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A JOURNEY TO THE CENTER OF THE EARTH

by Jul es Verne

CHAPTER 1

My Uncl e Makes a Discovery

LOXKI NG back to all that has occurred to me since that eventful day,
I amscarcely able to believe in the reality of my adventures. They
were truly so wonderful that even now | am bewi | dered when | think
of them

My uncle was a Gernman, having nmarried ny nother's sister, an
Engl i shwonman. Being very nmuch attached to his fatherl ess nephew, he
invited me to study under himin his hone in the fatherland. This hone
was in a large town, and my uncle a professor of philosophy,
chemi stry, geol ogy, mneral ogy, and nmany ot her ol ogi es.

One day, after passing sone hours in the laboratory- ny uncle
bei ng absent at the tine- | suddenly felt the necessity of
renovating the tissues- i.e., | was hungry, and was about to rouse
up our old French cook, when ny uncle, Professor Von Hardw gg,
suddenly opened the street door, and came rushing upstairs.

Now Prof essor Hardwi gg, nmy worthy uncle, is by no nmeans a bad sort
of man; he is, however, choleric and original. To bear w th him
means to obey; and scarcely had his heavy feet resounded within our
joint domcile than he shouted for nme to attend upon him

"Harry- Harry- Harry-"

| hastened to obey, but before I could reach his room junping three
steps at a tine, he was stanping his right foot upon the | anding.

"Harry!" he cried, in a frantic tone, "are you coming up?"

Now to tell the truth, at that noment | was far nore interested in
the question as to what was to constitute our dinner than in any

probl em of science; to ne soup was nore interesting than soda, an



onelette nore tenpting than arithnmetic, and an artichoke of ten
times nore val ue than any anount of asbestos.

But ny uncle was not a man to be kept waiting; so adjourning
therefore all nminor questions, | presented nyself before him

He was a very learned man. Now npost persons in this category
supply thenmselves with information, as peddlers do with goods, for the
benefit of others, and lay up stores in order to diffuse them abroad
for the benefit of society in general. Not so nmy excellent uncle,

Pr of essor Hardw gg; he studi ed, he consunmed the m dnight oil, he pored
over heavy tones, and di gested huge quartos and folios in order to
keep the know edge acquired to hinself.

There was a reason, and it may be regarded as a good one, why ny
uncl e objected to display his learning nore than was absolutely
necessary: he stammered; and when intent upon explaining the phenonena
of the heavens, was apt to find hinself at fault, and allude in such a
vague way to sun, nmoon, and stars that few were able to conprehend his
meani ng. To tell the honest truth, when the right word would not cone,
it was generally replaced by a very powerful adjective.

In connection with the sciences there are nany al nost
unpronounceabl e nanes- nanes very mnuch resenbling those of Wl sh
vill ages; and ny uncle being very fond of using them his habit of
stamering was not thereby inproved. In fact, there were periods in
hi s di scourse when he would finally give up and swall ow his
di sconfiture- in a glass of water.

As | said, ny uncle, Professor Hardwi gg, was a very |learned man; and
I now add a nost kind relative. | was bound to him by the double
ties of affection and interest. | took deep interest in all his
doi ngs, and hoped sone day to be alnpbst as |earned nyself. It was a
rare thing for ne to be absent fromhis lectures. Like him |
preferred nmineralogy to all the other sciences. My anxiety was to gain
real know edge of the earth. Geol ogy and m neral ogy were to us the
sole objects of life, and in connection with these studies many a fair

speci men of stone, chalk, or netal did we break with our hanmers



Steel rods, |oadstones, glass pipes, and bottles of various acids
were oftener before us than our neals. My uncle Hardw gg was once
known to classify six hundred different geol ogi cal specinmens by
their weight, hardness, fusibility, sound, taste, and snell.

He corresponded with all the great, |earned, and scientific nen of
the age. | was, therefore, in constant comunication with, at al
events the letters of, Sir Hunphry Davy, Captain Franklin, and other
great nen.

But before | state the subject on which my uncle wi shed to confer
with me, | nust say a word about his personal appearance. Al as! ny
readers will see a very different portrait of himat a future tine,
after he has gone through the fearful adventures yet to be rel ated.

