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In "The Essential Jules Verne: 29 Greatest Sci-Fi & Adventure Books in One Edition," the reader embarks on a captivating journey through the imaginative landscapes crafted by one of the pioneers of science fiction. This comprehensive anthology presents Verne's seminal works, including classics such as "Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea" and "Around the World in Eighty Days." The literary style is emblematic of Verne's meticulous attention to scientific detail interwoven with adventurous narratives, reflecting the zeitgeist of the Industrial Revolution, where technology and exploration were rapidly evolving. Each story not only entertains but also prompts readers to ponder humanity's relationship with science and the unknown. Jules Verne, often hailed as the father of science fiction, was deeply influenced by the scientific advancements of his time and a profound curiosity about the world. Born in 1828 in Nantes, France, Verne's formative years were marked by a fascination with navigation and adventure, which fueled his prolific writing career. His novels often mirror his interests in geography, engineering, and exploration, making him a bridge between literary imagination and scientific possibility. This collection is indispensable for both new readers and seasoned Verne enthusiasts alike. It encapsulates the essence of adventure and speculative inquiry, encouraging readers to reflect on the interplay between discovery and human experience. Delving into this anthology allows one to witness the foundational narratives that continue to inspire contemporary science fiction, making it a must-read for anyone passionate about literature and exploration.
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In "Facing the Flag," Jules Verne crafts a riveting exploration of technological ambition and moral dilemmas against the backdrop of Victorian society's fascination with innovation. The narrative follows the exploits of the nefarious pirate Robur, who seeks to impose his vision of supremacy upon the world through the use of an unprecedented flying machine. Verne employs his characteristic detailed scientific imagination, blending thrilling adventure with philosophical inquiry, which raises questions about the ethics of progress in an increasingly mechanized age. This work exemplifies Verne's fixation on the duality of man's inventiveness and the potential for destruction that it harbors, resonating with the anxieties of his time regarding industrialization and imperialism. Jules Verne, often hailed as the father of science fiction, drew inspiration from his profound fascination with the mechanics of flight and maritime exploration, as well as his experiences growing up in a seafaring family in Nantes, France. His literary career flourished in an age of rapid technological advancement, allowing him to infuse his narratives with significant scientific insights. "Facing the Flag" is emblematic of his broader oeuvre, where he deftly interweaves thrilling plots with profound ethical considerations, reflecting the conflicts of his era. For readers intrigued by the intersection of adventure and moral pondering, "Facing the Flag" is a must-read. It not only captivates with its fast-paced narrative and inventive genius but also invites contemplation on the human condition and the implications of our relentless pursuit of progress. Verne's work remains both prescient and relevant, making it an enduring classic in the canon of speculative literature.
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In "Five Weeks in a Balloon," Jules Verne embarks on a pioneering expedition that blends scientific inquiry with adventure, epitomizing the spirit of the Victorian era's fascination with exploration and innovation. Through the narrative of Dr. Samuel Fergusson and his companions, Verne crafts a detailed, imaginative account of their daring journey across Africa in a hot air balloon. The prose is characterized by vivid descriptiveness and a playful yet meticulous attention to scientific accuracy, reflecting the burgeoning interest in geology, meteorology, and geography during the 19th century. This novel, laden with both thrilling encounters and intellectual curiosity, is a cornerstone of the adventure genre and a precursor to the speculative fiction that Verne would further elaborate in his later works. Jules Verne (1828-1905) is often dubbed the father of science fiction, having laid the groundwork for countless adventures through his innovative storytelling. His early life in Nantes, France, surrounded by maritime culture and a family of legal professionals, likely inspired his imaginative capacities and his penchant for adventure. Verne's extensive research on exploration and technological advancements culminates in this work, illustrating not only the capabilities of humanity but also the period's complex relationship with nature and progress. I highly recommend "Five Weeks in a Balloon" to readers craving a masterful blend of thrilling adventure and thought-provoking inquiry. This novel not only entertains with its exhilarating escapades but also invites contemplation on humanity's relentless quest for knowledge and the moral implications of exploration. As a seminal work, it serves as an essential read for anyone interested in the evolution of science fiction and the spirit of adventure that defines our collective imagination. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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The Collected Works of Jules Verne offers an expansive glimpse into the imaginative genius of the father of science fiction. This anthology encompasses Verne's rich narratives, characterized by meticulous research, innovative plots, and a profound sense of adventure that transcends the boundaries of time and space. From the depths of the oceans to the far reaches of outer space, Verne's exploration of human endeavor often reflects the scientific exuberance of the 19th century, blending themes of exploration, technology, and human ingenuity with an engaging storytelling style. His vivid prose not only transports readers to fantastical realms but also provokes contemplation about the moral implications of progress and discovery. Jules Verne, a pioneer of literature's speculative genre, was born in 1828 in Nantes, France. With a background in law and a fervent interest in the sciences, he was inspired by the technological advancements of his time, from steamships to electrical communication. This keen awareness of the potential for human exploration and innovation drove him to pen seminal works that would lay the groundwork for future science fiction writers. Verne's life experiences and burgeoning scientific knowledge are vividly echoed throughout his stories, making his collected works a treasure trove of intellectual exploration. I highly recommend The Collected Works of Jules Verne to both newcomers and seasoned aficionados of literature alike. His narratives captivate the imagination and invite readers to ponder the intersections of human ambition and ethical responsibility. Engaging and thought-provoking, this collection serves not just as entertainment but also as a vital commentary on the spirit of inquiry, making it a must-read for anyone interested in the evolution of speculative fiction.
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In "A Journey to the Centre of the Earth and More," Jules Verne embarks on an extraordinary literary expedition that blends adventure, science, and imaginative exploration. This seminal work, first published in 1864, employs a narrative style rich in detailed descriptions and technical precision, reflecting Verne's innovative approach to speculative fiction. As the reader descends into the Earth's depths alongside Professor Lidenbrock and his companions, they are welcomed into a world of fantastical creatures and ancient landscapes, all grounded in the scientific knowledge of Verne's time, which lent authenticity to his extraordinary claims and enthralling scenarios. Jules Verne, often hailed as one of the fathers of science fiction, was deeply influenced by the scientific advancements and explorations of the 19th century. His fascination with geology, paleontology, and the mysteries of the natural world prompted him to write this novel. Verne's own experiences, including his passion for travel and exploration, fuel his vivid imagination, allowing him to construct a narrative that transcends mere adventure to probe the boundaries of human knowledge. This book is a must-read for enthusiasts of classic literature and lovers of adventure alike, as it invites readers to ponder the interplay between fact and fiction, all while igniting a sense of wonder about the uncharted territories of our planet. Verne's work remains as relevant today as it was over a century ago, urging readers to explore the limits of their imagination.
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    Beneath the pressure and hush of the world’s oceans, a sovereign will rides a lightning-borne vessel, testing the boundaries between human curiosity and human conscience.

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea holds its classic status because it fuses the exhilaration of discovery with a rigor that made the unimaginable feel close at hand. It helped define a literary territory where adventure could coexist with reasoned speculation, inviting readers to believe that the future of science might already be slipping silently under the waves. The novel’s endurance springs from its capacity to stage wonder and doubt in the same chamber: the ocean as both sanctuary and abyss, technology as both liberator and constraint, and knowledge as both illumination and burden. Few narratives maintain that balance so steadily.

Jules Verne, a French novelist writing in the latter half of the nineteenth century, composed this work for his celebrated Voyages extraordinaires. First published in French as Vingt mille lieues sous les mers in 1869–1870, the story originally appeared in serial form before its early book editions. The classic Hetzel editions were accompanied by the original illustrations of Alphonse de Neuville and Édouard Riou, engravings that became inseparable from the book’s reception and global fame. Verne’s meticulous method—melding contemporary science, geography, and engineering into gripping narrative—emerged fully here, establishing his reputation as a leading architect of modern speculative fiction.

