of which he had, on the 23rd of November, accomplished 
seventeen thousand five hundred. And now the course 
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will follow him across the Atlantic. As for the money, 
heaven grant there may be some left! But the fellow has 
already spent in travelling, rewards, trials, bail, elephants, 
and all sorts of charges, more than five thousand pounds. 
Yet, after all, the Bank is rich!’ 

His course decided on, he went on board the General 
Grant, and was there when Mr. Fogg and Aouda arrived. 
To his utter amazement, he recognised Passepartout, 
despite his theatrical disguise. He quickly concealed 
himself in his cabin, to avoid an awkward explanation, and 
hoped—thanks to the number of passengers—to remain 
unperceived by Mr. Fogg’s servant. 

On that very day, however, he met Passepartout face to 
face on the forward deck. The latter, without a word, 
made a rush for him, grasped him by the throat, and, 
much to the amusement of a group of Americans, who 
immediately began to bet on him, administered to the 
detective a perfect volley of blows, which proved the great 
superiority of French over English pugilistic skill. 

When Passepartout had finished, he found himself 
relieved and comforted. Fix got up in a somewhat 
rumpled condition, and, looking at his adversary, coldly 
said, ‘Have you done?’ 

‘For this time—yes.’ 
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The lofty tower of its City Hall overlooked the whole 
panorama of the streets and avenues, which cut each other 
at right-angles, and in the midst of which appeared 
pleasant, verdant squares, while beyond appeared the 
Chinese quarter, seemingly imported from the Celestial 
Empire in a toy-box. Sombreros and red shirts and plumed 
Indians were rarely to be seen; but there were silk hats and 
black coats everywhere worn by a multitude of nervously 
active, gentlemanly-looking men. Some of the streets— 
especially Montgomery Street, which is to San Francisco 
what Regent Street is to London, the Boulevard des 
Italiens to Paris, and Broadway to New York— were lined 
with splendid and spacious stores, which exposed in their 
windows the products of the entire world. 

When Passepartout reached the International Hotel, it 
did not seem to him as if he had left England at all. 

The ground floor of the hotel was occupied by a large 
bar, a sort of restaurant freely open to all passers-by, who 
might partake of dried beef, oyster soup, biscuits, and 
cheese, without taking out their purses. Payment was 
made only for the ale, porter, or sherry which was drunk. 
This seemed ‘very American’ to Passepartout. The hotel 
refreshment-rooms were comfortable, and Mr. Fogg and 

Preview from Notesale.co.uk

Page 221 of 339



Around the World in 80 Days  

230 of 339 

Chapter XXVI 

IN WHICH PHILEAS FOGG 
AND PARTY TRAVEL BY THE 

PACIFIC RAILROAD 
‘From ocean to ocean’—so say the Americans; and 

these four words compose the general designation of the 
‘great trunk line’ which crosses the entire width of the 
United States. The Pacific Railroad is, however, really 
divided into two distinct lines: the Central Pacific, 
between San Francisco and Ogden, and the Union Pacific, 
between Ogden and Omaha. Five main lines connect 
Omaha with New York. 

New York and San Francisco are thus united by an 
uninterrupted metal ribbon, which measures no less than 
three thousand seven hundred and eighty-six miles. 
Between Omaha and the Pacific the railway crosses a 
territory which is still infested by Indians and wild beasts, 
and a large tract which the Mormons, after they were 
driven from Illinois in 1845, began to colonise. 
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train did not proceed rapidly; counting the stoppages, it 
did not run more than twenty miles an hour, which was a 
sufficient speed, however, to enable it to reach Omaha 
within its designated time. 

There was but little conversation in the car, and soon 
many of the passengers were overcome with sleep. 
Passepartout found himself beside the detective; but he did 
not talk to him. After recent events, their relations with 
each other had grown somewhat cold; there could no 
longer be mutual sympathy or intimacy between them. 
Fix’s manner had not changed; but Passepartout was very 
reserved, and ready to strangle his former friend on the 
slightest provocation. 

Snow began to fall an hour after they started, a fine 
snow, however, which happily could not obstruct the 
train; nothing could be seen from the windows but a vast, 
white sheet, against which the smoke of the locomotive 
had a greyish aspect. 

