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            TERMS AND CONDITIONS

          

        

      

    

    
      November 6, 1866

      The water in the Salon is cold and almost waist deep. The Nautilus, my beloved Nautilus, is dying. Dying alone except for me, but I am old and enfeebled. The small iron bound wooden chest under my arm is heavy. The water I am wading through is level with the pipe organ’s keyboard and climbing up the salon’s glass viewports. Behind me through the open door the library is also flooded. Books and periodicals float on the surface of the water. I push toward the open safe in a trance. Not a sound except for the water. No one is here but me. I am the last of the little band of brothers that escaped from Belial Island. I lovingly touch the burled surface of the elegant Louis the XVI table with the flat of my hand; finger the glass jars crowding its surface—the work of years of careful study—filled with marine specimens from around the world. I caress the smooth green brocade of the divan, the one I liked to sit in to stare out the viewport whilst enjoying a cigar and a snifter of brandy. And before me is the safe filled with enough bullion and gem crusted jewelry to pay off France’s national debt three times over. This is my last act as the Nautilus’ builder and her captain: To place the chest containing my diary in the vault. The water is rising steadily, reaching my chest, as the Nautilus sinks down to her final resting place…when I feel a hand on my shoulder…

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I woke with a jolt to see my steward Tyrell looming over me, his honest face creased with worry. “Are the prisoners awake?” I massaged the sleep from my eyes.

      Tyrell was mute so he answered with an affirmative nod.

      I sat up, swung out of bed and shoved my hair out of my face. “I suppose I owe them a meal before I drown them.” Tyrell shrugged then pointed to the sixteenth century Spanish silver platter laden with breakfast, but I had no stomach for food—not this morning. He pointed to my hair and opened and closed his first two fingers. “Later,” I said. “Tell cook to prepare a meal for them.” I was conscious of an edge to my voice. I was not cross with the worthy Tyrell, a gentle and unoffending soul whom I regarded highly. It was the unwelcome intrusion upon my world that was disturbing my tranquility. And I wanted to enter into my journal the nightmare that had ruined my sleep, but first I needed to get those confounded strangers off my ship straightaway.

      As I trimmed my beard then dressed in a black waistcoat and frock coat and tied on a rich black brocaded cravat, I was in a dark and thoughtful mood. After they had enjoyed their meal, I would usher them up to the boat deck and sink beneath the waves without sparing them a second thought. That they foolishly sought refuge on the deck of my Nautilus had nothing to do with me—I felt no obligation to deliver them from their fate. Long ago, I had divested myself of any semblance of compassion for my fellow man. In my eyes human beings were no better than the bacteria Monsieur Louis Pasteur had but recently conquered with his brilliant discovery of the pasteurization process.

      My mind was ice sharp with anger. My hapless guests were undoubtedly from the American steam frigate that attacked me whilst I replenished my depleted air reservoirs. As I am somewhat of an admirer of Americans, I did not sink her outright as I ordinarily would have done—this being my policy with all warships—I contented myself with disabling her rudder and screw propeller, and she was able to limp off under sail power alone. I confess Americans puzzle me. They had fought a bloody Civil War to secure an end to the hateful institution of slavery. Yet, in New York City, which had been famous for its abolitionist leanings for many years in all the capitols of Europe, I witnessed shocking scenes of unprovoked violence upon harmless Negros for the mere provocation of their skin colour. This lack of compassion among the one nation I thought to be trying to create a more utopian society hardened my resolve to forever have done with what passes for civilized society, and a desire to mete out justice upon said so-called civilized society grew even stronger.

      My dark thoughts were interrupted by a soft knock on my cabin door. “Come in.”

      “Good morning, Captain, Sir,” said Lawrence. My Number One, so styled because, after me, he was next in the chain of command. He was very muscular, broad shouldered with robust limbs, a full beard—and a gentleman of the first water.

      “Ah! Good morning, Number One,” I replied, pushing a stickpin into my cravat. “I have decided that we shall forego making the rounds this morning and pay a visit to our guests to see if we can learn anything useful before I show them to the door.”

      “Frankly I am surprised you are even bothering, Captain,” Lawrence opined bluntly. “The odds are quite high that they are dull civil servants on their way to some disgusting colonial outpost or merchants, although one fellow looks like a wharf rat.”

      I turned away from the mirror and favoured Lawrence with a smile. “There is always the chance, however small, that these men are something more.”

      Lawrence followed me from the room. “They will be leaving, though.”

      I couldn’t tell whether that was a question or a demand. Choosing the former was just common sense; I almost never like to butt heads with a fellow if I can win him over with persuasion through honest discourse. “You may depend upon it, my worthy friend. I do not want them here anymore than you do—in fact, a good deal less than you do.”

      Lawrence held the door open, and I strode from my cabin with my head erect and shoulders back. Our footfalls rang on the passageway’s gleaming teak deck as we headed aft. To get to the brig, we had to pass through the grand salon. The panels were retracted, affording a pleasant view of the swiftly passing seascape. How I longed to tarry here to study a new batch of marine samples I hoped to identify and carefully preserve. That I had to forego such a pleasant pastime to deal with intruders further lowered my mood and I hastened across to the door at the far side. Then we swept through the library with its multitudinous volumes of scholarly books and fine literature, all identically bound in gilt leather but arranged, admittedly somewhat haphazardly, on shelves that rose from floor to ceiling on all four sides of the room. Here, I had provided a small porthole on either side of the room to provide a cheerful light whenever we were cruising in the epipelagic zone, which, depending on the body of water, turbidity, weather conditions were often brilliantly illuminated. Hence, the portholes were more for mood than practicality, as the room was provided with electric light fixtures, beautifully scalloped glass half-globes set in filigreed gilt brass frames, on the ceiling. Then we were back in the passageway that spanned the length of the ship. A crewman with the pleasant rustic manners of a Gascon named Marcel was lovingly polishing the gleaming brass rail of the staircase that corkscrewed up to the main hatch that opened on to the boat deck.

      “Good morning, mon Capitaine,” he said pleasantly, with a dip of his head. Although Marcel was French like most of the crew, he spoke in Artlang, the language the late Father Blondeau had invented during our imprisonment on Belial Island in order to converse securely with his devoted followers whilst within the presence of the brutish guards. My shipmates and I had made the conscious decision as part of our self-imposed exile to abandon our various native tongues and speak exclusively in this artificial language. “Good morning, Marcel. You are doing a fine job on that railing. I can see my reflection in it from here.” It is important to recognize a man’s contribution to the commonweal, however minor. A clean ship benefits everyone on board her.

      “Thank you, Sir,” Marcel replied cheerfully. “I hope to have the rest of the bright work in this part of the ship completed by the end of my watch.”

      “Good man,” I replied sincerely. Lawrence and I pressed onwards.
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        * * *

      

      When we came to the brig a few paces beyond the staircase, Lawrence took out a key from his waistcoat pocket and unlocked the door and swung it open on well-oiled hinges. The prisoners bounded up from the table. The tallest of the three men hurried forward to make his greetings, no doubt conscious of the precariousness of their position.

      “God be with you!” he cried in fine Parisian French, “for sparing our unfortunate lives! It was good of you to come, kind sir. Dear Sir! I am Pierre Aronnax, Professor of natural history.” The Frenchman was gangly and knock-kneed in a waterlogged plum waistcoat and white shirt. Below the waist he was stripped to his underpants and barefoot. All the same, his whole bearing suggested a man with an enormous sense of his own importance. Aronnax gestured to his companions: a diminutive stocky man with a fringe of sun-frizzled hair, topped by a pair of innocent brown eyes and a child-like smile, and a rough looking ordinary seaman with a pockmarked face, bulbous nose, and the quick darting eyes of a ferret. “This worthy fellow is my manservant Eduard Conseil, and this is Ned Land, master harpooner.”

