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第一章  飞逝的海礁

Chapter 1  A Shifting Reef
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据各种航海日志记载，一八六六年在海里发现一个庞然大物。它的体积超过了科学认定的鲸，并且速度惊人。综合多次观察结果，可以判定它有二百英尺长。

一八六六年七月二十日，加尔各答的希金森总督号的贝克船长在离澳大利亚东海五海里的海面见过它，三天后它又出现在七百海里外的太平洋上，十五天就到了两千海里外的地方，它的速度惊人的快！

一八六七年三月五日五点左右，蒙特利尔航海公司的摩拉维亚号航行时，右舷尾部撞上了一个任何海图都未标示的礁石。船离开出事地点后，看到那里有一个大旋涡，好像洋面受到了冲击。到码头检查发现船的龙骨已经破裂。

一八六七年四月十三日，英国著名船主肯纳德的斯科舍号在风和日丽的天气中行驶，船尾在下午四点十七分被撞击了一下，船长让一名海员下水检查被撞情况，发现钢板做成的船体被撞出一个规则的等边三角形口子，幸好隔水板分成七个小舱，船才没有沉没。

从此，所有不明原因的事故都记在这怪物的身上。人们强烈要求，要不惜任何代价，清除这只怪物。
      he year 1866 was marked by a strange event, an unexplainable occurrence which is undoubtedly still fresh in everyone’s memory. Those living in coastal towns or in the interior of continents were aroused by all sorts of rumors; but it was seafaring people who were particularly excited. Merchants, shipowners, skippers and masters of Europe and America, naval officers of all countries and the various governments of both continents were deeply concerned over the matter.

Several ships had recently met at sea “an enormous thing,” a long slender object which was sometimes phosphorescent and which was infinitely larger and faster than a whale.

The facts concerning this apparition, entered in various logbooks, agreed closely with one another as to the structure of the object or creature in question, the incredible speed of its movements, the surprising power of its locomotion and the strange life with which it seemed endowed. If it was a member of the whale family, it was larger than any so far classified by scientists. Neither Cuvier, Lacé6pède, Dumeril nor Quatrefages would have admitted that such a monster could exist—unless they had seen it with their own scientists’ eyes.

Taking an average of observations made at different times—and rejecting those timid evaluations which said the object was only two hundred feet long, and also putting aside those exaggerated opinions which said it was a mile wide and three miles long—one could nevertheless conclude that this phenomenal creature was considerably larger than anything at that time recognized by ichthyologists—if it existed at all.

But it did exist—there was no denying this fact any longer—and considering the natural inclination of the human brain toward objects of wonder, one can understand the excitement produced throughout the world by this supernatural apparition. In any case, the idea of putting it into the realm of fiction had to be abandoned.
On July 20, 1866, the steamer Governor Higgtnson of the Calcutta and Burnach Steam Navigation Company had encountered this moving mass five miles east of the Australian coast. Captain Baker first thought he had sighted an unknown reef; he was even getting ready to plot its exact position when two columns of water spurted out of the inexplicable obiect and rose with a loud whistling noise to a height of a hundred and fifty feet. So, unless the reef contained a geyser, the Governor Higginson was quite simply in the presence of an unknown aquatic mammal spurting columns of water mixed with air and vapor out of its blowholes.

A similar thing was observed on July 23 of the same year in Pacific waters, by the Christopher Columbus of the West India and Pacific Steam Navigation Company. This extraordinary creature could therefore move from one place to another with surprising speed, since within a space of only three days, the Governor Higginson and the Christopher Columbus had sighted it at two points on the globe separated by more than 2100 nautical miles.

Two weeks later and six thousand miles from this last spot the Helvetia of the Compagnie Nationale and the Shannon of the Royal Mail Steamship Company, passing on opposite courses in that part of the Atlantic lying between the United States and Europe, signaled one another that they had sighted the monster at 42°i5' N. Lat. and 60°35' W. Long. In this simultaneous observation they felt able to judge the creature’s minimum length at more than 350 feet, since it was larger than both ships each of which measured 330 feet over-all. But the largest whales, those which live in the waters around the Aleutian, Kulammak and Umgullick Islands, never exceed 180 feet in length, if that much.