My uncle was fifty years old; tall, thin, and wiry. Large spectacles
hid, to a certain extent, his vast, round, and goggle eyes, while
his nose was irreverently conpared to a thin file. So nuch indeed
did it resenble that useful article, that a conpass was said in his
presence to have made considerable N (Nasal) deviation

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

Anot her peculiarity of his was, that he always stepped a yard at a
time, clenched his fists as if he were going to hit you, and was, when
in one of his peculiar hunors, very far froma pl easant conpani on.

It is further necessary to observe that he lived in a very nice
house, in that very nice street, the Konigstrasse at Hamburg. Though
lying in the center of a town, it was perfectly rural in its aspect-
hal f wood, half bricks, with ol d-fashi oned gabl es- one of the few
ol d houses spared by the great fire of 1842.

When | say a nice house, | nean a handsone house- ol d, tottering,
and not exactly confortable to English notions: a house a little off
the perpendicular and inclined to fall into the nei ghboring canal
exactly the house for a wandering artist to depict; all the nore
that you could scarcely see it for ivy and a nagnificent old tree

whi ch grew over the door



My uncle was rich; his house was his own property, while he had a
consi derabl e private incone. To ny notion the best part of his
possessi ons was his god-daughter, G etchen. And the old cook, the
young | ady, the Professor and | were the sol e i nhabitants.

I loved nineralogy, | |Ioved geology. To nme there was nothing |ike
pebbl es- and if my uncle had been in a little less of a fury, we
shoul d have been the happiest of famlies. To prove the excellent
Hardwi gg's inpatience, | solemmly declare that when the flowers in the
dr awi ng-room pots began to grow, he rose every norning at four o'clock
to nmake them grow qui cker by pulling the | eaves!

Havi ng described nmy uncle, | will now give an account of our
i nterview.

He received nme in his study; a perfect nuseum containing every
natural curiosity that can well be imagi ned- mnerals, however,
predonm nating. Every one was fanmiliar to ne, having been catal ogued by
my own hand. My uncle, apparently oblivious of the fact that he had
summoned ne to his presence, was absorbed in a book. He was
particularly fond of early editions, tall copies, and uni que worKks.

"Wonderful!" he cried, tapping his forehead. "Wnderful- wonderful!"

It was one of those yellow | eaved volunmes now rarely found on
stalls, and to me it appeared to possess but little value. My uncle,
however, was in raptures

He admired its binding, the clearness of its characters, the ease
with which it opened in his hand, and repeated al oud, half a dozen
tinmes, that it was very, very old.

To ny fancy he was naking a great fuss about nothing, but it was not
my province to say so. On the contrary, | professed considerable
interest in the subject, and asked himwhat it was about.

"It is the Heins-Kringla of Snorre Tarleson,"he said, "the
cel ebrated Icel andic author of the twelfth century- it is a true and
correct account of the Norwegian princes who reigned in Iceland."

My next question related to the |l anguage in which it was witten.

I hoped at all events it was translated into German. My uncl e was



i ndi gnant at the very thought, and declared he woul dn't give a penny
for a translation. His delight was to have found the original work
in the Icelandic tongue, which he declared to be one of the nobst
magni ficent and yet sinple idions in the world- while at the sane tine
its granmatical comnbinations were the nost varied known to students.
"About as easy as German? was ny insidious remark.
My uncl e shrugged hi s shoul ders.
"The letters at all events," | said, "are rather difficult of
conpr ehensi on. "
"It is a Runic manuscript, the | anguage of the original population

of lceland, invented by Gdin hinmself," cried nmy uncle, angry at ny
i gnor ance.

| was about to venture upon sone msplaced joke on the subject, when
a small scrap of parchnent fell out of the | eaves. Like a hungry nan
snatching at a norsel of bread the Professor seized it. It was about
five inches by three and was scrawl ed over in the nost extraordinary
f ashi on.

The |ines shown here are an exact facsinmle of what was witten on
the venerabl e pi ece of parchnent-and have wonderful inportance, as
they induced ny uncle to undertake the nost wonderful series of
adventures which ever fell to the |lot of hunman beings. (See
illustration.)

My uncl e | ooked keenly at the docunment for some nonments and then
declared that it was Runic. The letters were sinmlar to those in the
book, but then what did they nean? This was exactly what | wanted to
know.