The premise is swiftly stated and artfully sustained. Reports circulate of a prodigious creature haunting the seas, disabling ships and alarming maritime trade. An expedition forms to identify and, if necessary, neutralize the threat. Among those aboard are Professor Pierre Aronnax, his assistant Conseil, and the Canadian harpooner Ned Land. Their pursuit brings them into contact with a vessel of unprecedented design, the Nautilus, and its enigmatic commander. From that moment, the story becomes an odyssey beneath the surface, carrying its unwilling guests across oceans and through a catalog of marine marvels, while preserving the central mystery of its captain’s purpose.

Verne’s themes reach far beyond the thrill of the chase. The book explores the moral dimensions of scientific power, the tension between solitude and society, and the lure of mastery over a domain largely unknown to humankind. Freedom and captivity, law and conscience, vengeance and restraint all circulate through the pressurized confines of an advanced craft. The ocean itself functions as character and chorus—a realm that can cradle scientific insight even as it humbles ambition. Through this interplay, the novel invites readers to consider what knowledge is for, and what costs accompany its pursuit.

One source of the novel’s persuasive spell is Verne’s attention to credible detail. He surveys marine biology, geology, and the mechanics of a self-sustaining submarine with an enthusiasm that reflects the scientific spirit of his day. Instruments, measurements, and procedures punctuate the narrative, anchoring spectacle to plausibility. The very title signals scale rather than depth: twenty thousand leagues denotes the vast distance traversed under the seas, not a plunge toward impossible abysses. This clarity exemplifies Verne’s method—technical exactness in service of wonder—allowing the reader to inhabit a frontier where facts steady the imagination instead of constraining it.

Yet the book’s artistry exceeds its facts. Verne composes panoramas of coral forests, icy realms, and bioluminescent processions with painterly precision, while managing suspense through careful alternations of calm and crisis. The narrating voice of Aronnax lends scientific credibility and human sympathy; Conseil’s taxonomic zeal provides levity and pattern; Ned Land’s practicality supplies skepticism and a counterweight to rapture. Their interplay produces a durable triad of perspectives, each testing the others’ certainties. In the background, a commanding presence remains morally and philosophically opaque, deepening the novel’s tension without dispersing its aura of awe.

The book’s impact has been profound and persistent. It helped codify a branch of narrative now called science fiction, demonstrating how technological speculation could be both exhilarating and ethically charged. Subsequent submarine tales, undersea epics, and countless visions of closed, engineered environments owe a debt to the Nautilus and its world. The novel’s spirit of inquiry influenced not only writers but also readers in scientific and exploratory fields, who found in Verne a persuasive case for imagination disciplined by knowledge. Its adaptability across media underscores the durability of its core idea: an encounter between human aspiration and the unmastered sea.

The original illustrations by Alphonse de Neuville and Édouard Riou are more than embellishment; they are interpretive companions to the text. Their engravings visualize the Nautilus, its instruments, and the marine life it encounters with a precision that harmonizes with Verne’s descriptive method. They provide scale, texture, and a visual lexicon that has shaped how generations have pictured the book’s scenes. In concert with the narrative, the images cultivate a shared sense of credible marvel—proof that, from its earliest editions, this work integrated scientific curiosity, artistic craft, and narrative design into a single, immersive experience.

Verne wrote at a moment when oceanography was emerging and global networks—commercial shipping, telegraph cables, imperial routes—were knitting the world together. Submarine prototypes already existed, yet the ocean depths remained largely unmapped and mysterious. The novel draws energy from that historical hinge: it captures the optimism of technological ascent while acknowledging that vast domains of nature are not easily domesticated. By engaging directly with contemporary knowledge and its limits, Verne registered both the confidence and the humility of his age, composing a tale that could speak to ambition without losing sight of uncertainty.

Reading the novel today reveals additional layers. Its attention to marine ecosystems anticipates a respect for biodiversity that resonates strongly in our era. Its portrayal of engineered isolation invites reflection on how power, seclusion, and secrecy interact within advanced technologies. Its ethical tensions—between scientific benefit and potential harm, between private autonomy and the claims of the wider world—mirror ongoing debates in fields from robotics to climate science. Even as the book delivers sustained adventure, it keeps asking the reader to consider what responsibility accompanies knowledge and what communities are forged or fractured by it.

This edition, with the classic illustrations that accompanied its earliest appearances, preserves the union of image and idea that helped secure the book’s reputation. Across generations, the Nautilus continues to glide through the cultural imagination because it embodies a question that never ceases to matter: how should we use the powers our ingenuity affords? Verne’s answer is not a verdict but a voyage, steering between rapture and restraint. That is why the novel remains a touchstone—an invitation to wonder, to reckon, and to keep looking beneath the surface for what the mapped world cannot yet explain.
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    Jules Verne’s Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea, first published in 1869–1870, unfolds as a scientific-adventure narrative whose original edition was accompanied by illustrations from Alphonse de Neuville and Édouard Riou. Reports of a destructive sea monster alarm maritime nations, prompting the United States to dispatch the frigate Abraham Lincoln to hunt it down. On board are Professor Pierre Aronnax, a French naturalist; his unflappable servant, Conseil; and the Canadian harpooner Ned Land. Their motives differ—curiosity, loyalty, and practical seamanship—but their paths converge as the search ranges across the world’s oceans, setting the stage for a voyage that will test knowledge, patience, and resolve.

After a prolonged pursuit, the supposed creature reveals itself as a marvel of engineering: a submersible vessel that outpaces and outmaneuvers the frigate. Cast into the sea during the confrontation, Aronnax, Conseil, and Ned Land are taken aboard and become involuntary guests of its commander, the enigmatic Captain Nemo. He declares that, having discovered his secret, they may live in comfort but cannot return to the surface world. Within the Nautilus, they encounter a self-sufficient environment powered by electricity, stocked with scientific instruments, books, and art, and supplied entirely by the sea—a closed universe governed by Nemo’s rules and purposes.

The voyage becomes a survey of submarine landscapes and life. Outfitted in diving gear, the party walks on the ocean floor through kelp forests near Crespo, gathers food, and witnesses coral architectures fashioned by living organisms. Aronnax records observations with scholarly zeal, while Conseil classifies specimens with methodical calm. Ned Land, pragmatic and restless, measures each excursion against the question of freedom. Nemo alternates between courteous guide and distant autocrat, revealing a belief in the sea as refuge, granary, and power. The Nautilus charts positions meticulously, demonstrating a disciplined itinerary that serves exploration as well as aims its passengers do not fully understand.

Passing from the Mediterranean to the Red Sea by a hidden underwater channel beneath the Isthmus of Suez, the Nautilus showcases navigation independent of surface politics and ports. At a pearl fishery off Ceylon, the captain exposes the economics of exploitation and the hazards borne by divers, intervening in a way that hints at a personal ethic opposed to oppression. The vessel’s technology underscores its autonomy: electric lighting, propulsion, and tools fueled by materials extracted from seawater, and provisions drawn entirely from marine flora and fauna. Aronnax marvels at this closed-cycle economy even as he senses the costs of isolation it imposes.

The itinerary crosses the Indian Ocean toward the western Pacific, where reefs, shoals, and swift currents complicate passage through the Torres Strait. Grounded for a time and surrounded by small craft from nearby islands, the Nautilus remains sealed, its metal skin and electrical defenses discouraging contact. The episode underscores the crew’s reliance on secrecy and the limits of Nemo’s hospitality. Within the hull, tensions sharpen. Ned Land maps opportunities to escape, Conseil counsels patience, and Aronnax weighs the extraordinary knowledge gained against the curtailment of liberty. The sea continues to supply wonders and dangers in equal measure, testing judgment and nerve.

