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1.

n the 24th of May, 1863, my uncle, Professor Otto

Liedenbrock, rushed into his little house in Hamburg.
He was professor at the Johannaeum, and was delivering a
series of lectures on mineralogy. His teaching was to ben-
efit himself, not others. He was a learned egotist. Germany
has many professors of this sort. The name of Liedenbrock
was honourably mentioned in colleges and learned societies.
Moreover, my uncle was the curator of the museum of min-
eralogy formed by the Russian ambassador; a most valuable
collection, the fame of which is European.

He was a tall man, of an iron constitution, and with a
fair complexion. His restless eyes were in incessant motion
behind his spectacles. His long, thin nose was like a knife
blade.

He lived in his own little house in Konigstrasse, a structure
half brick and half wood. My uncle was tolerably rich for a
German professor. The house was his own, and everything
in it: his god-daughter Grauben, a young girl of seventeen,
Martha, and myself. As his nephew and an orphan, I became
his laboratory assistant. The blood of a mineralogist was in
my veins, and in the midst of my specimens I was always

happy.

2.

One day I came to his study. It was like a museum.
Specimens of every kind lay there in their places in perfect



1.

2 Mast 1863 roza moit aszs, npodeccop OTTO JINMAEHOPOK,

BOpBaJICA B CBOHM HeOosbILION oM B I'ambypre. OH ObLI
npodeccopom B MoraHHeyme U uMTasI JIEKIMM 10 MUHEPAJIOTHH.
Yurtanm oH Ay cebsda, a He And ApyruXx. OH ObLT yUEHBIM-
srouctoM. B TepManum MHOro mnpodeccopoB TaKOro COpTa.
Vimsa JIupeHOPOK YBa)KUTEJNbHO YIIOMHHAJIOCh B KOJUIEZAXKAX
¥ Hay4HbIX obmiecTBax. bosmee Toro: Mo sz ObLI KypaTOpOM
My3esd MHUHepaJorvy, OCHOBAHHOTO POCCHUNCKHUM IIOCJIOM;
3TO IleHHeHInasg KOJIJIEKIMsdA, I0Jb30BaBlIascsd eBpOIeHCKON
HU3BECTHOCTBIO.

OH 6BUI BBICOKMM MYXXYMHOU C KeIe3HOU KOHCTUTYIHEN
U cBeT/IoN Koxkell. Ero GecriokoliHble I71a3a 3a OYKaMu Npeo6kl-
BaJIi B HENIPEPhIBHOM /JIBIKeHUU. Ero JUIMHHBIN TOHKWN HOC TI0-
XOZWJI Ha JIe3BHe HOXa.

Ow xu1 Ha KoposieBCKO¥ yiTvile B CBOEM HEOOJIBIIIOM IOME,
IIOCTPOEHHOM HAIlOJIOBUHY W3 KUPIIW4Ya, HAIlOJIOBUHY U3 Ziepe-
Ba. [I1s1 HeMenKoro mpodeccopa MoK A4 ObUT CPABHUTENBHO
6orar. JloMm, cO BCeM, YTO B HEM OBLIO U UTO B HEM KUJIO, HAXO-
[IAJICS B €T0 MOJTHOM COOCTBEHHOCTH, BKJIFOYAS €TI0 KPECTHUILY
I'peTxeH, eBylLIKy JIeT ceMHaAaTy, MapTy u MmeHA. B kadecTBe
IUIEMSHHUKA W CUPOTHI S CTaJl ero jlabopaHToM. B Moux BeHax
TeKJla KpOBb MUHEPOJIOTA, U CPeAU CBOMX SKCIIOHATOB A BCerza
OBUI CYACT/IUB.

2.

Kak-To pas3 s 3ameén B ero kabuHeT. OH IOXOAWI Ha My3€H.
BceBo3MOXKHBIEe 00pa3IIbl TeXKaIl Ha CBOMX MeCTaX B COBEpIIeH-



.5&&3'229%& A Journey to the Centre of the Earth

order, and correctly named, divided into inflammable, metal-
lic, and lithoid minerals.

My uncle was sitting in a velvet armchair, and was
looking at a book with intense admiration.

“Here’s a remarkable book! What a wonderful book!”
he was exclaiming. “Don’t you see? I have got a priceless
treasure, that I found this morning, in the bookshop.”

“Magnificent!” 1 replied, with a good imitation of en-
thusiasm.

Why worry about this old, bound in rough calf, yellow,
faded volume?

“See,” the Professor went on. “Isn't it a beauty? Yes;
splendid! Did you ever see such a binding? Doesn’t the book
open easily? Yes; it stops open anywhere. But does it shut
equally well? Yes; for the binding and the leaves are flush.
And look at its back, after seven hundred years!”

I asked a question about its contents, although I did not
feel the slightest interest.

“And what is the title of this marvellous work?” I
asked.