These reports arriving one after the other, with fresh observations made on board the liner Le Pereire, a collision between the Etna of’the lnman Line and the monster, an official report drawn up by the officers of the French frigate Normandie, and a very reliable sighting made by Commodore Fitz-James’ staff on board the Lord Clyde, greatly stirred public opinion. In light hearted countries, people made jokes about it, but in serious practical-minded countries, such as England, America and Germany, it was a matter of grave concern.

In every big city the monster became the fashion: it was sung in cafés, derided in newspapers and discussed on the stage. Scandal sheets had a marvelous opportunity to print all kinds of wild stories. Even ordinary newspapers—always short of copy—printed articles about every huge, imaginary monster one could think of, from the white whale, the terrible “Moby Dick” of the far north, to the legendary Norse kraken whose tentacles could entwine a five-hundred-ton ship and drag it to the bottom. Reports of ancient times were mentioned, the opinions of Aristotle and Pliny who admitted to the existence of such monsters, along with those of the Norwegian bishop, Pontoppidan, Paul Heggede and finally Mr. Harrington, whose good faith no one can question when he ciaims to have seen, while on board the Castilian in 1857, that enormous serpent which until then had been seen in no waters but those of the old Paris newspaper, the Constitutionnel.

It was then that in scientific societies and journals an interminable argument broke out between those who believed in the monster and those who did not. The “question of the monster” had everyone aroused. Newspapermen, who always pretend to be on the side of scientists and against those who live by their imagination, spilled gallons of ink during this memorable campaign; and some even spilled two or three drops of blood, after arguments that had started over sea serpents and ended in the most violent personal insults.

For six months this war was waged with varying fortune. Serious, weighty articles were published by the Brazilian Geographical Institute, the Royal Scientific Academy of Berlin, the British Association and the Smithsonian Institute in Washington; others appeared in the Indian Archipelago, in Abbé Moigno’s Cosmos, in Petermann’s Mittheilungen and in the science sections of all the important newspapers of France and other countries. The smaller newspapers replied with inexhaustible energy. Their writers, cleverly parodying a saying of Linnaeus which had been quoted by the adversaries of the monster, stated that “nature does not make fools” ①* This is pun on the two Frech woods saut(“jump lear” us in the original saying of linnaeus) and sot(“fool”), which are pronouncect the same. (Translator’s note) and called on their contemporaries not to contradict nature by seriously discussing krakens, sea serpents, “Moby Dicks” and other reports of delirious sailors. Finally, in a much-dreaded satirical newspaper, its favorite writer took care of the whole matter by attacking the monster, dealing it a death blow and finishing it off in the midst of universal laughter. Wit had conquered science.

During the first months of the year 1867 the whole question seemed buried never to be revived, when new facts were brought before the public. It was no longer question, of a scientific problem to be solved, but of a real danger seriously to be avoided. The whole matter took on another aspect The monster now became a small island, rock or reef, but a reef that was vague, shifting and indeterminate.
On March 5, 1867, the Moravian of the Montreal Ocean Company, sailing at night in 27°30' Lat and 72°15' Long., struck on its starboard side a rock indicated on no chart. It had been cruising at thirteen knots, under the combined force of the wind and its 400-horsepower engines. Had it not been for the superior quality of its hull, the Moravian undoubtedly would have been split open by the blow nnd sunk with the 237 passengers it was bringing back from Canada.

The accident took place, at about five in the morning, toward daybreak. The officers on watch rushed to the after part of the ship. They examined the sea carefully and saw nothing but an area of swirling water about a third of a mile away, as if the surface had been violently agitated. Their position was noted, and the Moravian continued on its way, apparently without any serious damage. Had it struck a submerged rock, or the enormous wreck of some sunken ship? There was no way of knowing, but an inspection of its hull in drydock showed that part of the keel had been broken.