Beyond Australia, the Nautilus visits Vanikoro, where traces of the expedition of La Pérouse are found among scattered wreckage, linking underwater discovery to historical mystery. Such encounters turn the seabed into an archive of human endeavor, commerce, and conflict. The crew surveys gullies filled with cargo, cannons, and anchors, and moves through coral vaults that resemble cathedrals. In a solemn interlude, a coral graveyard reveals how the submarine community confronts mortality beneath the waves. Each scene enlarges Aronnax’s sense of the ocean as both scientific frontier and repository of memory, while Nemo’s silence about his own story grows more resonant.

Steering for the world’s great corridors, the Nautilus inspects the transatlantic telegraph cable, skims along submarine volcanoes, and reaches regions that suggest a ruined civilization preserved under pressure and silt. The narrative balances measured description with episodes of peril, most famously an attack by a giant cephalopod that tests the crew’s coordination and resolve. Aronnax continues to inventory species and formations with academic rigor, yet the pattern of the voyage reveals an intelligence selecting routes for more than mere curiosity. Nemo occasionally acts with decisive force when human powers appear, signaling a private war that his guests cannot fully interpret.

Driven by an impulse to push limits, the submarine ventures into high southern latitudes where drifting ice encloses it in a frozen labyrinth. The crew responds with disciplined labor and technical ingenuity, converting the vessel into a tool for survival under crushing pressure and darkness. The confinement resonates with the larger condition aboard: freedom postponed, explanations withheld, purpose asserted but not shared. Ned Land presses his case for flight, Conseil remains steady, and Aronnax wavers between allegiance to science and responsibility to conscience. Nemo’s fierce independence, admirable in its mastery, casts an ever longer shadow over those in his care.

Without disclosing its final turns, the novel endures as a study of technology’s promise and peril, and of the sea as sanctuary, laboratory, and mirror of human motive. The title’s leagues signify distance traveled rather than depth, emphasizing scope rather than descent. Verne integrates marine biology, geography, and engineering with a critique of conquest and exploitation, embodied in a captain who seeks justice while rejecting society. Aronnax’s dilemma frames questions about knowledge and duty that remain current. The original illustrations by Alphonse de Neuville and Édouard Riou helped define the work’s visual imagination, cementing its status as a landmark of visionary fiction.
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    Jules Verne’s Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Seas emerges from the late 1860s, when Europe’s oceans were theatres of commerce, science, and imperial power. France under Napoleon III’s Second Empire and, soon after, the newborn Third Republic, relied on centralized state institutions, a rapidly professionalizing scientific establishment, and expanding navies. Museums curated global nature, academies debated new theories, and periodicals turned technological curiosity into mass culture. The novel’s setting—the global ocean—reflects the era’s fixation on connectivity and control: shipping lanes, cable routes, and colonial patrols. Within this frame, Verne situates an autonomous submarine that evades national flags, implicitly challenging the dominant institutions of empire, law, and science that sought to order the seas.

Verne wrote for Pierre-Jules Hetzel’s Magasin d’éducation et de récréation, a family magazine that blended instruction and entertainment. Twenty Thousand Leagues was serialized from 1869 to 1870, then issued in book form by Hetzel with numerous images by Alphonse de Neuville and Édouard Riou. Their engravings, produced within Hetzel’s lavish illustrated program, anchored the speculative narrative in a realist visual code prized by mid-19th-century readers. The collaboration exemplifies a French publishing model that linked pedagogy, spectacle, and commerce. Verne’s original French title, Vingt mille lieues sous les mers, uses the plural “seas,” signaling a tour of varied maritime spaces that the images helped map for a broad, international audience.

The novel is steeped in a decade of naval transformation. The 1860s saw ironclads such as France’s La Gloire (1859) and Britain’s HMS Warrior (1860) inaugurate an arms race in armored, steam-driven warships. The American Civil War (1861–1865) introduced new tactics, including turreted vessels and renewed interest in ramming, while torpedoes (then often meaning static mines) entered combat. This context inflects the book’s opening hunt for a mysterious “monster” threatening shipping. The unseen attacker evokes contemporary anxieties that new technologies could destabilize naval supremacy. Verne’s Nautilus, with its silent speed and steel hull, reads as a private ironclad carried beneath the waves, answering the surface arms race with a radical, invisible counterforce.

Submarine experimentation offered Verne tangible precedents. Across the 19th century, inventors tested submersibles from Robert Fulton’s early Nautilus (1800) to the American Confederate H. L. Hunley (1863). Spain’s Narcís Monturiol launched Ictineo II (1864), exploring chemical propulsion, while France’s Plongeur (launched 1863) pioneered mechanical power and was presented to the public around the Exposition Universelle of 1867 in Paris. These projects proved partial capabilities—short endurance, limited depth, hazardous operation—but captured the public imagination. Verne extrapolated boldly from them, endowing the Nautilus with reliability, range, and autonomy that real machines lacked, thereby dramatizing the promise and peril of submersible navigation then just entering public discourse.

Electricity gave the period its most potent symbol of modernity. Before practical dynamos spread in the 1870s, ships and laboratories often relied on Bunsen or Grove cells; arc lighting experiments illuminated lighthouses and exhibitions. The electric telegraph stitched continents together: an Atlantic cable briefly worked in 1858, and a durable link was established in 1866 by the Great Eastern, inaugurating global undersea networks insulated with gutta-percha. Verne channels this world by making the Nautilus an electrically powered habitat, with lamps, instruments, and motors that embody confidence in electrical progress. His imagined storage and generation schemes echoed contemporary debates about battery chemistry and hinted at future electro-technical revolutions.

Natural history, a prestigious science in 19th-century France, provides the novel’s intellectual backbone. The protagonist teaches at the Muséum national d’Histoire naturelle in Paris, an institution shaped by figures such as Georges Cuvier and later Henri Milne-Edwards. Cataloging species, comparing specimens, and mapping distributions were central practices. Ocean studies gained momentum via hydrographic charts and current theories associated with Matthew Fontaine Maury, while Charles Darwin’s work (including his 1859 Origin of Species and earlier coral reef studies) shifted discussions about marine life and geology. Verne’s narrative of observation—collecting, classifying, explaining—popularizes these methods, turning the submarine into a mobile museum and field station.

Public fascination with the underwater world accelerated through technology. Standard diving dress, refined by Augustus Siebe by the 1830s, enabled seabed work and spectacular salvage attempts by mid-century. At the same time, “aquaria” became fashionable in Britain and on the continent after the 1850s, with writers like Philip Henry Gosse popularizing the home and public tank. These developments reframed the sea from a barrier to a space of display and study. Verne synthesizes such trends in scenes of submarine walks and subaquatic panoramas, while imagining tools—like portable lamps and specialized rifles—that extend familiar diving apparatus into a coherent, if idealized, scientific routine beneath the surface.

The book’s itinerary reflects the new geography of steam and canals. The Suez Canal opened in 1869 after a decade of digging, immediately reshaping routes between Europe and Asia by avoiding the Cape. Steamship lines multiplied, coaling stations dotted imperial archipelagos, and discussions of trans-isthmian projects in Central America were common. Verne’s Red Sea and Mediterranean passages resonate with this world of chokepoints and corridors. By positing a secret submarine route and effortless undersea transit, the narrative both echoes the era’s obsession with shortening distances and imagines sovereignty that bypasses tolls, treaties, and blockades—a quiet challenge to the infrastructures that underwrote imperial and commercial dominance.