“This work,” replied my uncle, “this work is the Heims
Kringla of Snorre Turlleson, the most famous Icelandic author
of the twelfth century! It is the chronicle of the Norwegian
princes who ruled in Iceland.”

“Indeed;” 1 cried, “and of course it is a German transla-
tion?”
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HOM IIOpAJKE " OBLIN dKKypaTHO IIOAIIMCAaHBI, IMoApa3Aeaaachb
Ha roproyuve, MeTa/VIMY€CKUE 1 KaAMHEBU/HBIE.

Motii 4404 CUAET B 6apX3THOM Kpeciie 1 C ABHbIM BOCXUIIIE-
HHEM paCcCMaTpHuBaJI KaKyl0-TO KHUTY.

— Kakaa norpsacaromas kuura! Kakada 3amedaTesnbHad
kHura! — BockIunaa oH. — Tel Buaumb? §I oGmagaro Gec-
I[EHHBIM COKDOBHINEM, KOTOpO€ OOHApYyXWI CEroHSA YTPOM
B KHMDKHOM MarasuHe.

— BesnkosennHO! — OTBeTW] 5, yMeJO BBIKa3blBasg IIpHU-
TBOPHBIN SHTY3Ha3M.

YTo MHe /10 STOTO CTaporo, 06Ja4YéHHOTO B TPYOYIO KOXKY,
JKETOTO0, 6/IEKIOTO TOMA?

— Cwmortpu, — mnpogomkan npodeccop. — Hy passe He
KpacuBo? [Jla; mpocTo pockormHo! Tel Korga-HuOyzAb BUJENT Ta-
Koll neperuiéT? PasBe aTa KHUTa He OTKPBIBAETCA CTOJb JIETKO?
Jla; oHa fepkuTCA Ha M000M OTKpPEITOM MecTe. Ho Tak v oHa
XOpOoUIO 3aKprIBaeTcA? Jla; MOCKOIBKY NePeIUIET U JIUCTHL II0J-
XOZAT APYT K APYTy. A B3IVIAHU Ha €€ KOPEIIOK, — 1 3TO CIIYCTA
CeMbCOT JIeT!

I 3az1a71 BOIIPOC O COZIEPKAHUU KHUTU, XOTS Y HE UCIIBITHI-
BaJI HU Masielilero uHTepeca.

— U xak ke Ha3bIBaeTCsA 3Ta MU3yMHUTENTbHas pabora? —
CIIPOCHT .

— Dra paboTa, — OTBeTWI MOH Aaxad, — 3Ta pabora —
«Xetimc Kpurna» CHoppe TypiecoHa, caMOTo HU3BECTHOTO MC-
JIAaHZICKOT'O aBTOpa JBEHAALIATOro CToNIeTU:A! DTO XpOHUKA HOP-
BeXXCKUX IIPUHIIEB, IpaBUBIINX B Mcianauu.

— BoT Kak, — BOCKJMKHYI 5, — 3TO, pa3yMeeTcs, HeMell-
Kuii nepeBoz?
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“What!” sharply replied the Professor, “A translation! What
can I do with a translation? This is the Icelandic original!”

“Ah!” said I; “and is the type good?”

“Type! What do you mean by the type, wretched Axel?
Type! Do you take it for a printed book, you ignorant fool?
It is a manuscript, a Runic manuscript.”

“Runic?”

“Yes. Do I need to explain what that is?”

“Of course not,” I replied in the tone of an injured man.
But my uncle continued.

“Runic characters were in use in Iceland in former ages.
They were invented, it is said, by Odin' himself. Look there,
and wonder, impious young man, and admire these letters,
the invention of the Scandinavian god!”

Well, well!l T was going to prostrate myself before this
wonderful book, when a little incident happened to divert
conversation into another channel. A dirty slip of parchment
slipped out of the volume and fell upon the floor.

“What’s this?” cried my uncle.
And he laid out upon the table that piece of parchment,
five inches by three, with certain mysterious characters.

The Professor raised his spectacles and pronounced:

! Odin — Opaun, BepxoBHBI} i 6Or B repMaHO-CKaHAMHABCKONA Mudo-
Aormu
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— Yro? — pe3ko oTBeTws mpodeccop. — IlepeBoa! Yro

MHe Jies1aTh € lepeBoZoM? DTO UCIaHJCKUI opurnHan!
— Ax! — ckasa g1, — a XOpOIll I WIpUPT?

— IIpudT! O KakoM mpuTe Thl TOBOPHUIID, HECUYACTHBIN
Axkcenp? IlTpudT! TeI IprHUMaEIIb e€ 3a IIeYaTHYI0 KHUTY, He-
Be)XeCTBEHHBIN INTyTel]? DTO pyKONUCh, pyHU4YeCcKasa PyKOIIUCE.

