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    Welcome to The Greatest Children's Classics – Jules Verne Edition: 16 Exciting Tales of Courage, Mystery & Adventure (Illustrated). This volume gathers sixteen novels by the French master whose Voyages extraordinaires taught generations to dream of the whole Earth and beyond. Prepared for curious young readers and families, it assembles self-contained narratives that can be enjoyed independently or read as a panorama of discovery. The illustrations accompany Verne’s vivid descriptions, helping new readers navigate seas, deserts, jungles, and skies. While originally written for a broad public, these adventures have long been embraced as children's classics for their clarity, momentum, and generous spirit of exploration.

This collection focuses on prose fiction: full-length adventure and science-romance novels that blend travel narrative, maritime tale, desert trek, polar quest, and visionary technology. Verne did write plays and shorter pieces, but the works presented here are novels, representative of the range that made his name. Readers will encounter realistic geographies, imagined machines, castaway survival, and cosmic excursions. The tone moves from suspenseful to reflective, from comic grace notes to tense set pieces, without departing from narrative storytelling. No essays, poems, or letters appear; instead, each book offers a sustained voyage designed to teach, entertain, and kindle a lifelong appetite for knowledge.

Across these pages, courage stems from curiosity rather than bravado. Verne’s heroes and heroines meet storms, wilderness, and enigmas with resourcefulness, teamwork, and respect for facts. Mystery arrives as a question—Where does a river lead? Who commands a strange vessel? What lies under ice or rock?—and adventure follows as disciplined inquiry. The novels celebrate mapmaking, measurement, and practical handicraft, transforming science and geography into narrative engines. They also explore responsibility, leadership, and ethical choice in extreme conditions. In every case, wonder is balanced by limits: the world is vast, nature is powerful, and ingenuity works best when joined to cooperation and care.

Verne’s style is distinguished by lucid plotting, careful research, and a gift for lucid explanation woven into action. He pauses to discuss a reef, volcano, wind, or instrument, then resumes with a chase, a storm, or an escape. Chapters often end on poised uncertainty, inviting the next leap forward. He favors ensembles—professors and pupils, sailors and stowaways, inventors and skeptics—whose dialogue outlines competing viewpoints. Machines are described with tactile precision, yet the human scale remains central: acts of loyalty, teaching, and perseverance shape outcomes. The result is fiction that feels instructive without preaching, and thrilling without sacrificing plausibility within its imagined frames.

In Journey to the Centre of the Earth, a visionary scholar and his nephew descend through volcanic strata seeking a subterranean route, turning geology into an odyssey. Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea follows a naturalist, his assistant, and a harpooner who become passengers aboard a revolutionary submarine, surveying the oceans’ marvels and perils. The Mysterious Island strands a small company on an uncharted shore after an extraordinary escape, where their skills in engineering and agriculture are tested. Together these novels explore knowledge as survival kit, presenting science as both lens on nature and tool for humane community in unfamiliar worlds.

Around the World in Eighty Days transforms a wager into a race across continents, illustrating how timetables, steam, and nerve can redraw distances. All Around the Moon, sequel to From the Earth to the Moon, carries intrepid travelers in a projectile beyond Earth’s atmosphere, blending humor with astronomical speculation. Robur the Conqueror, or The Clipper of the Clouds, introduces an inventor of a heavier-than-air craft who asserts the future of aviation. Master of the World revisits that theme on a grander scale, as a secretive engineer unveils a multi-environment vehicle, raising questions about mastery, secrecy, and the uses of power.

The Children of Captain Grant launches a transcontinental search sparked by a fragmentary message, leading a loyal group across the southern hemisphere’s latitudes. Eight Hundred Leagues on the Amazon accompanies a merchant and his family down the great river, where geography, navigation, and local knowledge shape their journey. Five Weeks in a Balloon ascends over Africa in a scientific expedition, surveying mountains, lakes, and deserts from the wind’s path. These novels join cartography with companionship, using route, river, and air current as organizing principles, and showing how observation, language, and trust help travelers read the land and one another.

The Adventures of Captain Hatteras charts an uncompromising quest toward the polar crown, where ice, endurance, and leadership are strained to their limits. The Purchase of the North Pole, also known as Topsy-Turvy, imagines a grandiose scheme conceived by a club of enthusiasts, whose ambition extends to reshaping the world for industrial ends. Read together, these polar narratives stage the thrill and hazard of extreme latitudes. They examine persistence and pride, the measurable and the unpredictable, and the consequences of ideas when they move from drawing boards to landscapes that answer with cold, wind, pressure, and the pull of gravity.

Dick Sand, A Captain at Fifteen places sudden responsibility on a young sailor after disaster at sea, as he navigates treachery, unfamiliar coasts, and moral decisions beyond his years. Adrift in Pacific or, Two Years' Vacation gathers schoolboys unexpectedly marooned far from home, who must organize food, shelter, and governance while holding courage and fairness together. In both works, youth is not an excuse but a call to competence. Verne portrays learning as action: making charts, building, rationing, watching the weather, and judging character. Leadership emerges through service, and survival grows from shared purpose rather than solitary heroics.

Hector Servadac, or Off on a Comet, dislocates a community of soldiers, savants, and civilians when their world is swept into an extraordinary celestial path, turning astronomy into daily life. The Castle of the Carpathians brings mystery inland, to a remote village haunted by rumors surrounding a forbidding fortress, where fear, rumor, and technology intertwine. These novels expand Verne’s range from open oceans to cosmic and alpine frontiers, testing reason against marvel. Their premises invite readers to consider how perception can be altered by circumstance and device, and how patient inquiry untangles the seemingly supernatural into knowable, human terms.

Verne’s impact is lasting because he links delight to learning. His novels popularized scientific curiosity, influenced later adventure and science fiction, and helped fix the globe’s contours in the youthful imagination. Historically published with engravings that guided visualization, his stories lend themselves naturally to illustration, which this edition embraces for clarity and pleasure. Classrooms, families, and solitary readers have returned to these books for maps, terms, and methods that turn faraway names into vivid places. They encourage consultation of atlases, globes, and simple experiments, proving that an entertaining page can also be a compass, a sextant, and a field notebook.