European colonial expansion forms a constant backdrop. Britain consolidated the Raj in India after 1858; France extended control in North and West Africa and Indochina; the Dutch and Spanish preserved Asian holdings. Extractive economies—pearls, corals, fisheries—linked coasts to global markets. Verne sets episodes among pearl fisheries long active in the Gulf of Mannar and Ceylon (Sri Lanka), where labor was harsh and seasonal profits uncertain under colonial administration. By showing the risks divers faced and the wealth funneled to distant centers, the novel nods at imperial asymmetries. Nemo’s interventions in such scenes, careful in detail but morally pointed, register sympathy for exploited workers without naming specific colonial authorities.

Editorial decisions intensified the book’s political ambiguity. Verne originally sketched Captain Nemo with a defined national cause, but his publisher, Hetzel, urged neutrality to avoid offending powerful markets and censors. The climate justified caution: the Second Empire maintained press oversight, and international sales, including in Tsarist Russia, mattered. In 1863, for example, the Polish January Uprising and its brutal suppression made anti-Russian themes sensitive in multiple countries. Verne therefore withholds Nemo’s origins, letting readers confront imperial violence and personal vengeance without a single geopolitical label. This managed indeterminacy broadened the work’s circulation while preserving its critique of domination and reprisal.

The novel’s publication straddled upheaval in France. The Franco-Prussian War (1870–1871) led to the fall of Napoleon III, the siege of Paris, and the birth of the Third Republic. Printing, distribution, and reading habits were disrupted, yet the hunger for narratives of mastery and escape persisted. A self-sufficient submarine insulated from war and borders offered an image of technological refuge amid national defeat and political turbulence. Within a few years, republican educational reforms and a didactic civic culture would embrace popular science; Verne’s already widespread readership fit this shift, making his oceanic encyclopedia part consolation, part blueprint for postwar modernity.

Polar exploration gripped 19th-century audiences. The disappearance of Sir John Franklin’s 1845 expedition spurred decades of searches in the Arctic, while voyages by James Clark Ross and the French navigator Dumont d’Urville extended knowledge of high-latitude seas. Newspapers relayed dramatic accounts of ice-choked straits and overwintering crews. Verne channels this fascination by steering his submarine into extreme latitudes, testing technology against cold, pressure, and darkness. Such episodes mirror national quests for prestige through discovery while decoupling them from flags and funding. The Nautilus claims no territory and plants no emblems, converting the heroic age’s competitive ethos into a private exploration beyond imperial spectacle.

Mid-century debates over maritime law form another substrate. The 1856 Declaration of Paris attempted to regulate wartime practices at sea, abolishing privateering and clarifying neutral rights, even as great powers preserved strategic ambiguity. Commercial doctrine, following “freedom of the seas” principles, underwrote expanding trade. Verne exploits these frameworks by imagining a craft that recognizes none of them. The Nautilus conducts science, rescues, and attacks at will, refusing port-state jurisdiction and eluding prize courts. In doing so, the book stages a thought experiment about extraterritoriality: what happens when technology creates a moving jurisdictional void amid shipping lanes that law and empire were striving to standardize?

Maritime economies were in flux. Global whaling, dominated by American, British, and French fleets, peaked mid-century, then declined as kerosene from Pennsylvania oil (from 1859) replaced whale oil for lighting. Cable-laying and steam shipping opened new maritime trades, while fisheries intensified around coasts and banks. Public interest in extraordinary marine animals soared. A widely reported 1861 incident off the Canary Islands, when the French corvette Alecton tried to secure a giant squid, fed imaginations about deep-sea creatures. Verne draws on such reportage, transforming sensational natural history into credible scenes that balance wonder with the period’s emerging skepticism about maritime tall tales.

The book’s visual program belongs to the golden age of wood-engraved illustration. Before high-quality halftone photography entered mass printing, artists like de Neuville and Riou supplied detailed drawings that engravers translated into reproducible blocks. Hetzel’s firm bound these images in elaborately decorated covers that marketed science as adventure and quality as authority. The pictures standardize the look of diving suits, ship interiors, and sea life for readers who knew such things mainly from exhibitions and engravings. Their disciplined realism reins Verne’s inventions within familiar visual conventions, reinforcing the era’s belief that even the most audacious technology could be rendered knowable, inspectable, and orderly.

Intellectual currents sharpen the novel’s tensions. Positivism and popular science promoted faith in progress through observation and measurement; engineering promised to tame nature for public benefit. Yet recent wars, imperial atrocities, and urban upheavals cast shadows on the uses of power. Nemo embodies this contradiction: a scientist of encyclopedic skill who turns mastery into seclusion and reprisal. Verne’s submarine is a triumph of applied knowledge that also isolates its crew from law and community. The narrative thus interrogates whether technological sovereignty advances human flourishing or licenses new forms of domination, a question that resonated in an age of railways, telegraphs, and mechanized armies.

Everyday life shaped reception as well. Urban readers moved through Haussmannized Paris on gas-lit boulevards, saw electrical demonstrations at fairs, and followed serialized fiction in newspapers and family magazines. School reforms, expanding literacy, and the availability of moderately priced “cartonnage” editions made scientific romances a fixture of household shelves. Steamship timetables, emigrant flows, and colonial exhibits in universal expositions brought the wider world into parlors. Verne’s meticulous side-notes on instruments, measurements, and costs met this appetite for practical detail. At the same time, his refusal to give Nemo a flag or port created a counter-image to cosmopolitan triumphalism: mobility without belonging, knowledge without nationhood, power without oversight.
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    Introduction

Jules Verne (1828–1905) was a French novelist whose Voyages extraordinaires transformed nineteenth‑century popular literature by marrying adventurous storytelling to contemporary science and geography. Writing in collaboration with the publisher Pierre‑Jules Hetzel, he produced a long sequence of illustrated novels that educated while they entertained. International recognition followed works such as Five Weeks in a Balloon, Journey to the Center of the Earth, From the Earth to the Moon, Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Seas, Around the World in Eighty Days, and The Mysterious Island. Verne’s imaginative yet methodical approach earned him a lasting reputation as a pioneer of scientific romance and an early architect of modern science fiction.

Verne wrote for a broad readership, designing narratives that could guide young and adult readers through the marvels and perils of a world being mapped by steam, telegraph, and steel. His heroes traverse oceans, deserts, polar ice, and even imagined depths and skies, while contraptions like the Nautilus or giant projectiles suggest pathways to future technologies. The series’ uniform presentation under Hetzel, with lavish engravings, helped fix a visual canon that survived into cinema and comics. Translated early and widely, his books circulated across Europe, the Americas, and beyond, establishing Verne as a world author whose themes still animate popular science and adventure.

Education and Literary Influences

Born in Nantes to a family of legal professionals, Verne was steered toward the law and pursued legal studies in Paris in the late 1840s. The capital’s theaters and literary salons captured his imagination, and he soon gravitated to writing, even as he maintained salaried work to support himself. He read voraciously in geography, travel, and the physical sciences, attending public lectures and consulting contemporary periodicals. Although trained for the bar, he chose letters over legal practice, developing the habits of research and outlining that later fed the methodical architecture of his novels. The discipline of law left its trace in his logical plotting.

Verne’s acknowledged inspirations ranged from classical adventure to speculative literature. He admired the narrative ingenuity of Defoe and Swift and engaged the unsettling imagination of Edgar Allan Poe, whose Antarctic and maritime tales seeded Verne’s own polar and ocean fictions. Encounters with Parisian theater figures, including the Dumas circle, trained him in dialogue, pacing, and spectacle. Equally formative were nineteenth‑century popular science writings, travelogues, and maps, which he mined for data and possibilities. He compiled notebooks of clippings and figures, then built stories from verified facts extrapolated a short distance. That method—real knowledge extended into conjecture—became a signature of his art.

