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In which Phileas Fogg and Passepartout accept each other – the one as master, the other as servant

In the year 1872, the house No. 7 Savile Row, Burlington Gardens – the house in which Sheridan died, in 1814 – was inhabited by Phileas Fogg, Esq., one of the most singular and most noticed members of the Reform Club of London, although he seemed to take care to do nothing which might attract attention.

This Phileas Fogg, then, an enigmatic personage, of whom nothing was known but that he was a very polite man, and one of the most perfect gentlemen of good English society, succeeded one of the great orators who honour England.

An Englishman Phileas Fogg was surely, but perhaps not a Londoner. He was never seen at the Exchange, at the Bank of England or in any of the counting rooms of the ‘City’. The docks of London had never received a vessel fitted out by Phileas Fogg. This gentleman did not figure in any public body. His name had never sounded in any Inns of Court, nor in the Temple, nor Lincoln’s Inn, nor Gray’s Inn. He never pleaded in the Court of Chancery, nor the Queen’s Bench, nor the Exchequer, nor the Ecclesiastical Courts. He was neither a manufacturer, nor a trader, nor a merchant, nor a gentleman farmer. He was not a member of the Royal Institution of Great Britain, or the London Institution, or the Artisan’s Association, or the Russell Institution, or the Literary Institution of the West, or the Law Institute, or that Institute of the Arts and Sciences, placed under the direct patronage of Her Gracious Majesty. In fact, he belonged to none of the numerous societies that swarm in the capital of England, from the Harmonic to the Entomological Society, founded principally for the purpose of destroying hurtful insects.

Phileas Fogg was a member of the Reform Club, and that was all.

Should anyone be astonished that such a mysterious gentleman should be among the members of this honourable institution, we will reply that he obtained admission on the recommendation of Baring Brothers, with whom he had an open credit. Thence a certain appearance due to his cheques being regularly paid at sight by the debit of his account current, which was always to his credit.

Was this Phileas Fogg rich? Undoubtedly. But the best informed could not say how he had made his money, and Mr Fogg was the last person to whom it would have been proper to go for information. He was by no means extravagant in anything, neither was he avaricious, for when money was needed for a noble, useful or benevolent purpose, he gave it quietly, and even anonymously. In short, no one was less communicative than this gentleman. He talked as little as possible, and seemed much more mysterious than silent. But his life was open to the light, but what he did was always so mathematically the same thing, that the imagination, unsatisfied, sought further.

Had he travelled? It was probable, for none knew the world better than he; there was no spot so secluded that he did not appear to have a special acquaintance with it. Sometimes, in a few, brief, clear words, he would correct the thousand suppositions circulating in the club with reference to travellers lost or strayed; he pointed out the true probabilities, and so often did events justify his predictions that he seemed as if gifted with a sort of second sight. He was a man who must have travelled everywhere, in spirit at least.

It was at least certain that Phileas Fogg had not absented himself from London for many years. Those who had the honour of knowing him more intimately than others affirmed that no one could pretend to have seen him elsewhere than upon the direct route, which he traversed every day to go from his house to the club. His only pastime was reading the papers and playing whist. He frequently won at this quiet game, so very appropriate to his nature; but his winnings never went into his purse, and made an important item in his charity fund. Besides, it must be remarked, that Mr Fogg evidently played for the sake of playing, not to win. The game was for him a contest, a struggle against a difficulty; but a motionless, unwearying struggle, and that suited his character.

Phileas Fogg was not known to have either wife or children – which may happen to the most respectable people – neither relatives nor friends – which is more rare, truly. Phileas Fogg lived alone in his house in Savile Row, where nobody entered. There was never a question as to its interior. A single servant sufficed to serve him. Breakfasting and dining at the club, at hours fixed with the utmost exactness, in the same hall, at the same table, not entertaining his colleagues nor inviting a stranger, he returned home only to go to bed, exactly at midnight, without ever making use of the comfortable chambers which the Reform Club puts at the disposal of its favoured members. Of the twenty-four hours he passed ten at his residence either sleeping or busying himself at his toilet. If he walked, it was invariably with a regular step in the entrance hall with its mosaic floor, or in the circular gallery, above which rose a dome with blue-painted windows, supported by twenty Ionic columns of red porphyry. If he dined or breakfasted, the kitchens, the buttery, the pantry, the dairy of the club furnished his table from their succulent stores; the waiters of the club, grave personages in dress coats and shoes with swanskin soles, served him in a special porcelain and on fine Saxon linen; the club decanters of a lost mould contained his sherry, his port and his claret, flavoured with orange flower water and cinnamon; and finally the ice of the club, brought at great expense from the American lakes, kept his drinks in a satisfactory condition of freshness.