— PyHuyeckana?
— Jla. MHe Hy>XHO OOBACHATD, YTO 3TO TaKOe?

— KoHeuHO, HeT, — OTBeTWI 51 OOWKEHHBIM TOHOM. Ho
MOH A4/ IPOJAOIIKal.

— PyHUYeCKMMM 3HAYKaMH TOJb30BaIUCh B McraHauu
B cTapble BpeMeHa. OHU ObUTM M300peTeHbl, KaK TOBOPAT, ca-
MuM OzrHOM. ITOCMOTPH CIoZla ¥ TIOpa3uCh, IOHBIM HEYECTHUBEI],
¥ BOCXUTHUCh 3TUMH MUCbMeHaMU, U300peTeHreM CKaHANHAaB-
ckoro 6ora!

Hy, Hy! I y>ke TOoTOB OBLT NMAaCTh HUIL IIEpeJ, 3TOH 3aMeda-
TEJbHOU KHUTOM, HO TYT OHO OOCTOSTENHCTBO YBEJIO Hally Oe-
cey B ipyroe pycio. VI3 ¢ponraHTa BEICKOIB3HYIT I'PSA3HBIHN KO-
YOK IlepraMeHTa 1 yIiaj Ha TI0JI.

— YTO0 3TO? — BOCKJIMKHYJI MOH JAAA.
1 OH ITOJIOKWJT Ha CTOJI 3TOT KJIOYOK IlepraMeHTa pa3MepoM
IATh HAa TPH [IO¥Ma, yCEesTHHBIH KaKUMHU-TO TAaWHCTBEHHBIMU

3Ha4YKaMMH.

ITpodeccop NpUTOAHAT OYKY U OOBSABILIL:
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“These are Runic letters; they are exactly like those of
the manuscript of Snorre Turlleson. But what is their mean-
ing? It is certainly old Icelandic.”

Suddenly two o'clock struck by the little clock over the
fireplace. At that moment our good housekeeper Martha
opened the study door, and said:

“Dinner is ready!”

I followed her, and sat in my usual place. I waited a
few minutes. Professor did not come. He had never missed
the important ceremonial of dinner.

“I have never known such a thing,” said Martha. “M.
Liedenbrock is not at table! Something serious is going to
happen.”

After the dinner, I came back to the study.

3.

“Undoubtedly it is Runic,” said the Professor; “but there
is a secret in it, and I want to discover the key.”

He finished the sentence with a violent gesture.

“Sit there,” he added. “Sit there, and write.”

I sat down.

“Now I will dictate to you every letter of our alphabet

which corresponds with each of these Icelandic characters.
We will see what that will give us.”

10
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— OTO pyHUYECKHe NMUCbMEeHa; OHU B TOYHOCTU ITOXOZAT
Ha 3Haku u3 pykonucu CHoppe Typaecona. Ho yTo onu 3Ha4at?
9TO, KOHEYHO, [peBHEUCIaHACKUH A3bIK.

BHe3amHO HeOOJIbINME Yachl HA KAMUHE TTPOOMIIH /[Ba Yaca.
B 5TOT MUT ZiBEph B KAOMHET OTKPhLIA Hallla cJlaBHasA JOMOTIpa-
BUTeJIbHUIIA MapTa u ckasasna:

— O6eg roros!

S mocenoBas 3a HelO U ycesics Ha CBOE 0ObIYHOE MeCTO. S
MOJI0KIaJT HECKOIBKO MUHYT. IIpodeccop He mpuxoawi. OH HU-
KOTI/Ia He TIPOITyCKaJI BAXKHYIO IIEPEMOHUIO 00ea.

— HeBuzausoe geno, — ckasana Mapra. — I'-Ha JInzgeH-

6poka HeT 3a ctosom! CIIyYHUTCA YTO-TO CEPbE3HOE.

ITocse obeza 1 BEPHYJICA B KAOMHET.

3.

— HecoMHEHHO, 3TO pyHHMYEeCKHe MHCbMeHa, — CKa3al
npodeccop, — HO 37IeCh 3aK/II0YeHa HeKas TalHa, U A X049y Haki-
TH KJIIOY.

OH 3aKOHYWJI IIPE/JIOKEHNE BIACTHBIM JKECTOM.

— Cazguce TaM, — 106aBUI OH, — CAZIUCh TaM U TIHIIH.

A cen.

— Ceifyac 1 IpoguKTYyI0 Tebe Bce OGYKBHI HalIero anpasu-

Ta, COOTHOCAIIMECA C OTUMH HCIaHACKHMMM 3Ha4YKaMMU. ITocmo-
TPpUM, 9YTO 3TO HaM JacCT.