Literary Career

In the early 1860s Verne found his durable path through his alliance with publisher Pierre‑Jules Hetzel. Their first major success, Five Weeks in a Balloon, introduced a program that Hetzel would brand as the Voyages extraordinaires: to depict the world and the known sciences while spinning engrossing adventures. Many titles were serialized in Hetzel’s family magazine and then issued as illustrated volumes. Hetzel edited for clarity, moral tone, and pedagogical value, pairing Verne with leading illustrators. The combination of rigorous background, narrative propulsion, and visual allure created a new model of didactic entertainment that secured Verne’s reputation and readership.

The mid‑1860s established Verne’s range. Journey to the Center of the Earth mixed scientific debate with subterranean fantasy; From the Earth to the Moon playfully calculated a plausible launch using the engineering of its time; The Adventures of Captain Hatteras imagined polar obsession. Critics noted his steady hand with exposition and his use of humor to ease technical detail. Readers encountered charts, side‑discussions, and asides inserted into action, a balance that became characteristic. These books also display Verne’s respect for contemporary expertise: he carefully integrated brand‑new findings in geology, astronomy, and navigation, keeping his marvels tethered to the era’s knowledge.

The 1870s brought enduring classics and worldwide fame. Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Seas offered a visionary submarine voyage under Captain Nemo; Around the World in Eighty Days refined the itinerary adventure into a cultural phenomenon, spawning hit stage versions; The Mysterious Island recombined technological ingenuity and survival narrative; Michael Strogoff delivered swift, terrestrial suspense across Eurasia. Verne’s own sea voyages on successive yachts informed his nautical precision. Rapid translation broadened his audience, though English editions were sometimes abridged or altered, shaping reception outside France. His steady annual output and the recognizable Hetzel format made each release a literary event.

By the 1880s Verne’s tone sometimes darkened as he examined the social consequences of invention and the strains of nationalism and industrial power. The Begum’s Fortune explored utopian planning and its abuses; Robur the Conqueror introduced an airship visionary with ambiguous aims; The Purchase of the North Pole imagined gigantic engineering turned toward profit and spectacle. Hetzel’s death in 1886 removed a long‑standing editorial compass, and Verne navigated a changed marketplace while maintaining his program. His mature novels preserved the guiding faith in knowledge yet offered sharper warnings about hubris, militarization, and the moral limits of technological ambition.

Late works carried this ambivalence forward. Master of the World compressed earlier themes into a terse chase after a secretive inventor whose mastery threatens order. An early, prescient dystopia, Paris in the Twentieth Century, drafted in the 1860s and rejected by Hetzel, surfaced and was published long after Verne’s death, revealing his capacity for bleak projection. Several manuscripts appeared posthumously, some prepared for publication by his son Michel Verne, whose revisions and expansions have been documented and remain a subject of scholarly scrutiny. Titles such as The Lighthouse at the End of the World attest to the breadth of his unfinished reserves.

Beliefs and Advocacy

Verne generally kept party politics at a distance in print, but his convictions can be traced in his civic and educational commitments. Settled in Amiens for much of his adult life, he served on the municipal council from the late 1880s into the early 1900s, supporting cultural institutions and practical urban improvements. His fiction treats science as a public good, best advanced through schools, libraries, museums, and open dissemination. At the same time, recurring plots caution against reckless experiments, arms races, and exploitative ventures. That dual stance—confidence in knowledge, vigilance about its misuse—anchors both his storytelling and his public service.

Final Years & Legacy

Verne’s later years were marked by personal trials and persistence. In 1886 a troubled nephew shot him near his home, wounding his leg and leaving a permanent limp. Travel diminished, but he continued to deliver novels with regularity and to participate in local affairs. Health challenges, including diabetes and deteriorating eyesight, complicated work yet did not halt it. He adapted his routine, relied on correspondence with his publisher’s house, and supervised details of illustrations and maps. The sequence of later Voyages extraordinaires shows a writer refining earlier motifs under stricter limits, even as his readership remained broad and international.

Verne died in Amiens in 1905 and was interred there, his memory preserved by a striking tomb sculpture and, later, by the city’s museum dedicated to his life and manuscripts. His influence is global: he is among the most translated authors, and adaptations for stage, film, radio, and comics have kept his stories active in new forms. Engineers, explorers, and writers have cited him as an early spark for imagination grounded in method. Improved, unabridged translations and renewed access to manuscripts have deepened scholarly appreciation, revealing a complex artist whose blend of curiosity and caution continues to shape modern narrative visions of science.
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      “The deepest parts of the ocean are totally unknown to us,” admits Professor Aronnax early in this novel. “What goes on in those distant depths? What creatures inhabit, or could inhabit, those regions twelve or fifteen miles beneath the surface of the water? It’s almost beyond conjecture.”
    


      Jules Verne (1828-1905) published the French equivalents of these words in 1869, and little has changed since. 126 years later, a Time cover story on deep-sea exploration made much the same admission: “We know more about Mars than we know about the oceans.” This reality begins to explain the dark power and otherworldly fascination of Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Seas.
    


      Born in the French river town of Nantes, Verne had a lifelong passion for the sea. First as a Paris stockbroker, later as a celebrated author and yachtsman, he went on frequent voyages-to Britain, America, the Mediterranean. But the specific stimulus for this novel was an 1865 fan letter from a fellow writer, Madame George Sand. She praised Verne’s two early novels Five Weeks in a Balloon (1863) and Journey to the Center of the Earth (1864), then added: “Soon I hope you’ll take us into the ocean depths, your characters traveling in diving equipment perfected by your science and your imagination.” Thus inspired, Verne created one of literature’s great rebels, a freedom fighter who plunged beneath the waves to wage a unique form of guerilla warfare.
    


      Initially, Verne’s narrative was influenced by the 1863 uprising of Poland against Tsarist Russia. The Poles were quashed with a violence that appalled not only Verne but all Europe. As originally conceived, Verne’s Captain Nemo was a Polish nobleman whose entire family had been slaughtered by Russian troops. Nemo builds a fabulous futuristic submarine, the Nautilus, then conducts an underwater campaign of vengeance against his imperialist oppressor.
    


      But in the 1860s France had to treat the Tsar as an ally, and Verne’s publisher, Pierre Hetzel, pronounced the book unprintable. Verne reworked its political content, devising new nationalities for Nemo and his great enemy—information revealed only in a later novel, The Mysterious Island (1875); in the present work Nemo’s background remains a dark secret. In all, the novel had a difficult gestation. Verne and Hetzel were in constant conflict and the book went through multiple drafts, struggles reflected in its several working titles over the period 1865-69: early on, it was variously called Voyage Under the Waters, Twenty-five Thousand Leagues Under the Waters, Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Waters, and A Thousand Leagues Under the Oceans.
    


      Verne is often dubbed, in Isaac Asimov’s phrase, “the world’s first science-fiction writer.” And it’s true, many of his sixty-odd books do anticipate future events and technologies: From the Earth to the Moon (1865) and Hector Servadac (1877) deal in space travel, while Journey to the Center of the Earth features travel to the earth’s core. But with Verne the operative word is “travel,” and some of his best-known titles don’t really qualify as sci-fi: Around the World in Eighty Days (1872) and Michael Strogoff (1876) are closer to “travelogs”—adventure yarns in far-away places.
    


      These observations partly apply here. The subtitle of the present book is An Underwater Tour of the World, so in good travelog style, the Nautilus’s exploits supply an episodic story line. Shark attacks, giant squid, cannibals, hurricanes, whale hunts, and other rip-roaring adventures erupt almost at random. Yet this loose structure gives the novel an air of documentary realism. What’s more, Verne adds backbone to the action by developing three recurring motifs: the deepening mystery of Nemo’s past life and future intentions, the mounting tension between Nemo and hot-tempered harpooner Ned Land, and Ned’s ongoing schemes to escape from the Nautilus. These unifying threads tighten the narrative and accelerate its momentum.
    