      Aronnax immediately launched into an explanation of how they came to find themselves in my presence. I set my face to reveal nothing, a skill I acquired on Belial Island, where an ill-timed word or a careless facial expression was grounds enough for a severe flogging or a turn in the Hole, a windowless stone cell barely large enough for a squatting full-sized man. Oh yes, I knew very well how to keep my face neutral.

      But inwardly I had been knocked back on my heels by the man’s words. I turned to Lawrence and said, “Why, upon my word! I know this bedraggled fellow. He is a famous professor with the Museum of Natural History in Paris. Several of his books are in our library.” Naturally, I took care to converse in artlang. I could see at once that Professor Aronnax was puzzled by our language.

      “Will you still set him topside, Sir?” asked Lawrence in an undertone.

      After a pause I said, “I am not sure anymore. Let us hear what else he has to say.” I turned and looked at the professor and he resumed his tale. Surely, I knew that my fabulous undersea vessel was a matter of great curiosity to the public, which was convinced a giant sea creature had risen from the depths to slake its thirst on terrestrial victims who ventured upon the seas. I said nothing. This could have no application to me. I cared not what the public thought, as long as they left me the hell alone.

      Aronnax waved the harpooner forward and told him to address us in English.

      The Canadian was a bowlegged fellow, short, with brawny arms and wide shoulders from a lifetime of throwing heavy harpoons. He touched his forelock with his thumb, ducked his head, and grinned. “Well, you see, Sorr, we all thort you a sea monster, beggin’ yor pardon, Sorr. The Yankees ganged me up in Frisco town to sign on for a cruise to destroy the monster which naturally nuff I did, you see how it is, Sorr? Nothing personal. We must’ve covered every scrap o’ water on the globe lookin’ for thee—not thee ah-zactly—but the sea monster, a giant narwhal as we did thought, and we was about to set our courses for home, when we sees your light in the distance and we all think it two great glowing eyes. Well, Admiral Farragut ladled on the steam then ordered me to be ready to cast me iron at thee. And then you came a rushin’ at us, so’s I casts me iron at thee right square an’ proper but it bounced right off your iron hide. Next thing I knows I am neck deep in water with the Lincoln half a dozen cables to windward licking her wounds an’ showing no sign o’ wearin’ round to fetch me. Well, Ned, I says to mesself, ‘You is all served up nice and hot now, matey, jes like a bowl o’ gramma’s oyster stew,’” He gave a helpless shrug at my utter lack of reaction to his queer tale then took three quick steps back and grinned at me without a flicker of shame.

      I disliked the fellow intensely.

      The professor’s servant, a Belgian, I gathered from his accent, repeated virtually the same tale in well enunciated if somewhat pedantic German. “Meine Herren….”

      
        
        (Lacuna begins)

        Note 1: Next three pages hopelessly smudged. But we do know from 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea that Nemo and his second in command left after that first meeting without revealing their understanding of what Aronnax and his companions said to them.

        Note 2: Acting on secret information provided by British Prime Minister Lord Palmerston’s government, Secretary of the Navy, Gideon Welles, despatched The USS Abraham Lincoln, a Mohican class steam sloop-of-war, under the command of Rear Admiral David G. Farragut, to pursue and sink the Nautilus. Although both governments were aware of the true nature of the “sea monster” terrorizing the seas, it was decided to keep this information confidential as it was thought that releasing it to the general public would cause a financial panic and send the cost of maritime insurance crashing through the roof, thus precipitating a Euro-American economic depression.

        Note 3: After conferring with President Andrew Johnson and Secretary of State Edwin Stanton, Secretary of the Navy, Gideon Welles, decided to withhold this information from Pierre Aronnax, whom Welles had recruited for the voyage to lend credence to the sea monster cover story. To further bolster the cover story, a drunken roustabout and itinerant Canadian harpooner named Ned Land was approached by the Abraham Lincoln’s second in command, Lieutenant James R. Moorehouse, while the warship was docked in San Francisco, and offered a generous fee to join the expedition.

        (Lacuna ends)

      

      

      The crew was gathered around the exquisite Louis XVII table in the dining room sitting or standing in respectful silence. I was seated at my customary place at the head of the table with my hands clasped before me. “Shipmates. We must bow to the unpleasant fact that the British and American governments are clearly aware of who we are and what we are.” Here I held up a finger. “But Providence has presented us with a singular opportunity in the person of Professor Aronnax. I intend to keep the good professor alive and feed him disinformation to confound and confuse our enemies. Also, I would be less than truthful if I did not admit to a certain admiration for his books on oceanography, flawed as they are, and I earnestly desire to share with him the wonders we enjoy every day.” I looked around the table and the chief engineer raised his hand.

      “Yes, Mr. MacKay.”

      “It seems to me we would be risking a lot if we spared those beggars.” MacKay was a bearish, dour-looking man with a shock of reddish blond hair—and he was a teetotaler, a rare occurrence amongst the Scottish peoples.

      I nodded in agreement. “Perhaps, but in my judgement the gains outweigh the risk. If we can mislead our enemies as to our capabilities, we’ll benefit from the outcome.”

      “What if your plan fails?” asked Lawrence. “What if they cause trouble?”

      I gave a careless shrug. “Then we shall be no worse off than we were before, and we can always give Aronnax and his friends back to the sea at any time in the future.”

      Lawrence asked from the end of the table, “Sir, may I speak plainly?”

      “Upon my word, Number One! What a singular thing to ask!” I replied, aghast. “No one aboard the Nautilus requires my permission to speak their mind.”

      “In my opinion, sparing the professor has little to do with misleading the Admiralty. I think a part of you wants the world to know about your scientific achievements,” he said kindly. “Why else spare a man who, in point of fact, you have very little regard for; his books will inevitably be rife with misconceptions and blatant inaccuracies. How could they not, since he relied on the paltry data acquired by survey ships dredging the seabed? Granted, there could be some benefit to feeding our enemies some misinformation about our capabilities…” His words tailed off into silence.

      There was much nodding around the table and mutters of agreement. “Your concerns are duly noted, but my mind is fixed upon this course of action,” I replied firmly. I looked around the table at the other men who were listening attentively. “The very moment I reach the conclusion that they pose a risk to the ship, I will set them on the boat deck in the middle of the ocean and leave them to fend for themselves.”

      Lawrence nodded. “Then I for one can see no obstacle to your desires, Sir.”

      “Thank you for your support, Number One.” I looked at the others. “And the rest of you? Let us see a show of hands. Of the thirty men, twenty-four raised their hands.”

      I gave the men one of my rare smiles. “That settles it, then,” No sea captain ever had a finer crew. I looked at the faces of my shipmates and went on. “It is imperative that we withhold certain facts from our guests. Chief of which is the source of the Nautilus’ motive power. Under no circumstances must they learn about the Poseidon crystal. To that end, it is my wish, my order, that no one converse with them except me.”