Readers may enter anywhere: by sea, sky, ice, desert, forest, or crater. Some volumes speak to one another through recurring concerns with navigation, measurement, and the ethics of invention, yet each stands complete on its own course. The arrangement here does not require sequence, only attention and appetite. Allow the illustrations to slow your eye, the explanations to feed your curiosity, and the adventures to stretch your courage. In gathering these sixteen novels, this edition offers a generous map of Verne’s art for young explorers, reminding us that mystery invites inquiry and that the greatest voyages are powered by wonder.
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    Introduction
Jules Verne (1828–1905) was a French novelist whose Voyages extraordinaires reshaped popular fiction by merging up-to-date science with globe-spanning adventure. Writing in the high tide of the nineteenth-century scientific and industrial revolutions, he helped define what later generations would call science fiction. His best-known books, including Journey to the Centre of the Earth, Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea, and Around the World in Eighty Days, remain cultural touchstones. The collection represented here shows his range: polar quests, oceanic odysseys, aerial exploits, and cosmic thought experiments that blend instruction with wonder while keeping narrative momentum and characters at the fore.
Verne’s historical importance lies in the way he synthesized reportage, pedagogy, and romance. He incorporated real geography, contemporary engineering, and speculative but reasoned extrapolation, making readers feel they were learning even as they were transported. Works from this collection—The Mysterious Island, Five Weeks in a Balloon, Robur the Conqueror, All Around the Moon, and others—exemplify how he turned newspapers, scientific lectures, and travelogues into living literature. His capacity to stage ethical dilemmas amid thrilling logistics, from the Amazon and the Pacific to the polar regions and near space, established a durable template for modern adventure and scientific romance.
Education and Literary Influences
Raised in the Atlantic port city of Nantes, Verne grew up amid shipyards, river traffic, and tales of distant voyages. He studied law in Paris in the late 1840s, as his family intended, but gravitated to literature and the stage. Theatre work honed his timing, dialogue, and set-piece construction—skills later visible in the tightly choreographed itineraries of Around the World in Eighty Days and the suspenseful mechanics of The Mysterious Island. He immersed himself in reading at libraries and salons, absorbing the period’s fascination with discovery and technology and learning to weave factual matter into compelling plots.
Verne drew on a broad array of influences: Enlightenment and Romantic travel narratives; the scientific syntheses of authors such as Alexander von Humboldt; and the imaginative provocations of Edgar Allan Poe, whose speculative feats echo in All Around the Moon and Hector Servadac (Off on a Comet). He followed contemporary debates in geology, astronomy, and engineering that undergird Journey to the Centre of the Earth and The Purchase of the North Pole (Topsy Turvy). Earlier adventure models—from Defoe’s survival ethos to Swift’s satiric voyages—informed his castaway tales and social observation, notably in The Mysterious Island and Adrift in the Pacific (Two Years’ Vacation).
Literary Career
Verne’s sustained career as a novelist began in close collaboration with the publisher Pierre-Jules Hetzel, who serialized and issued the Voyages extraordinaires. Five Weeks in a Balloon provided an early breakthrough, presenting a plausible technology as a narrative engine while surveying Africa’s mapped and unmapped spaces for a broad readership. Hetzel encouraged a balance of pedagogy, moral clarity, and suspense that became Verne’s hallmark. Readers embraced the blend; critics sometimes debated its didacticism, yet the books’ careful research, diagrams of possibility, and cinematic pacing made them staples for families, schools, and general audiences across languages.
His terrestrial epics display a cartographic imagination at full stretch. The Adventures of Captain Hatteras and The Children of Captain Grant trace quests along perilous meridians, testing endurance and leadership. Journey to the Centre of the Earth transforms contemporary geology into a subterranean odyssey, while Around the World in Eighty Days converts timetables and transport corridors into a race against the clock. These works elevated logistics into drama and made the atlas itself a stage, where scientific detail heightens tension rather than slowing it.
Verne’s nautical narratives are equally central. Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea pioneered the techno-romance of the submarine and the ocean as living archive, while The Mysterious Island turned castaway ingenuity into a treatise on applied science and cooperation. Eight Hundred Leagues on the Amazon braided riverine geography with legal peril and ethnographic observation, showing his skill at embedding regional detail in adventure. Across these books, navigation, classification, and natural history serve both as subject matter and as narrative machinery, guiding readers through ecosystems and ethical choices alike.
His interest in youth, education, and character formation appears throughout. Dick Sand, A Captain at Fifteen thrusts an adolescent into command, contrasting courage and curiosity with the brutalities of the slave trade and unscrupulous adults. Adrift in the Pacific or, Two Years’ Vacation strands schoolboys on an island, making survival an experiment in civics, resourcefulness, and moral growth. In such works Verne tests the promise and pressure of modernity on young protagonists, exploring how knowledge, discipline, and solidarity can avert disaster without denying peril.
At the frontier of speculative science, Verne imagined new trajectories for travel and power. All Around the Moon extends the ballistic audacity of its predecessor, staging a near-space journey with painstaking astronomical reasoning. Hector Servadac (Off on a Comet) reconfigures celestial mechanics into a planetary-scale thought experiment. The Purchase of the North Pole (Topsy Turvy) returns to the Baltimore Gun Club, pushing geoengineering to satiric extremes. In aerial fiction—Robur the Conqueror or, The Clipper of the Clouds, and its darker pendant Master of the World—he weighs inventors’ charisma against unchecked authority, a concern echoed in the techno-gothic atmospherics of The Castle of the Carpathians.
Beliefs and Advocacy
Verne’s novels consistently express confidence in inquiry, education, and collaborative problem-solving, even as they register the perils of hubris and exploitation. Serving for years on the municipal council of Amiens, he supported practical civic improvements and cultural life, reflecting his belief that progress should be anchored in public benefit. Within the fiction, he dramatized moral questions rather than issuing manifestos: Dick Sand condemns the slave trade through narrative design; The Purchase of the North Pole and Master of the World temper fascination with grand projects by exposing social, ecological, and political costs. His advocacy, implicit and explicit, favored knowledge accountable to human dignity.
Final Years & Legacy
In his later decades Verne’s tone often darkened, reflecting growing skepticism about power concentrated in a few hands. Master of the World, for example, recasts earlier exuberance about aviation as an allegory of technological dominance and surveillance. He continued to produce novels at a remarkable pace despite health challenges, revisiting motifs of exploration, secrecy, and illusion—qualities distilled in The Castle of the Carpathians. He remained engaged in public life in Amiens into the early twentieth century. Verne died in 1905, leaving a body of work that his publishers and, in some cases, his son would prepare for posthumous publication.
Verne’s legacy is immense and ongoing. He helped establish the grammar of scientific romance: plausible extrapolation, didactic digression, and a sense of the world as knowable yet wondrous. Submarines, heavier-than-air flight, polar research, and spaceflight—topics he popularized—became emblematic of modernity, and adaptations of Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea, Around the World in Eighty Days, and Journey to the Centre of the Earth seeded new generations of readers and viewers. Beyond prediction, his deeper achievement is ethical: he modeled curiosity yoked to responsibility, inviting audiences to test the promises of science against the complexities of society and nature.
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    Jules Verne wrote across the transformative decades from the 1860s to the early twentieth century, spanning France’s Second Empire and the early Third Republic. These were years of rapid industrialization, imperial rivalry, scientific professionalization, and expanding mass literacy. The tales in this collection trace that arc: from early confidence in steam, telegraph, and exploration to later reflections on technological risk and geopolitical tension. Verne’s “Voyages extraordinaires” were conceived as instructive entertainments, aligning narrative momentum with up‑to‑date knowledge. As Europe mapped, measured, and connected the globe, Verne’s fictions staged the era’s ambitions and anxieties, translating laboratories, expeditions, and workshops into children’s and family reading rooms.

Verne’s career was inseparable from nineteenth‑century print culture. His publisher, Pierre‑Jules Hetzel, launched the Magasin d’éducation et de récréation in 1864 and issued Verne’s novels in lavishly illustrated editions meant for instruction and delight. Artists such as Édouard Riou, Alphonse de Neuville, Léon Benett, and George Roux visualized machines, landscapes, and scientific apparatus, shaping how readers imagined the modern world. Serial publication synchronized the books with current events and discoveries, while paratexts, maps, and captions created a quasi‑encyclopedic frame. The illustrated format mediated trust in science for a broad audience, making speculative voyages feel adjacent to the factual pages of atlases and popular science.

Around the World in Eighty Days distilled a moment when steamships, railways, and telegraph lines made global itineraries plausible for middle‑class travelers. The opening of the Suez Canal in 1869 and the completion of the U.S. transcontinental railroad that same year shortened routes and tightened timetables. Steamship companies linked Bombay, Hong Kong, Yokohama, San Francisco, and London in regular service. While universal time zones were formalized later at the International Meridian Conference (1884), a culture of timetables and synchronized clocks already governed travel and finance. Verne’s itinerary fiction mirrored this planetary network, dramatizing logistics, delays, and bureaucratic thresholds.

Five Weeks in a Balloon emerged amid European campaigns to map Africa’s interior. The Royal Geographical Society and France’s Société de Géographie sponsored expeditions by Burton and Speke, Livingstone, and others in the 1850s–60s to locate the Nile’s sources and survey vast regions. Ballooning, popularized in France by figures such as Nadar, symbolized aerial observation and the promise of scientific overview. Verne fused geographical speculation with a device then at the edge of practical exploration. The novel channels mid‑century curiosity about lakes, deserts, and cataracts while reflecting the period’s Eurocentric gaze that often treated African spaces as blank fields awaiting measurement and names.