Even this, although extremely serious in itself, might perhaps have been forgotten, like so many other occurrences, if three weeks later it had not been re-enacted under similar circumstances. But because of the nationality of the ship involved in this new collision and the reputation of the company to which it belonged, this event caused a tremendous stir.

There is no one who has not heard of the famous English shipowner, Cunard. In 1840 this shrewd businessman started a postal service between Liverpool and Halifax with three wooden side-wheel ships of 1162 tons each and equipped with engines capable of developing 400 horsepower. Eight years later the company’s fleet was increased by four ships of 1820 tons each and with 650-horsepower engines, and then two years after this, by two other vessels with yet greater tonnage and power. In 1853 the Cunard Line, whose mail-carrying privileges had just been renewed, successively added to its fleet the Arabia, the Persia, the China, the Scotia, the lava and the Russia, all of them very fast and larger than any ships which had ever plied the seas, except for the Great Eastern. Thus in 1867 the company owned twelve ships, eight with side-wheels and four with propellers.

If I give these brief details, it is so that everyone might know the importance of this ship company, known the world over for the intelligent way in which it is run. No transoceanic venture has been more cleverly organized, and none crowned with such success. In twenty years Cunard ships have crossed the Atlantic two thousand times, without missing a single voyage, with never a delay and without ever losing a single letter, man or ship. This is why passengers, in spite of strong competition from French liners, still choose the Cunard Line in preference to all others, as would appear from a survey of official documents of the last few years. No one, therefore, will be surprised at the stir caused by an accident involving one of its finest steamers.

On April 13, 1867, the Scotia was sailing at 15°12' Long. and 45°37' Lat. on a clear sea with a moderate breeze. It was traveling at a speed of 13.43 knots, propelled by its thousand-horsepower engines. Its side-wheels were striking the water in regular rhythm. It was then drawing 22 feet of water, with a displacement of 221,900 cubic feet.

At 4:17 in the afternoon, while the passengers were gathered in the big lounge having their tea, a slight blow was felt against the hull of the Scotia, on the quarter slightly behind the port wheel.

The Scotia had not struck something; it had been struck, and by some object which was more cutting or perforating than blunt. The blow had seemed so slight that nobody on board would have given it a second thought, had not the men working below rushed up onto the bridge and shouted: “We’re sinking! We’re sinking!”
At first the passengers were very frightened; but Captain Anderson quickly reassured them. For there was no real danger; the Scotia was divided into seven watertight compartments and could therefore face any leak with impunity.

Captain Anderson immediately went down into the hold. He found the fifth Compartment flooded, and the speed with which this had happened proved that the leak was considerable. Fortunately this compartment did not contain the boilers, for then the fires would have gone out immediately.

Captain Anderson ordered the engines stopped at once, and one of the sailors dove to find out the extent of the damage. He soon discovered that there was a hole six feet across in the hull of the steamer. But such a hole could not be plugged up, and so the Scotia had to continue its voyage with its side-wheels half submerged. She was then three hundred miles from Cape Clear; and finally, three days behind schedule—a delay which caused great uneasiness in Liverpool—she came along-side the company docks.
After putting her in drydock, engineers inspected the Scotia. They could not believe their eyes. Eight feet below her waterline there was a neat hole in the form of an isosceles triangle. It was so perfectly shaped that it could scarcely have been done better with a precision instrument. The object which had made this hole must have been extremely unusual—and after being driven into the ship with prodigious force, enough to pierce a hull 1 1/2 inches thick, it must have withdrawn by itself in a manner completely unexplainable.
This new event once again stirred up public opinion. From then on, all unexplained losses at sea were attributed to the monster. This fantastic animal bore the responsibility for all such shipwrecks, which unfortunately are not few in number; for of the three thousand ships reported sunk each year by the Bureau Veritas, the number of steam or sailing ships assumed to be lost with all hands through absence of any news amounts to no less than two hundred!
And it was the “monster” who, rightly or wrongly, was held responsible for their disappearance and for the increasing danger of traveling between various continents, to the point where the public came out with a categoric demand that the seas be rid of this formidable creature, at any price.
第二章  赞成和反对