If to live in such conditions is to be eccentric, it must be granted that eccentricity has something good in it!

The mansion on Savile Row, without being sumptuous, recommended itself by its extreme comfort. Besides with the unvarying habits of the occupants, the number of servants was reduced to one. But Phileas Fogg demanded from his only servant an extraordinary and regular punctuality. This very day, 2 October, Phileas Fogg had dismissed James Forster – this youth having incurred his displeasure by bringing him shaving water at eighty-four degrees Fahrenheit, instead of eighty-six – and he was waiting for his successor, who was to make his appearance between eleven and half past eleven.

Phileas Fogg, squarely seated in his armchair, his feet close together like those of a soldier on parade, his hands resting on his knees, his body straight, his head erect, was watching the hands of the clock move – a complicated mechanism which indicated the hours, the minutes, the seconds, the days, the days of the month and the year. At the stroke of half past eleven Mr Fogg would, according to his daily habit, leave his house and repair to the Reform Club.

At this moment, there was a knock at the door of the small parlour in which was Phileas Fogg.

James Forster, the dismissed servant, appeared.

‘The new servant,’ said he.

A young man, aged thirty years, came forward and bowed.

‘You are a Frenchman, and your name is John?’ Phileas Fogg asked him.

‘Jean, if it does not displease Monsieur,’ replied the newcomer. ‘Jean Passepartout, a surname which has clung to me and which my natural aptitude for withdrawing from a business has justified. I believe, sir, that I am an honest fellow; but to be frank, I have had several trades. I have been a travelling singer; a circus rider, vaulting like Leotard, and dancing on the rope like Blondin; then I became professor of gymnastics, in order to render my talents more useful; and in the last place, I was a sergeant fireman at Paris. I have among my papers notes of remarkable fires. But five years have passed since I left France, and wishing to have a taste of family life, I have been a valet in England. Now, finding myself out of a situation, and having learned that Monsieur Phileas Fogg was the most exact and the most settled gentleman in the United Kingdom, I have presented myself to monsieur with the hope of living tranquilly with him, and of forgetting even the name of Passepartout.’

‘Passepartout suits me,’ replied the gentleman. ‘You are recommended to me. I have good reports concerning you. You know my conditions?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Well, what time have you?’

‘Twenty-two minutes after eleven,’ replied Passepartout, drawing from the depths of his pocket an enormous silver watch.

‘You are slow,’ said Mr Fogg.

‘Pardon me, monsieur, but it is impossible.’

‘You are four minutes too slow. It does not matter. It suffices to state the difference. Then, from this moment – twenty-nine minutes after eleven o’clock, this Wednesday, 2 October 1872, you are in my service.’

That said, Phileas Fogg rose, took his hat in his left hand, placed it upon his head with an automatic movement, and disappeared without another word.

Passepartout heard the street door close once; it was his new master going out; then a second time; it was his predecessor, James Forster, departing in his turn. Passepartout remained alone in the house in Savile Row.
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In which Passepartout is convinced that he has found his ideal

‘Upon my word,’ said Passepartout to himself, ‘I have known at Madame Tussaud’s good people as lively as my new master!’

It is proper to say here that Madame Tussaud’s ‘good people’ are wax figures, much visited in London, and who, indeed, are only wanting in speech.

During the few minutes that he had interviewed Phileas Fogg, Passepartout had examined his future master, rapidly but carefully. He was a man that might be forty years old, of fine handsome face, of tall figure, which a slight corpulence did not disparage, his hair and whiskers light, his forehead compact, without appearance of wrinkles at the temples, his face rather pale than flushed, his teeth magnificent. He appeared to possess in the highest degree what physiognomists call ‘repose in action’, a quality common to those who do more work than talking. Calm, phlegmatic, with a clear eye and immovable eyelid, he was the finished type of those cool-blooded Englishmen so frequently met in the United Kingdom, and whose somewhat academic posture Angelica Kauffman has marvellously reproduced under her pencil. Seen in the various acts of his existence, this gentleman gave the idea of a well-balanced being in all his parts, evenly hung, as perfect as a Leroy or Earnshaw chronometer. Indeed Phileas Fogg was exactness personified, which was seen clearly from ‘the expression of his feet and his hands’, for with man, as well as with the animals, the limbs themselves are organs expressive of the passions.