The Adventures of Captain Hatteras draws on Britain’s nineteenth‑century Arctic obsession, especially the Franklin expedition’s disappearance in 1845 and the extensive search efforts through the 1850s. Periodicals relayed news of drifting ice, leads to a Northwest Passage, and indigenous expertise. Hatteras transforms this dossier into a narrative of endurance, venturing where national prestige and meteorology intersect. A generation later, The Purchase of the North Pole satirized the new phase of polar enthusiasm—post‑International Polar Year (1882–83)—by lampooning schemes that would commodify the planet’s extremities. Together, they register a shift from heroic discovery to critiques of speculative, technocratic ambition.

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea belongs to a world electrified by submarine experiments, deep‑sea sounding, and telegraphy. France launched the Plongeur, a compressed‑air submarine, in 1863; Spain’s Narcís Monturiol tested his Ictíneo boats in the 1860s; and the successful transatlantic telegraph cable of 1866 dramatized the ocean floor as an engineered space. Oceanographic catalogs and charts multiplied, soon to be expanded by the Challenger expedition (1872–76). Verne synthesized such currents into the Nautilus and its undersea tours, imagining scientific autonomy outside imperial navies while showcasing the era’s fascination with metallurgy, electricity, and the cataloging of marine life.

The Mysterious Island is set against the final phase of the American Civil War (1861–65) and the Reconstruction era’s faith in practical engineering. Verne seized on the American reputation for mechanical ingenuity—telegraphs, steam engines, and improvised workshops—to craft a story of cooperative labor and applied science. The narrative’s volcanism, chemistry, and carpentry echo contemporary popular mechanics and the transatlantic exchange of technical manuals. To French readers in the 1870s, this competence intersected with debates about national regeneration after the Franco‑Prussian War, suggesting that discipline, education, and invention might rebuild societies as well as shelters.

Journey to the Centre of the Earth draws from mid‑nineteenth‑century geology and debates over Earth’s age and structure. Charles Lyell’s uniformitarianism had normalized deep time, while advances in paleontology and volcanology made strata a readable archive. Darwin’s work (1859) intensified public interest in fossils and prehistoric ecosystems. Verne localized these arguments in Iceland and subterranean passageways, popularizing scientific controversy without adjudicating it. His mineralogical lists, lava tubes, and eruptive hypotheses translated technical writing into accessible scenes, reflecting the period’s confidence that observation and classification could turn the planet itself into a museum and laboratory.

The Children of Captain Grant participates in the Southern Hemisphere’s cartographic consolidation. Its route through South America, Australasia, and the South Pacific mirrors British imperial shipping lanes and the global share of English‑language navigation charts. The novel’s premise—longitudes and latitudes interpreted across oceans—echoes navigational pedagogy in an era of chronometers, lighthouses, and hydrographic offices. By moving through Patagonia, Australia, and New Zealand, Verne stages the entanglement of settler colonialism, indigenous encounters, and scientific collecting. The story thereby reflects how adventure literature became a vehicle for familiarizing European readers with distant colonial geographies and their hazards.

Robur the Conqueror and Master of the World arrive when the debate between lighter‑than‑air and heavier‑than‑air flight intensified. The 1880s–90s saw Otto Lilienthal’s glides, Clément Ader’s powered attempts (notably 1890), and the first rigid airships, while public exhibitions dramatized aeronautical progress. Even after the Wright brothers’ 1903 flights, broad recognition in Europe came only later, which helps explain the ambivalence saturating Verne’s 1904 tale. These novels weigh aerial sovereignty and speed against surveillance and coercion, channeling late‑nineteenth‑century unease over technologies that could erase borders and concentrate power in individuals or small groups.

Eight Hundred Leagues on the Amazon reflects a riverine world opened by steam navigation and legal reforms. In 1867 Brazil officially opened the Amazon to international commerce, and river steamers multiplied along the Madeira, Tapajós, and Rio Negro. Travelogues by naturalists such as Henry Walter Bates had acquainted European audiences with the region’s fauna, flora, and trade networks. Verne places legal intrigue and geography on these waterways, where provincial authority, kinship, and commerce intersect. The backdrop also includes the late‑nineteenth‑century rubber economy and changing labor regimes; Brazil abolished slavery in 1888, a development that reframed readings of the novel written earlier in that decade.

Dick Sand, A Captain at Fifteen addresses maritime routes entangled with slavery in the Atlantic and Indian Oceans. Although many states abolished the transatlantic trade during the nineteenth century (Britain in 1807; France ended slavery in its colonies in 1848; Brazil abolished slavery in 1888), illegal trafficking persisted, and inland African trades remained active. European navies patrolled coasts, reports circulated about caravans and kidnapping, and antislavery rhetoric accompanied imperial expansion. Verne’s story participates in that discourse, reflecting both humanitarian impulses of the period and the racial hierarchies and stereotypes embedded in European popular literature—features modern readers scrutinize with care.

All Around the Moon and Hector Servadac register the era’s astronomical ferment and its publics. Ballistics, spectroscopy, and larger telescopes—such as the Leviathan of Parsonstown—fueled dreams of lunar and planetary knowledge. Popular astronomy by writers like Camille Flammarion brought celestial mechanics to general readers. Verne’s lunar sequel extends an American gunnery club’s post‑Civil War zeal into space, while Hector Servadac begins in French Algeria, a reminder of how colonial sites sat within European scientific horizons. These works combine calculations with satire, demonstrating how nineteenth‑century science was inseparable from national prestige, military metaphors, and the theatre of public lectures.

Adrift in the Pacific, or Two Years’ Vacation is steeped in the century’s educational reform and the Robinsonade tradition. Hetzel’s magazine targeted youth, and the French Third Republic’s Ferry laws (1881–82) institutionalized secular, compulsory primary schooling that emphasized civic virtue and science. Verne’s castaway schoolboys enact a curriculum of cooperation, measurement, and problem‑solving that echoed classroom ideals. The Pacific setting intersects with expanding European maritime presence and cartography across Polynesia and the South Pacific. The novel thus functions as both adventure and pedagogical case study, illustrating how knowledge, discipline, and shared responsibility could organize a miniature society.

The Purchase of the North Pole (Topsy‑Turvy) revisits the bombastic Gun Club to lampoon the fusion of speculative finance and outsized engineering. The 1880s saw robust stock exchanges in Paris and London, new cartels, and debates over monopolies and resource extraction. International scientific bodies for geodesy and meteorology coordinated transnational measurements of the globe. Verne channels this milieu into a satire of geoengineering fantasies, commodity futures, and publicity. The book captures an inflection point when corporate and national ambitions envisioned the planet itself as manipulable, and when scientific authority could be invoked to legitimize projects well beyond prudent experimental bounds.

The Castle of the Carpathians draws on Central Europe’s politics and on emerging audio‑visual technologies that unsettled perceptions of reality. Set in the Carpathian region of the Austro‑Hungarian Empire (established by the 1867 Ausgleich), the tale mobilizes romantic nationalism, frontier folklore, and aristocratic decline. Its illusions rely on devices popularized in the 1870s–90s: the telephone (patented 1876), Edison’s phonograph (1877), and stage effects like Pepper’s Ghost. Opera culture, celebrity, and grief meet engineering, reflecting a continent fascinated by mechanical reproduction and by the possibility that technology could conjure presence across distance.

