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AROUND THE WORLD IN EIGHTY DAYS

JULES VERNE was born in 1828 in Nantes, then as now one of France’s most important ports. He developed from childhood a romantic fascination for the sea and ships. After a childhood and adolescence spent in his home town, Verne moved to Paris in 1848, ostensibly to complete his studies and become a lawyer like his father, but his real ambition was to be a writer. With this aim he frequented the Parisian literary salons of the period. Verne’s early works were written for the stage, but during the 1850s he also wrote short stories that were published in one of the most successful illustrated magazines of the time.

Verne’s career as a novelist began in 1863, when the publisher Pierre-Jules Hetzel accepted for publication the manuscript of what was to become an instant popular success, Five Weeks in a Balloon. All Verne’s best-known and most successful works were published under his contract with Hetzel, who gave them the collective title of ‘Extraordinary Journeys into the Known and Unknown Worlds’. These works include Journey to the Centre of the Earth (1864), Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea (1869) and Michael Strogoff (1876), as well as Around the World in Eighty Days (1872). Several of Verne’s novels were also successfully adapted for the stage, including again Around the World in Eighty Days (1874).

From 1869 until his death Verne lived in the town of Amiens in Picardy, where he became increasingly active in local politics and administration as a moderate Republican. After Hetzel’s death in 1886 Verne continued to publish prolifically, working for Hetzel’s son. Novels from this period include The Carpathian Castle (1892) and Propeller Island (1895). After Verne’s death in 1905 his son Michel edited and published a number of posthumous works, though recent scholarship has re-established the original versions of these texts. Verne continues to be one of the most popular and frequently translated of nineteenth-century French writers.

MICHAEL GLENCROSS was born in South Wales and educated there and at Pembroke College, Oxford, where he read modern languages. He is the author of a book (Reconstructing Camelot, 1995) and various articles in academic journals on nineteenth-century French literature and culture. He now lives in France, where he works as a translator.

BRIAN ALDISS has been writing for half a century. He is best known for his science fiction novels and stories, but has also written several novels on contemporary subjects, poetry and non-fiction. Aldiss was born in Norfolk in 1925. He soldiered in the Far East, chiefly Burma, Sumatra and Hong Kong, during and after the Second World War. In 2000 he was made Grand Master of Science Fiction by the Science Fiction Writers of America and given an Honorary D.Litt. by the University of Reading. His history of science fiction, Billion Year Spree (1973), is generally considered to be the best and wittiest survey of the field.
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Chronology

1828: Born on 8 February, first of five children, two boys and three girls. Father, Pierre Verne, followed family tradition of law. Mother, Sophie née Allotte de la Fuÿe, came from family of Nantes ship owners and merchants, of distant Scottish descent (Allott).

1829: Birth of brother, Paul, later to become naval officer, then stockbroker.

1833–46: Primary and secondary schooling in Nantes. Develops fascination for sea and ships. Falls in love with cousin Caroline Tronson. Obtains his baccalauréat. Begins law studies to please father.

1847: Goes to Paris to sit law exams. Engagement of cousin Caroline to another man.

1848: Settles in Paris. Continues to study law but main ambition to become writer. Introduced to literary salons by maternal uncle, relative of Chateaubriand. Friendship with the Dumases, father and son. Begins to write plays.

1849: Obtains law degree. Father allows him to stay on in Paris. Writes more plays.

1850: Publication and staging of one-act comedy Les Pailles rompues (‘Broken Straws’). Beginning of friendship with musician Aristide Hignard, also from Nantes.

1851: Becomes secretary of Théâtre-Lyrique. Publishes in illustrated family magazine Le Musée des Familles first short stories, ‘Les Premiers navires de la Marine mexicaine’ (‘A Drama in Mexico’) and ‘Un Voyage en ballon’ (‘Drama in the Air’).

1852: Refuses to take over family law practice in succession to father.

1852–5: Publishes further short stories in Le Musée des familles, including ‘Martin Paz’, ‘Maître Zacharius’ (‘Master Zacharius’), ‘Un Hivernage dans les glaces’ (‘Winter in the Ice’). Also continues to write for theatre in collaboration with Hignard.

1857: Marries young widow from Amiens with two children, Honorine de Viane. Becomes stockbroker.

1859: Visits England and Scotland with Hignard.

1861: Birth of only child, Michel.

1862: Meets publisher Pierre-Jules Hetzel and offers him manuscript of Voyage en l’air. Hetzel suggests alterations but agrees publication under title of Cinq semaines en ballon (Five Weeks in a Balloon). Offers Verne first contract and takes him on as contributor to new children’s magazine Le Magasin d’éducation et de récréation.

1863: Publishes Cinq semaines en ballon. Immediate commercial success. Writes Paris au XXesiècle (Paris in the Twentieth Century). Novel rejected by Hetzel and not published in France until 1994.

1864: Launch of Hetzel’s Magasin d’éducation et de récréation. First issue contains opening instalment of Les Voyages et aventures du capitaine Hatteras (Adventures of Captain Hatteras). Publication in book form of Voyage au centre de la Terre (Journey to the Centre of the Earth). Publishes in Le Musée des Familles essay on Edgar Allan Poe. Gives up working as stockbroker.

1865: Serial publication in Hetzel’s magazine of De la Terre à la Lune (From the Earth to the Moon).

1866: Hetzel invents collective title for Verne’s novels, Voyages extraordinaires dans les pays connus et inconnus (Extraordinary Journeys into the Known and Unknown Worlds).