11



4
)

A Journey to the Centre of the Earth

The dictation commenced. I did my best. Every letter
came one after the other, with the following remarkable result:

mm.rnlls esrevel seeclde
sgtssmf vnteief niedrke
kt,samn atrateS saodrrn
emtnael nvaect rrilSa
Atsaar .nvcrc ieaabs
ccrmi eevtVl frAntv
dt,iac oseibo Kediil

When this work has ended my uncle tore the paper from
me and examined it attentively for a long time.

“What does it all mean?” he asked mechanically.
I could not help him.
“This is what is called a cryptogram, or a cipher,” he said,

“in which letters are purposely thrown in confusion. Under
this jargon there may lie the clue to some great discovery!”

As for me, I thought that there was nothing at all in
it; though, of course, I did not say so.

Then the Professor took the book and the parchment,
and diligently compared them together.

“These two writings are not by the same hand,” he said;
“the cipher is of later date than the book. There are two
hundred years between the manuscript and the document.”

I agreed.

12
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OH Hauan guKTOBaTh. fl cTapasucs, kak MOI. ByKBHI chlna-
JIUCh OZIHA 32 APYTOM, Y TIOMYyYWICA TaKOM IIpruMedaTeabHbIH pe-
3yJIbTAaT:

mm.rnlls esrevel seeclde
sgtssmf vnteief niedrke
kt,samn atrateS saodrrn
emtnael nvaect rrilSa
Atsaar .nvcrc ieaabs
ccrmi eevtVI frAnty
dt,iac oseibo Kediil

Korza paboTa 6pUta 3aKOHYEHA, A7 BHIPBAJI Y MEHS JIH-
CTOK U TIPUHSICS ZJOJITO €r0 U3y4YaTh.

— YT0 BCE 3TO 03HAYaeT? — MallMHAIbHO CIIPOCHT OH.

f He Mor eMy HUYEM IIOMOYb.

— OTO TO, YTO HA3bIBAIOT KPUNITOTPAMMON, WM IInb-
poM, — cKasasl OH, — IZile OyKBBI IIpeHaMepeHHO pa3bpoca-
HBI B Oecriopsigke. 3a 3TOM TapabapIIuHON MOXeT CKPBIBAThCS

KJIIOY K BEJIMKOMY OTKprTI/IIO!

YTo Ke KacaeTcsa MeHs, TO A moAgyMmali, 94TO TaM BOO6H_[e HU-
YEro HeT, XO0TA, KOHEYHO, A4 TaK HE CKa3aJl.

Torza mpodeccop B3I KHUTY U IIepraMeHT W TIATelTbHO
CPaBHWII UX.

— DTH Ba TeKCTa HallMCaHbl He OZHOU U TOM ke PyKOM, —
CKasaJl OH, — IHUdP co3JaH No3JHee KHUTH. MexX/y PYKOIMChIO

" 3TUM JOKYMEHTOM BECTU JIET.

{ cornacuics.

13
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“l can imagine,” continued my uncle, “that some pos-
sessor of this book wrote these mysterious letters. But who
was that possessor? Is there his name in the manuscript?”

My uncle raised his spectacles, and carefully examined
the blank pages of the book. On the front of the second
title-page he could distinguish some letters.

“Arne Saknussemm!” he cried in triumph. “That is the
name of another Icelander, a savant of the sixteenth century,
a celebrated alchemist!”

I gazed at my uncle with admiration.

“Those alchemists,” he resumed, “Avicenna, Bacon, Lully,
Paracelsus, were the real and only savants of their time. They
made discoveries at which we are astonished. Has not this

Saknussemm concealed under his cryptogram some surprising
invention? It is so; it must be so!”

“No doubt,” I replied, “but why did he hide so marvel-
lous discovery?”

“Why? Why? How can I tell? Did not Galileo do the
same with Saturn? We shall see. I will reveal the secret of
this document, and I will neither sleep nor eat!”

My comment on this was “Oh!”

“First of all we must find out the key to this cipher;
that cannot be difficult.”

At that I quickly raised my head.

“There’s nothing easier. In this document there are a
hundred and thirty-two letters: seventy-seven consonants and

14
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— Mory npeacTaBUTh, — IPOJOJDKAI AAAdA, — YTO TaWH-
CTBEHHBIE OYKBBI HaIMcaa HEKUI obsazarenb 3Tol KHUru. Ho
KeM OH ObLT? YKa3aHO JIU B PYKOIIMICH €TI0 UMA?

,Z[H,Z[H MIPpUIIOAHAT OYKU M TIHIATEJBbHO HCCIEA0BaI YUCTBhIE
CTpaHUIIbl KHUTHU. Ha nepe,aHeI‘/'I CTOPOHE BTOPOI'o, TUTYJIBHOTO,
JINCTAa OH CMOT pa3/IM4YUTh HEKHE 6YKBBI.