Many of these works also register the Franco‑Prussian War (1870–71) and its cultural aftermath. Balloon post during the Siege of Paris made aerial navigation a national symbol; rail and armaments reorganized warfare; and the Paris Commune and early Third Republic debates intensified suspicion of unchecked power. Verne’s later fictions—Robur, Master of the World, and the satirical Gun Club books—echo a society balancing admiration for ingenuity with fears of destabilization, whether by lone inventors, speculative syndicates, or imperial rivalries. The shadow of new media—telephones, phonographs, illustrated journals—shaped how spectacle and news intertwined in everyday life and in fiction alike.
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    Castaways and Coming‑of‑Age at Sea and Shore
The Mysterious Island: A handful of castaways must build a new life with only their wits and the raw materials of a remote island. Verne turns engineering know‑how and cooperative problem‑solving into adventure, while hinting at unseen forces that question the limits of human self‑reliance.
Adrift in Pacific or, Two Years' Vacation: A group of schoolboys, stranded far from civilization, learn to survive, govern themselves, and face external threats. The tone blends youthful resilience with practical ingenuity, exploring how responsibility, friendship, and resourcefulness mature under pressure.
Dick Sand, A Captain at Fifteen: When disaster strikes at sea, a teenage sailor assumes command and confronts treachery that leads to perilous shores and the brutal realities of exploitation. The narrative pairs nautical suspense with a moral coming‑of‑age, highlighting courage, leadership, and the ethics of trust.
Continental Quests and River Odysseys
The Children of Captain Grant: A cryptic message sparks a globe‑spanning search through southern latitudes for a missing mariner. Episodic landscapes, linguistic puzzles, and shifting climates showcase Verne’s geographic imagination alongside themes of perseverance, family loyalty, and scientific observation.
Eight Hundred Leagues on the Amazon: A father and daughter journey down the great river while shadowed by accusation and natural danger. The river becomes a living corridor of cultures and ecosystems, as questions of identity, justice, and honor propel the voyage.
Journeys Beyond Terra Firma
Journey to the Centre of the Earth: A determined scholar and his companions descend into the planet’s depths via a volcanic shaft, encountering subterranean wonders and risks that defy conventional geology. The tale balances bold hypotheses with sensory awe, celebrating curiosity while testing the limits of theory.
Hector Servadac or, Off on a Comet: A sudden celestial upheaval transports an eclectic cast into an extraordinary orbiting world, where familiar rules no longer hold. Satire, camaraderie, and cosmic speculation intertwine as characters adapt to altered horizons and new measures of time and distance.
The Robur Cycle
Robur the Conqueror or, The Clipper of the Clouds: A visionary inventor abducts skeptics aboard a revolutionary airship to prove the mastery of flight over borders and doctrines. The aerial world tour exhilarates and unsettles, reflecting Verne’s fascination with audacious engineering and the will behind it.
Master of the World: A mysterious multi‑terrain craft appears to outpace every police force and military arm, hinting at a single mind behind a sweeping technological challenge. The tone darkens into a high‑stakes pursuit where invention blurs into menace, probing ambition, secrecy, and control.
The Gun Club’s Grand Schemes
All Around the Moon: An artillery‑launched expedition carries adventurers into space and around Earth’s natural satellite, blending calculation with peril. Verne’s speculative mechanics, onboard debates, and playful national rivalries generate suspense and wonder without relinquishing scientific curiosity.
The Purchase of the North Pole or, Topsy Turvy: An audacious plan attempts to reshape Earth’s environment through colossal engineering, promising riches and new frontiers. Verne tempers technical bravado with satire and ethical scrutiny, questioning the costs of turning nature into a project.
Aerial Ascent and the Race Against Time
Five Weeks in a Balloon: Explorers cross Africa by balloon, mapping unknown regions and improvising through storms, wildlife, and shifting alliances. The narrative pioneers Verne’s travel‑science blend, where instruments and observation serve as both lifeline and lens for discovery.
Around the World in Eighty Days: A precise wager sends a methodical gentleman and his resourceful valet on a globe‑circling sprint that pits timetables against unpredictability. Clockwork plotting, cultural encounters, and sly humor highlight modern mobility and the human factor that complicates every plan.
Undersea Mastery and Mystery
Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea: A mysterious captain conducts involuntary guests on an epic tour beneath the oceans, revealing a hidden world of marvels and shipwrecked histories. Verne contrasts scientific splendor with isolation and power, weighing wonder against the costs of absolute autonomy.
Polar Quest and Obsession
The Adventures of Captain Hatteras: An uncompromising leader drives his crew toward the high latitudes in pursuit of a singular goal amid ice, darkness, and doubt. The novel studies command, endurance, and the sublime danger of extremes, where discovery and obsession nearly become the same word.
Alpine Gothic and Technological Illusion
The Castle of the Carpathians: Strange apparitions in a secluded mountain village draw investigators to a forbidding fortress where fear and rumor thrive. Verne fuses gothic mood with plausible devices, exploring grief, voyeurism, and the power of technology to mimic the supernatural.
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    On February 2, 1876, the schooner Pilgrim was in latitude 43° 57′ south, and in longitude 165° 19′ west of the meridian of Greenwich.


    This vessel, of four hundred tons, fitted out at San Francisco for whale-fishing in the southern seas, belonged to James W. Weldon, a rich Californian ship-owner, who had for several years intrusted the command of it to Captain Hull.


    The Pilgrim was one of the smallest, but one of the best of that flotilla, which James W. Weldon sent each season, not only beyond Behring Strait, as far as the northern seas, but also in the quarters of Tasmania or of Cape Horn, as far as the Antarctic Ocean. She sailed in a superior manner. Her very easily managed rigging permitted her to venture, with a few men, in sight of the impenetrable fields of ice of the southern hemisphere. Captain Hull knew how to disentangle himself, as the sailors say, from among those icebergs, which, during the summer, drift by the way of New Zealand or the Cape of Good Hope, under a much lower latitude than that which they reach in the northern seas of the globe. It is true that only icebergs of small dimensions were found there; they were already worn by collisions, eaten away by the warm waters, and the greater number of them were going to melt in the Pacific or the Atlantic.


    Under the command of Captain Hull, a good seaman, and also one of the most skilful harpooners of the flotilla, was a crew composed of five sailors and a novice. It was a small number for this whale-fishing, which requires a good many persons. Men are necessary as well for the management of the boats for the attack, as for the cutting up of the captured animals. But, following the example of certain ship-owners, James W. Weldon found it much more economical to embark at San Francisco only the number of sailors necessary for the management of the vessel. New Zealand did not lack harpooners, sailors of all nationalities, deserters or others, who sought to be hired for the season, and who followed skilfully the trade of fishermen. The busy period once over, they were paid, they were put on shore, and they waited till the whalers of the following year should come to claim their services again. There was obtained by this method better work from the disposable sailors, and a much larger profit derived by their co-operation.


    They had worked in this way on board the Pilgrim.


    The schooner had just finished her season on the limit of the Antarctic Circle. But she had not her full number of barrels of oil, of coarse whalebones nor of fine. Even at that period, fishing was becoming difficult. The whales, pursued to excess, were becoming rare. The “right” whale, which bears the name of “North Caper,” in the Northern Ocean, and that of “Sulphur Bottom,” in the South Sea, was likely to disappear. The whalers had been obliged to fall back on the finback or jubarte, a gigantic mammifer, whose attacks are not without danger.


    This is what Captain Hull had done during this cruise; but on his next voyage he calculated on reaching a higher latitude, and, if necessary, going in sight of Clarie and Adelie Lands, whose discovery, contested by the American Wilkes, certainly belongs to the illustrious commander of the “Astrolabe” and the Zelee, to the Frenchman, Dumont d’Urville.


    In fact, the season had not been favorable for the Pilgrim. In the beginning of January, that is to say, toward the middle of the Southern summer, and even when the time for the whalers to return had not yet arrived Captain Hull had been obliged to abandon the fishing places. His additional crew—a collection of pretty sad subjects—gave him an excuse, as they say, and he determined to separate from them.


    The Pilgrim then steered to the northwest, for New Zealand, which she sighted on the 15th of January. She arrived at Waitemata, port of Auckland, situated at the lowest end of the Gulf of Chouraki, on the east coast of the northern island, and landed the fishermen who had been engaged for the season.


    The crew was not satisfied. The cargo of the Pilgrim was at least two hundred barrels of oil short. There had never been worse fishing. Captain Hull felt the disappointment of a hunter who, for the first time, returns as he went away—or nearly so. His self-love, greatly excited, was at stake, and he did not pardon those scoundrels whose insubordination had compromised the results of his cruise.