1867: Visits America with brother Paul. Serial publication in Magasin d’éducation et de récréation of Les Enfants du capitaine Grant (Captain Grant’s Children).

1868: Visits London.

1869: Rents house in Amiens. Serial publication in Hetzel’s magazine of Vingt mille lieues sous les mers (Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea) and of Autour de la Lune (Around the Moon) in newspaper Le Journal des débats.

1871: Father dies.

1872: Settles in Amiens and becomes member of Académie d’Amiens. Serial publication in newspaper Le Temps of Le Tour du monde en quatre-vingts jours (Around the World in Eighty Days). Enormous success. Published in book form following year.

1874: Successfully adapts Le Tour du monde en quatre-vingts jours for stage with Adolphe d’Ennery. Serial publication in Hetzel’s magazine of L’Île mystérieuse (The Mysterious Island) and in Le Temps of Le Chancellor (The Chancellor).

1876–7: Michel Strogoff (Michael Strogoff, the Courier of the Czar), Hector Servadac and Les Indes noires (The Black Indies).

1879: Serial publication in Le Temps of Les Tribulations d’un Chinois en Chine (Tribulations of a Chinese Gentleman), and in Hetzel’s magazine of Les Cinq cents millions de la Bégum (The Begum’s Fortune).

1881: La Jangada (The Giant Raft).

1882: Moves to a larger house in Amiens. Publication of Le Rayon vert (The Green Ray).

1883–4: Kéraban-le-têtu (Keraban the Inflexible).

1885: Mathias Sandorf.

1886: Robur-le-conquérant (The Clipper of the Clouds).

9 March: Shot and wounded in foot by nephew Gaston (eldest son of brother Paul) after refusing to give him money. Gaston interned in psychiatric hospital. Verne never fully recovers from injury.

17 March: Pierre-Jules Hetzel dies.

1887: Louis-Jules Hetzel takes over father’s publishing business and continues collaboration with Verne.

15 February: mother dies.

1888: Elected local councillor in Amiens on moderate Republican platform. Plays active role in local politics and public administration over following years.

1892: Le Château des Carpathes (The Carpathian Castle). Pays debts of son Michel.

1895: L’Île à hélice (Propeller Island).

1896–7: Face au drapeau (For the Flag) and Le Sphinx des glaces (The Sphinx of the Ice Fields). Health deteriorates. Brother dies.

1900: Moves back to smaller house in Amiens where lived previously.

1905: 17 March: Falls seriously ill from diabetes. 24 March: Dies and is buried in Amiens.




Introduction

Around the World in Eighty Days comes to us in the twenty-first century from a time when machinery was bringing a great change – and great optimism – to the world. The story is a celebration not only of the energies of humankind but of machines. It is possibly for this reason that the hero, Phileas Fogg, is so machine-like. Even the chapter headings reflect the fact, as for instance that of chapter 14 , ‘In which Phileas Fogg travels the whole length of the wonderful valley of the Ganges without thinking it worth a look’. Fogg does not see the opposite of the Umwelt in which he lives: the small skinny men, burnt black by the sun, who labour by the mighty river, knowing no means of transport other than a water buffalo.

What a figure – what an embodiment – of the nineteenth century is Jules Verne! Born in 1828, he managed to outlive his century by five years. His amazing industry may be compared with that of Honoré de Balzac, with his Comédie humaine, and Émile Zola, with his Rougon-Macquart novels. But Verne’s novels, those sixty-four Voyages extraordinaires, have never achieved the same critical acclaim as have those of Balzac or Zola. (Authorities disagree about their number. Professor I.F. Clarke, for example, speaks of forty-seven in his Pattern of Expectation 1644–2001 (1979). Sixty-four is now the accepted number, including as it does posthumously published work.)

Verne was popular, and remains so, but his favourite stories, such as Journey to the Centre of the Earth, are relegated to children’s bookshelves. He was at first a believer in the progress of humankind through science; his vision grows darker as a materialist technology takes hold and large-scale industry – the production line – increases human wretchedness. His later novels become darker still in their vision, and problems of social organization intrude. This is true of The Begum’s Fortune, published in 1879, with its chilly description of Stahlstadt, the steel city of the future, and with Propeller Island (1895), in which an island is eventually destroyed by greed and rivalry. Darkness gathers as the age of imperialism strengthens. The viability of human society is called into question. In the posthumously published The Eternal Adam (1910), men in the far future excavate the remains of our civilization. Survivors of volcanic eruptions have left a testimony: ‘Our thinking life is gone … Food, food, that is our perpetual objective. We think about nothing else …’ The vision is as gloomy as that of H.G. Wells in The Time Machine.

In 1872, however, Verne remained optimistic. Around the World in Eighty Days is a paean to the speeding up of the human world. Not only was it possible to circle the globe in eighty days; the journey could be done in seventy-nine! For the Suez Canal had been opened, and it had become possible to travel by railroad from one coast of North America to the other. The Franco-Prussian war, during which literary men such as Théophile Gautier, Hippolyte Taine and Edmond de Goncourt had confessed to eating half the animals in the zoo, was over. Paris was returning to normal, and to normal cuisine.