Chapter 2  The Pro and Con


巴黎自然博物馆的客座教授皮埃尔•阿龙纳斯，刚结束对美国内布拉斯加州贫瘠地区的考察，到达纽约，看到了斯科舍号出事的报道。

现在有两种观点：一种是有一个力大无比的怪物，而另一种说法是一艘有强大动力的潜艇。而这样的潜艇只有国家才有能力建造。可是从各国政府的声明中看出，并不存在这样一艘潜艇。

人们希望阿龙纳斯教授对此给予解释，教授考虑既然别的可能性已排除，就应该承认有一种大的海洋动物存在：在人类探测不到的地方，生长着鱼类或鲸类的新品种。

教授分析说有人认为这是独角鲸，那么这只独角鲸应该身体非常大，并有类似装甲舰上的武器装备、重量和动力。

当时有很多美国和英国人主张把这个怪物除掉，以确保航行安全。在纽约，林肯号高级驱逐舰已准备完毕，各军火公司将为法拉格特舰长提供他所需要的武器。

此时已有四个月没有怪物的消息。七月二日，有船于三个星期前，在太平洋北部海面上见到了这只怪物。

林肯号已做好了一切准备，此时，阿龙纳斯教授接到了海军部长J．B．霍布森让他参加林肯号远征的邀请。
      hen these events took place, I was on my way back from a scientific expedition to the Bad Lands of Nebraska in the United States. The French Government had asked me to join this expedition because of my position as assistant professor at the Museum of Natural History in Paris, After spending six months in Nebraska, I finally arrived in New York toward the end of March, laden down with the many precious things I had collected there. I was to leave for France in the beginning of May. In the meanwhile, I was busy classifying my mineralogical, botanical and zoological treasures; it was then that the incident of the Scotia took place.
I was well informed on this much discussed subject—and in fact, how could I not have been? I had read and reread all the American and European newspapers without getting any nearer to a conclusion. This mystery intrigued me. I was unable to form any opinion about it, and drifted from one extreme to the other. That something had actually taken place, there could be no question; doubting Thomases were invited to touch the Scotia’s wound.
During my stay in New York, the question was at its height. The theory that it was a floating island or an elusive reef, upheld by people not competent to judge, had been completely abandoned. For unless this reef contained a motor, how could it move from one place to another with such prodigious speed?
Likewise the theory of the floating wreckage of some huge ship was rejected, also because of its rapidity of movement.
There therefore remained only two possible solutions to the problem, and each one developed its own group of partisans., on the one hand there were those who claimed it must be a monster of colossal strength, and on the other hand there were those who held it to be a “submarine” with extremely powerful engines.
But this second theory, perhaps the most plausible, could not stand up against the inquiries being carried out both in Europe and America. It seemed highly improbable that a private individual could have such a mechanical device at his disposition. How and when could he have built it? And how could he have kept its construction a secret?
Only a government could possess such a weapon of destruction, and in these disastrous times when man’s genius is being put to work increasing the power of weapons, some country might have tried to build such a formidable device. After the chassepot rifles, torpedoes; after the torpedoes, underwater battering-rams; and then—the reaction. At least, so I hope.
But the theory that it was some war machine fell through before the statements of various governments. Since it was a matter of public interest, with the safety of transoceanic communications in question, there was no reason to doubt the honesty of their statements. And in addition, how could anyone imagine that the construction of such a submarine could have escaped public notice? To keep a secret under such circumstances is very difficult for an individual, and surely impossible for a country whose every act is constantly watched by powerful rivals.
Therefore, after inquiries made in England, France, Russia, Prussia, Spain, Italy, America and even Turkey, the theory of an underwater Monitor was definitively rejected.
So once again, and in spite of the incessant jokes in lesser newspapers, everyone was talking about the monster, and people were soon inventing creatures more absurd than the wildest dreams of some mad ichthyologist.
During my stay in New York, several people had done me the honor of consulting me on this matter. In France I had published a two-volume work in quarto called Mysteries of the Ocean Depths. This book had been especially well received by scientists, and had therefore made me a specialist in this rather obscure branch of natural history. People wanted to know my opinion. As long as the facts could still be denied, I confined myself to complete skepticism. But I soon found myself driven into a corner and forced to explain in no uncertain terms. And finally, “the honorable Pierre Aronnax, Professor of the Paris Museum” was called upon by the New York Herald to formulate some sort of opinion.
I complied. I spoke bemuse I could not remain silent. I discussed the problem from every angle, both political and scientific, and I give here an extract of my carefully written article, published in that newspaper on April 30. After examining one by one all the various solutions that had been proposed, I said:
Therefore, since all other theories must be rejected, one is forced to admit the existence of some marine animal of extraordinary power.
We know nothing about the great ocean depths. Soundings have been unable to reach them. What takes place in those remote canyons? What creatures live or can live twelve or fifteen miles below the surface? How are such animals built? We can scarcely even guess.
These questions go hand in hand with the problem under discussion. For either we know all the varieties of creatures which inhabit our planet, or we do not.
If we do not know them all, if nature still holds some secrets for us where life in the sea is concerned, then nothing could be more reasonable than to admit the existence of fish or whales of a kind unknown to us, especially built to inhabit the unfathomable depths of the ocean, and which some event, whim or desire brings to the surface at long intervals of time.
If, on the contrary, we know all species of living things, we must try to find the animal in question among the marine creatures already classified, and in this case I would favor admitting the existence of a giant narwhal.
The ordinary narwhal, or unicorn-fish, is a kind of whale which grows to a length of sixty feet. Multiply this five or ten times, give this fish strength in proportion to its size and you will have the animal under discussion. It would have the proportions observed by the officers of the Shannon, the weapon required to explain the hole in the Scotia and the strength needed to penetrate the hull of a steamer.
For the narwhal is armed with a kind of ivory sword, or halberd as some naturalists put it. It is a tusk as hard as steel. Occasionally these tusks are found imbedded in the bodies of other kinds of whales, against which the narwhal always wins. Others have been removed, not without difficulty, from the hulls of ships which they had pierced clean through as easily as a drill pierces a barrel. The museum in the Faculty of Medicine in Paris owns one of these tusks 7 feet 4½ inches long and 19 inches thick at the base!
Now imagine this weapon ten times larger, and the fish ten times stronger, imagine it traveling at a speed of twenty miles an hour, multiply this speed by its mass and you will have a blow capable of producing the required catastrophe.
Therefore, until I receive fuller information, I shall be of the opinion that it is a unicorn-fish of colossal proportions, armed not with a halberd but with a real battering-ram like a warship, which it could equal in both size and strength.
This might be the explanation of this unexplainable phenomenon, unless it is all an illusion in spite of what has been glimpsed, seen, felt and experienced—which is still possible!
These last words were cowardice on my part; but to a certain degree I wanted to protect my scholarly reputation and not be the laughing stock of America, where people enjoy a hearty laugh. I left myself a way out. But in effect, I admitted to the existence of the “monster.”