    It was in vain that he endeavored to recruit a new fishing crew at Auckland. All the disposable seamen were embarked on the other whaling vessels. He was thus obliged to give up the hope of completing the Pilgrim’s cargo, and Captain Hull was preparing to leave Auckland definitely, when a request for a passage was made which he could not refuse.


    Mrs. Weldon, wife of the Pilgrim’s owner, was then at Auckland with her young son Jack, aged about five years, and one of her relatives, her Cousin Benedict. James W. Weldon, whom his business operations sometimes obliged to visit New Zealand, had brought the three there, and intended to bring them back to San Francisco.


    But, just as the whole family was going to depart, little Jack became seriously ill, and his father, imperatively recalled by his business, was obliged to leave Auckland, leaving his wife, his son, and Cousin Benedict there.


    Three months had passed away—three long months of separation, which were extremely painful to Mrs. Weldon. Meanwhile her young child was restored to health, and she was at liberty to depart, when she was informed of the arrival of the Pilgrim.
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    Now, at that period, in order to return to San Francisco, Mrs. Weldon found herself under the necessity of going to Australia by one of the vessels of the Golden Age Trans-oceanic Company, which ply between Melbourne and the Isthmus of Panama by Papeiti. Then, once arrived at Panama, it would be necessary for her to await the departure of the American steamer, which establishes a regular communication between the Isthmus and California. Thence, delays, trans-shipments, always disagreeable for a woman and a child. It was just at this time that the Pilgrim came into port at Auckland. Mrs. Weldon did not hesitate, but asked Captain Hull to take her on board to bring her back to San Francisco—she, her son, Cousin Benedict, and Nan, an old negress who had served her since her infancy. Three thousand marine leagues to travel on a sailing vessel! But Captain Hull’s ship was so well managed, and the season still so fine on both sides of the Equator! Captain Hull consented, and immediately put his own cabin at the disposal of his passenger. He wished that, during a voyage which might last forty or fifty days, Mrs. Weldon should be installed as well as possible on board the whaler.


    There were then certain advantages for Mrs. Weldon in making the voyage under these conditions. The only disadvantage was that this voyage would be necessarily prolonged in consequence of this circumstance—the Pilgrim would go to Valparaiso, in Chili, to effect her unloading. That done, there would be nothing but to ascend the American coast, with land breezes, which make these parts very agreeable.


    Besides, Mrs. Weldon was a courageous woman, whom the sea did not frighten. Then thirty years of age, she was of robust health, being accustomed to long voyages, for, having shared with her husband the fatigues of several passages, she did not fear the chances more or less contingent, of shipping on board a ship of moderate tonnage. She knew Captain Hull to be an excellent seaman, in whom James W. Weldon had every confidence. The Pilgrim was a strong vessel, capital sailer, well quoted in the flotilla of American whalers. The opportunity presented itself. It was necessary to profit by it. Mrs. Weldon did profit by it.


    Cousin Benedict—it need not be said—would accompany her.


    This cousin was a worthy man, about fifty years of age. But, notwithstanding his fifty years, it would not have been prudent to let him go out alone. Long, rather than tall, narrow, rather than thin, his figure bony, his skull enormous and very hairy, one recognized in his whole interminable person one of those worthy savants, with gold spectacles, good and inoffensive beings, destined to remain great children all their lives, and to finish very old, like centenaries who would die at nurse.


    “Cousin Benedict”—he was called so invariably, even outside of the family, and, in truth, he was indeed one of those good men who seem to be the born cousins of all the world—Cousin Benedict, always impeded by his long arms and his long limbs, would be absolutely incapable of attending to matters alone, even in the most ordinary circumstances of life. He was not troublesome, oh! no, but rather embarrassing for others, and embarrassed for himself. Easily satisfied, besides being very accommodating, forgetting to eat or drink, if some one did not bring him something to eat or drink, insensible to the cold as to the heat, he seemed to belong less to the animal kingdom than to the vegetable kingdom. One must conceive a very useless tree, without fruit and almost without leaves, incapable of giving nourishment or shelter, but with a good heart.


    Such was Cousin Benedict. He would very willingly render service to people if, as Mr. Prudhomme would say, he were capable of rendering it.


    Finally, his friends loved him for his very feebleness. Mrs. Weldon regarded him as her child—a large elder brother of her little Jack.


    It is proper to add here that Cousin Benedict was, meanwhile, neither idle nor unoccupied. On the contrary, he was a worker. His only passion—natural history—absorbed him entirely.


    To say “Natural History” is to say a great deal.


    We know that the different parts of which this science is composed are zoology, botany, mineralogy, and geology.


    Now Cousin Benedict was, in no sense, a botanist, nor a mineralogist, nor a geologist.


    Was he, then, a zoologist in the entire acceptation of the word, a kind of Cuvier of the New World, decomposing an animal by analysis, or putting it together again by synthesis, one of those profound connoisseurs, versed in the study of the four types to which modern science refers all animal existence, vertebrates, mollusks, articulates, and radiates? Of these four divisions, had the artless but studious savant observed the different classes, and sought the orders, the families, the tribes, the genera, the species, and the varieties which distinguish them?


    No.


    Had Cousin Benedict devoted himself to the study of the vertebrates, mammals, birds, reptiles, and fishes?


    No.


    Was it to the mollusks, from the cephalopodes to the bryozoans, that he had given his preference, and had malacology no more secrets for him?


    Not at all.


    Then it was on the radiates, echinoderms, acalephes, polypes, entozoons, sponges, and infusoria, that he had for such a long time burned the midnight oil?


    It must, indeed, be confessed that it was not on the radiates.


    Now, in zoology there only remains to be mentioned the division of the articulates, so it must be that it was on this division that Cousin Benedict’s only passion was expended.


    Yes, and still it is necessary to select.


    This branch of the articulates counts six classes: insects, myriapodes, arachnides, crustaceans, cirrhopodes, and annelides.


    Now, Cousin Benedict, scientifically speaking, would not know how to distinguish an earth-worm from a medicinal leech, a sand-fly from a glans-marinus, a common spider from a false scorpion, a shrimp from a frog, a gally-worm from a scolopendra.


    But, then, what was Cousin Benedict? Simply an entomologist—nothing more.


    To that, doubtless, it may be said that in its etymological acceptation, entomology is that part of the natural sciences which includes all the articulates. That is true, in a general way; but it is the custom to give this word a more restricted sense. It is then only applied, properly speaking, to the study of insects, that is to say: “All the articulate animals of which the body, composed of rings placed end to end, forms three distinct segments, and which possesses three pairs of legs, which have given them the name of hexapodes.”


    Now, as Cousin Benedict had confined himself to the study of the articulates of this class, he was only an entomologist.


    But, let us not be mistaken about it. In this class of the insects are counted not less than ten orders:


    

      	Orthopterans as grasshoppers, crickets, etc.


      	Neuropters as ant-eaters, dragon-flies or libellula.


      	Hymenopters as bees, wasps, ants.


      	Lepidopters as butterflies, etc.


      	Hemipters as cicada, plant-lice, fleas, etc.


      	Coleopters as cockchafers, fire-flies, etc.


      	Dipters as gnats, musquitoes, flies.


      	Rhipipters as stylops.


      	Parasites as acara, etc.


      	Thysanurans as lepidotus, flying-lice, etc.


    


    Now, in certain of these orders, the coleopters, for example, there are recognized thirty thousand species, and sixty thousand in the dipters; so subjects for study are not wanting, and it will be conceded that there is sufficient in this class alone to occupy a man!


    Thus, Cousin Benedict’s life was entirely and solely consecrated to entomology.


    To this science he gave all his hours—all, without exception, even the hours of sleep, because he invariably dreamt “hexapodes.” That he carried pins stuck in his sleeves and in the collar of his coat, in the bottom of his hat, and in the facings of his vest, need not be mentioned.


    When Cousin Benedict returned from some scientific promenade his precious head-covering in particular was no more than a box of natural history, being bristling inside and outside with pierced insects.