At eight o’clock a steward entered the car and 
announced that the time for going to bed had arrived; and 
in a few minutes the car was transformed into a dormitory. 
The backs of the seats were thrown back, bedsteads 
carefully packed were rolled out by an ingenious system, 
berths were suddenly improvised, and each traveller had 
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‘And this,’ added Elder William Hitch, ‘this is why the 
jealousy of Congress has been aroused against us! Why 
have the soldiers of the Union invaded the soil of Utah? 
Why has Brigham Young, our chief, been imprisoned, in 
contempt of all justice? Shall we yield to force? Never! 
Driven from Vermont, driven from Illinois, driven from 
Ohio, driven from Missouri, driven from Utah, we shall 
yet find some independent territory on which to plant our 
tents. And you, my brother,’ continued the Elder, fixing 
his angry eyes upon his single auditor, ‘will you not plant 
yours there, too, under the shadow of our flag?’ 

‘No!’ replied Passepartout courageously, in his turn 
retiring from the car, and leaving the Elder to preach to 
vacancy. 

During the lecture the train had been making good 
progress, and towards half-past twelve it reached the 
northwest border of the Great Salt Lake. Thence the 
passengers could observe the vast extent of this interior 
sea, which is also called the Dead Sea, and into which 
flows an American Jordan. It is a picturesque expanse, 
framed in lofty crags in large strata, encrusted with white 
salt— a superb sheet of water, which was formerly of 
larger extent than now, its shores having encroached with 
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Chapter XXVIII 

IN WHICH PASSEPARTOUT 
DOES NOT SUCCEED IN 

MAKING ANYBODY LISTEN 
TO REASON 

The train, on leaving Great Salt Lake at Ogden, passed 
northward for an hour as far as Weber River, having 
completed nearly nine hundred miles from San Francisco. 
From this point it took an easterly direction towards the 
jagged Wahsatch Mountains. It was in the section included 
between this range and the Rocky Mountains that the 
American engineers found the most formidable difficulties 
in laying the road, and that the government granted a 
subsidy of forty-eight thousand dollars per mile, instead of 
sixteen thousand allowed for the work done on the plains. 
But the engineers, instead of violating nature, avoided its 
difficulties by winding around, instead of penetrating the 
rocks. One tunnel only, fourteen thousand feet in length, 
was pierced in order to arrive at the great basin. 
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‘I know it,’ said Passepartout, turning to another 
passenger, ‘but a simple idea—‘ 

‘Ideas are no use,’ returned the American, shrugging his 
shoulders, ‘as the engineer assures us that we can pass.’ 

‘Doubtless,’ urged Passepartout, ‘we can pass, but 
perhaps it would be more prudent—‘ 

‘What! Prudent!’ cried Colonel Proctor, whom this 
word seemed to excite prodigiously. ‘At full speed, don’t 
you see, at full speed!’ 

‘I know—I see,’ repeated Passepartout; ‘but it would 
be, if not more prudent, since that word displeases you, at 
least more natural—‘ 

‘Who! What! What’s the matter with this fellow?’ cried 
several. 

The poor fellow did not know to whom to address 
himself. 

‘Are you afraid?’ asked Colonel Proctor. 
‘I afraid? Very well; I will show these people that a 

Frenchman can be as American as they!’ 
‘All aboard!’ cried the conductor. 
‘Yes, all aboard!’ repeated Passepartout, and 

immediately. ‘But they can’t prevent me from thinking 
that it would be more natural for us to cross the bridge on 
foot, and let the train come after!’ 
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Fort McPherson was left behind at eight in the 
morning, and three hundred and fifty-seven miles had yet 
to be traversed before reaching Omaha. The road followed 
the capricious windings of the southern branch of the 
Platte River, on its left bank. At nine the train stopped at 
the important town of North Platte, built between the 
two arms of the river, which rejoin each other around it 
and form a single artery, a large tributary, whose waters 
empty into the Missouri a little above Omaha. 

The one hundred and first meridian was passed. 
Mr. Fogg and his partners had resumed their game; no 

one—not even the dummy— complained of the length of 
the trip. Fix had begun by winning several guineas, which 
he seemed likely to lose; but he showed himself a not less 
eager whist-player than Mr. Fogg. During the morning, 
chance distinctly favoured that gentleman. Trumps and 
honours were showered upon his hands. 

Once, having resolved on a bold stroke, he was on the 
point of playing a spade, when a voice behind him said, ‘I 
should play a diamond.’ 

Mr. Fogg, Aouda, and Fix raised their heads, and 
beheld Colonel Proctor. 

Stamp Proctor and Phileas Fogg recognised each other 
at once. 
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‘Ah! it’s you, is it, Englishman?’ cried the colonel; ‘it’s 
you who are going to play a spade!’ 