      “You don’t think we can keep our tongues from wagging, Sir?” asked Mr. Moreau, my third in command and second in the clear line of succession I had established. In the event of my demise or incapacitation Lawrence would assume command followed by Mr. Moreau. I gave a shrug. “Some men have a talent for extracting information just by casting an eye upon a man’s face and the professor will be curious about every aspect of our ship. He and his companions will likely attempt to glean as much information from us as possible in the hope that with the right information they will be able to make good their escape, and, as surely as the evening tide, they will run to the American and British governments and share everything they have learned about us. The fewer of us who speak to them the less likely they will learn anything that could prove useful to our enemies. Remember we want them to know only what we tell them. Does everyone here understand and agree?”

      
        
        (Lacuna begins)

        Note 4: text lost due to water damage for the next page and a half. Although the text is missing from this portion of the journal, we can surmise from what happened next that Nemo convinced his crew to go along with his plan. What cannot be determined is why he waited another full twenty-four hours to communicate with Pierre Aronnax. It has been suggested that he used this interval to draw a misleading blueprint of the Nautilus that left out critical features, such as the bow planes that, in concert with the stern planes, were key to the Nautilus’ remarkable stability.

        (Lacuna ends)

      

      

      “Kindly remove your confounded hands from my steward’s throat,” I said in flawless French. The effect of my words on the three castaways was magical. They froze like statues. The three of them had ambushed Tyrell when he came in to clear away the dinner plates and flatware. The Frenchman and his manservant each had hold of a leg and the Canadian had the poor fellow by the throat. Another moment longer and I fear it would have gone badly for my steward. I fought to control the rage boiling inside me. Imagine behaving like beasts to one who has seen to their comforts. Tyrell had not only brought them food but clean dry clothes, and this was the thanks he got. But I held to my larger purpose and restrained myself from having them conveyed to the boat deck straightaway. Aronnax and his servant got to their feet with sheepish expressions on their faces and the brutish harpooner slowly released his grip on poor Tyrrell. I reached down and helped him to his feet, and he stumbled from the brig. I met Aronnax’s blue eyes, and we took the measure of each other in a long frank stare.

      “So, you do speak French,” Aronnax said in wonder.

      “I also speak English, German, and Latin, and Ancient Greek equally well,” I replied. “Had I chosen to, I could have conversed with you during our first interview, but I wished to know your identity and how you ended up on my submarine ship’s deck. I now know that Fate has delivered into my hands none other than the celebrated Professor Pierre Aronnax, entrusted with a scientific mission aboard the American warship USS Abraham Lincoln, his manservant Èduard Conseil, and master harpooner Ned Land.”

      Aronnax, his ego suitably stroked, bowed. “I am at your service.”

      Behind him, Conseil and Ned Land were exchanging quizzical looks.

      I went over to the table, leaned against it, and crossed my arms. “It perhaps would have been better had I spoken with you yesterday, but I wanted time to ponder what action, if any, I was to take toward you now that I know who you are. Most annoying circumstances have thrust you into the presence of a man who has severed all ties with humanity, save his worthy crew. You have come to bedevil my existence…”

      “It was purely unintentional,” Aronnax said with unseemly haste.

      “Unintentional” I thundered, my voice echoing off the brig’s bare steel walls.

      Aronnax jumped as if a wasp had stung him, his cheeks reddening. “But Sir…”

      “Do not interrupt me, Sir! Was it happenstance that the Abraham Lincoln hurled her shells at me then attempted to pursue me as I rode the surface? Was it unintentional when Mister Land here cast his god-cursed harpoon at my ship? By your own admission your warship was specially outfitted to hunt me down and if possible destroy me.”

      Aronnax spread his hands and said, “Monsieur, you are clearly unaware of the discussions concerning you that have taken place in Europe and America. It was thought that your submarine monitor was a sea monster. The world’s newspapers are filled with accounts of sightings and encounters. In every country there are reports of sightings, and the various collisions, undoubtedly accidental, between this amazing vessel and surface ships. It was thought necessary to rid the world of the sea monster at any price.”

      My head jerked up in outrage at that. “Then dare you assert that your warship would not as ardently have pursued and fired upon a submarine ship as a sea monster?”

      Aronnax went flat, deflated like a punctured hot air balloon. “You have me there, Monsieur. What do you plan to do with us?”

      I looked at them. In the pure electric light coming from the ceiling fixture, my frock coat and trousers shone a deep black. Under my black officer’s billed cap, my hair was neatly trimmed (Tyrell had at last had his way with my unruly locks) and was as black as coal tar against my pale face; my emerald ring sparkled on my hand. The castaways stood in abject silence like convicts waiting to hear an angry judge’s sentence.

      I was master of the situation, and they knew it. “I would be well within my rights to treat you like enemies and set the lot of you on deck and submerge, without giving you a second thought.”

      “If you were an uncivilized man perhaps,” Aronnax replied, his voice harsh with shock. I saw his frame began to tremble as if he had a fever.

      The smile I gave him was as warm as a chunk of Arctic Sea ice, and my tone cut him like a dagger. “Believe me, Professor when I tell you that I am not at all what you would deem a civilized man. For reasons of my own, I have turned my back on what you style civilization. Nor I do hold myself to its hypocritical conventions or obey its largely unjust laws. A barefoot Pacific Islander in his loincloth and bone necklace has more esteem in my eyes than the so-called civilized European gentleman in his expensive frock coat, cravat, and top hat.” I paused to let my words sink in then added, “By my lights, it would not be unreasonable for me to drown you people like rats and be on my way. Can any of you elucidate one good reason why I ought to do otherwise?”

      Then it was as if a flood had broken through a dam.

      “It was the American’s fault,” Aronnax cried, on the verge of tears. “They practically forced me at gunpoint to go on the expedition. Mon Dieu! Save us!”

      “I thort it be a giant narwhal we be after,” declared Ned Land hastily, looking remarkably like a rat running hither and thither on the deck of a sinking ship.

      “I support my ailing old mother in Limburg with my wages,” Eduard Conseil wailed, covering his cherubic face with his pudgy hands.

      “I am a scientist.”

      “I am only a manservant.”

      “I’m only a simple harpooner.”

      Aronnax fell to his knees with hands clasped before him beseechingly, tears streaming down his frightened face. “Spare us, Monsieur! For the love of merciful God, do not drown us. We will tell no one about your secret. I swear to God almighty!” Such weeping and base groveling I have never seen as I witnessed that day. Yet, several years later, when I found a copy of Aronnax’s spurious journal of our encounter in the cabin of a wrecked ship, no mention was made of this sorry display of craven behaviour. Rather, he was the very picture of resolute dignity and bravery. What a blasted fraud!

      As the three begged for their miserable lives, I was cool and detached on the outside but jubilant inside. I sprang my trap then and they eagerly stepped into it—nay, hurtled pell-mell into it like a pod of dolphins fleeing a lagoon in which a ravenous Great White shark has made its unwelcome appearance. I was that Great White.

      “Calm yourselves, gentlemen,” I said, and here I allowed my tone to soften. Aronnax looked up with a hopeful expression on his tear-streaked face. “Whilst I am under no obligation to spare your lives, it has occurred to me that my interests might be reconciled to that pity to which every human being has a right. Here is my offer, gentlemen: You will remain onboard my vessel since fate has cast you here. Within the limits of its steel hull, you will be free—the same freedom my crew and I enjoy. The one limitation I impose is this: from time to time, it will be necessary for you to remain in your cabins—perhaps for as long as a day or two. As I desire to not have to resort to violence to force you to comply with my wishes, I shall expect from you, more than all the others, a ready obedience. The choice is yours; you can accept my terms, or I will put you topside and sink beneath the waves and continue about my business.”

      Aronnax’s relief was palpable. “God bless you, Sir! You will not regret your decision. You have our word of honour that we will not abuse your hospitality. And may I say what an amazing submarine boat this is.”