Publishing had come to a virtual standstill during the war. Now publishers were taking down their shutters again, among them Pierre-Jules Hetzel. Verne’s relationship with Hetzel, his publisher, went deep; Hetzel was himself a writer (under the name Stahl) and gradually came to play the role of father to Verne, or at least of father-figure. That the father grows richer than the son remains the case still, in most publisher–author relationships. Hetzel was the publisher also of Balzac and George Sand, both of whom sought his advice and submitted to his corrections of their manuscripts. With peace, a natural sense that the world was opening to travel and exploration returned. The steamship and the railway were enlarging vistas. An article published in Le Magasin pittoresque suggested that a trip round the globe could now be made in only eighty days. Verne saw that the International Date Line would alter the case; the traveller would take either seventy-nine or eighty-one days, depending on whether he went from west to east or east to west. This phenomenon has a crucial effect in his story. If the same kind of tale were to be set today on the planet Mars, another difficulty would arise; for the question remains, how and where does one set a date line on a planet without an ocean stretching almost from pole to pole?

Around the World in Eighty Days was published at a buoyant time. It was serialized in Le Temps, which more than tripled its circulation as a result. Everyone wished to read it; some placed bets on whether Fogg would succeed or not. Steamship companies offered to pay for the use of one of their vessels to enable Fogg to complete his journey across the Atlantic; Verne turned down the offer: it would not be gentlemanly to accept. The story was popular then and has remained so ever since. An unprecedentedly lavish play was made of it, which increased its popularity further. An unprecedentedly lavish film was released in 1956, for which the great showman, Mike Todd, persuaded forty-six stars to appear in cameo roles. (David Niven at his most urbane played Phileas Fogg, with the Mexican actor Cantinflas playing his faithful servant Passepartout.) This is the novel which, more than any other, made Verne’s name known round the world.

That name still remains within the palisades of fame, despite often irresponsible translations from the French and incursions from Verne’s worrisome son, Michel. Verne survives perhaps because he has no marked style, no particular elegance of language, no great command of metaphor. His style is tough and workmanlike, rather like his heroes. One who admired it was the poet Guillaume Apollinaire, who exclaimed, perhaps imitating Verne, ‘Jules Verne! What a style! Nothing but nouns!’ The metaphysical artist Giorgio de Chirico saw rather more than nouns, praising Verne for capturing the metaphysical element of a city like London, with ‘its houses, streets, clubs, squares and open spaces; the ghostliness of a Sunday afternoon in London’.

Verne declared to Hetzel that he wished to be a stylist. It may be that his choice of subject matter, and the hard facts with which he preferred to deal, militated against elegance. His kind of story demanded to be seen through plain glass, without frills, not stained glass. The type of story he practised was virtually an innovation, seeking as it did to marry literature with science.

Many fanciful portraits of the future had already appeared. For instance, Mary Shelley’s ‘The Last Man’ was published in 1826. Richard Adam Locke produced a good hoax in the New York Sun in 1835, claiming that Sir William Herschel’s telescope had disclosed humanlike citizens on the Moon. The hoax, which ran for several days, was so popular that the Sun set a record for the largest circulation of any daily newspaper anywhere. More to the point is Sebastien Mercier’s L’An deux mille quatre cent quarante (The Year 2440), published in 1787 and translated in various European languages. As Prof Clarke says, ‘By the 1830s the idea of the future had become a familiar element in contemporary thinking throughout the industrial nations.’

Let us take one of these hard facts which delight by their oddity, and which it pleased Verne to include in a story: the matter of instant ice. At the start of the Second World War, in the severe winter of 1939–40, the Soviet Union attacked Finland. To the north of Leningrad lies the shallow Lake Ladoga. A detachment of Russian cavalry decided to attack across the lake on to Finnish territory. It was a still winter’s day. The temperature was four or five degrees below zero, but the water remained unfrozen. The cavalry began a charge. The waters of the lake, on being disturbed, immediately froze solid. Struggle as they might, both men and horses were held tight, locked in the ice. There they stayed, ghostly statuary, until spring. With the spring melt, the bodies sank into the lake, where they decomposed.

Anyone who has read Verne’s Hector Servadac (Servadac being an anagram of ‘cadavers’), published in 1877, will have recognized this phenomenon at once. The fact is that the temperature of an undisturbed body of water can sink to five degrees below freezing point and the water still remain liquid. Any sudden disruption, and it turns promptly to ice. In Verne’s novel, part of the North African coast is carried away into space by a comet. Some of the Mediterranean Sea goes with it. A stone is hurled into the sea, which freezes instantly.

Hector Servadac is a poor and highly unlikely story. I read it in an abridged version, published by Ace Books in New York under the title Off on a Comet. (Perhaps it was abridged because of its anti-Semitism.) This is a good example of how many of Verne’s novels have been chopped about and mistranslated; sometimes the ‘scientific’ passages have been removed for a juvenile audience. It is true to say that some at least of Verne’s longevity as a writer is owed to mistreatment!

Verne’s innovation, the introduction of scientific fact, has not been rewarded by loud applause from critics. Of the few books on my shelves dealing with French literature and the novel in France, none chooses to mention Verne, even in passing, while they cast a benevolent eye on Dumas père’s historical adventures. However, the critical situation is slowly improving. In 1990, two books on Verne appeared in England: William Butcher’s Verne’s Journey to the Centre of the Self: Space and Time in the ‘Voyages extraordinaires’ and Andrew Martin’s The Mask of the Prophet: The Extraordinary Fictions of Jules Verne. There is also an interesting study of earlier vintage: Jean Chesneaux’s Une lecture politique de Jules Verne (1971), which was translated and published in English in the following year as The Political and Social Ideas of Jules Verne.

Whatever the critical stance on Verne’s work may be, there is little doubt that his success in introducing scientific fact has been rivalled only by the worldwide success of H. G. Wells. Understandably, neither Verne nor Wells enjoyed being compared with each other.