My article was hotly discussed and therefore became widely known. The solution it proposed, moreover, gave free rein to people’s imaginations. The human mind enjoys grandiose ideas about supernatural creatures. And the sea is the proper medium for such ideas, for only there can giants arise and develop, giants alongside which earthly animals such as elephants or rhinoceros are nothing but dwarfs. The seas support the largest known species of mammals, and they perhaps conceal mollusks of incredible size, or terrifying crustaceans such as lobsters a hundred yards long or crabs weighing two tons! Why not? Long ago in geological times earthbound animals, quadrupeds, quadrumana, reptiles and birds all produced species of gigantic size. The Creator had formed them in a colossal mold which time has reduced little by little. Why could the sea with its unknown depths not have kept some vast specimens of life in another age, since, unlike the earth’s shell which is constantly being altered, it is unchanging? Why could it not hide in its bosom the last survivors of titanic species, for whom years are centuries and centuries millennia?
But I am letting myself be carried away by reveries which I must now put aside. Enough of these phantasies which time has changed for me into terrible realities. But back then, people had already made up their minds about this matter, and the public wholeheartedly believed in the existence of some prodigious creature which had nothing in common with fabled sea serpents.
But although some saw it as a purely scientific problem, others, especially the more practical-minded people in America and England, thought it best to clear the ocean of this terrible monster in order to make transatlantic travel safe again. Industrial and commercial newspapers considered the question principally from this point of view. The Shipping and Mercantile Gazette, the Lloyd, the Paquebot, the Revue Maritime et Coloniale and all the periodicals concerned with insurance companies who threatened to raise their rates were unanimous on this point.
Once public opinion had made itself felt, the United States was the first country to go into action. A very fast frigate, the Abraham Lincoln, got ready to put to sea as soon as possible. The shipyards were thrown open to Commander Farragut, who had his ship fitted out with great speed and efficiency.
But then, as always happens, just when it had been decided to chase the monster, it did not reappear. For two months it was not heard of. No ship sighted it. It seemed as if this unicorn-fish knew about the plots being hatched against it. There had been so much discussion about it, and even over the transatlantic cable! Some jokers pretended that this sly creature had intercepted some telegram and was making use of the information it contained.
The frigate was therefore prepared for a long campaign and equipped with formidable fishing gear, but nobody knew where to send it. And everyone was growing more impatient when, on July 2, it was learned that a steamer of the line that plies between San Francisco and Shanghai had seen the animal three weeks earlier in northern Pacific waters.
This piece of news caused great excitement. Commander Farragut was ordered to set sail within twenty-four hours. The ship was stocked with food and its coal bunkers filled to the brim. Not a single man was missing for the ship’s roll call. All that remained to be done was to light its furnaces, heat its boilers and weigh anchor! Another half day’s delay would have been unforgivable! But then Commander Farragut asked nothing better than to be under way.
Three hours before the Abraham Lincoln was due to leave its pier in Brooklyn, I received the following letter:
Mr. Ar0nnax
Professor of the Paris Museum
Fifth Avenue Hotel, New York
Dear Sir:
If you would like to join the expedition of the Abraham Lincoln, the government of the Union would take great pleasure in having you represent France on this enterprise. Commander Farragut has a cabin at your disposal.
Very cordially yours,
J. B. Hobson,
Secretary of the Navy
第三章  悉 听 尊 便