‘And who plays it,’ replied Phileas Fogg coolly, 
throwing down the ten of spades. 

‘Well, it pleases me to have it diamonds,’ replied 
Colonel Proctor, in an insolent tone. 

He made a movement as if to seize the card which had 
just been played, adding, ‘You don’t understand anything 
about whist.’ 

‘Perhaps I do, as well as another,’ said Phileas Fogg, 
rising. 

‘You have only to try, son of John Bull,’ replied the 
colonel. 

Aouda turned pale, and her blood ran cold. She seized 
Mr. Fogg’s arm and gently pulled him back. Passepartout 
was ready to pounce upon the American, who was staring 
insolently at his opponent. But Fix got up, and, going to 
Colonel Proctor said, ‘You forget that it is I with whom 
you have to deal, sir; for it was I whom you not only 
insulted, but struck!’ 

‘Mr. Fix,’ said Mr. Fogg, ‘pardon me, but this affair is 
mine, and mine only. The colonel has again insulted me, 
by insisting that I should not play a spade, and he shall give 
me satisfaction for it.’ 
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‘And when will another train pass here from San 
Francisco?’ 

‘To-morrow evening, madam.’ 
‘To-morrow evening! But then it will be too late! We 

must wait—‘ 
‘It is impossible,’ responded the conductor. ‘If you wish 

to go, please get in.’ 
‘I will not go,’ said Aouda. 
Fix had heard this conversation. A little while before, 

when there was no prospect of proceeding on the journey, 
he had made up his mind to leave Fort Kearney; but now 
that the train was there, ready to start, and he had only to 
take his seat in the car, an irresistible influence held him 
back. The station platform burned his feet, and he could 
not stir. The conflict in his mind again began; anger and 
failure stifled him. He wished to struggle on to the end. 

Meanwhile the passengers and some of the wounded, 
among them Colonel Proctor, whose injuries were 
serious, had taken their places in the train. The buzzing of 
the over-heated boiler was heard, and the steam was 
escaping from the valves. The engineer whistled, the train 
started, and soon disappeared, mingling its white smoke 
with the eddies of the densely falling snow. 

The detective had remained behind. 
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his sails, whilst the sledge, carried forward by the great 
impetus the wind had given it, went on half a mile further 
with its sails unspread. 

It stopped at last, and Mudge, pointing to a mass of 
roofs white with snow, said: ‘We have got there!’ 

Arrived! Arrived at the station which is in daily 
communication, by numerous trains, with the Atlantic 
seaboard! 

Passepartout and Fix jumped off, stretched their 
stiffened limbs, and aided Mr. Fogg and the young woman 
to descend from the sledge. Phileas Fogg generously 
rewarded Mudge, whose hand Passepartout warmly 
grasped, and the party directed their steps to the Omaha 
railway station. 

The Pacific Railroad proper finds its terminus at this 
important Nebraska town. Omaha is connected with 
Chicago by the Chicago and Rock Island Railroad, which 
runs directly east, and passes fifty stations. 

A train was ready to start when Mr. Fogg and his party 
reached the station, and they only had time to get into the 
cars. They had seen nothing of Omaha; but Passepartout 
confessed to himself that this was not to be regretted, as 
they were not travelling to see the sights. 

Preview from Notesale.co.uk

Page 292 of 339



Around the World in 80 Days  

293 of 339 

The train passed rapidly across the State of Iowa, by 
Council Bluffs, Des Moines, and Iowa City. During the 
night it crossed the Mississippi at Davenport, and by Rock 
Island entered Illinois. The next day, which was the 10th, 
at four o’clock in the evening, it reached Chicago, already 
risen from its ruins, and more proudly seated than ever on 
the borders of its beautiful Lake Michigan. 

Nine hundred miles separated Chicago from New 
York; but trains are not wanting at Chicago. Mr. Fogg 
passed at once from one to the other, and the locomotive 
of the Pittsburgh, Fort Wayne, and Chicago Railway left 
at full speed, as if it fully comprehended that that 
gentleman had no time to lose. It traversed Indiana, Ohio, 
Pennsylvania, and New Jersey like a flash, rushing through 
towns with antique names, some of which had streets and 
car-tracks, but as yet no houses. At last the Hudson came 
into view; and, at a quarter-past eleven in the evening of 
the 11th, the train stopped in the station on the right bank 
of the river, before the very pier of the Cunard line. 