Phileas Fogg was one of those mathematically exact people, who, never hurried and always ready, are economical of their steps and their motions. He never made one stride too many, always going by the shortest route. He did not give an idle look. He did not allow himself a superfluous gesture. He had never been seen moved or troubled. He was a man of the least possible haste, but he always arrived in time. However, it will be understood that he lived alone, and, so to speak, outside of every social relation. He knew that in life one must take his share of friction, and as frictions retard, he never rubbed against anyone.

As for Jean, called Passepartout, a true Parisian of Paris, he had sought vainly for a master to whom he could attach himself, in the five years that he had lived in England and served as a valet in London. Passepartout was not one of those Frontins or Mascarilles, who, with high shoulders, nose high in air, a look of assurance and staring eye, are only impudent dunces. No, Passepartout was a good fellow, of amiable physiognomy, his lips a little prominent, always ready to taste or caress, a mild and serviceable being, with one of those good round heads that we like to see on the shoulders of a friend. His eyes were blue, his complexion rosy, his face fat enough for him to see his cheekbones, his chest broad, his form full, his muscles vigorous, and he possessed a herculean strength which his youthful exercise had splendidly developed. His brown hair was somewhat tumbled. If the ancient sculptors knew eighteen ways of arranging Minerva’s hair, Passepartout knew of but one for fixing his own: three strokes of a large toothcomb, and it was dressed.

The most meagre stock of prudence would not permit of saying that the expansive character of this young man would agree with that of Phileas Fogg. Would Passepartout be in all respects exactly the servant that his master needed? That would only be seen by using him. After having had, as we have seen, quite a wandering youth, he longed for repose. Having heard the exactness and proverbial coolness of the English gentlemen praised, he came to seek his fortune in England. But until the present, fate had treated him badly. He had not been able to take root anywhere. He had served in ten different houses. In every one the people were capricious and irregular, running after adventures or about the country – which no longer suited Passepartout. His last master, young Lord Longsferry, Member of Parliament, after having passed his nights in the Haymarket oyster rooms, returned home too frequently on the shoulders of policemen. Passepartout wishing, above all things, to be able to respect his master, ventured some mild remarks, which were badly received, and he left. In the meantime, he learned that Phileas Fogg, Esq., was hunting for a servant. He made some inquiry about this gentleman. A person whose existence was so regular, who never slept in a strange bed, who did not travel, who was never absent, not even for a day, could not but suit him. He presented himself, and was accepted under the circumstances that we already know.

At half past eleven, Passepartout found himself alone in the Savile Row mansion. He immediately commenced its inspection, going over it from cellar to garret. This clean, well-ordered, austere, Puritan house, well organised for servants, pleased him. It produced the effect upon him of a fine snail shell, but one lighted and heated by gas, for carburetted hydrogen answered both purposes here. Passepartout found without difficulty, in the second storey, the room designed for him. It suited him. Electric bells and speaking tubes put it in communication with the lower storeys. On the mantel an electric clock corresponded with the one in Phileas Fogg’s bedchamber, both beating the same second at the same instant. ‘That suits me, that suits me!’ said Passepartout.

He observed also in his room a notice fastened above the clock. It was the programme for the daily service. It comprised – from eight o’clock in the morning, the regular hour at which Phileas Fogg rose, until half past eleven, the hour at which he left his house to breakfast at the Reform Club – all the details of the service, the tea and toast at twenty-three minutes after eight, the shaving water at thirty-seven minutes after nine, the toilet at twenty minutes before ten, etc. Then from half past eleven in the morning until midnight, the hour at which the methodical gentleman retired – everything was noted down, foreseen and regulated. Passepartout took a pleasure in contemplating this programme, and impressing upon his mind its various directions.

As to the gentleman’s wardrobe, it was in very good taste, and wonderfully complete. Each pair of pantaloons, coat or vest, bore a regular number, which was also entered upon a register, indicating the date at which, according to the season, these garments were to be worn in their turn. The same rule applied to his shoes.