Wells said of Verne: ‘His work dealt almost always with actual possibilities of invention and discovery, and he made some remarkable forecasts … But these stories of mine … do not pretend to deal with possible things, they are exercises of the imagination in a quite different field.’ It is an interesting distinction he makes, even if not an entirely correctone. Verneresponded somewhat grumpily, ‘It occurs to me that [Wells’s] stories do not repose on very scientific bases. No, there is no rapport between his work and mine. I make use of physics. He invents.’

Continuing in the same vein, he claimed that his visit to the Moon was based on physics, whereas Wells used cavourite. ‘I go to the Moon in a cannonball, discharged from a cannon.’ Whereas Wells goes to the Moon in a machine constructed of a metal which does away with gravitation. ‘Just show me this metal,’ said Verne. ‘Let him produce it.’ Which ignores the fact that the acceleration of Verne’s cannonball would have sufficed to spread its passengers over the walls in a thin pink paste. Whatever the truth in this disagreement, we do see in Wells the more subtle mind, a mind moreover persuaded by the gloomier facts of nineteenth-century science, in particular by Darwin’s theory of evolution, of which the religious-minded Verne takes no cognizance.

Unlike the life of Balzac, which was marked by excess, Verne’s is respectable, presque bourgeois. He was born in 1828, the first of five children, to a family of ship owners and merchants living in the port of Nantes, on the mouth of the River Loire. There he acquired a fascination for ships – among the masts of which funnels were soon to appear. The great city of Nantes remains proud of its famous son, and annually hosts a conference for his less distinguished successors, the science fiction writers of today, in the fine modern Cité des Congrès, close by the Loire. Visitors to the city can visit the Jules Verne Museum, near the quayside.

At the age of nineteen, Verne went to Paris to study law, as his father wished him to do. There he gained a law degree. Rather more importantly, he made friends with Dumas père et fils, and began to write plays. Alexandre Dumas père produced 300 romances in a lifetime which somewhat resembled Balzac’s, in that it was choked with industry and debauchery. It was the industry rather than the debauchery which proved the abiding influence on Jules Verne. He stayed on in Paris, writing plays and soon becoming secretary of the Théâtre-Lyrique. In 1851 – the year of the Great Exhibition in Britain – he published his first stories. Refusing to join his father’s firm, he made a living by writing not only stories but songs, theatrical sketches and operettas, all fashionable Second Empire material. Writers generally read omnivorously; they are, in a sense, products of the writers who have gone before them. Verne read Sir Walter Scott and Fenimore Cooper; but an enduring influence was Edgar Allan Poe. He read Poe in Baudelaire’s translation. In 1864, Verne wrote a critique praising Poe’s works. In particular, he was attracted by Poe’s strange Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket. In 1897, Verne endeavoured to continue Poe’s story with Le Sphinx des glaces (The Sphinx of the Ice Fields), as if returning to a first love.

The raffish life ended and greater respectability set in in 1857, when Verne married Honorine de Viane, a young widow of twenty-six with two children. The wedding took place in Paris with a minimum of display, in January. The wedding breakfast was held in a second-rate restaurant. But Verne now had a wife to keep his nose to the grindstone. With the assistance of his father, he then became a stockbroker for a while. His one and only visit to Britain took place in this period. He admired the Scots (his own family had distant Scottish connections), but was always prejudiced against the English and their pursuit of profit, although he admired their energy, and possibly their empire-building. It cannot be said that Phileas Fogg is exactly a friendly portrait of an upper-crust Englishman.

Verne’s meeting with Hetzel in 1862 changed his life. Hetzel put him on contract. Verne agreed to produce three volumes per year, which Hetzel would buy outright. It was in 1863 that Five Weeks in a Balloon appeared, to prove an immediate success. At that time, the problem of steering a balloon had yet to be solved. Verne’s grandson, Jean Jules-Verne, says that, studying the question, Verne used the principle of a heated coil which would cause the hydrogen to expand inside a sealed envelope. By this means of control, the balloon could rise and descend to take advantage of the winds at different altitudes. Great publicity attended the Victoria, Verne’s fictitious balloon. The facts in Five Weeks in a Balloon proved to be accurate. A new form of novel had been launched; from then on, Verne was always careful, even pedantic, with regard to the accuracy of his facts; not that this prevented him imagining a temperate climate at the centre of the Earth.

In the following year, 1864, Journey to the Centre of the Earth was published in book form. Like many other Verne novels, this was filmed, once in 1909 (the print is lost) and again in 1959, in a moderately dreadful version starring James Mason and the singing teenage star Pat Boone. Journey to the Centre of the Earth is one of Verne’s most enduring stories. I have never forgotten my entranced reading of it while at school. Later, I flew over the extinct volcano Vatna Jokull, in Iceland, by the dead throat of which the intrepid explorers enter the strange intestines of our globe.

In 1866, Hetzel produced a running title for Verne’s novels, Voyages extraordinaires dans les pays connus et inconnus. Among the inconnus was the Moon; From the Earth to the Moon had just been serialized in Hetzel’s magazine, Le Magasin d’éducation et de récréation. The story ventures no landings on the Moon; some feel that here Verne missed a golden opportunity. By then he had given up his work as a stockbroker.