— Apne Caknyccem! — 1mobeZHO BOCKIMKHY/I OH. — JTO
HUMA APYTOTo HUCIaHALLA, YIEHOTO IIeCTHAAaTOro BeKa, 3HaMe-
HUTOTI'O aJXxuMHukal

A ¢ BocxullieHuEM IIOCMOTpPEJI Ha JAAT0.

— DTHU alXUMWKW, — TIPOAOJDKIWI OH, — ABUIlEHHa, ba-
KoH, Jlysutuii, [Tapatiesbc, 6bUTH €IMHCTBEHHBIMU HACTOSIUMU
Y4EHBIMU CBOETO BpeMeHH. OHU Jielali OTKPBITUS, KOTOPBIM
MBI opakaemcsi. PaszBe 3ToT CakHycceM He CKPBUI IO/ KPUIITO-
rpaMMOU HEKOE YAUBUTEIbHOE OTKPHITHE? DTO TaK, 3TO IOJDK-
HO OBITH Tak!

— bes comMHeHUs, — OTBETWN A, — HO IIOYEMY OH CKPBLI
CBOE U3yMUTEIbHOE OTKPHITHE?

— Ilouemy? [Touemy? OTkyzZa MHe 3HaTh? Pa3Be 'ammieii
He cZenan Toro e camoro ¢ CatrypHoM? Ilocmorpum. A pac-
KPOIO TaifHy 3TOT0 JOKYMEHTA, 1 He Oyzy HU CIIaTh, HU eCTh!

SI Mor Ha 3TO TOJIBKO cKasaTh «O!»

— Tlpexze Bcero, MBI JOJDKHBI HAWTH KJIIOY K 3TOMY IIHG-
pY; 9TO OyZeT HeTPYZAHO.

[Tpu 3TUX CI0BaX 51 OBICTPO TIOAHSII TOJIOBY.

— Hert Huuero jserde. B aTom AOKYMEHTE CTO TpUALAaTh ABE
6YKBI:IZ CEMBECAT CEMb COIVIACHBIX U IIATBAECCAT IIATH IJTaCHBIX.

15
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fifty-five vowels. So this is a southern language. But what
language is it?”

I was looking at the letters.

“This Saknussemm,” the Professor went on, “was a very
well-informed man; so he was not writing in his own mother
tongue, he selected Latin. The savants of the sixteenth century
generally wrote in Latin. So it is Latin.”

I jumped up in my chair. These barbarous words belong
to the sweet language of Virgil!

“Yes, it is Latin,” my uncle went on; “but it is Latin
confused and in disorder. Let us examine carefully. Here
is a series of one hundred and thirty-two letters in appar-
ent disorder. This arrangement has arisen mathematically in
obedience to the unknown law. Whoever possesses the key
of this cipher will read it with fluency. What is that key?
Axel, have you got it?”

I did not answer, and for a very good reason. My eyes
had fallen upon a charming picture: the portrait of Gréuben.
We had become engaged unknown to my uncle. Grauben
was a lovely blue-eyed blonde. I adored her. Every day she
helped me to arrange my uncle’s precious specimens; she
and I labelled them together. Mademoiselle Grduben was an
accomplished mineralogist. How often I envied the stones
which she handled with her charming fingers.

“No, no, no,” cried my uncle, “there’s no sense in it!”

Then he rushed outside onto the Konigstrasse and fled.

16
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CiieoBaTe/NIbHO, 3TO KaKOM-TO I0KHBIN SA3bIK. HOo Kakoi MMeH-
HO?

S mocmoTpesn Ha GYKBBI.

— DJror CakHycceM, — MpogospKan mpodeccop, — OBLT
OY€eHb SPYAUPOBAHHBIM Y€JTOBEKOM; TIOSTOMY TKCasI He Ha CBO-
éM pOJHOM SI3bIKe, a BbIOpAJ JIaThIHb. YUEHbIE I1eCTHA/IIaTOTO
BeKa OOBIYHO THCATY Ha JAaThIHU. MITakK, 5TO JTaThIHb.

f moAnpEITHY/ Ha cTyse. DTU BapBapcKue caoBa MpHUHAJ-
JIeXaT CJIaZJoOCTHOMY A3bIKy Beprunusa!

— /Jla, 3TO JIaTbIHb, — TPOJOJIKAJ A, — HO 3TO Iiepe-
myTaHHas, 6ecropsZioYHas JaThIHb. J[aBaii MIOCMOTPUM BHUMa-
TesbHee. 37eCh P/ U3 CTa TPUAIATHU IBYX OYKB, OHU HAaXOATCS
B IBHOM Oecropsizike. VX mocyieZoBaTeTbHOCTh BO3ZHUKIIA MaTe-
MaTUYEeCKU U TIOAYUHSETCS HEW3BECTHOMY 3akoHy. Obsazaro-
IIUH KII0YOM K IUdPy OBICTPO MPOYUTAET STOT TEKCT. UTO XKe
3TO 3a KJItoU? AKCeJslb, Thl TOHUMAaeIlb?