      “Ship,” I blazed out. “It is a ship, not a boat!”

      “Yes, of course it’s a ship. What was I thinking—may I rise?”

      I nodded and he clambered to his feet. I allowed my face to soften a trace. “But, as my submarine ship is so radically different from anything you have yet encountered, you are to be forgiven for mistaking it for a boat.” Now I sweetened the porridge for the professor, certain he would not be able to resist what I was about to tell him. He was, after all, a man of science. “My earnest hope is that you and your companions will not, perhaps, find your stay onboard my submarine vessel a grievous hardship. Among the many books in my library about the sea and its environs are those you yourself have authored. I have often read them and marveled at the perspicacity of your deductions. But you have taken your work as far as the limitations of terrestrial observation will permit. Let me tell you, then, Professor Aronnax, that you shall not regret the time passed aboard my vessel. I intend to introduce you to a world of limitless wonders. From this day onwards, because of your wise choice, you shall enter into a new element. You shall see firsthand what no man before me has ever seen.” It was easy to see that my words had struck home, and Aronnax’s next words confirmed my suspicion.

      “Sir, even if you have chosen to exile yourself from humanity,” he said with emphasis, “I cannot believe you have repudiated all human sentiment. We are survivors of a shipwreck, charitably received on board your vessel. As for me—I will not deny it—my interest in science overpowers my desire for liberty. I can see that the promise of our association offers much in compensation. By what name shall we address you?”

      After a pause, I said, “I am Captain Nemo and you and your companions are passengers aboard the Nautilus.”

      Aronnax said, “I am honoured to make your acquaintance, Sir.”

      “Nautilus is an apt name,” offered Conseil, “since your amazing submarine ship’s buoyancy is likely controlled in a similar fashion to its mollusk namesake.

      I looked at the little Belgian with interest. “An astute deduction, Master Conseil. However, my submarine ship can operate at much deeper depths than Nautilus Pompilius, which is not found at depths of greater than five hundred and fifty metres.”

      “Good Lord!” exclaimed Aronnax. “I can’t imagine any a hull, even one made of the strongest Bessemer steel, withstanding the pressure beyond a depth of one hundred metres. Just how deep can your submarine vessel go, Captain?”

      “All in good time, Professor. All in good time,” I replied. Then I noticed that Ned Land, who was standing behind Aronnax and his manservant, was frowning as he rubbed his stubbly chin. “You have something on your mind, Mr. Land?”

      The Canadian cleared his throat. “You mean we be affixing our mark on the crew roster fer the dur-ay-shun?” The harpooner was slow, but he was no fool.

      “Those are my terms, Mr. Land,” I said inexorably. “Take them or leave them.”

      “Well, I be havin’ a life, matey. What about them apples?”

      “Very well,” I said, my voice cold, “As Mr. Land does not wish to remain aboard and I require unanimous agreement from the three of you, I shall have you conveyed to the boat deck straightaway.” I would happily have drowned just the harpooner but he, too, figured in my plans, for no tongue wags more freely than a sailor’s tongue and I was counting on him to spread my carefully chosen misinformation far and wide.

      Aronnax and his servant turned on the harpooner.

      “You fool! Are you trying to get us killed?” Aronnax cried in horror.

      “Think about what you are saying, Ned,” Conseil entreated.

      The harpooner shrugged. “It jes be that I likes me freedom, mateys.”

      “Do you like being dead?” Aronnax cried, his voice rising to a shrill pitch.

      “I tell you matey, I be free like the wind, an’ that be exactly hows I aims to keep it. I ain’t in no itchin’ hurry to sign it away an’ be cooped up like a sardine in a tin can. It ain’t natural to be living like a fish in the sea. Men’s needs sunshine and womens.” Ned cast a meaningful look at me then. “Be there any cunny aboard yor ship, Sorr?”

      “No,” I replied flatly. “And there never will be, just so you know.”

      The harpooner spread his hands. “How’s a man to goes wi’ out no cunny?”

      Aronnax seized Ned Land by the lapels. “Please, Ned, there is more to life than women and wine and song,” he said desperately.

      “We have plenty of the latter two onboard,” I offered, secretly amused.

      The harpooner scratched his head. “Wells, two outta three ain’t bad I reckon.”

      “And we get to live,” Conseil observed gently, “It may not be so bad Ned.”

      I noticed thick white seams on Ned Land’s wrists and was certain that I would find more on his ankles. The harpooner had been a convict. Given my own history, that ought to have engendered some sympathy for him in my heart, but it did not. My own experience had afforded me the ability to distinguish between the man wrongfully convicted and the dyed-in-the-wool hooligan. Ned Land was of the latter class. Had he not fit in with my plans I would have slain him without hesitation. His chosen occupation confirmed my opinion of his character. Indeed, there is nothing that gladdens my heart more than the sight of a whaling ship all aflame and sinking—preferably with all hands. I detest the hunting of whales, gentle highly intelligent creatures that had once come to my aid after a mishap beneath the North Pole’s ice pack. So, you can well imagine how conflicted I was about sparing Ned Land’s life. But to do otherwise would have very likely alienated Professor Aronnax and deprived me of a potentially useful outlet for the campaign of deception I intended to wage against my foes—up there.

      The Harpooner gave a heavy sigh then laughed and showed broken teeth. “Aye, I guess I be signing on fer the dur-ay-shun too.”

      “On my terms,” I said bluntly.

      “Me word be me oath, matey.” Land touched his forelock with a thumb and ducked his head in submission to a superior, but I caught the gleam of resentment in his steely harpooner’s eyes before his expression became guarded. I felt my eyes flash, becoming blacker still. I would have to keep a watchful eye on Ned Land.
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      Aronnax smiled down the table at me. Luncheon was served and the professor took in the array of fine crystal on the table with one glance and a questioning look at me.

      “As I knew that we were to have no ties with the land ever again, I have seen that every creature comfort has been provided for,” I volunteered. I was seated in the exquisite governor’s chair at the head of the table where I could see Tyrell standing in readiness against the wall with its rich Persian tapestries and paintings. The chair had been retrieved from a Spanish galleon wreck off the coast of Peru. It was two centuries old and had been lovingly restored by my crew. Fine French silver ewers and cut crystal decanters of liquor adorned the Louis XVI sideboard with its clean lines and classic styling. Good taste and quality workmanship never go out of style. Four translucent fluted half-globes on the ceiling cast a warm electric glow on the Dining Room.

      “I hope you are hungry, Professor,” I said, taking up my snowy linen napkin and setting it on my lap. “You will find that the food onboard my Nautilus is very good. You will also find that most of these dishes are unknown to you. However, you may eat heartily without even the slightest reservation. They are wholesome and delicious. Ever since I renounced terrestrial food, I have dined solely on the products of the sea, and I am the very picture of health,” I said, and I told no lie. Indeed, my crew and I were healthier than most Europeans because of our singular diet. I cannot recall the last time any of us even had a head cold. Among our company are men, well advanced in years, who possess more vigour than landsmen half their age. A healthful diet will always result in a state of wellness. Moreover, I had provided the Nautilus with a gym in which a rowing machine and a treadmill, both designed by me, and a set of iron weights were available for anyone who cared to use them. I, myself, visited the gym six days a week to stay in shape. The sea is no place for weaklings or the sickly although both may profit from the salubrious effects of good clean air, free of the filthy coal smoke one often encounters in cities. The water produced by the desalinization machine was pure and clean—unlike the water consumed by the landsman, which was just as likely as not to be germ ridden. No one on the Nautilus would ever contract cholera, as human waste was flushed into the sea.