Now as | had a strong conviction that the Runic al phabet and di al ect
were sinply an invention to nystify poor human nature, | was delighted
to find that ny uncle knew as much about the matter as | did- which
was nothing. At all events the tremul ous notion of his fingers nmade ne
t hi nk so.

"And yet," he nuttered to hinself, "it is old Icelandic, | am sure

of it."



And nmy uncl e ought to have known, for he was a perfect polygl ot

dictionary in hinmself. He did not pretend, like a certain |earned

pundit, to speak the two thousand | anguages and four thousand idions

made use of in different parts of the gl obe, but he did know all the

nore i nportant ones.

It is a mtter of great doubt to me now, to what violent neasures ny

uncl e's inpetuosity mght have Ied him had not the clock struck

two, and our old French cook called out to |let us know that dinner was

on the table.

"Bot her the dinner!" cried ny uncle.

But as | was hungry, | sallied forth to the dining room where

took up ny usual quarters. Qut of politeness | waited three mnutes,

but no sign of ny uncle, the Professor. | was surprised. He was not

usually so blind to the pleasure of a good dinner. It was the acne

of German luxury- parsley soup, a hamonelette with sorre

trimm ngs, an oyster of veal stewed with prunes, delicious fruit,

and sparkling Mselle. For the sake of poring over this nusty old

pi ece of parchment, ny uncle forbore to share our neal. To satisfy

my conscience, | ate for both.

The ol d cook and housekeeper was nearly out of her mind. After

taking so nmuch trouble, to find her master not appear at dinner was to

her a sad di sappoi ntnent- which, as she occasionally watched the havoc

was meki ng on the viands, became also alarm If my uncle were to

cone to table after all?

Suddenly, just as | had consuned the |ast apple and drunk the | ast

glass of wine, a terrible voice was heard at no great distance. It was

my uncle roaring for me to come to him | made very nearly one | eap of

it- so loud, so fierce was his tone.

CHAPTER 2

The Mysterious Parchnent



"I DECLARE," cried ny uncle, striking the table fiercely with his
fist, "I declare to you it is Runic- and contains sone wonderfu
secret, which I nust get at, at any price.”

I was about to reply when he stopped ne.

"Sit down," he said, quite fiercely, "and wite to ny dictation."

| obeyed.

"I will substitute," he said, "a letter of our al phabet for that
of the Runic: we will then see what that will produce. Now, begin
and nake no m stakes."

The dictation comenced with the follow ng inconprehensible result:

mmrnlls esreuel seecJde
sgt ssnf unt ei ef ni edr ke
kt, samm atrateS Saodrrn
emt nael nuaect rril Sa
At vaar .nscrc i eaabs
ccdrm eeut ul frantu
dt,iac osei bo KediiY

Scarcely giving ne tinme to finish, ny uncle snatched the docunent
fromny hands and examined it with the nost rapt and deep attention

"I should like to know what it means,"” he said, after a |ong period.

I certainly could not tell him nor did he expect ne to- his
conversation being uniformy answered by hinself.

"I declare it puts ne in nmind of a cryptograph,” he cried,

"unl ess, indeed, the letters have been witten w thout any rea
nmeani ng; and yet why take so nuch trouble? Wo knows but | nay be on
the verge of sonme great discovery?”

My candid opinion was that it was all rubbish! But this opinion
kept carefully to nyself, as nmy uncle's choler was not pleasant to
bear. Al this time he was comparing the book with the parchnent.

"The manuscript volume and the snaller docunent are witten in

different hands," he said, "the cryptograph is of rmuch |later date than



the book; there is an undoubted proof of the correctness of ny
surnmise. [An irrefragable proof | took it to be.] The first letter
is a double M which was only added to the Icel andic | anguage in the
twel fth century- this nakes the parchnent two hundred years
posterior to the volume."

The circunstances appeared very probable and very logical, but it
was all surmse to ne.

"To me it appears probable that this sentence was witten by sone
owner of the book. Now who was the owner, is the next inportant
question. Perhaps by great good luck it nay be witten sonewhere in
the vol ume. "

Wth these words Professor Hardw gg took off his spectacles, and,
taking a powerful magnifying gl ass, exam ned the book carefully.

On the fly |l eaf was what appeared to be a blot of ink, but on
exam nation proved to be a line of witing al nost effaced by tine.
This was what he sought; and, after some considerable tinme, he nade
out these letters:

(See illustration.)