§l He oTBeTWI, U TOMY OBbLTH CepbE3HBIE NMPUYHMHBI. Moii
B3I, YT Ha 09apoBaTelbHYI0 KapTUHY: HOPTPeT I'peTxeH.
Mer o6py4yminch BTaiiHe oT Asau. ['peTxeH ObLia IpeKpacHOU
ronyboriasoii 6;10HAUHKON. d obokan e€. Kaxawlil 1eHh OHa
IoMoTajia MHe NPUBOJAUTH B MOPSAJOK AparoleHHbIe SKCIIOHA-
TBI MOETO /ISiIW; MBI BMeCTe MX MOAMUCHIBAIN. MazeMyasenb
I'peTxeH ObLTA OMBITHEIM MUHEPOJIOroM. Kak 9acTo s 3aBuoBast
KaMHAM, K KOTOPBIM OHa NpPUKAacaaach CBOUMH O4apOBaTelb-
HBIMU TTaJIbI[AMHU.

— Her, HeT, HET, — BOCKJIMKHYJI A/, — B 9TOM HeT HUKa-
Koro cMbIca!

3aTeM OH BBICKOUYWI Ha KoposieBcKyto yIuly U ucyes.
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4.

“He is gone!” cried Martha, running out of her kitchen.

“Yes,” 1 replied, “completely gone.”

“Well; and how about his dinner?” said the servant.

“He won’t have any.”

“And his supper?”

“He won’t have any.”

“What?” cried Martha, with clasped hands.

“No, my dear Martha, he will eat no more. Uncle Lieden-
brock is going to decipher an undecipherable scrawl.”

“Oh, my dear!”

She returned to the kitchen.

I was alone. That old document kept working in my brain.
My head throbbed with excitement, and I felt an undefined

uneasiness. I took the sheet of paper with mysterious letters;
and repeated to myself “What does it all mean?”

I tried to group the letters so as to form words. Quite
impossible! I was stifling; I wanted air. Unconsciously I fanned
myself with the bit of paper, the back and front of which
successively came before my eyes. What was my surprise when,
in one of those rapid revolutions, at the moment when the
back was turned to me I thought I noticed the Latin words
“craterem”, “terrestre”, and others.

18



IlyTemecTBre K LEHTPY 3eMId

4.

— Ou ymén! — kpukHysia MaprTa, BeiOeras U3 KyxHU.

— Jla, — oTBeTUI s, — YIIEN COBCEM.

— Xopo1no, a Kak e 006eJ? — CIIPOCHIa CTapast CIyXKaHKa.

— Ou He 6yzeT 0benaTh.

— A yxun?

— Ou He OyzeT y)KUHaTh.

— Yro? — BoCKJIMKHYysa MapTa, BCILUIECHYB PYKaMH.

— Her, mMos goporas Mapra, oH Gosbllle He OyZET eCTb.
Jansa JlugeH6pok cobupaercs pacurdppoBbIBaThH Hepa3bopyu-
Bble KapaKyJIy.

— O, T'ociogu!

Crapas ciryKaHKa BEpHY/Iach Ha KyXHIO.

A octranca oauH. TOT ApPEBHUM AOKYMEHT He BBIXOAW
y MeHs 13 TOJIOBBI. MOs1 TOJI0Ba MyJIbCUPOBAJa OT BO30YKAEHUA,
s YyBCTBOBAJI CMyTHOE OECIIOKOMCTBO. fI B3I JIMCTOK Oymaru
C TAMHCTBEHHBIMU ITMCbMEHAMU U CHOBa CKa3asl caM cebe: «4To
BCE 5TO 3HAYUT?»

S mombITaNCA CTPYIIIUPOBATh OYKBBI, YTOOBI TOTYUMIUCH
cioBa. CoBepIIEeHHO HeBO3MOXKHO! fI 3azbixascsi, MHE Tpebo-
BaJICA BO3ZyX. fl MaTMHaJIbHO 0OMaxuBasICs KyCOYKOM OyMard,
JuIeBas 1 000pOTHAsA CTOPOHA KOTOPOTO 110 OYepPeN MeTbKaIH
y MeHs nepe/ m1azaMu. KakoBo e ObLIO MOE yZMBIEHUE, KOT-

Aa BO BpEMA OAHOI'O U3 3TUX 6bICprIX ,Z[BI/I)KeHI/Iﬁ O6OPOTHa}I
CTOpPOHA JIMCTKa OnLIa o6pameHa KO MHE, 1 MHE IIOKa3aJoChb,
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A sudden light burst in upon me; I had discovered the
key to the cipher! To read the document, it was not even
necessary to read it through the paper. My eyes were dim,
I could scarcely see. I laid the paper upon the table. At a
glance 1 could tell the whole secret.