Chapter 3  As Monsieur Wishes


阿龙纳斯教授已经奔波了半年，需要休息和回家看看，接到部长的来信，他想这也是自己的志愿和追求，便毫不犹豫地接受了邀请。

教授今年四十岁，他的仆人康塞尔三十岁，沉着能干，有一双灵巧的手，跟着教授学会了生物学分类，十年来工作任劳任怨。

教授让仆人准备行李，两小时后出发，一些动物的骨骼放在旅馆里，而捉到的活鹿豚先托人喂养。教授告诉仆人这次出去很危险，很可能就回不来了，仆人表示一切听先生的。

一刻钟后，他们准备好行李，来到林肯号停泊的码头。林肯号已经准备起航了。他们上了船，一个水手领他们见过了法拉格特舰长，互相做了介绍，然后他们到了船尾为他们准备好的舱房。教授来到甲板，林肯号庄严地起航了。上百只载满观众的船只为他们送行，整个码头和东河沿岸的五十万人向林肯号致敬。两岸大炮齐鸣，向林肯号致敬，林肯号也鸣炮回应并连升三次国旗。随后，领航员下舰，林肯号开足马力，全速行进在大西洋海面上。
      hree seconds before the arrival of J. B. Hobson’s letter, I had no more thought about chasing the unicorn-fish than I had about trying to find the Northwest Passage. Three seconds after reading a letter from the honorable Secretary of the Navy, I realized that my true vocation, my sole aspiration was to chase this disturbing monster and rid the world of it.

But I had just come back from a long trip; I was tired and longing for rest. I had had only one desire: to return to my country, my friends, my little apartment near the Botanical Gardens and my precious collections! But nothing could keep me back. I forgot everything—weariness, friends and collections, and without a second thought I accepted the American Government’s offer.