"Arne Saknussemm " he cried in a joyous and triunphant tone, "that
is not only an Icelandic nane, but of a |l earned professor of the
si xteenth century, a celebrated al chem st."”

| bowed as a sign of respect.

"These al chenists,"” he continued, "Avicenna, Bacon, Lully,

Par acel sus, were the true, the only | earned nen of the day. They
made surprising discoveries. May not this Saknussemm nephew mi ne,
have hidden on this bit of parchment sone astounding invention?
bel i eve the cryptograph to have a profound nmeani ng- which | nust
nmake out."

My uncl e wal ked about the roomin a state of excitenent al nost
i mpossi bl e to descri be.

"It may be so, sir," | tindly observed, "but why conceal it from
posterity, if it be a useful, a worthy di scovery?"

"Why- how should | know? Did not Galileo make a secret of his



di scoveries in connection with Saturn? But we shall see. Until |

di scover the meaning of this sentence | will neither eat nor sleep."”
"My dear uncle-" | began.

"Nor you neither," he added.

It was lucky | had taken doubl e allowance that day.

"In the first place,"” he continued, "there nust be a clue to the
meaning. |If we could find that, the rest would be easy enough."

| began seriously to reflect. The prospect of going wthout food and
sl eep was not a prom sing one, so | determned to do ny best to
solve the nystery. My uncle, nmeanwhile, went on with his soliloquy.

"The way to discover it is easy enough. In this docunment there are
one hundred and thirty-two letters, giving seventy-ni ne consonants
to fifty-three vowels. This is about the proportion found in nost
sout hern | anguages, the idionms of the north being nuch nmore rich in
consonants. W may confidently predict, therefore, that we have to
deal with a southern dialect.”

Not hi ng coul d be nore | ogical

"Now sai d Professor Hardwi gg, "to trace the particul ar | anguage.™

"As Shakespeare says, 'that is the question, was ny rather
satirical reply.

"This man Saknussemm he continued, "was a very |earned man: now as
he did not wite in the |Ianguage of his birthplace, he probably,
i ke nost | earned nmen of the sixteenth century, wote in Latin. If,
however, | prove wong in this guess, we nust try Spanish, French
Italian, Greek, and even Hebrew. My own opinion, though, is
decidedly in favor of Latin."

This proposition startled nme. Latin was ny favorite study, and it
seened sacrilege to believe this gibberish to belong to the country of
Virgil.

"Barbarous Latin, in all probability,"” continued my uncle, "but

still Latin."
"Very probably,"” | replied, not to contradict him

"Let us see into the matter," continued ny uncle; "here you see we



have a series of one hundred and thirty-two letters, apparently thrown
pel | -mel | upon paper, without method or organization. There are

wor ds which are conposed wholly of consonants, such as nmrnlls,
others which are nearly all vowels, the fifth, for instance, which

is unteief, and one of the |ast oseibo. This appears an

extraordi nary conbi nation. Probably we shall find that the phrase is
arranged according to sone nmathematical plan. No doubt a certain
sentence has been witten out and then junbled up- sone plan to

whi ch sone figure is the clue. Now, Harry, to show your English wit-
what is that figure?"

I could give himno hint. My thoughts were indeed far away. \Wile he
was speaking | had caught sight of the portrait of my cousin Getchen
and was wondering when she would return

We were affianced, and | oved one another very sincerely.But ny
uncl e, who never thought even of such sublunary matters, knew
not hing of this. Wthout noticing nmy abstraction, the Professor
began readi ng the puzzling cryptograph all sorts of ways, according to
some theory of his own. Presently, rousing ny wandering attention
he dictated one precious attenpt to ne.

I mildy handed it over to him It read as foll ows:

mmessunkaSenr A. i cef doK. segnittanurtn
ecertserrette, rotai vsadua, ednecsedsadne
lacartniiilrJdsiratracSarbnutabil ednek

mer et ar csi | ucoYsl ef f enSnl

I could scarcely keep fromlaughing, while nmy uncle, on the
contrary, got in a towering passion, struck the table with his fist,
darted out of the room out of the house, and then taking to his heels

was presently lost to sight.

CHAPTER 3

An Astoundi ng Di scovery



WHAT is the matter?" cried the cook, entering the room "when wll
mast er have his dinner?"

"Never."