      Other subtleties occur inside each episode, the textures sparkling with wit, information, and insight. Verne regards the sea from many angles: in the domain of marine biology, he gives us thumbnail sketches of fish, seashells, coral, sometimes in great catalogs that swirl past like musical cascades; in the realm of geology, he studies volcanoes literally inside and out; in the world of commerce, he celebrates the high-energy entrepreneurs who lay the Atlantic Cable or dig the Suez Canal. And Verne’s marine engineering proves especially authoritative. His specifications for an open-sea submarine and a self-contained diving suit were decades before their time, yet modern technology bears them out triumphantly.
    


      True, today’s scientists know a few things he didn’t: the South Pole isn’t at the water’s edge but far inland; sharks don’t flip over before attacking; giant squid sport ten tentacles not eight; sperm whales don’t prey on their whalebone cousins. This notwithstanding, Verne furnishes the most evocative portrayal of the ocean depths before the arrival of Jacques Cousteau and technicolor film.
    


      Lastly the book has stature as a novel of character. Even the supporting cast is shrewdly drawn: Professor Aronnax, the career scientist caught in an ethical conflict; Conseil, the compulsive classifier who supplies humorous tag lines for Verne’s fast facts; the harpooner Ned Land, a creature of constant appetites, man as heroic animal.
    


      But much of the novel’s brooding power comes from Captain Nemo. Inventor, musician, Renaissance genius, he’s a trail-blazing creation, the prototype not only for countless renegade scientists in popular fiction, but even for such varied figures as Sherlock Holmes or Wolf Larsen. However, Verne gives his hero’s brilliance and benevolence a dark underside—the man’s obsessive hate for his old enemy. This compulsion leads Nemo into ugly contradictions: he’s a fighter for freedom, yet all who board his ship are imprisoned there for good; he works to save lives, both human and animal, yet he himself creates a holocaust; he detests imperialism, yet he lays personal claim to the South Pole. And in this last action he falls into the classic sin of Pride. He’s swiftly punished. The Nautilus nearly perishes in the Antarctic and Nemo sinks into a growing depression.
    


      Like Shakespeare’s King Lear he courts death and madness in a great storm, then commits mass murder, collapses in catatonic paralysis, and suicidally runs his ship into the ocean’s most dangerous whirlpool. Hate swallows him whole.
    


      For many, then, this book has been a source of fascination, surely one of the most influential novels ever written, an inspiration for such scientists and discoverers as engineer Simon Lake, oceanographer William Beebe, polar traveler Sir Ernest Shackleton. Likewise Dr. Robert D. Ballard, finder of the sunken Titanic, confesses that this was his favorite book as a teenager, and Cousteau himself, most renowned of marine explorers, called it his shipboard bible.
    


      The present translation is a faithful yet communicative rendering of the original French texts published in Paris by J. Hetzel et Cie.—the hardcover first edition issued in the autumn of 1871, collated with the softcover editions of the First and Second Parts issued separately in the autumn of 1869 and the summer of 1870. Although prior English versions have often been heavily abridged, this new translation is complete to the smallest substantive detail.
    


      Because, as that Time cover story suggests, we still haven’t caught up with Verne. Even in our era of satellite dishes and video games, the seas keep their secrets. We’ve seen progress in sonar, torpedoes, and other belligerent machinery, but sailors and scientists—to say nothing of tourists—have yet to voyage in a submarine with the luxury and efficiency of the Nautilus.
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      cable length: In Verne’s context, 600 feet
    







      centigrade: 0° C = freezing water, 37° C = human body temperature, 100° C = boiling water
    







      fathom: 6 feet
    







      gram: Roughly 1/28 of an ounce
    







      milligram: Roughly 1/28,000 of an ounce
    







      kilogram (kilo): Roughly 2.2 pounds
    







      hectare: Roughly 2.5 acres
    







      knot: 1.15 miles per hour
    







      league: In Verne’s context, 2.16 miles
    







      liter: Roughly 1 quart
    







      meter: Roughly 1 yard, 3 inches
    







      millimeter: Roughly 1/25 of an inch
    







      centimeter: Roughly 2/5 of an inch
    







      decimeter: Roughly 4 inches
    







      kilometer: Roughly 6/10 of a mile
    







      myriameter: Roughly 6.2 miles
    







      ton, metric: Roughly 2,200 pounds
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    1. A Runaway Reef


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


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


    
      The relevant data on this apparition, as recorded in various logbooks, agreed pretty closely as to the structure of the object or creature in question, its unprecedented speed of movement, its startling locomotive power, and the unique vitality with which it seemed to be gifted. If it was a cetacean, it exceeded in bulk any whale previously classified by science. No naturalist, neither Cuvier nor Lacépède, neither Professor Dumeril nor Professor de Quatrefages, would have accepted the existence of such a monster sight unseen—specifically, unseen by their own scientific eyes.
    


    
      Striking an average of observations taken at different times—rejecting those timid estimates that gave the object a length of 200 feet, and ignoring those exaggerated views that saw it as a mile wide and three long—you could still assert that this phenomenal creature greatly exceeded the dimensions of anything then known to ichthyologists, if it existed at all.
    


    
      Now then, it did exist, this was an undeniable fact; and since the human mind dotes on objects of wonder, you can understand the worldwide excitement caused by this unearthly apparition. As for relegating it to the realm of fiction, that charge had to be dropped.
    


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


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


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


    
      Fifteen days later and 2,000 leagues farther, the Helvetia from the Compagnie Nationale and the Shannon from the Royal Mail line, running on opposite tacks in that part of the Atlantic lying between the United States and Europe, respectively signaled each other that the monster had been sighted in latitude 42° 15’ north and longitude 60° 35’ west of the meridian of Greenwich. From their simultaneous observations, they were able to estimate the mammal’s minimum length at more than 350 English feet[1] this was because both the Shannon and the Helvetia were of smaller dimensions, although each measured 100 meters stem to stern. Now then, the biggest whales, those rorqual whales that frequent the waterways of the Aleutian Islands, have never exceeded a length of 56 meters—if they reach even that.
    


    
      One after another, reports arrived that would profoundly affect public opinion: new observations taken by the transatlantic liner Pereire, the Inman line’s Etna running afoul of the monster, an official report drawn up by officers on the French frigate Normandy, dead-earnest reckonings obtained by the general staff of Commodore Fitz-James aboard the Lord Clyde. In lighthearted countries, people joked about this phenomenon, but such serious, practical countries as England, America, and Germany were deeply concerned.
    


    
      In every big city the monster was the latest rage; they sang about it in the coffee houses, they ridiculed it in the newspapers, they dramatized it in the theaters. The tabloids found it a fine opportunity for hatching all sorts of hoaxes. In those newspapers short of copy, you saw the reappearance of every gigantic imaginary creature, from “Moby Dick,” that dreadful white whale from the High Arctic regions, to the stupendous kraken whose tentacles could entwine a 500-ton craft and drag it into the ocean depths. They even reprinted reports from ancient times: the views of Aristotle and Pliny accepting the existence of such monsters, then the Norwegian stories of Bishop Pontoppidan, the narratives of Paul Egede, and finally the reports of Captain Harrington—whose good faith is above suspicion—in which he claims he saw, while aboard the Castilian in 1857, one of those enormous serpents that, until then, had frequented only the seas of France’s old extremist newspaper, The Constitutionalist.
    