In short, in this house in Savile Row – which, in the time of the illustrious but dissipated Sheridan, must have been the temple of disorder – its comfortable furniture indicated a delightful ease. There was no study, there were no books, which would have been of no use to Mr Fogg, since the Reform Club placed at his disposal two libraries, the one devoted to literature, the other to law and politics. In his bedchamber there was a medium-sized safe, whose construction protected it from fire as well as from burglars. There were no weapons in the house, neither for the chase, nor for war. Everything there denoted the most peaceful habits.

After having minutely examined the dwelling, Passepartout rubbed his hands, his broad face brightened, and he repeated cheerfully: ‘This suits me! This is the place for me! Mr Fogg and I will understand each other perfectly. A homebody, and so methodical! A genuine automaton! Well, I am not sorry to serve an automaton!’
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In which a conversation takes place which may cost Phileas Fogg dearly

Phileas Fogg had left his house in Savile Row at half past eleven, and after putting his right foot before his left foot five hundred and seventy-five times, and his left foot before his right foot five hundred and seventy-six times, he arrived at the Reform Club, a spacious and lofty building in Pall Mall, which cost not less than three millions to build.

Phileas Fogg repaired immediately to the dining room, whose nine windows opened upon a fine garden with trees already gilded by autumn. There, he took his seat at his regular table where the plate was awaiting him. His breakfast consisted of a side dish, a boiled fish with Reading sauce of first quality, a scarlet slice of roast beef garnished with mushrooms, a rhubarb and gooseberry tart, and a bit of Cheshire cheese, the whole washed down with a few cups of that excellent tea specially gathered for the stores of the Reform Club.

At forty-seven minutes past noon, this gentleman rose and turned his steps towards the large hall, a sumptuous apartment, adorned with paintings in elegant frames. There, a servant handed him The Times uncut, the tiresome cutting of which he managed with a steadiness of hand which denoted great practice in this difficult operation. The reading of this journal occupied Phileas Fogg until a quarter before four, and that of the Standard, which succeeded it, lasted until dinner. This repast passed off in the same way as the breakfast, with the addition of Royal British Sauce.

At twenty minutes before six, the gentleman reappeared in the large hall, and was absorbed in the reading of the Morning Chronicle.

Half an hour later, various members of the Reform Club entered and came near the fireplace, in which a coal fire was burning. They were the usual partners of Phileas Fogg; like himself, passionate players of whist – the engineer, Andrew Stuart; the bankers, John Sullivan and Samuel Fallentin; the brewer, Thomas Flanagan; Gauthier Ralph, one of the directors of the Bank of England – rich and respected personages, even in this club, counting among its members the elite of trade and finance.

‘Well, Ralph,’ asked Thomas Flanagan, ‘how about that robbery?’

‘Why,’ replied Andrew Stuart, ‘the bank will lose the money.’

‘I hope, on the contrary,’ said Gauthier Ralph, ‘that we will put our hands on the robber. Detectives, very skilful fellows, have been sent to America and the Continent, to all the principal ports of embarkation and debarkation, and it will be difficult for this fellow to escape.’

‘But you have the description of the robber?’ asked Andrew Stuart.

‘In the first place, he is not a robber,’ replied Gauthier Ralph seriously.

‘How is he not a robber, this fellow who has abstracted fifty-five thousand pounds in banknotes?’

‘No,’ replied Gauthier Ralph.

‘Is he, then, a manufacturer?’ said John Sullivan.

‘The Morning Chronicle assures us that he is a gentleman.’

The party that made this reply was no other than Phileas Fogg, whose head then emerged from the mass of papers heaped around him. At the same time, he greeted his colleagues, who returned his salutation. The matter under discussion, and which the various journals of the United Kingdom were discussing ardently, had occurred three days before, on 29 September. A package of banknotes, making up the enormous sum of fifty-five thousand pounds, had been taken from the counter of the principal cashier of the Bank of England. The Deputy Governor Gauthier Ralph only replied to anyone who was astonished that such a robbery could have been so easily accomplished, that at this very moment the cashier was occupied with registering a receipt of three shillings and sixpence, and that he could not have his eyes everywhere.