"And, his supper?"

"I don't know. He says he will eat no nore, neither shall |. M
uncle has deternmined to fast and make nme fast until he nakes out
this abom nable inscription,” | replied.

"You will be starved to death," she said.

I was very much of the same opinion, but not liking to say so
sent her away, and began sone of ny usual work of classification
But try as | might, nothing could keep ne fromthinking alternately of
the stupid manuscript and of the pretty G etchen

Several times | thought of going out, but nmy uncle would have been
angry at ny absence. At the end of an hour, ny allotted task was done.
How to pass the tinme? | began by lighting ny pipe. Like all other
students, | delighted in tobacco; and, seating nmyself in the great
arnchair, | began to think.

Where was ny uncle? | could easily imagine himtearing al ong sone
solitary road, gesticulating, talking to hinself, cutting the air with
his cane, and still thinking of the absurd bit of hieroglyphics. Wuld
he hit upon sonme clue? Wuld he come hone in better hurmor? VWile these
t hought s were passing through my brain, | nechanically took up the
execrabl e puzzle and tried every inmagi nabl e way of grouping the
letters. | put themtogether by twos, by threes, fours, and fives-
in vain. Nothing intelligible came out, except that the fourteenth,
fifteenth, and sixteenth nmade ice in English; the eighty-fourth,
eighty-fifth, and eighty-sixth, the word sir; then at last | seened to
find the Latin words rota, nutabile, ira, nec, atra.

"Ha! there seens to be sone truth in nmy uncle's notion, thought I

Then again | seemed to find the word |uco, which neans sacred
wood. Then in the third line | appeared to make out |abiled, a perfect

Hebrew word, and at the last the syllables nere, are, ner, which



wer e French.

It was enough to drive one mad. Four different idions in this absurd
phrase. What connection could there be between ice, sir, anger, cruel
sacred wood, changing, nother, are, and sea? The first and the | ast
m ght, in a sentence connected with Iceland, nmean sea of ice. But what
of the rest of this nonstrous cryptograph?

I was, in fact, fighting against an insurnountable difficulty; mny
brain was alnost on fire; my eyes were strained with staring at the
parchnment; the whol e absurd collection of letters appeared to dance
before ny vision in a nunber of black little groups. My m nd was
possessed with tenporary hallucination- | was stifling. | wanted
air. Mechanically | fanned nyself with the docunment, of which now I
saw the back and then the front.

I magi ne ny surprise when glancing at the back of the wearisone
puzzle, the ink having gone through, | clearly nmade out Latin words,
and anong others crateremand terrestre.

I had discovered the secret!

It cane upon ne like a flash of lightning. | had got the clue. Al
you had to do to understand the docunment was to read it backwards. Al
the i ngenious ideas of the Professor were realized; he had dictated it
rightly to nme; by a nere accident | had discovered what he so nuch
desi red.

My delight, ny enotion may be inagined, ny eyes were dazzled and
trenbled so that at first | could nake nothing of it. One | ook
however, would tell me all | w shed to know.

"Let me read," | said to nyself, after drawing a | ong breath.

| spread it before nme on the table, | passed ny finger over each
letter, | spelled it through; in ny excitement | read it out.

What horror and stupefaction took possession of nmy soul. | was
Iike a man who had received a knock-down bl ow. Was it possible that
| really read the terrible secret, and it had really been
acconpl i shed! A man had dared to do- what?

No living being should ever know



"Never!" cried |, junping up. "Never shall ny uncle be made aware of
the dread secret. He would be quite capabl e of undertaking the
terrible journey. Nothing would check him nothing stop him Wrse, he
woul d conpel ne to acconpany him and we should be | ost forever. But
no; such folly and nmadness cannot be allowed.”

I was al nost beside nyself with rage and fury.

"My worthy uncle is already nearly nad," | cried aloud. "This
woul d finish him By sone accident he may nake the discovery; in which
case, we are both lost. Perish the fearful secret- let the flanes
forever bury it in oblivion."

| snatched up book and parchnment, and was about to cast theminto
the fire, when the door opened and ny uncle entered.

| had scarcely tinme to put down the w etched docunents before ny
uncle was by my side. He was profoundly absorbed. H s thoughts were
evidently bent on the terrible parchnment. Some new conbi nation had
probably struck himwhile taking his wal k.