    And now all will be told about this original when it is stated, that it was on account of his passion for entomology that he had accompanied Mr. and Mrs. Weldon to New Zealand. There his collection was enriched by some rare subjects, and it will be readily understood that he was in haste to return to classify them in the cases of his cabinet in San Francisco.


    So, as Mrs. Weldon and her child were returning to America by the Pilgrim, nothing more natural than for Cousin Benedict to accompany them during that passage.


    But it was not on him that Mrs. Weldon could rely, if she should ever find herself in any critical situation. Very fortunately, the prospect was only that of a voyage easily made during the fine season, and on board of a ship whose captain merited all her confidence.


    During the three days that the Pilgrim was in port at Waitemata, Mrs. Weldon made her preparations in great haste, for she did not wish to delay the departure of the schooner. The native servants whom she employed in her dwelling in Auckland were dismissed, and, on the 22d January, she embarked on board the Pilgrim, bringing only her son Jack, Cousin Benedict, and Nan, her old negress.


    Cousin Benedict carried all his curious collection of insects in a special box. In this collection figured, among others, some specimens of those new staphylins, species of carnivorous coleopters, whose eyes are placed above the head, and which, till then, seemed to be peculiar to New Caledonia. A certain venomous spider, the “katipo,” of the Maoris, whose bite is often fatal to the natives, had been very highly recommended to him. But a spider does not belong to the order of insects properly so called; it is placed in that of the arachnida, and, consequently, was valueless in Cousin Benedict’s eyes. Thus he scorned it, and the most beautiful jewel of his collection was a remarkable staphylin from New Zealand.


    It is needless to say that Cousin Benedict, by paying a heavy premium, had insured his cargo, which to him seemed much more precious than all the freight of oil and bones stowed away in the hold of the Pilgrim.


    Just as the Pilgrim was getting under sail, when Mrs. Weldon and her companion for the voyage found themselves on the deck of the schooner, Captain Hull approached his passenger:


    “It is understood, Mrs. Weldon,” he said to her, “that, if you take passage on board the Pilgrim, it is on your own responsibility.”


    “Why do you make that observation to me, Mr. Hull?” asked Mrs. Weldon.


    “Because I have not received an order from your husband in regard to it, and, all things considered, a schooner cannot offer you the guarantees of a good passage, like a packet-boat, specially intended to carry travelers.”


    “If my husband were here,” replied Mrs. Weldon, “do you think, Mr. Hull, that he would hesitate to embark on the Pilgrim, in company with his wife and child?”


    “No, Mrs. Weldon, he would not hesitate,” said Captain Hull; “no, indeed! no more than I should hesitate myself! The Pilgrim is a good ship after all, even though she has made but a sad cruise, and I am sure of her, as much so as a seaman can be of the ship which he has commanded for several years. The reason I speak, Mrs. Weldon, is to get rid of personal responsibility, and to repeat that you will not find on board the comfort to which you have been accustomed.”


    “As it is only a question of comfort, Mr. Hull,” replied Mrs. Weldon, “that should not stop me. I am not one of those troublesome passengers who complain incessantly of the narrowness of the cabins, and the insufficiency of the table.”


    Then, after looking for a few moments at her little Jack, whom she held by the hand, Mrs. Weldon said:


    “Let us go, Mr. Hull!”


    The orders were given to get under way at once, the sails were set, and the Pilgrim, working to get out to sea in the shortest time possible, steered for the American coast.


    But, three days after her departure, the schooner, thwarted by strong breezes from the east, was obliged to tack to larboard to make headway against the wind. So, at the date of February 2d, Captain Hull still found himself in a higher latitude than he would have wished, and in the situation of a sailor who wanted to double Cape Horn rather than reach the New Continent by the shortest course.
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    Meanwhile the sea was favorable, and, except the delays, navigation would be accomplished under very supportable conditions.




    Mrs. Weldon had been installed on board the Pilgrim as comfortably as possible.


    Neither poop nor “roufle” was at the end of the deck. There was no stern cabin, then, to receive the passengers. She was obliged to be contented with Captain Hull’s cabin, situated aft, which constituted his modest sea lodging. And still it had been necessary for the captain to insist, in order to make her accept it. There, in that narrow lodging, was installed Mrs. Weldon, with her child and old Nan. She took her meals there, in company with the captain and Cousin Benedict, for whom they had fitted up a kind of cabin on board.


    As to the commander of the Pilgrim, he had settled himself in a cabin belonging to the ship’s crew—a cabin which would be occupied by the second officer, if there were a second one on board. But the brig-schooner was navigated, we know, under conditions which enabled her to dispense with the services of a second officer.


    The men of the Pilgrim, good and strong seamen, were very much united by common ideas and habits. This fishing season was the fourth which they had passed together. All Americans of the West, they were acquainted for a long period, and belonged to the same coast of the State of California.


    These brave men showed themselves very thoughtful towards Mrs. Weldon, the wife of the owner of their ship, for whom they professed boundless devotion. It must be said that, largely interested in the profits of the ship, they had navigated till then with great gain. If, by reason of their small number, they did not spare themselves, it was because every labor increased their earnings in the settling of accounts at the end of each season. This time, it is true, the profit would be almost nothing, and that gave them just cause to curse and swear against those New Zealand scoundrels.
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    One man on board, alone among all, was not of American origin. Portuguese by birth, but speaking English fluently, he was called Negoro, and filled the humble position of cook on the schooner.


    The Pilgrim’s cook having deserted at Auckland, this Negoro, then out of employment, offered himself for the place. He was a taciturn man, not at all communicative, who kept to himself, but did his work satisfactorily. In engaging him, Captain Hull seemed to be rather fortunate, and since embarking, the master cook had merited no reproach.


    Meanwhile, Captain Hull regretted not having had the time to inform himself sufficiently about Negoro’s antecedents. His face, or rather his look, was only half in his favor, and when it is necessary to bring an unknown into the life on board, so confined, so intimate, his antecedents should be carefully inquired into.


    Negoro might be forty years old. Thin, nervous, of medium height, with very brown hair, skin somewhat swarthy, he ought to be strong. Had he received any instruction? Yes; that appeared in certain observations which escaped him sometimes. Besides, he never spoke of his past life, he said not a word about his family. Whence he came, where he had lived, no one could tell. What would his future be? No one knew any more about that. He only announced his intention of going on shore at Valparaiso. He was certainly a singular man. At all events, he did not seem to be a sailor. He seemed to be even more strange to marine things than is usual with a master cook, part of whose existence is passed at sea.


    Meanwhile, as to being incommoded by the rolling and pitching of the ship, like men who have never navigated, he was not in the least, and that is something for a cook on board a vessel.


    Finally, he was little seen. During the day, he most generally remained confined in his narrow kitchen, before the stove for melting, which occupied the greater part of it. When night came and the fire in the stove was out, Negoro went to the cabin which was assigned to him at the end of the crew’s quarters. Then he went to bed at once and went to sleep.


    It has been already said that the Pilgrim’s crew was composed of five sailors and a novice.


    This young novice, aged fifteen, was the child of an unknown father and mother. This poor being, abandoned from his birth, had been received and brought up by public charity.


    Dick Sand—that was his name—must have been originally from the State of New York, and doubtless from the capital of that State.


    If the name of Dick—an abbreviation of Richard—had been given to the little orphan, it was because it was the name of the charitable passer-by who had picked him up two or three hours after his birth. As to the name of Sand, it was attributed to him in remembrance of the place where he had been found; that is to say, on that point of land called Sandy-Hook, which forms the entrance of the port of New York, at the mouth of the Hudson.