      Aronnax took up his fork and sampled the dish before him. His table manners were impeccable. “This is exquisite, Captain. So, all of this comes from the sea alone?”

      “Indeed so. The sea supplies all my wants. Anchored to the Nautilus’ steel flanks are two long booms from which I tow nets until they are filled to bursting.

      “Additionally, when necessary, I set out on hunting expeditions to certain submarine forests known only to me where Neptune’s flocks dwell fearlessly—and are in some cases most unwelcoming to visitors. But, like the worthy gamekeeper of an estate, I only take, harvest if you will, what I need—and always with utmost respect.”

      Aronnax was studying me from the other end of the table. “The sea undoubtedly supplies an abundance of most excellent fish for your mess table—and I am frankly burning with curiosity about the method you use to hunt aquatic game in these submarine forests you speak of—but how do you obtain red meat?”

      I let the question of how I hunt underwater pass unanswered for the time being. “Professor, I never eat red meat,” I replied. “Quite frankly, I detest even the notion of eating terrestrial animals. Keeping livestock aboard is out of the question as there is no room for a cattle pen, and the stench would poison an otherwise pleasant atmosphere. You will not find a particle of red meat onboard the Nautilus.”

      Aronnax pointed at a platter laden with savory filets. “Then what is this, dolphin?”

      “We do not dine on dolphins or porpoises,” I replied emphatically. “They are highly intelligent creatures. That is loggerhead sea turtle. My chef sometimes makes delicious stew from the flesh of this creature but, alas, that is not on the menu today.”

      One taste of the turtle filets, seasoned and grilled to perfection on the galley’s electric grill, and the professor’s eyes were bright with approval. “Ce qui est très bonne!”

      I smiled at him from across the table. “I am gratified that it meets with your approval. My chef is a culinary artiste with an innate talent for preparing excellent meals from the various products of the sea. Pray do not hesitate to sample all these dishes. I do not doubt that your refined palate will be most impressed with their flavour.”

      We dined then, Tyrell silently bringing a new course after the previous one was consumed, each course eliciting exclamations of wonderment from the Frenchman, who certainly knew good food when he saw it.

      “Mon Capitaine, I cannot recall when I enjoyed a better meal, and the wine is superb. Had I to guess, I would say it is a Melon de Bourgogne from the Loire Valley.”

      I gave a little smile and twisted the delicate stem of my cut crystal wine glass even as I twisted the truth. “Actually, it is from a sea grape cultivated on the slopes of a sea mount to the east of French Polynesia.” You see, the year before, I had stumbled upon a sunken French brig off the Azores whose hold had been practically bursting with crates of wine from various regions in France. It had taken three hours for us to recover the liquid treasure. Between the haul from that wreck, and what I’d brought with me when I constructed the Nautilus, my wine cabinet would put even the finest European dining establishment to shame. I was aided in my deception by the professor’s own ignorance. He might have been one of the Museum of Natural History’s most celebrated scientists, but his true knowledge of the sea was proving to be somewhat negligible. Given the limitation imposed by his position as a terrestrial observer of the sea, I could not fault him for this. We do what we can, when we can do it, with what is available.

      The Nautilus was quiet, but I could feel the gentle thrum of the engine through the deck, and as always was much comforted by it. Warming to my theme, I continued, “Self-sufficiency is the watchword onboard the Nautilus. Your clothing is woven from fibres we extract from a variety of seaweeds, including kelp.”

      Aronnax smoothed a hand on his frock coat’s sleeve. “Yet, it has the soft luxuriant hand of the finest Egyptian cotton,” he said wonderingly.

      “Seaweed fabric is stronger and more durable than cotton and possesses certain ancillary health benefits to the wearer. We colour it with a purple dye excreted by a certain shellfish which was much cherished by the ancient Phoenicians, and shade it with a violet extract of the sea hare, as was done in the days of the Ptolemaic kings.”

      “And you evidently have someone on board who can cut and sew clothes. He has done an admirable job. This suit of clothes fits perfectly,” said Aronnax.

      “In a former life he was a renowned Parisian tailor,” I replied. “The aftershave you will find on the counter in your cabin’s bathroom is the product of a distillation from certain marine plants. The mattress of your bed is made from the softest dried seagrass in the ocean. The pen you will find on the desk in your cabin is made from the bone of a baleen whale, and the ink is derived from the secretions of a squid.”

      Aronnax shook his head slowly. “You are indeed self-sufficient. Almost like an order of monks.” That struck a bit too close to home for my comfort, but my expression did not alter by a flicker. “How else could we make a go of it down here?” I smiled.

      “You have a real love for the sea, do you not, Captain?” Aronnax asked, and the admiration in his eyes was as plain as a sunrise over a palm-fringed lagoon.

      “I have never felt as home anywhere else. Not a day goes by that some new wonder presents itself to me. Its waters are pure and life sustaining. Consider this: seventy percent of the world is covered by water. Yet, before I came along, very little of it was explored. Dredging and taking soundings will yield only so much useful data. Take it from me, Professor; direct observation is the only valid way to unravel the mysteries of our planet’s seas and oceans. Let me share this little tidbit to whet your appetite. A little to the west of the Mariana archipelago lays a gash in the ocean floor that is two thousand metres deeper than Mount Everest is tall. It extends from southeast of Guam to northwest of the Marianas for a distance of fifteen hundred nautical miles, give or take a few miles.”

      Aronnax’s fork paused halfway to his mouth. “That means it is a bit over eleven thousand metres deep! And you have taken the Nautilus down into it? Were you not concerned that the hull plates would succumb to the extreme pressure? By my reckoning the pressure at that depth is a thousandfold greater than at sea level.”

      Well! The fellow was not as uninformed as I had taken him to be. “Oh yes,” I nodded. “The Nautilus goes wherever I command her to go. Yes, I explored the trench and learned much from my sojourn there. It is not my custom to allow fear to dissuade me from a chosen course of action, especially in matters of scientific investigation.”

      “But the pressure! How can you go that deep without your hull imploding?” Aronnax persisted. I looked at him, then, and my face was as serious as death. “There are secrets about the Nautilus I shall never reveal to anyone but suffice it to say that no part of the sea is beyond my reach.” Oh, Good Lord! I regretted my words the moment I uttered them. In my enthusiasm I’d inadvertently revealed more than I intended about my Nautilus’ capabilities—much like the parent who cannot help boasting about his gifted child’s accomplishments. Just as quickly, I pushed my misgivings aside. So, what if the Admiralty learned that no part of the ocean was too deep for me to venture into it with impunity. Really, what could they do about it? It might even work to my advantage. Ha!

      “Professor, even the deepest submarine trench contains an astonishing array of life. But one needn’t venture that deep to see it. In any given column of water, at any depth, scientific wonders abound. What you observe in a tide pool or from the deck of even an especially well outfitted oceanographic survey ship cannot begin to represent the sea’s enormous variety of life. The sea is the last reservoir of unspoiled nature.”

      Aronnax set down his knife and fork and dabbed at his mouth with a napkin. “And other than the territorial waters of the surface it is still unclaimed by any nation.”