Now Verne’s career as a writer was set fair. It was to continue until the early years of the twentieth century. Verne’s father, Pierre, died in 1871. ‘He was truly a saint,’ wrote Verne to Hetzel. But saints are notoriously difficult to live with. When Jules Verne was eleven years old, he had run away from home and signed on as cabin boy on a three-master due to sail for the Indies. Pierre caught Jules and dragged him back home, where he may or may not have been thrashed and put on bread and water. The father remained a pious and orthodox Catholic until the end. When Verne and his wife Honorine settled in Amiens, he became a member of the Académie d’Amiens, and embarked on a life of deadening respectability. He was received by Pope Leo XIII, and we may assume he is the one and only person to be blessed by a pontiff for writing science fiction.

One of the difficulties afflicting Verne was that well-known scourge of the quiet life: relations. After refusing to give his nephew Gaston money, Verne was shot by him in the foot. The nephew was then shunted into a psychiatric hospital, but his uncle never entirely recovered from the wound. Then there was the son, Michel Verne, who became a turbulent teenager. It appears that much of his trouble stemmed from his father’s aloof attitude towards him. To punish his unruly behaviour, Verne sent him to prison, and then – in a strange reversal of his own father’s behaviour – to sea. Michel seems an attractive character. He voiced no objections to being jailed, as long as he could continue to receive his father’s books as they were published. Later, after Jules Verne’s death, Michel finished several of his father’s unfinished manuscripts, and even produced his own Vernian sagas under his father’s name, including possibly The Barsac Mission, first published in 1920, and Paris au XXe siécle. Verne himself had offered a version of the latter to Hetzel in 1863, at the beginning of his association with the publisher; Hetzel had turned it down, possibly on the grounds that it was too pessimistic. The book was eventually published in 1994 in Paris, and in 1996 in the USA, under the title Paris in the Twentieth Century.

Whatever happened, Verne went on writing. He ran a sumptuous yacht, to which he invited titled personages, he held grand fancy-dress balls, and was honoured by the Académie Française. He became a member of the right-wing anti-Dreyfus league, thus opposing Émile Zola, whose pamphlet, J’accuse, was instrumental in securing the release of the Jewish officer Alfred Dreyfus from imprisonment.*

Verne remained active in local affairs in Amiens for many years, dying from diabetes in March 1905. His grave in Amiens cemetery is suitably grandiose. It depicts, in solid stone, Verne rising naked from the earth, lifting his gravestone on his broad shoulders. His effigy is in a state of undress which would surely have embarrassed the living author, although fortunately only his torso is revealed. He raises an arm in greeting to the world with a gesture that suggests the word ‘Hi!’ Only the most stony-hearted Protestant could suppress their amusement, but I noted when I visited the cemetery that a fresh posy of forget-me-nots had been laid on the grave that morning.

The grand rollcall of Verne’s titles embraces many parts of the world, often those places where a revolution is taking place. For instance, Claudius Bombarnac depicts a Muslim insurrection in Chinese Turkestan, Family without a Name the revolt of French Canadians against the British, Tribulations of a Chinese Gentleman the Taiping rebellion, and Danube Pilot the Bulgarian nationalist movement. Many novels are set in the more inhospitable parts of the globe, where men have to fight for survival. In this respect, Around the World in Eighty Days differs from most of Verne’s novels. The hero, Phileas Fogg, an Englishman, forges no new pathways; he travels well-known routes, since his objective is to defeat not space but time. Of course, the path of travel never did run smooth, then or now, and many unforeseen obstacles confront Fogg, despite his statement that there is no such thing as the unexpected.

Fogg employs a servant, Passepartout, and it is Passepartout who suffers emotionally on the journey, while Fogg appears to be impregnable to misfortune. This relationship of master and man occurs fairly frequently in Verne’s work; it was, or it had been, a commonplace of the time; one thinks of Mr Pickwick and Sam Weller. Passepartout’s function is to get into various scrapes, while Fogg’s function seems to be to pay his way out of trouble. Money is the lubrication of the plot.

Fogg departs precipitously, escorted by a somewhat dazed Passepartout, whereupon Verne builds up the case against Fogg’s success. An article in the Proceedings of the Royal Geographical Society attempts to prove the madness of the undertaking. It emphasizes, in a somewhat nineteenth-century way, that in Europe trains may be expected to run to time; such would not be the case in India. (And indeed, we understand that even today certain timetables on Indian stations bear the legend: below are the times before which trains will not leave the station.) During the seven days it took to cross the United States of America, the unexpected might be met with – breakdowns, derailings, herds of bison … Steamers were at the mercy of wind and tide. It required only a single hold-up for Fogg’s entire plan to be disrupted.

The public is greatly excited by the bet and this article in the Proceedings is represented as influential. Fogg is thus rebelling against the common instinct, and in a sense against civilization, as represented by the members of the Reform Club, much as does the individualist Captain Nemo in his submarine, in Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea. (Another great Vernian success: the first movie version was made in 1916; many of us remember the brilliant Disney film of 1954, where James Mason is splendidly cast as Nemo.)

The present novel celebrates various improvements in travel arrangements, on Indian railways as well as on Lesseps’s Suez Canal and the Union Pacific Railroad. (Ferdinand de Lesseps was a friend of Verne’s.) The journey, travelled in an easterly direction, can be divided into eight parts: from London to Suez; from Suez to Bombay; from Bombay to Calcutta; from Calcutta to Hong Kong; from Hong Kong to Yokohama; from Yokohama to San Francisco; from San Francisco to New York; and from New York to London. And this journey can be accomplished in eighty days, ten times faster than could be done a hundred years earlier.

My helpful local travel agents, Oxonian Travel Services, worked out how long the circumnavigation would take in the present day, travelling by regular airlines on regular routes and current timetables.