“Besides,” I thought, “all roads lead back to Europe, and maybe the unicorn-fish will be kind enough to lure me toward the coasts of France! This worthy animal will let himself be caught in European waters—as a personal favor to me—and then I’ll bring back no less than a foot and a half of his ivory tusk for the Museum of Natural History.”
But in the meantime we had to look for this narwhal in the north Pacific, which meant going to France by way of the antipodes.

“Conseil! “ I cried impatiently.

Conseil was my servant. A devoted young man who followed me on all my trips; a brave Belgian whom I liked and who liked me. He was impassive by nature, of regular habits as a matter of principle, eager out of habit, scarcely ever taken aback by life’s surprises, very clever with his hands, fit for any kind of service and the sort of person who, in spite of having a name meaning “Advice,” never gave any even when asked.

As a result of rubbing elbows with the little group of scientists attached to the Botanical Gardens, Conseil had picked up quite a bit of knowledge. In him I had a well-informed specialist in natural-history classification, who could, with an acrobat’s ease, rush up and down the ladder of phyla, divisions, classes, sub classes, orders, families, genera, sub genera, species and varieties. But his knowledge ended there. His whole life was classification and he knew nothing else. He was very well read in the theory of classification, but know little about the practical side, to the point where I don’t think he could have told the difference between a sperm whale and an ordinary whalel But in spite of this, he was a fine young man.

For ten years now, Conseil had followed me everywhere science had led me. Never a murmur about the length or weariness of a trip. Never an objection to packing his suitcase for some new country, China or the Congo, no matter how far off it was. He would go anywhere without a question. Moreover his strong constitution defied all illness; he had powerful muscles, but no nerves, or at least he gave no appearance of having any.

He was thirty, and his age was to his master’s as fifteen is to twenty. Please excuse me for thus stating that I was forty years old.

But Conseil had one defect. Being of a very formal nature, he only addressed me in the third person—to the point where it was annoying.

“Conseill” I repeated, as I feverishly began my preparations for leaiving.

I felt completely sure of this young man’s devotion. I usually never asked him whether or not he would like to accompany me on my travels; but this time it was a question of an expedition that could go on indefinitely, of a dangerous enterprise in pursuit of an animal capable of sinking a frigate as if it were a nutshell! This was food for thought, even for the most impassive man in the world! What would he say?
“Conseill” I shouted a third time.
Conseil appeared.
“Monsieur was calling?” he said as he entered.
“Yes, my boy. Get our things together, mine and yours. We’re leaving in two hours.”

“As Monsieur wishes,” Conseil answered calmly.
“There’s not a moment to lose. Pack all my traveling equipment, and as many suits, shirts and socks as you can—and hurry!”

“And Monsieur’s collection?”

“We’ll take care of that later.”

“What! The archiotherium, hyracotherium, creodons, cheopotamus and the other specimens Monsieur collected?”

“They’ll keep them for us at the hotel”

“And Monsieur’s live barirusa?”

“They’ll feed it while we’re away. Besides, I’ll have our menagerie sent to France after we leave.”

“That means we’re not going back to Paris?” Conseil asked.
“Yes...don’t worry...” I answered evasively, “only by a rather roundabout way.”

“Whatever roundabout way Monsieur wishes.”

“Oh, it won’t be too long! Just not quite as direct, that’s all. We’re taking passage on the Abraham Lincoln.”

“Whatever suits Monsieur,” replied Conseil calmly.
“You know, my friend, that it has to do with the monster… the famous narwhal... We’re going to rid the seas of this animal! The author of a two-volume work in quarto on. The Mysteries of the Ocean Depths cannot turn down an invitation to go with Commander Farragutl It is a glorious mission, but… also dangerous! No one knows where it will take us! These creatures can be full of strange whims! But we’ll go all the same! We have a commander who’ll stop at nothing! ...”

“Wherever Monsieur goes, I’ll go too,” answered Conseil.
“But think it over! I want to be completely frank with you. People don’t always come back from expeditions such as these!”

“As Monsieur wishes.”