      “Aye. That is its most salient attraction to a man of my temperament. Upon its surface tyrannical governments impose unjust laws and engage in every kind of foul barbarity. But a mere nine metres below the surface their pestilential reign ceases, and their power dissipates. Down here among the vast submarine plains and deep valleys there are no kings or queens to defecate upon our hard-won liberty. We dwell in complete freedom and call no man master.” I fell silent, then. Again, I had said more than I intended and did not wish to be overly sentimental in front of this stranger. The ship’s electric bell chimed. Eight bells. Noon by terrestrial hours, 1200 hours by the Italian style time I used, as day and night had no meaning on a ship that plied the ocean deeps.

      Professor Aronnax’s blue eyes never wavered from my face. “You are clearly a man of deep convictions as well as a great scientist,” he said in admiration.

      I inclined my head. “Guilty as charged. Now Professor, if you care to learn about the Nautilus, I am at your service.” We rose from the table, and I led the way to the double doors. Swinging them open, we entered the library. Fine oak shelves laden with books climbed the walls on all sides of the room except the last where comfortable divans stood. They were covered in the finest green damask fabric and were curved for the comfort of the occupant. In the centre of the room stood a long table covered with pamphlets and newspapers, most of which were out of date. I turned a rheostat on the bulkhead causing the light coming from the three glass half-globes set in the ornate ceiling to brighten. A word about the rheostat: In 1845 Sir John Wheatstone invented a clever way to adjust current or to vary resistance in an electrical circuit. Hence, as the Nautilus was entirely powered by electricity, rheostats controlled nearly all her functions.

      “You must tell me about these wondrous lights, Captain Nemo,” Aronnax said.

      I cast myself down on a divan and leaned back with my legs crossed and one arm resting along its back. “The principle is rather simple, and here I must confess, that the lights you so admire are based on the work of an Englishman named Warren de la Rue, but I have added certain refinements. Platinum coils are enclosed in crystal globes filled with an inert gas. When a current is introduced, the filament is heated to a high temperature until it glows. With the happy result you are now witnessing.”

      “Ah, I know of the gentleman and his invention,” said Aronnax. “But I seem to recall that his light generating devices failed after a short while because of the problems he had creating a perfect vacuum. The light burned out after a few hours use.”

      “A problem I have solved, Professor. These lights will last for many years, and, I of course, have a generous supplies of spares in the event one ever needs to be replaced.”

      Aronnax sat and looked around. “This library would do honour to many European palaces, and the most astonishing fact is that it travels with you under the seas!”

      I spread my arms in an all-encompassing gesture. “Where could one find more peace and solitude? Did the library at your museum afford such quietude?”

      Aronnax let out a long sigh. “Not by a long shot. Our library is a rather poor example compared to yours, Captain. There must be seven thousand volumes in here.”

      “There are twelve thousand books, Professor,” I replied.

      (Lacuna begins)

      Note 5: One page appears to have been deliberately cut out of the journal.

      (Lacuna ends)

      I led Aronnax along the corridor with cabins and compartments leading off on both sides; rich tapestries covered the steel walls. A little gold sculpture showing a sea nymph gazing at her reflection in a mirror stood on a little table with S-curved legs.

      Several crewmen passed us, but none spoke a word to either of us. Yet I felt their curious gazes playing upon us as we swept by. I stopped at the desalinization compartment. “And here is where we produce our potable water,” I said, turning the knob and ushering Aronnax into the room. “I assume you use some electrical process to purify the seawater,” said he, studying the maze of copper tubes running from three large tanks. “That is correct, Professor. Seawater is brought into that large tank to your left then heated and pumped through reduction coils to that condenser then piped into those other two tanks then reheated at each stage.” I got a cup from a shelf on a bulkhead then went over to a tank and turned the spigot. “Here, have a taste,” I said with the pride of a master brewer boasting about his newest ale to a prospective buyer.

      Aronnax took a sip of water then smiled. “This tastes almost like spring water!”

      I nodded. “My process allows for the retention of certain beneficial minerals.”

      “What do you do with the salt you’ve extracted?” Aronnax asked.

      “Some is retained for our mess table, but the rest is purged into the sea.”

      We retraced our footsteps down the passageway to the drawing room. The professor turned around slowly to take in the comfortable, well-appointed room, a veritable museum where a man of my leanings could find constant stimulation while pursuing his researches. Twenty-four paintings adorned the teak-clad walls, separated by the emerald drapery I so adored; additionally, there were fine Greek and Roman statues on pedestals, and an elegant bronze fountain burbled in the centre of the room.

      “These treasures you see before you are the last remnants of my former life.” By the by, that was perfectly true since, after taking my leave of terra firma, in perpetuo, any new art or antiquity acquisitions came from the holds of sunken ships—not all sunk by me, let me hasten to add. Shipwreck is a common occurrence, but men will always risk everything they have for a tidy profit. It’s been that way since the first caveman set out on his coracle boat to sell furs to the tribe on the other side of the lake.

      Professor Aronnax moved about the room slowly examining the paintings on the wall like a Fleet Street art critic. He stopped when he got to an Adoration of the Magi. “This looks like the work of Paolo Veronese. But it must be a copy because I saw the original hanging in the nave of the San Silvestro church in Venice three years ago.”

      “That is not a copy,” I replied, bulging with an explosive flash of barely suppressed resentment. By God, did the fellow think I was some hapless arriviste trying to pass himself off as a man of culture by adorning the walls of his salon with counterfeit paintings? “Every piece of art you see in this room is an original.”

      “For heaven’s sake, tell me, then, how did it get here?” Aronnax was half turned toward me, his long face gaping with astonishment.

      “The parish needed my thousand guineas more than the painting.”

      Aronnax turned his attention to another painting. “And this Virgin of the Rocks by Da Vinci—surely, it is the very same that hangs in the Louvre. But how can that be?”

      “Da Vinci painted two. Mine was purchased from an English duchess who was in dire financial difficulties,” I replied blandly. It was not difficult to see that my guest was overwhelmed by the opulence he saw before him. He moved onwards to ponder the various Greek and Roman statues—the result of my submarine excursions in the Aegean and Tyrrhenian seas that in antiquity had claimed many a merchant ship. But the room was untidy in that way of the educated man who dwells in his home as a habitual bachelor. “Professor, I fear my salon is in disarray and for that I am very sorry.”

      Aronnax turned around slowly taking it all in then gazed at me with frank admiration. “Captain Nemo, it is clear that you possess the soul of an artiste as well as the intellect of an engineer of uncommon abilities.”

      “Would you like a smoke, Monsieur?” I asked courteously.

      “Then one may smoke onboard?”

      “But of course.” I went over to a humidor on the table beside divan, removed two cigars and trimmed off their ends with the silver cigar cutter hanging from my watch chain then handed one to Aronnax. Sitting beside the humidor was a wooden box with a small hand crank jutting from one side. A stubby brass rectangular stalk jutted about half a metre from the top of the box. I stooped over and spun the crank then let it go. The crank slowly ratcheted back to its former position then a platinum sponge at the top of the brass stalk glowed cherry red. I lit my cigar then straightened.

      “Now you try it, Sir.”

      “What a handy little device,” Aronnax said. After lighting his cigar, he drew on it with the unmistakable joy of the connoisseur of good tobacco.

      “Open fires are not permitted inside the Nautilus, since that would constitute an unacceptable hazard as well as consume valuable oxygen.”

      After a short while, Aronnax removed the cigar from his mouth and regarded it thoughtfully. “This may be the best smoke I have ever had, but I cannot for the life of me imagine how you are able to maintain a stock of them, given your self-imposed exile.”