But it is proper to be remarked here – which makes the robbery less mysterious – that this admirable establishment, the Bank of England, seems to care very much for the dignity of the public. There are neither guards nor gratings; gold, silver and banknotes being freely exposed, and, so to speak, at the mercy of the first comer. They would not suspect the honour of anyone passing by. One of the best observers of English customs relates the following: he had the curiosity to examine closely, in one of the rooms of the bank, where he was one day, an ingot of gold, weighing seven to eight pounds, which was lying exposed on the cashier’s table; he picked up this ingot, examined it, passed it to his neighbour, and he to another, so that the ingot, passing from hand to hand, went as far as the end of a dark entry, and did not return to its place for half an hour, and the cashier had not once raised his head.

But on 29 September matters did not turn out quite in this way. The package of banknotes did not return, and when the magnificent clock hung above the drawing office announced at five o’clock the closing of the office, the Bank of England had only to pass fifty-five thousand pounds to the account of profit and loss.

The robbery being duly known, agents, detectives, selected from the most skilful, were sent to the principal ports – Liverpool, Glasgow, Le Havre, Suez, Brindisi, New York, etc., with the promise, in case of success, of a reward of two thousand pounds and five per cent of the amount recovered. Whilst waiting for the information which the investigation, commenced immediately, ought to furnish, the detectives were charged with watching carefully all arriving and departing travellers.

As the Morning Chronicle said, there was good reason for supposing that the robber was not a member of any of the robber bands of England. During this day, 29 September, a well-dressed gentleman, of good manners, of a distinguished air, had been noticed going in and out of the paying room, the scene of the robbery. The investigation allowed a pretty accurate description of the gentleman to be made out, which was at once sent to all the detectives of the United Kingdom and of the Continent. Some hopeful minds, and Gauthier Ralph was one of the number, believed that they had good reason to expect that the robber would not escape.

As may be supposed, this affair was the talk of all London and throughout England.

It was discussed, and sides were taken vehemently for or against the probabilities of success of the city police. It will not be surprising, then, to hear the members of the Reform Club treating the same subject, all the more that one of the deputy governors of the bank was among them.

Honourable Gauthier Ralph was not willing to doubt the result of the search, considering that the reward offered ought to sharpen peculiarly the zeal and intelligence of the agents. But his colleague, Andrew Stuart, was far from sharing this confidence. The discussion continued then between the gentlemen, who were seated at a whist table, Stuart having Flanagan as a partner, and Fallentin Phileas Fogg. During the playing the parties did not speak, but between the rubbers the interrupted conversation was fully revived.

‘I maintain,’ said Andrew Stuart, ‘that the chances are in favour of the robber, who must be a skilful fellow!’

‘Well,’ replied Ralph, ‘there is not a single country where he can take refuge.’

‘Pshaw!’

‘Where do you suppose he might go?’

‘I don’t know about that,’ replied Andrew Stuart, ‘but after all, the world is big enough.’

‘It was formerly,’ said Phileas Fogg in a low tone. Then he added: ‘It is your turn to cut, sir,’ presenting the cards to Thomas Flanagan.

The discussion was suspended during the rubber. But Andrew Stuart soon resumed it, saying: ‘How, formerly? Has the world grown smaller perchance?’

‘Without doubt,’ replied Gauthier Ralph. ‘I am of the opinion of Mr Fogg. The world has grown smaller, since we can go round it now ten times quicker than one hundred years ago. And, in the case with which we are now occupied, this is what will render the search more rapid.’

‘And will render more easy, also, the flight of the robber.’

‘It is your turn to play, Mr Stuart,’ said Phileas Fogg.

But the incredulous Stuart was not convinced, and when the hand was finished, he replied: ‘It must be confessed, Mr Ralph, that you have found a funny way of saying that the world has grown smaller! Because you can go round it now in three months –’

‘In eighty days only,’ said Phileas Fogg.

‘Yes, gentlemen,’ added John Sullivan, ‘eighty days, since the section between Rothal and Allahabad, on the Great Indian Peninsular Railway, has been opened. Here is the calculation made by the Morning Chronicle:


	‘From London to Suez via Mont Cenis and Brindisi, by rail and steamers
	7 days

	‘From Suez to Bombay, steamer
	13 days

	‘From Bombay to Calcutta, rail
	3 days

	‘From Calcutta to Hong Kong (China) steamer
	13 days

	‘From Hong Kong to Yokohama (Japan) steamer
	6 days

	‘From Yokohama to San Francisco, steamer
	22 days

	‘From San Francisco to New York, rail
	7 days

	‘From New York to London, steamer and rail
	9 days

	 
	80 days’



‘Yes, eighty days!’ exclaimed Andrew Stuart, who, by inattention, made a wrong deal, ‘but not including bad weather, contrary winds, shipwrecks, running off the track, etc.’