He seated hinself in his arnchair, and with a pen began to make an
al gebrai cal calculation. | watched himw th anxi ous eyes. My flesh
crawm ed as it becanme probable that he woul d di scover the secret.

Hi s combinations | knew now were usel ess, | having discovered the
one only clue. For three nortal hours he continued w thout speaking
a word, w thout raising his head, scratching, rewiting, calculating
over and over again. | knew that in time he nust hit upon the right
phrase. The letters of every al phabet have only a certai n nunber of
combi nations. But then years m ght el apse before he would arrive at
the correct solution

Still time went on; night cane, the sounds in the streets ceased-
and still ny uncle went on, not even answering our worthy cook when
she call ed us to supper

| did not dare to | eave him so waved her away, and at |ast fel
asl eep on the sofa.

When | awoke ny uncle was still at work. His red eyes, his pallid

countenance, his nmatted hair, his feverish hands, his hectically



flushed cheeks, showed how terrible had been his struggle with the

i mpossi bl e, and what fearful fatigue he had undergone during that |ong
sl eepless night. It made ne quite ill to | ook at him Though he was
rather severe with nme, | loved him and ny heart ached at his
sufferings. He was so overcone by one idea that he could not even

get in a passion! Al his energies were focused on one point. And
knew t hat by speaking one little word all this suffering would

cease. | could not speak it.

My heart was, nevertheless, inclining towards him Wy, then, did
| remain silent? In the interest of ny uncle hinself.

"Not hi ng shall make me speak,” | nuttered. "He will want to foll ow
in the footsteps of the other! | know himwell. H's inmagination is a
perfect volcano, and to nmeke discoveries in the interests of geol ogy
he woul d sacrifice his life. I will therefore be silent and strictly
keep the secret | have discovered. To reveal it would be suicidal
He woul d not only rush, hinself, to destruction, but drag nme with
him™

I crossed ny arns, | ooked anot her way and snoked- resol ved never
to speak.

When our cook wanted to go out to market, or on any other errand,
she found the front door |ocked and the key taken away. Was this
done purposely or not? Surely Professor Hardwi gg did not intend the
old woman and nyself to become martyrs to his obstinate will. Wre
we to be starved to death? A frightful recollection cane to ny mnd
Once we had fed on bits and scraps for a week while he sorted sone
curiosities. It gave nme the cranp even to think of it!

I wanted ny breakfast, and | saw no way of getting it. Still ny
resolution held good. | would starve rather than yield. But the cook
began to take nme seriously to task. Wat was to be done? She coul d not
go out; and | dared not.

My uncl e continued counting and witing; his imagination seened to
have translated himto the skies. He neither thought of eating nor

drinking. In this way twelve o' clock cane round. | was hungry, and



there was nothing in the house. The cook had eaten the last bit of
bread. This could not go on. It did, however, until two, when ny
sensations were terrible. After all, | began to think the docunent
very absurd. Perhaps it mght only be a gigantic hoax. Besides, sone
means woul d surely be found to keep ny uncle back from attenpting
any such absurd expedition. On the other hand, if he did attenpt
anything so quixotic, |I should not be conpelled to acconpany him
Anot her line of reasoning partially decided nme. Very likely he would
make t he discovery hinself when | should have suffered starvation
for nothing. Under the influence of hunger this reasoning appeared
admrable. | determined to tell all

The question now arose as to how it was to be done. | was stil
dwel ling on the thought, when he rose and put on his hat.

What! go out and | ock us in? Never

"Uncle," | began.

He did not appear even to hear ne.

"Professor Hardwigg," | cried.

"What," he retorted, "did you speak?"

"How about the key?"

"VWhat key- the key of the door?

"No- of these horrible hieroglyphics?

He | ooked at ne from under his spectacles, and started at the odd
expression of ny face. Rushing forward, he clutched me by the arm
and keenly exam ned ny countenance. H's very | ook was an
i nterrogation.

I sinply nodded.

Wth an incredul ous shrug of the shoul ders, he turned upon his heel
Undoubt edly he thought | had gone nad.

"I have nmade a very inportant discovery."”

H s eyes flashed with excitenent. His hand was lifted in a
menaci ng attitude. For a nonment neither of us spoke. It is hard to say
whi ch was nost excited.

"You don't nean to say that you have any idea of the neaning of



