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Chapter One

The Strange Parchment

Looking back to all that has happened to me since that
eventful day, I am scarcely ﬁblc to believe in the reality
of my‘adventures. Thc# were truly so wonderful that
even now I am bewildered when I think of them.

My uncle was a German, having married my moth-
er’s sister, an Englishwoman. Being very much attached
. to his fatherless nephew, he invited me to study under
him in his home in the fatherland. This home was in a
large town and my uncle was a professor of philosophy;
chemistry, geology, mineralogy, and many other ologies.

One day, after spending some time in the laboratory
my uncle being absent at the time — I suddenly felt
hungry, and was about to rouse up our old French cook,
when my uncle, Professor Lidenbrock, suddenly
opened the door, and came rushing upstairs.

“Harl-y ), Han_y 8 Hmy 08

I hurried to obey, but before I could reach his room,
jumping three steps at a time, he was stamping his right
foot upon the landing,

“Harry!” he cried, in a frantic tone, “are you coming
up?”
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Now to tell the truth, at that moment I was far more
interested in the question as to what was for our dinner
than in any problem of science; to me soup was more
interesting than soda and an omelette more tempting
than arithmetic. But my uncle was not a man to be
kept waiting.

My uncle was a very learned man and a most kind
relative. I was bound to him by the double ties of affec-
tion and interest. I took deep interest in all his work,
and hoped some day to be almost as learned myself. It
was a rare thing for me to be absent from his lectures.
Like him, I preferred mineralogy to all the other sci-
ences. My anxiety was to gmg% knowledge of the earth.

ogy and mincralogy were to us the sole objects of
life, and in connection with these studies many a fair
specimen of stone, chalk, or metal did we break with
our hammers.

My uncle Lidenbrock was once known to classify six
hundred different geological specimens by their weight,
hardness, fusibility, sound, taste, and smell.

He corre %ed with all the great, learned and sci-
entific men of the age. I was, therefore, in constant com-
munication with, at all events the letters of, Sir Humphry
Davy, Captain Franklin, and other great men.

But before I state the subject on which my uncle wished
to confer with me, I must say a word about his personal
appearance. Alas! my readers will see a very different
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portrait of him at a future time, after he has gone
through the fearful adventures yet to be related.

My uncle was fifty years old; tall, thin, and wiry. Large
spectacles hid, to a certain extent, his vast, round and

ed eyes, while his nose was irreverently compared
tgooigltlnneﬁylee So much indeed did %R@?inﬂe that use-
ful article, that a compass was said in his presence to
have made considerable N deviation.

The truth being told, however, the only article really
attracted to my uncle’s nose was tobacco.

Another peculiarity of his was, that he always stepped
ayard at a im& ‘clenched his fists as if he were going to
hit you, and was, when in one of his peculiar humours,
very far from a pleasant companion.

It is further necessary to observe that he lived in a
very nice house, in that very nice street, the Kénigstrasse
Hamburg. Though lying in the centre of a town, it was
perfectly rural in its aspect - half wood, half bricks, with
old-fashioned gables - one of the houses spared by the
great fire of 1842.

When I say a nice house, I mean a handsome house -
old, tottering, and not exactly comfortable to English
notions: a house a little off the perpendicular and in-
clined to fall into the neighbouring canal; exactly the
house for a wandering artist to depict; all the more that
you could scarcely see it for ivy and a magnificent old
tree which grew over the door. GING