    Dick Sand, when he should reach his full growth, would not exceed middle height, but he was well built. One could not doubt that he was of Anglo-Saxon origin. He was brown, however, with blue eyes, in which the crystalline sparkled with ardent fire. His seaman’s craft had already prepared him well for the conflicts of life. His intelligent physiognomy breathed forth energy. It was not that of an audacious person, it was that of a darer. These three words from an unfinished verse of Virgil are often cited:


    “Audaces fortuna juvat…” but they are quoted incorrectly. The poet said: “Audentes fortuna juvat…”


    It is on the darers, not on the audacious, that Fortune almost always smiled. The audacious may be unguarded. The darer thinks first, acts afterwards. There is the difference!


    Dick Sand was audens.


    At fifteen he already knew how to take a part, and to carry out to the end whatever his resolute spirit had decided upon. His manner, at once spirited and serious, attracted attention. He did not squander himself in words and gestures, as boys of his age generally do. Early, at a period of life when they seldom discuss the problems of existence, he had looked his miserable condition in the face, and he had promised “to make” himself.


    And he had made himself—being already almost a man at an age when others are still only children.


    At the same time, very nimble, very skilful in all physical exercises, Dick Sand was one of those privileged beings, of whom it may be said that they were born with two left feet and two right hands. In that way, they do everything with the right hand, and always set out with the left foot.


    Public charity, it has been said, had brought up the little orphan. He had been put first in one of those houses for children, where there is always, in America, a place for the little waifs. Then at four, Dick learned to read, write and count in one of those State of New York schools, which charitable subscriptions maintain so generously.





    At eight, the taste for the sea, which Dick had from birth, caused him to embark as cabin-boy on a packet ship of the South Sea. There he learned the seaman’s trade, and as one ought to learn it, from the earliest age. Little by little he instructed himself under the direction of officers who were interested in this little old man. So the cabin-boy soon became the novice, expecting something better, of course. The child who understands, from the beginning, that work is the law of life, the one who knows, from an early age, that he will gain his bread only by the sweat of his brow—a Bible precept which is the rule of humanity—that one is probably intended for great things; for some day he will have, with the will, the strength to accomplish them.


    It was, when he was a cabin-boy on board a merchant vessel, that Dick Sand was remarked by Captain Hull. This honest seaman immediately formed a friendship with this honest young boy, and later he made him known to the ship-owner, James W. Weldon. The latter felt a lively interest in this orphan, whose education he completed at San Francisco, and he had him brought up in the Catholic religion, to which his family adhered.


    During the course of his studies, Dick Sand showed a particular liking for geography, for voyages, while waiting till he was old enough to learn that branch of mathematics which relates to navigation. Then to this theoretical portion of his instruction, he did not neglect to join the practical. It was as novice that he was able to embark for the first time on the Pilgrim. A good seaman ought to understand fishing as well as navigation. It is a good preparation for all the contingencies which the maritime career admits of. Besides, Dick Sand set out on a vessel of James W. Weldon’s, his benefactor, commanded by his protector, Captain Hull. Thus he found himself in the most favorable circumstances.


    To speak of the extent of his devotion to the Weldon family, to whom he owed everything, would be superfluous. Better let the facts speak for themselves. But it will be understood how happy the young novice was when he learned that Mrs. Weldon was going to take passage on board the Pilgrim. Mrs. Weldon for several years had been a mother to him, and in Jack he saw a little brother, all the time keeping in remembrance his position in respect to the son of the rich ship-owner. But—his protectors knew it well—this good seed which they had sown had fallen on good soil. The orphan’s heart was filled with gratitude, and some day, if it should be necessary to give his life for those who had taught him to instruct himself and to love God, the young novice would not hesitate to give it. Finally, to be only fifteen, but to act and think as if he were thirty, that was Dick Sand.


    Mrs. Weldon knew what her protégé was worth. She could trust little Jack with him without any anxiety. Dick Sand cherished this child, who, feeling himself loved by this “large brother,” sought his company. During those long leisure hours, which are frequent in a voyage, when the sea is smooth, when the well set up sails require no management, Dick and Jack were almost always together. The young novice showed the little boy everything in his craft which seemed amusing.


    Without fear Mrs. Weldon saw Jack, in company with Dick Sand, spring out on the shrouds, climb to the top of the mizzen-mast, or to the booms of the mizzen-topmast, and come down again like an arrow the whole length of the backstays. Dick Sand went before or followed him, always ready to hold him up or keep him back, if his six-year-old arms grew feeble during those exercises. All that benefited little Jack, whom sickness had made somewhat pale; but his color soon came back on board the Pilgrim, thanks to this gymnastic, and to the bracing sea-breezes.


    So passed the time. Under these conditions the passage was being accomplished, and only the weather was not very favorable, neither the passengers nor the crew of the Pilgrim would have had cause to complain.


    Meanwhile this continuance of east winds made Captain Hull anxious. He did not succeed in getting the vessel into the right course. Later, near the Tropic of Capricorn, he feared finding calms which would delay him again, without speaking of the equatorial current, which would irresistibly throw him back to the west. He was troubled then, above all, for Mrs. Weldon, by the delays for which, meanwhile, he was not responsible. So, if he should meet, on his course, some transatlantic steamer on the way toward America, he already thought of advising his passenger to embark on it. Unfortunately, he was detained in latitudes too high to cross a steamer running to Panama; and, besides, at that period communication across the Pacific, between Australia and the New World, was not as frequent as it has since become.


    It then was necessary to leave everything to the grace of God, and it seemed as if nothing would trouble this monotonous passage, when the first incident occurred precisely on that day, February 2d, in the latitude and longitude indicated at the beginning of this history.


    Dick Sand and Jack, toward nine o’clock in the morning, in very clear weather, were installed on the booms of the mizzen-topmast. Thence they looked down on the whole ship and a portion of the ocean in a largo circumference. Behind, the perimeter of the horizon was broken to their eyes, only by the mainmast, carrying brigantine and fore-staff. That beacon hid from them a part of the sea and the sky. In the front, they saw the bowsprit stretching over the waves, with its three jibs, which were hauled tightly, spread out like three great unequal wings. Underneath rounded the foremast, and above, the little top-sail and the little gallant-sail, whose bolt-rope quivered with the pranks of the breeze. The schooner was then running on the larboard tack, and hugging the wind as much as possible.


    Dick Sand explained to Jack how the Pilgrim, ballasted properly, well balanced in all her parts, could not capsize, even if she gave a pretty strong heel to starboard, when the little boy interrupted him.


    “What do I see there?” said he.


    “You see something, Jack?” demanded Dick Sand, who stood up straight on the booms.


    “Yes—there!” replied little Jack, showing a point of the sea, left open by the interval between the stays of the standing-jib and the flying-jib.


    Dick Sand looked at the point indicated attentively, and forthwith, with a loud voice, he cried;


    “A wreck to windward, over against starboard!”
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    Dick Sand’s cry brought all the crew to their feet. The men who were not on watch came on deck. Captain Hull, leaving his cabin, went toward the bow.


    Mrs. Weldon, Nan, even the indifferent Cousin Benedict himself, came to lean over the starboard rail, so as to see the wreck signaled by the young novice.


    Negoro, alone, did not leave the cabin, which served him for a kitchen; and as usual, of all the crew, he was the only one whom the encounter with a wreck did not appear to interest.


    Then all regarded attentively the floating object which the waves were rocking, three miles from the Pilgrim.


    “Ah! what can that be?” said a sailor.


    “Some abandoned raft,” replied another.


    “Perhaps there are some unhappy shipwrecked ones on that raft,” said Mrs. Weldon.


    “We shall find out,” replied Captain Hull. “But that wreck is not a raft. It is a hull thrown over on the side.”


    “Ah! is it not more likely to be some marine animal—some mammifer of great size?” observed Cousin Benedict.


    “I do not think so,” replied the novice.


    “Then what is your idea, Dick?” asked Mrs. Weldon.


    “An overturned hull, as the captain has said, Mrs. Weldon. It even seems to me that I see its copper keel glistening in the sun.”


    “Yes—indeed,” replied Captain Hull. Then addressing the helmsman: “Steer to the windward, Bolton. Let her go a quarter, so as to come alongside the wreck.”