      “Once again the sea provides for my simple wants,” I replied with the languid gesture of my cigar. “We harvest a rare variety of sea grass from the epilagic region off the coast of Krakatoa, east of Java, which is rich in nicotine and surprisingly similar to the terrestrial tobacco plant when dried. One amongst our company fashions the leaves into the very cigars we are now enjoying.”

      “How extraordinary!” Aronnax exclaimed.

      “Please do feel free to smoke all you wish.”

      Aronnax moved around the room, exclaiming in unfeigned delight at the marine specimens in the long brass bound display cases dominating the centre of the room and flanking a large fountain—a bronze nude of Aphrodite rising from a large shell. Its gurgle of water was a pleasantly soothing counterpoint to our conversation.

      “I take it,” said Aronnax, as he wandered around the drawing room peering into elegant glass cases and display cabinets, “that you collected all these treasures.”

      “Some were collected by members of my crew,” I replied.

      Aronnax began to murmur to himself as he examined the seashells on display in a cabinet. “Many of these specimens are unknown to me—and I am certain would be unknown to even the renowned conchologist Hugh Cummings. He would be speechless with admiration for the scope and breadth of your collection,” Aronnax said, turning his head to look at me. “This is a priceless collection! Why, only the year before last, I attended an auction of seashells in Paris. The single example of a Glory of the Sea Cone, an extremely rare mollusk, as I am sure you know, went for the price of an English peerage to a Russian Grand Duke. But it was nowhere near as fine as the least of the thirty specimens you have here. I salute you, Mon Capitaine.”

      I rose and went to stand beside the Professor with my hands thrust in my coat pockets. “Collecting them brought me immense satisfaction. Placing a bid at some auction house on a rare mollusk discovered by pure happenstance in some doltish fisherman’s dredge net could never compare to striding along the seabed hundreds of feet deep in search of new specimens, as I am sure you can all too well appreciate.”

      Aronnax nodded then assumed an air of wistfulness that almost had me convinced as to his sincerity. “Ah, to venture into the deep on foot as you do, applying the tools of sound reasoning and modern science to broaden the study of conchology. What an adventure of the ages that would be!”

      Upon my word, I fully expected him to produce a kerchief and start dabbing at his eyes. I lay a hand on Aronnax’s bony arm and looked at him earnestly. “You yourself would venture forth, if given the means and opportunity, to collect samples, would you not?” said I, my expression matching my tone.

      “Nothing would give me greater satisfaction,” replied Aronnax.

      “Even given the danger posed by sharks and giant squids?” I asked.

      Aronnax swiveled that big Gallic nose of his up to eleven o’clock then drew himself up like some two-bit actor playing a French Foreign legionnaire in a traveling carnival show. “You would only have to provide me the means, Mon Capitaine.”

      Aronnax went over to my pipe organ at the rear of the room to admire the gilded façade pipes fanning from the top and the rich burl wood, ebony and ivory keys of the console. He turned and looked at me quizzically. “You are a musician too, Captain?”

      “That title would, perhaps, be too generous. But I do find my time sitting before my pipe organ very relaxing, and no one has complained so far. Now I should very much like to show you something I think you will find far more interesting than a pipe organ.”

      I strode over to a small ornate brass box mounted on the wall beside the voice-telegraph, unlocked it and turned the knob. On either side of the room double panels slid back into recesses, flooding the room with ripples of watery light. At ninety metres the water was a pure aqua blue and filled with a moving tapestry of fish.

      Professor Aronnax hastened over to a viewport. I joined him there as he peered with wonder at the passing seascape. He spoke his observations aloud, calling out the names of the fish he saw—in Latin and Greek, of course. In my judgement, only the most fatuous men try to impress others by bandying scientific names. “Ah such beautiful specimens of Seriola quinqueradiar! Is that a school of Fugu rubripes I see? Yes, oh and even Paralichthys olivaceus!” He turned to me. “Captain Nemo, you have provided me with a sight that—other than you—only God has seen.”

      I inclined my head. “I do not think I do myself a disservice when I say that the Nautilus is the finest vessel ever conceived and constructed. Through these panels one can view endless wonders, day in and day out. But, when cruising in the deeper regions…

      (Lacuna begins)

      Two pages smudged beyond recovery.

      Note 6: The ink Nemo produced on the Nautilus was harvested from the ink sacs of various cephalopods. Its dark colour, due to the melatonin content, made it ideal for writing. What follows in excerpts from a Wikipedia article about cephalopod ink: Cephalopod ink contains several chemicals in a variety of different concentrations, depending on the species. However, its main constituents are melanin and mucus. It can also contain, among other things, tyrosinase, dopamine and L-DOPA, and small amounts of amino acids, including taurine, aspartic acid, glutamic acid, alanine and lysine. Cephalopod ink has, as its name suggests, been used in the past as ink; indeed, the Greek name for cuttlefish, and the taxonomic name of a cuttlefish genus, Sepia, is associated with the brown colour of cuttlefish ink (for more information, see sepia).

      (Lacuna ends)

      I gestured to the brass-ringed dials on the bulkhead behind the desk in my cabin. “You are undoubtedly familiar with most of these instruments, so I will not insult your intelligence by explaining what an aneroid barometre does, nor what I do with the telescope and binoculars sitting on yon shelf. And the compass is not unlike those found on any seagoing ship, so there is nothing remarkable about it. But this thermometre registers the Nautilus’ internal temperature, which is automatically maintained at a salubrious constant seventy-two degrees with this electro-mechanical thermostat.”

      Aronnax studied it closely. “I have not seen its like before—mechanical Arabic numerals on horizontal rollers instead of a simple column of mercury. Your invention?”

      “Like much of the equipment on the Nautilus,” I confirmed.

      Aronnax nodded toward a wood framed glass case fixed to the bulkhead. Inside a brass stylus was tracing a wiggly line onto a paper chart wrapped around a slowly revolving drum. “Why, unless I am very much mistaken, this is a thermograph.”

      “I use it to measure the temperature gradient in the water column. Its thermocouple is mounted inside an armoured housing bolted to the outside of the hull. Every seven days the chart is changed, and the old one inserted into that thick green catalogue you see on my desk. I dare say, Professor, many of your colleagues would not hesitate to sacrifice a year’s income to study it.”

      “Most would give a great deal more than that just to have a peek at such a treasure trove of raw data. You’re in an enviable position to take these measurements in situ. The thermometres lowered from survey ships only yield minimum and maximum temperatures, and there is some debate about the accuracy. Still, it’s accepted as a proven fact in scientific circles that the temperature drops the deeper one goes.”

      “It is quite a bit more complicated than that,” I replied. “Whilst mapping oceanic currents—many unknown to you surface dwellers—I discovered a transition zone between the warm sunlit surface water and the much colder deep water below. The temperature in this zone falls sharply. Its depth and strength vary with the season, has fixed boundaries in the tropics, is variable in temperate regions, but virtually non-existent in the Polar Regions where the water is cold from the surface to the seabed.”

      Aronnax examined the rest of the dials on the bulkhead. “These appear to measure voltage, amperage, and wattage. I saw similar ones at The Great Crystal Exhibition.” He turned and looked at me. “I was all but certain your ship was powered by electricity when I saw the ceiling light in the brig. But when you attacked the Lincoln…”

      “The Lincoln attacked me,” I reminded him, neutrally.

      Aronnax cleared his throat. “Ah! Yes, quite so. When the Lincoln fired upon you. The light in that armored structure on the deck puzzled me. No flame could produce a light that bright; it was positively blinding up close. It terrified the officers and crew. I think it even caused poor Admiral Farragut—the much-celebrated Hero of the Battle of Mobile Bay, mind you—some quantity of anxiety. I pleaded with him not to provoke an attack and to allow me to make some scientific observations.” Aronnax spread his hands. “But what military man ever paid attention to what a scientist had to say?”