 








	London Heathrow–Sydney, Australia

	21.10 hours




	    On the ground

	  4.10




	Sydney, Australia–Los Angeles

	13.30




	    On the ground

	  6.25




	Los Angeles–London Heathrow

	10.25






So today the journey would take 55 hours. If one flew early on Monday (there is a British Airways flight leaving at 07.50 hours), one would return early on Tuesday afternoon, bearing in mind the International Date Line. Of course, this is a much faster time (thirty-five times faster) than in Verne’s day, but it would make a less interesting film. Hijacking and terrorism, those modern energizers, would need to be added.

In order to ginger up the plot a little, Verne introduces an Inspector Fix, who plans to arrest Fogg as soon as he receives a warrant, on the mistaken grounds that Fogg has robbed the Bank of England. (The money question is always before us.) The whist-playing Phileas Fogg, ‘one of the oddest and most striking members of the Reform Club’, has bet his acquaintances – for he claims to have no friends – at the Club £20,000 that he can complete the journey in the time stated. When he is told that to achieve this end he must change with mathematical precision from railway to steamship and from steamship to railway, he replies that he will do it with mathematical precision.

Fogg achieves his aim by using all possible means of transport: not only trains and steamships, but carriages, a yacht, a tramp steamer, an Indian ghari, a sledge and an elephant. On the way, he spends a small fortune but gains the hand of the Indian widow of a rajah, a lady referred to throughout as Mrs Aouda. Fogg rescues her from suttee, her dead husband’s funeral pyre. From then on, Mrs Aouda accompanies Fogg wherever he goes – and is forever admired by Passepartout.

The journey permits Verne to drop a number of geographical and cultural facts into his narrative. ‘Allahabad is the city of God, one of the holiest cities in India, because it is built where two sacred rivers meet, the Ganges and the Jumna, whose waters attract pilgrims from the whole subcontinent. In addition, it is well known that, according to the legends of the Ramayana, the Ganges has its source in the heavens from where, thanks to Brahma, it comes down to this earth.’ Only a few paragraphs later, Fogg is arrested in Calcutta and sentenced to eight days in prison – a sentence that would completely wreck his travel plans. He pays £2,000 bail and then departs. By this time he has used up more than £5,000. This is another way in which the clock ticks against him.

Passepartout (this ‘dear fellow’, as Verne rather irritatingly calls him) is often the most interesting actor in the story. During a break in Singapore, before the steamship Rangoon, having coaled up, continues the journey to Hong Kong, Fogg has a stroll with Mrs Aouda. He takes, we are told, ‘little notice of what he saw’. It is Passepartout who buys a few dozen mangosteens, and he who presents them to Mrs Aouda. Then, on the China Seas, the Rangoon runs into heavy weather. We are told that the ships of the P&O line have a serious defect. ‘The ratio between their draught when laden and their depth has been wrongly calculated.’ The French mail ships are far superior. The Rangoon is forced to heave to for half a day. It arrives in Hong Kong harbour twenty-four hours late: which means that they will miss the ship departing from Yokohama. Passepartout is upset. Fogg is calm as always. Fortune is on his side. For the Carnatic, which should have left for Yokohama, has had its departure delayed while a boiler is repaired. It is announced that it will sail on the morrow. Thus Verne teases his readers.

When Passepartout goes to book cabins on the ship, he encounters Inspector Fix, to learn that the time of sailing has been changed: the Carnatic will depart that very evening at eight o’clock. Pursuing his own purposes, Fix takes Passepartout to an opium den. Opium smoking is ‘one of the most deadly of human vices’. Assisted by brandy, Fix drugs Fogg’s faithful servant, who passes out. Fogg and Mrs Aouda, thus not informed of the altered sailing time, miss the boat. So the clockwork of the story unwinds. Every setback has to be overcome, as Fogg progresses with machine-like purpose.

When crossing North America by train, our travellers encounter two novel impediments. First comes a great herd of bison (‘which the Americans wrongly call buffalos’). The passing of the herd stops the train. Passepartout is furious, Fogg is calm. The herd takes three hours to cross the line. The passengers have to endure a lecture on Mormonism, and so do we. More exciting is the attack on the train by a band of Sioux warriors. Some of them get aboard the train and attack the passengers. This is a chance for Mrs Aouda to behave with great courage, but it is Passepartout who is the hero of the encounter. As a result of the attack, Fogg falls twenty hours behind schedule. Employing a variety of diversions, Verne maintains the pressure on Fogg, who is continually falling behind time or gaining a few hours. Does he manage to return to the Reform Club within his eighty days? Does he manage to win his bet? What does the hazardous journey bring him? Nothing, except for a charming wife …

We seem to find in Verne none of that madness in creation which assailed and propelled Balzac and Zola. Zola, when he was writing, passed into a different state of being, where private terrors, clogged memories, dreams of sensual delight and abominable visions took possession of him. Many lesser writers have confessed to similar ‘different states of being’, when their fictitious characters, mere curlicues on the computer, seem to speak in their own voices – often saying what the writer in less inflated moments may reject.

It is hard to think of Verne in such fevers of possession; nevertheless, it does appear that he was haunted by the Other Self, to which writers will sometimes confess, a self which speaks up for something buried. Life in Amiens, which was to conclude with that naked torso under that stone slab, was respectable, conformist. Life in the books was different: there were no churches, scant mentions of God, except as an epithet, terrifying conditions of life, mutinies, shipwrecks, rebellions, defiances of tyranny and climate, murder, heroism abounding, and that passion for geography, peeled back like the skin of a ripe orange to reveal itself.