“Now I'll read it,” I cried.

I leaned over the table; and I read the whole sentence
aloud.

“Ah!” T cried. “But no! No! My uncle will never know it.
He will try to know all about it. Ropes will not hold him,
such a determined geologist as he is! He will start, in spite
of everything and everybody, and he will take me with him,
and we will never get back. No, never! never!”

My over-excitement was beyond all description.

“No! No!” T declared energetically; “and as it is in my
power to prevent the knowledge of it, I will do it. T will
destroy this paper.”

There was a little fire on the hearth. I was about to

fling the paper upon the coals, when the study door opened,
and my uncle appeared.

5.

I replaced the unfortunate document upon the table.
Professor Liedenbrock was greatly abstracted. The mystical

20
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4TO A BpoZe Obl pasJIW4uI JaTUHCKUE CJIOBA craterem, terrestre
U fpyrue.

§I BMUr o3apwiics CBETOM: s OOHApPYXII KJIIOY K HIUdpy!
YTOOBI MOHATH JOKYMEHT, He HY)KHO OBUIO YHUTaTh HACKBO3b.
Mowu r7a3a ezBa 4YTO-TMOO pas3ivdaad, BUAETb S MOT C TPY-
oM. S mosyoxwt 6ymary Ha cToi. § cpa3y Mor pacKphiTh Bech
CEKpeT.

— Teneps g MpouTy BCE 3TO, — BOCKIUKHYI .

I ckJIOHWIICA HaZ, CTOJIOM Y TPOMKO IIPOYUTAN BCE TIPEZJIO-
JKeHue.

— Ax! — Bckpuuain 1. — Ho HeT! HeT! Moii aaaa HUKOTZA
He y3HaeT 3Toro. OH TomnbITaeTcsa Bcé 06 3ToM pasysHaTh. Ero,
CTOJIb PEIIUTENBHOIO I'eoJIora, He yJep:KaT HUKaKue BepEBKH!
OH oTIIpaBUTCA B ITyTh HECMOTPA HU HA YTO, HU HA KOTO; U OH
BO3BMET ¢ cOOOI MeHs, U Mbl HUKOT/]a He BepHéMcs. Het, HU-
Korza! HuKorza!

1 He MOT oIKcaTh OXBAaTHUBIIIee MeHs BOJHEHHE.

— Hert! Her! — ¢ 4yBcTBOM u3p€K A. — I IIOCKOIBKY
B MOUX CHJIaxX He Z]aTh eMy y3HaTbh 00 3TOM, s TaK U czenaro. f1
YHUYTOXY 3Ty Oymary.

B kaMuHe MepIias oroHs. §1 y:ke cobupasics 6pocuTs Gymary

B YIUIY, KOTZIa IBEPh KaOWHETA pacliaXHy/Iach W MOSBWICA MO
JANS.

5.

§1 BepHYyJI 3JIOTIONyYHBIA JOKYMEHT Ha CToJ. Y Impodecco-
pa JInzeHOpoKa ObLT BecbMa OTPEWIEHHBIN BUA. MucTudeckye
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letters gave him no rest. He sat in his armchair, took the
pen and began to write algebraic formulas. For three long
hours my uncle worked on without a word, without lifting
his head. But time was passing away; night came on; the
street noises ceased; my uncle noticed nothing. Martha opened
the door and said:

“Will not monsieur take any supper tonight?”

But there was no answer. As for me, after long resist-
ance, I began to sleep.

When I awoke next morning the Professor was still work-
ing. To tell the plain truth, I pitied him. “No, no,” I repeated,
“I shall not speak. He will go at once; nothing on Earth can
stop him. His imagination is a volcano, and he will risk his
life. T will preserve silence. I will keep the secret which mere

chance has revealed to me. To discover it is to kill Professor
Liedenbrock! Let him find it out himself if he can.”

I folded my arms and waited. Two o’clock struck. This
was becoming ridiculous; worse than that, unbearable. The
Professor jumped up, clapped on his hat, and prepared to
go out.

“Uncle!” T cried.

He did not hear me.

“Uncle Liedenbrock!” I cried, lifting up my voice.

“Ay,” he answered.

“Uncle, that key!”

“What key? The door key?”
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IIMCbMeHa He JaBajau eMy NNokos. OH yceJIca B CBO€ KPecyo, B3
PYUKy ¥ IPUHSICA IHcaTh aarebpandeckye GopMysnbl. B Teue-
HUe TPEX JOJITUX YacoB JAAZA IPOAO/KANL Morda paboTaTh, He
oZHMMAas rooBbl. Ho BpeMs muto, 61u3miach HOYb, YIMYHbIE
IIyMBI CTUXJIN; AAA HU4Yero He 3aMevas. MapTa oTKpbLia ABepb
U CKasaa:

— PasBe rocrioauH He IIOY?KMHAET CETOAHA Beqep0M?