The China, for Liverpool, had started three-quarters of 
an hour before! 
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‘The captain?’ asked Mr. Fogg. 
‘I am the captain.’ 
‘I am Phileas Fogg, of London.’ 
‘And I am Andrew Speedy, of Cardiff.’ 
‘You are going to put to sea?’ 
‘In an hour.’ 
‘You are bound for—‘ 
‘Bordeaux.’ 
‘And your cargo?’ 
‘No freight. Going in ballast.’ 
‘Have you any passengers?’ 
‘No passengers. Never have passengers. Too much in 

the way.’ 
‘Is your vessel a swift one?’ 
‘Between eleven and twelve knots. The Henrietta, well 

known.’ 
‘Will you carry me and three other persons to 

Liverpool?’ 
‘To Liverpool? Why not to China?’ 
‘I said Liverpool.’ 
‘No!’ 
‘No?’ 
‘No. I am setting out for Bordeaux, and shall go to 

Bordeaux.’ 
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to the state of the sea, the long waves of which broke 
against the stern. She pitched violently, and this retarded 
her progress. The breeze little by little swelled into a 
tempest, and it was to be feared that the Henrietta might 
not be able to maintain herself upright on the waves. 

Passepartout’s visage darkened with the skies, and for 
two days the poor fellow experienced constant fright. But 
Phileas Fogg was a bold mariner, and knew how to 
maintain headway against the sea; and he kept on his 
course, without even decreasing his steam. The Henrietta, 
when she could not rise upon the waves, crossed them, 
swamping her deck, but passing safely. Sometinies the 
screw rose out of the water, beating its protruding end, 
when a mountain of water raised the stern above the 
waves; but the craft always kept straight ahead. 

The wind, however, did not grow as boisterous as 
might have been feared; it was not one of those tempests 
which burst, and rush on with a speed of ninety miles an 
hour. It continued fresh, but, unhappily, it remained 
obstinately in the south-east, rendering the sails useless. 

The 16th of December was the seventy-fifth day since 
Phileas Fogg’s departure from London, and the Henrietta 
had not yet been seriously delayed. Half of the voyage was 
almost accomplished, and the worst localities had been 
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‘Then you believe that we really are going to 
Liverpool?’ 

‘Of course.’ 
‘Ass!’ replied the detective, shrugging his shoulders and 

turning on his heel. 
Passepartout was on the point of vigorously resenting 

the epithet, the reason of which he could not for the life 
of him comprehend; but he reflected that the unfortunate 
Fix was probably very much disappointed and humiliated 
in his self-esteem, after having so awkwardly followed a 
false scent around the world, and refrained. 

And now what course would Phileas Fogg adopt? It 
was difficult to imagine. Nevertheless he seemed to have 
decided upon one, for that evening he sent for the 
engineer, and said to him, ‘Feed all the fires until the coal 
is exhausted.’ 

A few moments after, the funnel of the Henrietta 
vomited forth torrents of smoke. The vessel continued to 
proceed with all steam on; but on the 18th, the engineer, 
as he had predicted, announced that the coal would give 
out in the course of the day. 

‘Do not let the fires go down,’ replied Mr. Fogg. ‘Keep 
them up to the last. Let the valves be filled.’ 
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‘It is clear,’ replied Gauthier Ralph; ‘and we have 
nothing to do but to present Mr. Fogg’s cheque at Barings 
to-morrow.’ 

At this moment, the hands of the club clock pointed to 
twenty minutes to nine. 

‘Five minutes more,’ said Andrew Stuart. 
The five gentlemen looked at each other. Their anxiety 

was becoming intense; but, not wishing to betray it, they 
readily assented to Mr. Fallentin’s proposal of a rubber. 

‘I wouldn’t give up my four thousand of the bet,’ said 
Andrew Stuart, as he took his seat, ‘for three thousand 
nine hundred and ninety-nine.’ 

The clock indicated eighteen minutes to nine. 
The players took up their cards, but could not keep 

their eyes off the clock. Certainly, however secure they 
felt, minutes had never seemed so long to them! 

‘Seventeen minutes to nine,’ said Thomas Flanagan, as 
he cut the cards which Ralph handed to him. 

Then there was a moment of silence. The great saloon 
was perfectly quiet; but the murmurs of the crowd outside 
were heard, with now and then a shrill cry. The 
pendulum beat the seconds, which each player eagerly 
counted, as he listened, with mathematical regularity. 
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