    
      An interminable debate then broke out between believers and skeptics in the scholarly societies and scientific journals. The “monster question” inflamed all minds. During this memorable campaign, journalists making a profession of science battled with those making a profession of wit, spilling waves of ink and some of them even two or three drops of blood, since they went from sea serpents to the most offensive personal remarks.
    


    
      For six months the war seesawed. With inexhaustible zest, the popular press took potshots at feature articles from the Geographic Institute of Brazil, the Royal Academy of Science in Berlin, the British Association, the Smithsonian Institution in Washington, D.C., at discussions in The Indian Archipelago, in Cosmos published by Father Moigno, in Petermann’s Mittheilungen, and at scientific chronicles in the great French and foreign newspapers. When the monster’s detractors cited a saying by the botanist Linnaeus that “nature doesn’t make leaps,” witty writers in the popular periodicals parodied it, maintaining in essence that “nature doesn’t make lunatics,” and ordering their contemporaries never to give the lie to nature by believing in krakens, sea serpents, “Moby Dicks,” and other all-out efforts from drunken seamen. Finally, in a much-feared satirical journal, an article by its most popular columnist finished off the monster for good, spurning it in the style of Hippolytus repulsing the amorous advances of his stepmother Phædra, and giving the creature its quietus amid a universal burst of laughter. Wit had defeated science.
    


    
      During the first months of the year 1867, the question seemed to be buried, and it didn’t seem due for resurrection, when new facts were brought to the public’s attention. But now it was no longer an issue of a scientific problem to be solved, but a quite real and serious danger to be avoided. The question took an entirely new turn. The monster again became an islet, rock, or reef, but a runaway reef, unfixed and elusive.
    


    
      On March 5, 1867, the Moravian from the Montreal Ocean Co., lying during the night in latitude 27° 30’ and longitude 72° 15’, ran its starboard quarter afoul of a rock marked on no charts of these waterways. Under the combined efforts of wind and 400-horsepower steam, it was traveling at a speed of thirteen knots. Without the high quality of its hull, the Moravian would surely have split open from this collision and gone down together with those 237 passengers it was bringing back from Canada.
    


    
      This accident happened around five o’clock in the morning, just as day was beginning to break. The officers on watch rushed to the craft’s stern. They examined the ocean with the most scrupulous care. They saw nothing except a strong eddy breaking three cable lengths out, as if those sheets of water had been violently churned. The site’s exact bearings were taken, and the Moravian continued on course apparently undamaged. Had it run afoul of an underwater rock or the wreckage of some enormous derelict ship? They were unable to say. But when they examined its undersides in the service yard, they discovered that part of its keel had been smashed.
    


    
      This occurrence, extremely serious in itself, might perhaps have been forgotten like so many others, if three weeks later it hadn’t been reenacted under identical conditions. Only, thanks to the nationality of the ship victimized by this new ramming, and thanks to the reputation of the company to which this ship belonged, the event caused an immense uproar.
    


    
      No one is unaware of the name of that famous English shipowner, Cunard. In 1840 this shrewd industrialist founded a postal service between Liverpool and Halifax, featuring three wooden ships with 400-horsepower paddle wheels and a burden of 1,162 metric tons. Eight years later, the company’s assets were increased by four 650-horsepower ships at 1,820 metric tons, and in two more years, by two other vessels of still greater power and tonnage. In 1853 the Cunard Co., whose mail-carrying charter had just been renewed, successively added to its assets the Arabia, the Persia, the China, the Scotia, the Java, and the Russia, all ships of top speed and, after the Great Eastern, the biggest ever to plow the seas. So in 1867 this company owned twelve ships, eight with paddle wheels and four with propellers.
    


    
      If I give these highly condensed details, it is so everyone can fully understand the importance of this maritime transportation company, known the world over for its shrewd management. No transoceanic navigational undertaking has been conducted with more ability, no business dealings have been crowned with greater success. In twenty-six years Cunard ships have made 2,000 Atlantic crossings without so much as a voyage canceled, a delay recorded, a man, a craft, or even a letter lost. Accordingly, despite strong competition from France, passengers still choose the Cunard line in preference to all others, as can be seen in a recent survey of official documents. Given this, no one will be astonished at the uproar provoked by this accident involving one of its finest steamers.
    


    
      On April 13, 1867, with a smooth sea and a moderate breeze, the Scotia lay in longitude 15° 12’ and latitude 45° 37’. It was traveling at a speed of 13.43 knots under the thrust of its 1,000-horsepower engines. Its paddle wheels were churning the sea with perfect steadiness. It was then drawing 6.7 meters of water and displacing 6,624 cubic meters.
    


    
      At 4:17 in the afternoon, during a high tea for passengers gathered in the main lounge, a collision occurred, scarcely noticeable on the whole, affecting the Scotia’s hull in that quarter a little astern of its port paddle wheel.
    


    
      The Scotia hadn’t run afoul of something, it had been fouled, and by a cutting or perforating instrument rather than a blunt one. This encounter seemed so minor that nobody on board would have been disturbed by it, had it not been for the shouts of crewmen in the hold, who climbed on deck yelling: “We’re sinking! We’re sinking!”
    


    
      At first the passengers were quite frightened, but Captain Anderson hastened to reassure them. In fact, there could be no immediate danger. Divided into seven compartments by watertight bulkheads, the Scotia could brave any leak with impunity.
    


    
      Captain Anderson immediately made his way into the hold. He discovered that the fifth compartment had been invaded by the sea, and the speed of this invasion proved that the leak was considerable. Fortunately this compartment didn’t contain the boilers, because their furnaces would have been abruptly extinguished.
    


    
      Captain Anderson called an immediate halt, and one of his sailors dived down to assess the damage. Within moments they had located a hole two meters in width on the steamer’s underside. Such a leak could not be patched, and with its paddle wheels half swamped, the Scotia had no choice but to continue its voyage. By then it lay 300 miles from Cape Clear, and after three days of delay that filled Liverpool with acute anxiety, it entered the company docks.
    


    
      The engineers then proceeded to inspect the Scotia, which had been put in dry dock. They couldn’t believe their eyes. Two and a half meters below its waterline, there gaped a symmetrical gash in the shape of an isosceles triangle. This breach in the sheet iron was so perfectly formed, no punch could have done a cleaner job of it. Consequently, it must have been produced by a perforating tool of uncommon toughness—plus, after being launched with prodigious power and then piercing four centimeters of sheet iron, this tool had needed to withdraw itself by a backward motion truly inexplicable.
    


    
      This was the last straw, and it resulted in arousing public passions all over again. Indeed, from this moment on, any maritime casualty without an established cause was charged to the monster’s account. This outrageous animal had to shoulder responsibility for all derelict vessels, whose numbers are unfortunately considerable, since out of those 3,000 ships whose losses are recorded annually at the marine insurance bureau, the figure for steam or sailing ships supposedly lost with all hands, in the absence of any news, amounts to at least 200!
    


    
      Now then, justly or unjustly, it was the “monster” who stood accused of their disappearance; and since, thanks to it, travel between the various continents had become more and more dangerous, the public spoke up and demanded straight out that, at all cost, the seas be purged of this fearsome cetacean.
    

  


   


  


    2. The Pros and Cons


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


    
      But this hypothesis of a war machine collapsed in the face of formal denials from the various governments. Since the public interest was at stake and transoceanic travel was suffering, the sincerity of these governments could not be doubted. Besides, how could the assembly of this underwater boat have escaped public notice? Keeping a secret under such circumstances would be difficult enough for an individual, and certainly impossible for a nation whose every move is under constant surveillance by rival powers.
    


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


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


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


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


    
      “Therefore,” I wrote, “after examining these different hypotheses one by one, we are forced, every other supposition having been refuted, to accept the existence of an extremely powerful marine animal.
    