Hukakoro oTBeTa He ImociezoBano. UTo KacaeTcsi MeHs, TO
HIOCJIe I0ToM 6OPHOHI S 3aCHYIL.

Korza s mpocHysics Ha cieyrolee yTpo, Ipodeccop Beé emé
pabotas. Cka3aTh 4eCTHO, MHE CTaJO €ro aib. «HeT, HeT, —
HOBTOPWI 1, — He cKaxXy. OH cpa3y OTIPaBUTCSA B IMyTh, HUYTO
Ha 3eMle He CMOXKET er'o OCTAHOBUTH. Ero BoobpakeHne — 3T0
BYJIKaH, U OH ITOZIBEPTHET CBOIO XKU3Hb PUCKY. fI OyzZy MOTJaTh.
{1 6yzy XpaHUTD TaliHy, KOTOPas OTKPBUIACH MHE BOJIEIO IPOCTO-
ro CJIy4yas; PacKpheITh e€ o3HadaeT youThb mpodeccopa JIngeH-
6poxka! ITycTh OH caM HaWZAET KIII0Y, ECJIU CMOXKET».

A cnoxxun pyku u xzain. IIpobuio aBa yaca. OTO CTAaHOBU-

JIOCh YK€ CMEIITHBIM 1 — XYK€ TOTO — HEBBIHOCUMBIM. [Ipodec-
COp BCKOYMJI, CXBATWJI IIUIAIY ¥ COOPAICA yXOAUTb.

— Jlaaal — KpUKHYT 4.

OH He c1blIIan MeHs.

— Jazs JIngeHO6POK! — KPUKHYII 51, TOBBIIIAA TOJIOC.
— Jla, — OTBEeTWJI OH.

— Jlaas, ToT xkatou!

— Kakoii kirtou? JIBepHOM KItou?
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“No, no!” 1 cried. “The key of the document.”

The Professor stared at me over his spectacles. I nodded
my head up and down.

“Yes, that key, chance—"

“What is that you are saying?” he shouted with inde-
scribable emotion.

“There, read that!” I said, presenting a sheet of paper
on which I wrote the sentences.

“But there is nothing in this,” he answered.

“No, nothing until you proceed to read from the end
to the beginning.”

A new revelation burst in upon the Professor. He was
transformed!

“Aha, clever Saknussemm!” he cried. And he read the
whole document from the last letter to the first:

In Sneffels Joculis craterem quem delibat
Umbra Scartaris Julii intra calendas descende,
Audax viator, et terrestre centrum attinges.
Quod feci, Arne Saknussemm.

Which may be translated thus:
“Descend, bold traveller, into the crater of the Jokul of
Sneffels, which the shadow of Scartaris touches before the

kalends' of July, and you will attain the centre of the Earth;
which I have done, Arne Saknussemm.”

! kalends — kaneHABI; B ADEBHEDMMCKOM KaneHAAPE HA3BAHME IE€PBOIO
AHSI K&KAOTO MeCsLa.
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— Her, HeT! — KkpuKHYyJ 1. — KJIIO4 K ZIOKyMEHTY.

ITpodeccop ycTaBuIcsa HAa MeHs TOBEPX OYKOB. fl 3akuBas
TOJIOBOM.

— /Jla, 3TOT KJI0Y... CIy4aiHo...

— YTO THI TaKOE I‘OBOPI/IH_IB? — BOCKJIMKHYJI OH B HEOITHCY-
€MOM BO/JTHEHHUH.

— Bor, npounTaiite 3T0! — CcKasaj s, IOKa3bIBas JIMCTOK
6ymary, Ha KOTOPOM Harucasl peioKeHU .

— Ho TyT 5ke HET cMbIC/Ia, — OTBETHI OH.

— Her, moka BBI He CTaHETE YUTATh C KOHIIA K HavYay.

Ha mpodeccopa cHu30LLIO HOBOe OTKpoBeHue. OH Bech
mpeobpasuics!

— Ara, ymHBIN CakHycceM! — BOCKJIMKHYJ OH. M mpouu-
TaJI BECh IOKYMEHT OT TOC/IeZHEN OYKBHI /10 TIEPBOI:

In Sneffels Joculis craterem quem delibat
Umbra Scartaris Julii intra calendas descende,
Audax viator, et terrestre centrum attinges.
Quod feci, Arne Saknussemm.

YTO MOXKHO ITEPEBECTH TaK:
Cnycmucy, omeaxcHblil nymewecmeenHuxk, 6 kpamep Exynn
Creddenvc, komopolil meHs Ckapmapuca kacaemcsi nepeo UJib-

CKUMU KaeHOamlU, — U Mbl 00CMuUzHeWb UeHmpa 3emu; Umo
5 u cosepuwiiLn, ApHe CakHyccem.
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