We can only speculate about the effect on the eleven-year-old Verne’s psyche of his father dragging him off that ship due to sail for the Indies. But it appears not improbable that this episode was what prompted his fertile mind to dreaming. And that he provided ballast for his dreams with scientific accuracy, while simultaneously lightening them with speculation based on technological prospects. When all is said, Verne’s is a romance with geography as much as with science, as Around the World in Eighty Days amply demonstrates.

Brian Aldiss




Suggestions for Further Reading

Apart from Around the World in Eighty Days, Verne’s most popular works remain Journey to the Centre of the Earth (1864) and Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea (1869). However, Verne was one of the most prolific authors of the period and the series of novels to which his publisher Hetzel gave the collective title Voyages extraordinaires dans les pays connus et inconnus (Extraordinary Journeys into the Known and Unknown Worlds) contains many other interesting works. Another typical novel combining travel and adventure is Michael Strogoff, a Courier of the Czar (1876). More unusual but also of interest are The Begum’s Fortune (1879), the story of a foiled attempt at world domination and a parable – not to say parody – of Franco-German relations, and The Carpathian Castle (1892), a Gothic tale with a scientific twist. A considerable number of works by Verne were published posthumously after significant revision by his son Michel, but modern scholarship has increasingly made available (mainly in French) the original versions of these works, often with new titles. Among books by Verne that have only become available relatively recently in English are Backwards to Britain (1992), based on his visit to England and Scotland in 1859, and Paris in the Twentieth Century (1996), a work rejected by Hetzel because he felt its view of modern industrial society was too critical and negative.

Modern academic studies of Verne have sought to raise his status as a literary figure and to rescue him from his reputation as primarily a writer for children and the (grand) father of science fiction. The two best examples of such scholarship in English are William Butcher’s Verne’s Journey to the Centre of the Self:Space and Time in the ‘Voyages extraordinaires’ (Basingstoke: Macmillan, 1990) and Andrew Martin’s brilliant and controversial study The Mask of the Prophet: The Extraordinary Fictions of Jules Verne (Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1990). For a recent biography of Verne see Herbert. R. Lottman’s Jules Verne: An Exploratory Biography (New York: St Martin’s Press, 1996).

There is an excellent website devoted to Jules Verne, devised by Zvi Har’El. It contains much useful information as well as links to sites of related interest: http://www.jv.gilead.org.il




Note on the Translation

This translation is based on the French text of Le Tour du monde en quatre-vingts jours edited by Simone Vierne (Paris: Flammarion, 1978). The translation aims to give a modern, idiomatic rendering of the original. More than most fictional texts of the period but like the majority of Verne’s writings, this novel makes frequent reference to the literary, scientific and material culture of the nineteenth century and to real-life events. Occasionally these references have been explained in the translation itself; otherwise they are glossed in the notes. Place-names have, where appropriate, been anglicized and modernized, with the exception of ‘Bombay’, which has been retained instead of the new official form of ‘Mumbai’.
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In which Phileas Fogg and Passepartout agree their relationship, that of master and servant

In the year 1872, the house at number 7 Savile Row,1 Burlington Gardens – the house in which Sheridan2 died in 1814 – was lived in by Phileas Fogg, Esq., one of the oddest and most striking members of the Reform Club,3 even though he seemed determined to avoid doing anything that might draw attention to himself.

And so one of the nation’s most brilliant parliamentary speakers had been replaced by the enigmatic figure of Phileas Fogg, about whom nothing was known except that he was the most courteous of men and one of the most handsome gentlemen in English high society.

People compared him to Byron – because of his good looks, certainly not because of a limp – but a Byron with a moustache and whiskers, an impassive-looking Byron, who could have lived for a thousand years without showing the signs of age.

Though he was undoubtedly English, Phileas Fogg was not necessarily a Londoner. He had never been seen at the Stock Exchange or the Bank of England, or in any of the financial institutions of the City. No dock or basin in London had ever handled a ship whose owner was called Phileas Fogg. The gentleman in question did not figure on any list of board of directors. His name had never echoed through an Inn of Court,4 either the Temple, Lincoln’s Inn or Gray’s Inn. He had never pleaded in the Court of Chancery, nor on the Queen’s Bench, nor in the Court of Exchequer, nor in the Ecclesiastical Court.5 He was neither a factory owner, nor a businessman, nor a merchant, nor a landowner. He was not a member of the Royal Institution, nor of the London Institution, nor of the Artisan Club, nor of the Russell Institution, nor of the Literary Society of the West of England, nor of the Law Society, nor of the Combined Society for the Arts and Sciences, which enjoys the direct patronage of her Gracious Majesty. He belonged to none of those numerous societies that proliferate in the English capital, from the Harmonic Society down to the Entomological Society,6 whose main purpose is the destruction of harmful insects.

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

Anyone who may be surprised that a gentleman so shrouded in mystery should belong to this honourable association should realize that he had been admitted on the recommendation of Messrs Baring Brothers,7 with whom he had an account. His financial standing was such that his cheques went through immediately and his current account was always in credit.

Was Phileas Fogg a wealthy man? There could be no doubt about that. But even the best-informed people were unable to say where his wealth came from, and Mr Fogg was the last person they would have dared to ask directly. In any case, he was careful about money without being mean, since whenever a noble, useful or generous cause was short of funds, he made up the amount required without making a fuss, without even giving his name.