‘Everything included,’ replied Phileas Fogg, continuing to play, for this time the discussion no longer respected the game.

‘Even if the rails are torn up!’ exclaimed Andrew Stuart. ‘Even if the trains are stopped!’

‘All included,’ replied Phileas Fogg, who, throwing down his cards, added: ‘Two trumps.’

Andrew Stuart, whose turn it was to deal, gathered up the cards, saying:

‘Theoretically, you are right, Mr Fogg, but practically—’

‘Practically also, Mr Stuart.’

‘I would like very much to see you do it.’

‘It depends only upon you. Let us start together.’

‘Heaven preserve me!’ exclaimed Stuart, ‘but I would willingly wager four thousand pounds that such a journey, made under these conditions, is impossible.’

‘On the contrary, quite possible,’ replied Mr Fogg.

‘Well, make it, then!’

‘The journey round the world in eighty days?’

‘Yes!’

‘I am willing.’

‘When?’

‘At once. Only I warn you that I shall do it at your expense.’

‘It is folly!’ cried Stuart, who was beginning to be vexed at the persistence of his partner. ‘Stop! let us play rather.’

‘Deal again, then,’ replied Phileas Fogg, ‘for there is a false deal.’

Andrew Stuart took up the cards again with a feverish hand; then suddenly, placing them upon the table, he said: ‘Well, Mr Fogg, yes, and I bet four thousand pounds!’

‘My dear Stuart,’ said Fallentin, ‘compose yourself. It is not serious.’

‘When I say – “I bet”,’ replied Andrew Stuart, ‘it is always serious.’

‘So be it,’ said Mr Fogg, and then, turning to his companions, continued: ‘I have twenty thousand pounds deposited at Baring Brothers. I will willingly risk them—’

‘Twenty thousand pounds!’ cried John Sullivan. ‘Twenty thousand pounds, which an unforeseen delay may make you lose.’

‘The unforeseen does not exist,’ replied Phileas Fogg quietly.

‘But, Mr Fogg, this period of eighty days is calculated only as a minimum of time?’

‘A minimum well employed suffices for everything.’

‘But in order not to exceed it, you must jump mathematically from the trains into the steamers, and from the steamers upon the trains!’

‘I will jump mathematically.’

‘That is a joke.’

‘A good Englishman never jokes when so serious a matter as a wager is in question,’ replied Phileas Fogg. ‘I bet twenty thousand pounds against who will that I will go round the world in eighty days or less – that is, nineteen hundred and twenty hours, or one hundred and fifteen thousand two hundred minutes. Do you accept?’

‘We accept,’ replied Messrs. Stuart, Fallentin, Sullivan, Flanagan and Ralph, after having consulted.

‘Very well,’ said Mr Fogg. ‘The Dover train starts at eight forty-five. I shall take it.’

‘This very evening?’ asked Stuart.

‘This very evening,’ replied Phileas Fogg. Then he added, consulting a pocket almanac, ‘since today is Wednesday, 2 October, I ought to be back in London, in this very saloon of the Reform Club, on Saturday, 21 December, at eight forty-five in the evening, in default of which the twenty thousand pounds at present deposited to my credit with Baring Brothers will belong to you, gentlemen, in fact and by right. Here is a cheque of like amount.’

A memorandum of the wager was made and signed on the spot by the six parties in interest. Phileas Fogg had remained cool. He had certainly not bet to win, and had risked only these twenty thousand pounds – the half of his fortune – because he foresaw that he might have to expend the other half to carry out this difficult, not to say impracticable, project. As for his opponents, they seemed affected, not on account of the stake, but because they had a sort of scruple against a contest under these conditions.

Seven o’clock then struck. They offered to Mr Fogg to stop playing, so that he could make his preparations for departure.

‘I am always ready,’ replied this tranquil gentleman, and dealing the cards, he said: ‘Diamonds are trumps. It is your turn to play, Mr Stuart.’
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In which Phileas Fogg surprises Passepartout, his servant, beyond measure

At twenty-five minutes after seven, Phileas Fogg having gained twenty guineas at whist, took leave of his honourable colleagues, and left the Reform Club. At ten minutes of eight, he opened the door of his house and entered.