    
      “The deepest parts of the ocean are totally unknown to us. No soundings have been able to reach them. What goes on in those distant depths? What creatures inhabit, or could inhabit, those regions twelve or fifteen miles beneath the surface of the water? What is the constitution of these animals? It’s almost beyond conjecture.
    


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


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


    
      “If we do not know every one of them, if nature still keeps ichthyological secrets from us, nothing is more admissible than to accept the existence of fish or cetaceans of new species or even new genera, animals with a basically ‘cast-iron’ constitution that inhabit strata beyond the reach of our soundings, and which some development or other, an urge or a whim if you prefer, can bring to the upper level of the ocean for long intervals.
    


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


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


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


    
      “All right then! Imagine this weapon to be ten times stronger and the animal ten times more powerful, launch it at a speed of twenty miles per hour, multiply its mass times its velocity, and you get just the collision we need to cause the specified catastrophe.
    


    
      “So, until information becomes more abundant, I plump for a sea unicorn of colossal dimensions, no longer armed with a mere lance but with an actual spur, like ironclad frigates or those warships called ‘rams,’ whose mass and motor power it would possess simultaneously.
    


    
      “This inexplicable phenomenon is thus explained away—unless it’s something else entirely, which, despite everything that has been sighted, studied, explored and experienced, is still possible!”
    


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


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


    
      But I mustn’t let these fantasies run away with me! Enough of these fairy tales that time has changed for me into harsh realities. I repeat: opinion had crystallized as to the nature of this phenomenon, and the public accepted without argument the existence of a prodigious creature that had nothing in common with the fabled sea serpent.
    


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


    
      Public opinion being pronounced, the States of the Union were the first in the field. In New York preparations were under way for an expedition designed to chase this narwhale. A high-speed frigate, the Abraham Lincoln, was fitted out for putting to sea as soon as possible. The naval arsenals were unlocked for Commander Farragut, who pressed energetically forward with the arming of his frigate.
    


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


    
      So the frigate was equipped for a far-off voyage and armed with fearsome fishing gear, but nobody knew where to steer it. And impatience grew until, on June 2, word came that the Tampico, a steamer on the San Francisco line sailing from California to Shanghai, had sighted the animal again, three weeks before in the northerly seas of the Pacific.
    


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


    
      I received a letter three hours before the Abraham Lincoln left its Brooklyn pier;[2] the letter read as follows: Pierre Aronnax Professor at the Paris Museum Fifth Avenue Hotel New York Sir: If you would like to join the expedition on the Abraham Lincoln, the government of the Union will be pleased to regard you as France’s representative in this undertaking. Commander Farragut has a cabin at your disposal.
    


    
      Very cordially yours, J. B. HOBSON, Secretary of the Navy.
    

  


   


  


    3. As Master Wishes


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


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


    
      “Besides,” I mused, “all roads lead home to Europe, and our unicorn may be gracious enough to take me toward the coast of France! That fine animal may even let itself be captured in European seas—as a personal favor to me—and I’ll bring back to the Museum of Natural History at least half a meter of its ivory lance!”
    


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


    
      “Conseil!” I called in an impatient voice.
    


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


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


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


    
      The lad was thirty years old, and his age to that of his employer was as fifteen is to twenty. Please forgive me for this underhanded way of admitting I had turned forty.
    


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


    
      “Conseil!” I repeated, while feverishly beginning my preparations for departure.
    


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


    
      “Conseil!” I called a third time.
    


    
      Conseil appeared.
    


    
      “Did master summon me?” he said, entering.
    


    
      “Yes, my boy. Get my things ready, get yours ready. We’re departing in two hours.”
    


    
      “As master wishes,” Conseil replied serenely.
    


    
      “We haven’t a moment to lose. Pack as much into my trunk as you can, my traveling kit, my suits, shirts, and socks, don’t bother counting, just squeeze it all in—and hurry!”
    


    
      “What about master’s collections?” Conseil ventured to observe.
    


    
      “We’ll deal with them later.”
    


    
      “What! The archaeotherium, hyracotherium, oreodonts, cheiropotamus, and master’s other fossil skeletons?”
    


    
      “The hotel will keep them for us.”
    


    
      “What about master’s live babirusa?”
    


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


    
      “Then we aren’t returning to Paris?” Conseil asked.
    


    
      “Yes, we are… certainly…,” I replied evasively, “but after we make a detour.”
    


    
      “Whatever detour master wishes.”
    


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


    
      “As master thinks best,” Conseil replied placidly.
    


    
      “You see, my friend, it’s an issue of the monster, the notorious narwhale. We’re going to rid the seas of it! The author of a two-volume work, in quarto, on The Mysteries of the Great Ocean Depths has no excuse for not setting sail with Commander Farragut. It’s a glorious mission but also a dangerous one! We don’t know where it will take us! These beasts can be quite unpredictable! But we’re going just the same! We have a commander who’s game for anything!”
    


    
      “What master does, I’ll do,” Conseil replied.
    


    
      “But think it over, because I don’t want to hide anything from you. This is one of those voyages from which people don’t always come back!”
    


    
      “As master wishes.”
    


    
      A quarter of an hour later, our trunks were ready. Conseil did them in a flash, and I was sure the lad hadn’t missed a thing, because he classified shirts and suits as expertly as birds and mammals.
    


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


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


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


    
      “Professor Pierre Aronnax?” he said to me.
    


    
      “The same,” I replied. “Commander Farragut?”
    


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


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


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


    
      The frigate’s interior accommodations complemented its nautical virtues. I was well satisfied with my cabin, which was located in the stern and opened into the officers’ mess.
    


    
      “We’ll be quite comfortable here,” I told Conseil.
    


    
      “With all due respect to master,” Conseil replied, “as comfortable as a hermit crab inside the shell of a whelk.”
    


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


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


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


    
      “Are we up to pressure?” he asked the man.
    


    
      “Aye, sir,” the engineer replied.
    


    
      “Go ahead, then!” Commander Farragut called.
    


    
      At this order, which was relayed to the engine by means of a compressed-air device, the mechanics activated the start-up wheel. Steam rushed whistling into the gaping valves. Long horizontal pistons groaned and pushed the tie rods of the drive shaft. The blades of the propeller churned the waves with increasing speed, and the Abraham Lincoln moved out majestically amid a spectator-laden escort of some 100 ferries and tenders.[3]
    


    
      The wharves of Brooklyn, and every part of New York bordering the East River, were crowded with curiosity seekers. Departing from 500,000 throats, three cheers burst forth in succession. Thousands of handkerchiefs were waving above these tightly packed masses, hailing the Abraham Lincoln until it reached the waters of the Hudson River, at the tip of the long peninsula that forms New York City.
    


    
      The frigate then went along the New Jersey coast—the wonderful right bank of this river, all loaded down with country homes—and passed by the forts to salutes from their biggest cannons. The Abraham Lincoln replied by three times lowering and hoisting the American flag, whose thirty-nine stars gleamed from the gaff of the mizzen sail; then, changing speed to take the buoy-marked channel that curved into the inner bay formed by the spit of Sandy Hook, it hugged this sand-covered strip of land where thousands of spectators acclaimed us one more time.
    


    
      The escort of boats and tenders still followed the frigate and only left us when we came abreast of the lightship, whose two signal lights mark the entrance of the narrows to Upper New York Bay.
    


    
      Three o’clock then sounded. The harbor pilot went down into his dinghy and rejoined a little schooner waiting for him to leeward. The furnaces were stoked; the propeller churned the waves more swiftly; the frigate skirted the flat, yellow coast of Long Island; and at eight o’clock in the evening, after the lights of Fire Island had vanished into the northwest, we ran at full steam onto the dark waters of the Atlantic.
    

  


   


  


    4. Ned Land


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


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


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