A quarter of an hour later our trunks were ready. Conseil had done everything in the twinkling of an eye, and I could be sure nothing was missing, for he classified shirts and suits just as carefully as he did birds and mammals.
The elevator left us in the big mezzanine lounge. I went down the stairs leading to the lobby. I paid my bill at the huge reception desk which was always crowded with people. I left orders to have my cases of stuffed animals and dried plants sent to Paris. I opened an account large enough to take care of the babirusa, and with Conseil right behind, iumped into a carriage.
This cab, which charged four dollars a trip, went down Broadway to Union Square, followed Fourth Avenue to its junction with the Bowery, then took Katrin Street and stopped at Pier 34. There, the Katrin Ferry took everything, men, horses and carriage to Brooklyn, that great annex of New York situated on the other side of the East River, and in several minutes we arrived on the wharf alongside which the Abraham Lincoln was belching forth columns of black smoke through its two funnels.
Our baggage was immediately transferred to the deck of the frigate. I rushed aboard and asked for Commander Farragut. One of the sailors led me to the poop where I found myself in the presence of a handsome officer who stretched out his hand to me.
“Mr. Pierre Aronnax?” he said.
“Yes,” I answered. “Commander Farragut?”

“In person. Welcome aboard, Professor. Your cabin is ready.”

I bowed, and leaving the commander to take care of his preparations, I had myself taken to my cabin.
The Abraham Lincoln had been perfectly chosen and fitted out for its new task. It was a very fast frigate with superheating equipment permitting it to build up as much as seven atmospheres of steam pressure. Under these conditions the Abraham Lincoln could attain a speed of 18.3 knots, which although considerable was nevertheless not enough to grapple with the gigantic creature we were after.
The way it was fitted out inside corresponded favorably with its nautical qualities, I was very pleased with my cabin, which had a door leading to the officers’ mess.
“We’ll be very comfortable here,” I said to Conseil.
“If Monsieur doesn’t mind my saying so,” answered Conseil, “as comfortable as a hermit crab in the shell of a whelk.”

I left Conseil to secure our trunks and went back on deck to watch the preparations for departure.
Just then, Commander Farragut was ordering to cast off the last rope mooring the Abraham Lincoln to its Brooklyn pier. That meant that if I had been a quarter of an hour late, or even less, the frigate would have left without me, and I would have missed out on this extraordinary, strange and improbable expedition, a true account of which might well meet with some skepticism.
But Commander Farragut did hot want to lose a single moment setting out for those waters where the animal had been sighted. He called for his engineer.
“Is the pressure up?” he asked.
“Yes, sir,” answered the engineer.
“Go ahead,” cried Commander Farragut.
At this order, transmitted to the engine room by means of a compressed-air device, the mechanics put the starting wheel into motion. The steam whistled through the half-open valves. The long horizontal pistons groaned and pushed the rods and drive-shaft. The blades of the propeller struck the water with increasing speed, and the Abraham Lincoln pushed forward amid an escort of a hundred ferryboats and tenders filled with spectators.
The Brooklyn and Manhattan wharves lining the East River were filled with people. Three hurrahs, rising from five hundred thousand chests, burst out one after the other. Thousands of handkerchiefs waved above the compact mass of the crowd, saluting the Abraham Lincoln till it reached the waters of the Hudson, at the tip of that elongated peninsula which contains the city of New York.
Then the frigate followed the New Jersey shore lined with villas and passed by the forts which saluted it with their largest cannon. The Abraham Lincoln answered by three times lowering and raising the American flag, whose thirty-nine stars shone on the mizzenmast. Then, slowing down in order to pass through the channel marked by buoys, it passed Sandy Hook where thousands of spectators cheered it once again.
The escort of boats and tenders did not leave the frigate until she reached the lightship whose two beacons mark the entrance to New York harbor.
It was then three o’clock. The pilot got into his dinghy and rowed over to the little schooner waiting for him to leeward. The fires were stoked up and the propeller churned faster in the water; the frigate skirted the long, yellow coast of Long Island, and at eight in the evening, after losing sight of Fire Island to the northwest, it ran at full steam toward the dark waters of the Atlantic.
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