    “Yes, sir,” replied the helmsman.


    “But,” continued Cousin Benedict, “I keep to what I have said. Positively it is an animal.”


    “Then this would be a whale in copper,” replied Captain Hull, “for, positively, also, I see it shine in the sun!”


    “At all events, Cousin Benedict,” added Mrs. Weldon, “you will agree with us that this whale must be dead, for it is certain that it does not make the least movement.”


    “Ah! Cousin Weldon,” replied Cousin Benedict, who was obstinate, “this would not be the first time that one has met a whale sleeping on the surface of the waves.”


    “That is a fact,” replied Captain Hull; “but to-day, the thing is not a whale, but a ship.”


    “We shall soon see,” replied Cousin Benedict, who, after all, would give all the mammifers of the Arctic or Antarctic seas for an insect of a rare species.


    “Steer, Bolton, steer!” cried Captain Hull again, “and do not board the wreck. Keep a cable’s length. If we cannot do much harm to this hull, it might cause us some damage, and I do not care to hurt the sides of the Pilgrim with it. Tack a little, Bolton, tack!”


    The Pilgrim’s prow, which had been directed toward the wreck, was turned aside by a slight movement of the helm.
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    The schooner was still a mile from the capsized hull. The sailors were eagerly looking at it. Perhaps it held a valuable cargo, which it would be possible to transfer to the Pilgrim. We know that, in these salvages, the third of the value belongs to the rescuers, and, in this case, if the cargo was not damaged, the crew, as they say, would make “a good haul.” This would be a fish of consolation for their incomplete fishing.


    A quarter of an hour later the wreck was less than a mile from the Pilgrim.


    It was indeed a ship, which presented itself on its side, to the starboard. Capsized as far as the nettings, she heeled so much that it would be almost impossible to stand upon her deck. Nothing could be seen beyond her masts. From the port-shrouds were banging only some ends of broken rope, and the chains broken by the cloaks of white-crested waves. On the starboard side opened a large hole between the timbers of the frame-work and the damaged planks.


    “This ship has been run into,” cried Dick Sand.


    “There is no doubt of that,” replied Captain Hull; “and it is a miracle that she did not sink immediately.”


    “If there has been a collision,” observed Mrs. Weldon, “we must hope that the crew of this ship has been picked up by those who struck her.”


    “It is to be hoped so, Mrs. Weldon,” replied Captain, Hull, “unless this crew sought refuge in their own boats after the collision, in case the colliding vessel should sail right on—which, alas! sometimes happens.”


    “Is it possible? That would be a proof of very great inhumanity, Mr. Hull.”


    “Yes, Mrs. Weldon. Yes! and instances are not wanting. As to the crew of this ship, what makes me believe that it is more likely they have left it, is that I do not see a single boat; and, unless the men on board have been picked up, I should be more inclined to think that they have tried to reach the land. But, at this distance from the American continent, or from the islands of Oceanica, it is to be feared that they have not succeeded.”


    “Perhaps,” said Mrs. Weldon, “we shall never know the secret of this catastrophe. Meanwhile, it might be possible that some man of the crew is still on board.”


    “That is not probable, Mrs. Weldon,” replied Captain Hull. “Our approach would be already known, and they would make some signals to us. But we shall make sure of it.—Luff a little, Bolton, luff,” cried Captain Hull, while indicating with his hand what course to take.


    The Pilgrim was now only three cables’ length from the wreck, and they could no longer doubt that this hull had been completely abandoned by all its crew.


    But, at that moment, Dick Sand made a gesture which imperiously demanded silence.


    “Listen, listen!” said he.


    Each listened.


    “I hear something like a bark!” cried Dick Sand. In fact, a distant barking resounded from the interior of the hull. Certainly there was a living dog there, imprisoned perhaps, for it was possible that the hatches were hermetically closed. But they could not see it, the deck of the capsized vessel being still invisible.


    “If there be only a dog there, Mr. Hull,” said Mrs. Weldon, "we shall save it.”


    “Yes, yes!” cried little Jack, “we shall save it. I shall give it something to eat! It will love us well! Mama, I am going to bring it a piece of sugar!”


    “Stay still, my child,” replied Mrs. Weldon smiling. “I believe that the poor animal is dying of hunger, and it will prefer a good mess to your morsel of sugar.”


    “Well, then, let it have my soup,” cried little Jack. “I can do without it very well.”


    At that moment the barking was more distinctly heard. Three hundred feet, at the most, separated the two ships. Almost immediately a dog of great height appeared on the starboard netting, and clung there, barking more despairingly than ever.


    “Howik,” said Captain Hull, turning toward the master of the Pilgrim’s crew, “heave to, and lower the small boat.”


    “Hold on, my dog, hold on!” cried little Jack to the animal, which seemed to answer him with a half-stifled bark.


    The Pilgrim’s sails were rapidly furled, so that the ship should remain almost motionless, less than half a cable’s length from the wreck.


    

    The boat was brought alongside. Captain Hull, Dick Sand and two sailors got into it at once.


    The dog barked all the time. It tried to hold on to the netting, but every moment it fell back on the deck. One would say that its barks were no longer addressed to those who were coming to him. Were they then addressed to some sailors or passengers imprisoned in this ship?


    “Is there, then, on board some shipwrecked one who has survived?” Mrs. Weldon asked herself.


    A few strokes of the oars and the Pilgrim’s boat would reach the capsized hull.


    But, suddenly, the dog’s manner changed. Furious barks succeeded its first barks inviting the rescuers to come. The most violent anger excited the singular animal.


    “What can be the matter with that dog?” said Captain Hull, while the boat was turning the stern of the vessel, so as to come alongside of the part of the deck lying under the water.


    What Captain Hull could not then observe, what could not be noticed even on board the Pilgrim, was that the dog’s fury manifested itself just at the moment when Negoro, leaving his kitchen, had just come toward the forecastle.


    Did the dog then know and recognize the master cook? It was very improbable.


    However that may be, after looking at the dog, without showing any surprise, Negoro, who, however, frowned for an instant, returned to the crew’s quarters.


    Meanwhile the boat had rounded the stern of the ship. Her aftboard carried this single name: Waldeck.


    Waldeck, and no designation of the port attached. But, by the form of the hull, by certain details which a sailor seizes at the first glance, Captain Hull had, indeed, discovered that this ship was of American construction. Besides, her name confirmed it. And now, this hull, it was all that remained of a large brig of five hundred tons.


    At the Waldeck’s prow a large opening indicated the place where the collision had occurred. In consequence of the capsizing of the hull, this opening was then five or six feet above the water—which explained why the brig had not yet foundered.


    On the deck, which Captain Hull saw in its whole extent, there was nobody.


    The dog, having left the netting, had just let itself slip as far as the central hatch, which was open; and it barked partly toward the interior, partly toward the exterior.


    “It is very certain that this animal is not alone on board!” observed Dick Sand.


    “No, in truth!” replied Captain Hull.


    The boat then skirted the larboard netting, which was half under water. A somewhat strong swell of the sea would certainly submerge the Waldeck in a few moments.


    The brig’s deck had been swept from one end to the other. There was nothing left except the stumps of the mainmast and of the mizzen-mast, both broken off two feet above the scuttles, and which had fallen in the collision, carrying away shrouds, back-stays, and rigging. Meanwhile, as far as the eye could see, no wreck was visible around the Waldeck—which seemed to indicate that the catastrophe was already several days old.


    “If some unhappy creatures


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
A O

JULES VERNE 74 _ *
n' : A;; \ /- @ ; \ SN ’ i / ”’ : 4

T
CHILDREN'S
Vs CLASSICS - JULES

2! VERNE EDITION






OEBPS/Images/5g_DickSand_p1_03.jpg





OEBPS/Images/DigiCat-logo.png





OEBPS/Images/5g_DickSand_p1_02.jpg





OEBPS/Images/5g_DickSand_p1_01.jpg





OEBPS/Images/5g_DickSand_003.jpg