In a word, he was the most uncommunicative of gentlemen. He talked as little as possible and this silence served only to increase his aura of mystery. Though he lived his life quite openly, he carried out his activities with such mathematical precision that it fuelled other people’s imagination.

Was he well travelled? Quite probably, since he had a better knowledge than anyone else of world geography. There wasn’t a single out-of-the way place that he didn’t seem to know in detail. Sometimes, by a brief but precise intervention, he corrected idle club speculation about travellers who had disappeared or got lost. He offered the most likely explanation of what had happened to them, and his words often seemed to be inspired by a second sight, since they were always borne out by events. Here was someone who must have travelled a lot – in his head, at any rate.

What was beyond doubt, however, was that Phileas Fogg had not been outside London for many years. Those who had the privilege of knowing him better than most could confirm that the only sightings of him were as he walked each day from his house straight to his club. His only pastimes were reading the newspapers and playing whist. He often won when he played this silent game that was so well suited to his temperament, but his winnings never went into his own pocket. They made up instead a large part of what he gave to charity. It should also be noted that it was obvious that Mr Fogg played for enjoyment and not to win. The game of whist was for him a combat, a struggle against difficulty, but a struggle that did not require him to go anywhere or travel around or tire himself out, and all that suited his temperament.

As far as was known, Phileas Fogg didn’t have a wife or children – something that can happen to the most respectable of people – but he had no relatives or friends either, which is less common. Phileas Fogg lived alone in his house in Savile Row, and never let in visitors. The inside of his house was never mentioned. A single manservant was enough for his needs. He took lunch and dinner at the club like clockwork, always in the same dining-room and at the same table. He never entertained his fellow members at table, never invited guests, and went back home only to sleep, at exactly midnight, without ever making use of one of the comfortable bedrooms that the Reform Club makes available to its members. Out of every twenty-four hours he spent ten in his home, either sleeping or getting himself ready. When he went for a walk, it was always at a carefully measured pace and in the club’s entrance hall, with its inlaid wooden floor, or in the round gallery, above which rose a blue stained-glass dome supported by twenty Ionian columns in red porphyry. When he had lunch or dinner, it was the club’s kitchens, larder and pantry, its fish store and dairy, that supplied his table from their delicious reserves. It was the club’s servants, solemnlooking figures dressed in black uniforms and wearing soft-soled shoes, who served the meal in special china and on the finest table linen. It was the club’s cut glass, made to a one-off design, that held his sherry, his port or his claret served with cinnamon and herbs. It was also the club’s ice, brought at great expense from the lakes of North America, that kept his drinks chilled to just the right temperature.

If this is what it means to be an eccentric, then it must be admitted that eccentricity has something to be said for it!

The house in Savile Row, without being luxurious, could be considered extremely comfortable. In any case, because the habits of its occupant never varied, serving him was a simple matter. However, Phileas Fogg required his only servant to be extremely punctual and reliable. On that particular day, 2 October, Phileas Fogg had dismissed James Forster, as the fellow had committed the crime of bringing him his water for shaving at a temperature of eighty-four degrees Fahrenheit, instead of eighty-six, and he was waiting for his replacement, who was due to arrive between eleven o’clock and half past eleven.

Phileas Fogg, firmly ensconced in his armchair, with his feet close together like those of a soldier on parade, with his hands on his knees, his back straight and his head raised, was watching the hands of the clock move forward. It was a complicated piece of machinery that showed the hour, the minute, the day, the month and the year. On the stroke of half past eleven Mr Fogg was due, according to his daily routine, to leave the house and go to the Reform Club.

Just at that moment there was a knock on the door of the small drawing-room in which Phileas Fogg was sitting. James Forster, the manservant who had just been dismissed, appeared.

‘The new servant,’ he said.

A man aged about thirty presented himself and bowed.

‘You are French and your name is John?’ Phileas Fogg asked him.

‘Jean, if you please, sir,’ replied the new arrival. ‘Jean Passepartout, a nickname that has stuck and that I earned by my natural ability to get myself out of tricky situations. I consider myself to be a decent fellow, sir, but, to be quite honest with you, I’ve had several different jobs. I was a travelling singer, a horse-rider in a circus, a trapeze artist and a tightrope walker. Then I became a gymnastics instructor in order to put my talents to more practical use, and most recently I was a fireman in Paris. I’ve even been on the scene of some famous fires in my time. But five years ago I left France and, since then, because I wanted to live with a family, I’ve been a manservant in England. However, when I found myself without a position and when I learnt that Mr Phileas Fogg was the most precise and most stay-at-home person in the United Kingdom, I came to sir’s house in the hope of being able to lead a quiet life and put behind me everything associated with Passepartout, even the name.’

‘Passepartout suits me,’ replied the gentleman. ‘You have been recommended to me. I have good reports of you. Do you know my terms?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Good. What time do you make it?’

‘Eleven twenty-two,’ replied Passepartout, as he took out from the depths of his waistcoat pocket an enormous silver watch.

‘Your watch is slow,’ said Mr Fogg.

‘Forgive me, sir, but that is impossible.’

‘Your watch is four minutes slow. It’s not important. All that matters is to note the difference in time. So from this moment onwards, eleven twenty-nine8 on the morning of 2 October 1872, you are working for me.’

With that, Phileas Fogg got to his feet, took his hat in his left hand, put it on his head with the precision of clockwork and disappeared without saying another word.

Passepartout heard the front door close a first time: it was his master going out. Then it closed a second time: it was his predecessor, James Forster, leaving in turn.

Passepartout was now alone in
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