Passepartout, who had conscientiously studied his programme, was quite surprised at seeing Mr Fogg guilty of the inexactness of appearing at this unusual hour. According to the notice, the occupant of Savile Row ought not to return before midnight precisely.

Phileas Fogg first went to his bedroom. Then he called ‘Passepartout!’

Passepartout could not reply, for this call could not be addressed to him, as it was not the hour.

‘Passepartout,’ Mr Fogg called again without raising his voice much.

Passepartout presented himself.

‘It is the second time that I have called you,’ said Mr Fogg.

‘But it is not midnight,’ replied Passepartout, with his watch in his hand.

‘I know it,’ continued Phileas Fogg, ‘and I do not find fault with you. We leave in ten minutes for Dover and Calais.’

A sort of faint grimace appeared on the round face of the Frenchman. It was evident that he had not fully understood.

‘Monsieur is going to leave home?’ he asked.

‘Yes,’ replied Phileas Fogg. ‘We are going round the world.’

Passepartout, with his eyes wide open, his eyebrows raised, his arms extended and his body collapsed, presented all the symptoms of an astonishment amounting to stupor.

‘Going round the world
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Bobbie, Peter and Phyllis have lost their father. He has disappeared and, with him, their happy life in London too. They have a new life now, in a new place, in a new (but truly quite old and shabby) home beyond the train tracks.

Each day of this new life, they greet the 9.15am train and hope it carries their love to Father, wherever he has gone. But the railway promises to bring something else entirely …

Along its tracks, the siblings will stumble upon unexpected friendships, madcap adventures, a near disaster or two and, just maybe, a way to find their father. Endlessly enchanting and entertaining, this story from the author of Five Children and It remains as heartwarming today as when it first appeared in 1905.

Click on the cover to read more.
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Mole has had enough of spring-cleaning, thank you very much. He crawls outside his comfortable home, pops into the sunlight and beholds the strangest and newest of things – a river! – and, sitting upon it, a waiting boat.

So begin the timeless adventures of Mole and the companions he meets along the way: jaunty Ratty, naughty Toad and oh-so-mysterious Badger. Together they will get into all sorts of scrambles and scrapes that will take them from the Wild Wood to the Wide World beyond …

For more than a century, these endearing woodland animals have charmed readers of all ages with their very human tale of friendship, loyalty and laughter.

Click on the cover to read more.
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Sara Crewe’s life is almost a fairy tale, and she is the fairy princess in it, happy and rich with a father who loves her dearly. But, in one horrible moment, that is all taken away. Sara is now alone at Miss Minchin’s boarding school in London, orphaned and penniless.

What she’d once been called in flattery is quickly whispered in mockery: Princess Sara. However, Sara will realise there is more to a princess than gowns and jewels. Even dressed in rags and tatters, she can be a princess inside. Anyone can.

From the author of The Secret Garden comes a story brimming with heart and hope, beloved by generations of readers.

Click on the cover to read more.
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Headache? Tummy troubles? A patient could not hope for a better doctor than John Dolittle, MD, of Puddleby-on-the-Marsh – not if one searched the entire kingdom – the animal kingdom, that is.

Whether curing a horse in need of spectacles or a poodle that has eaten too much cake, Doctor Dolittle knows just the thing to do because he can, in fact, ask them. Creatures come from far and wide to meet him, until one day a plea comes from across the ocean – setting the good doctor and his animal friends on course for a great adventure.

Doctor Dolittle, famous for his ability to speak to animals, has spoken to the hearts of readers since he first appeared more than a century ago, beloved for the very love he shows animals the world over.

Click on the cover to read more.
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A pup is born to the snow-bitten wilds of the Northwest Territories, not quite a wolf and not quite a dog either. In this brutal landscape, he must fight tooth and claw to live – and soon earns his name, White Fang.

Journeying from the Yukon to California, White Fang will encounter savage lynxes, gold hunters, masters both cruel and kind, before finding his home at last.

Inspired by author Jack London’s own experiences and companion to The Call of the Wild, White Fang is an iconic tale of survival and redemption set amidst the Klondike Gold Rush.

Click on the cover to read more.
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