      “It must have been vexing,” I replied dryly.

      “Oh, bless me, it was, Captain Nemo!” Aronnax said. “But things shook out the way they did and now here I am a prisoner—forgive me, Sir. There I go again!—I misspoke in my haste. I meant to say honoured guest on board your fabulous vessel.”

      “I applaud your philosophical outlook, Professor.”

      “Thank you, Sir. Thank you. How, pray tell, do you generate enough power for your ship? What turns the generator? It can’t be steam. I didn’t see a smokestack.”

      “Steam engines are cumbersome noisy machines and convert energy inefficiently. We would be enslaved to a dirty inefficient fossil fuel, and the air in our closed environment would be foul with sooty smoke from the firebox.” I gestured to the chair in front of my desk. “Please sit down, Professor. Would you care for some tea?”

      “That would be very good of you,” Aronnax replied, sitting down.

      I settled down into the sea chair behind my desk and pressed one of a dozen buttons on a brass panel set into the desktop’s shiny surface.

      “I have discovered a way to generate all the electricity I could possibly want—electricity as free as ocean water, endlessly renewable, free of unwholesome pollutants.”

      Aronnax’s eyes were alight with curiosity. “The material you employ to produce it must eventually be consumed. I assume zinc is a prime ingredient in its production—how do you obtain a fresh supply since you have disavowed all contact with the land?”

      My steward Tyrell came softly in the cabin with the tea tray and poured for us.

      “Thank you,” I said in Artlang. He nodded then withdrew from the room. Despite his inability to speak we were able to converse via sign language. He was unobtrusive and gentle, and fiercely loyal to me.

      “How is your tea?” I enquired, taking up my teacup.

      “It’s very good, green like the Asiatic variety, but no doubt hails from some submarine location of which you alone hold the secret,” Aronnax replied.

      “I harvest it from the sunlit flanks of a submerged atoll in the Sulu Sea,” I replied, lying smoothly. As I often sink clipper ships bearing tea that had been taken in exchange for opium, my storeroom was well stocked with the pricey commodity. I did not want to give some enterprising fellow in the British Admiralty the bright idea of packing a clipper ship with poisoned tea then setting it in my path, so I withheld the truth from Aronnax.

      And now began in earnest the elaborate saraband of half-truths and outright lies I intended to use to confuse my foes in the Admiralty. “Your assumption about zinc is only partially correct, Professor Aronnax. From the beginning there were three immutable requirements for any power source. It had to be renewable, clean, and easily obtainable. My solution was to develop an improved version of a Bunsen primary cell that uses a sodium-zinc amalgam in place of zinc alone. The electrical output was tripled. I extract sodium from seawater on a remote Island where the process is fueled with sea coal that I mine from the seabed. The Bunsen batteries power a large electromagnet that drives a complicated arrangement of reduction gears and levers connected to the propeller shaft.”

      “Mon Dieu! Your Bunsen cells must be enormous!”

      It dawned on me that Aronnax had neither wit keen enough nor instincts sure enough to sift the truth from my falsehoods. “They are enormous. But because they are so efficient, they only must be recharged once a year.” I left out the bit about what happens when sodium comes in contact with water. If anyone tried to use the spurious system I had just divulged to my credulous guest, the explosion would be massive.

      “How extraordinary!” Aronnax cried. “Can you share the actual process you use in more detail? You must have quite a chemical factory on your secret island.

      I picked a piece of lint off my sleeve and flicked it away. “Alas, my friend, I cannot share that information with you. It is a proprietary process, you know.”

      Aronnax’s face fell then brightened as another possibility suggested itself to him. “Then perhaps you would do me the honour of taking me on a tour of the engine room. I can only imagine the engineering marvels it must contain!”

      “I am afraid that would be quite impossible,” I replied firmly.

      Aronnax faltered. “May I see the wheelhouse then?”

      “No. It is a small space with many delicate instruments and controls that if accidentally disturbed would endanger the ship.” There could be no question of ever permitting Aronnax to visit the wheelhouse, where he would see the two revolutionary devices I relied upon to safely navigate the murky deep as effortlessly as any shark on the prowl. Despite his intellectual shortcomings he couldn’t fail to glean enough information to be of some service to curious French and British government officials.

      “But you said that my companions and I would have the freedom of the ship?”

      “There are limits to freedom, Monsieur,” I replied coolly. I set my teacup down on my desk. “You are a loyal subject of Emperor Louis Napoleon III, are you not?”

      And up went that big French nose like a cannon barrel that had been elevated to fire a one-gun salute. “But of course!” Aronnax replied proudly. I half expected the good professor to start belting out La Marseillaise, his hand resolutely clapped over his breast.

      “Yet you would not expect to be admitted into your emperor’s secret counsels with his government ministers,” I pointed out. “You can, therefore, well understand why certain areas of my ship must be off-limits to you and your companions.”

      “I suppose I see your point. A few days before we encountered you, we rescued an English naval officer adrift on a spar. Poor fellow’s arm was severely wounded, and gangrene had set in, so the ship’s surgeon was forced to amputate it. He wanted to tour the Lincoln, but the Admiral denied his request. Oddly enough, after Farragut interviewed him, he wasn’t even permitted to speak with the ship’s crew. He was sequestered in a cabin with a marine sentry posted outside—not quite a prisoner, but not quite a guest either. I suppose even among nations with friendly relations there must be discretion.”

      I grew very still.

      “An Englishman, you say?”

      “Why, yes. An officer of the Royal Navy,” Aronnax confirmed.

      “Do you recall the gentleman’s name?” I enquired steadily.

      “Let’s see…Bratton…Berryton. No, it wasn’t either of those. Oh yes! Now I remember. His name was Barrington. Are you all right, Captain? You look pale.”

      I stared at him as if one of us had gone mad then I slid my mask back into place. “Oh, I am fine. Thank goodness the Americans were able to rescue the poor fellow.”

      In my trance of rage Aronnax’s voice seemed to come slowly from very far away. “It must have been awful having nothing but a spar to cling to,” he remarked sadly.

      Not nearly awful enough, I thought. I was surprised, bitterly surprised. When the Black Prince had gone down with all hands, I had thought my personal demons exorcised for good. Yet, the blackguard, who had robbed me of all that was once good and fine in my eyes, had returned from the dead to bedevil my dreams. No wonder Farragut had kept him confined to a cabin. The American and British governments must be playing their cards close to their vests. Word of a submarine ship on the loose would spread panic.

      Aronnax was sitting rigid in his seat, his blue eyes bright—perhaps suddenly aware that he was likely sitting across from the agent of the hapless ship’s ill fortune.

      The voice-telegraph on the bulkhead rang and I think we were both glad for the interruption. I picked up the handset. It was Lawrence requesting my presence in the wheelhouse. I returned the handset to its cradle and turned to Aronnax. “If you will excuse me, Professor, I am needed in the wheelhouse.” I rose from my chair hoping no trace of the vengeful sea god showed on my face.

      “My library and Salon are at your disposal, Monsieur,” I said, as I guided the professor from my cabin. “Make free use of them, as you please. Good day to you, Sir.” I locked the door and hurried down the length of the A-level corridor with my head in a whirl. I had struck my blow and missed. I had not heard the last of Barrington. He would be back, and the next time around he would have a fleet of ironclads at his back.
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