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JOURNEY TO THE CENTRE OF THE EARTH

Introduction

Jules Verne was born in northern France in 1828. He went to study
law in Paris, as his father had done. But as well as studying, he began
to do what he really wanted — to write.

Jules Verne wrote several plays and some of them were
performed on the Paris stage. In 1857, he married a widow with
two young sons. He continued to work and write, because ile had a
family to support.

In 1862, Jules Verne wrote his first travel adventure, Five
Weeks in a Balloon. It soon became very popular. From then on,
Verne wrote for the same publisher, called Hetzel. In 1864, Journey to
the Centre of the Farth was published. This book tells the story of
Professor Lidenbrock and his nephew, Axel, who make a terrifying
journey into an extinct volcano — right into the centre of the Earth.
The book was made into a film in 1959.

Jules Verne wrote over sixty more novels before his death, in
1905. The best-known of these are Twenty Thousand Leagues under
the Sea (1869) and Around the World in Eighty Days (1873).
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JOURNEY TO THE CENTRE OF THE EARTH

CHAPTER ONE

The strange parchment

One Sunday morning at the end of May, my uncle, Professor
Lidenbrock, came rushing back to his house half an hour earlier
than usual. He flung down his hat and walking stick and went into
his study.

“Axel!” he called. “Follow me.”

I followed him, glancing around as I waited for him to speak.
The study was like a museum, full of metals, minerals and rocks.
My uncle was a Professor of Mineralogy at the nearby university.

“1 found this in a bookshop this morning!” he said at last,
holding up a huge old book. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

“Splendid! ” I replied, trying to sound enthusiastic. “What is
this wonderful book about?”

“This book,” my uncle replied excitedly, “is by a famous
Icelandic writer from the twelfth century. ”

“Is it a translation?” I asked.

“What?” he roared. “What would I be doing with a translation?
It is in Icelandic, written in the alphabet once used in that country.
Come and look!”

I was just leaning over the book to see these strange letters
when a dirty piece of parchment slipped from its pages on to the
floor. My uncle picked it up and unfolded it carefully. It was
covered with columns of letters I did not recognise. He took out his

magnifying glass and started to examine them.
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“Sit down, Axel,” he said. “I am going to call out the letters
as they would be in our alphabet. Write them down carefully. ”

This is what I wrote:

mm . rulls esreuel
sgtssmf unteief
kt , samn atrateS
emtnael nuaect
Atvaar . nscre
ccdrmi eeutul
dt, iac oseibo

seeclde
niedrke
Saodrrn
rrilSa
ieaabs

frantu
KediiY

“The first letter is a double m,” my uncle said,, “and that
wasn’t added to the Icelandic language until two hundred years after
this book was written. One of the book’s owners must have left it

here. But who?”
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My uncle examined the book carefully once more. On the back

of the second page was a stain

like an inkblot. He studied it closely.

“Arne Saknussemm!” he cried in triumph. “A famous Icelandic
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scientist from the sixteenth century!”

He looked at the words I had written for him. “They would
make sense if I knew how to rearrange them,” he muttered. “I
shall not eat or sleep until I discover what they mean. Nor will you,
Axel!”

As I stood there, I glanced at the portrait of Griuben on the
wall. Gréuben was a charming girl with blue eyes and blonde hair,
and I loved her dearly. My uncle was her guardian, but he did not
know that we were secretly engaged. Suddenly, my uncle thumped
the table with his fist and brought me back down to earth.

“What if the letters were written down the page instead of
across it!” he cried. “Write a sentence, Axel, down the page, in

five or six columns. ” [ wrote:

I o m y i r
/ u u d t d
o v c e t u
v e h a ) b
e r , r e e
y y m { G n

“Now write it out, reading each line across, ” my uncle said. I

obeyed, with the following result:
lomyir luudti ovcetu vehalb er, ree yymiGn

“Splendid! ” my uncle cried, snatching the paper out of my
hand. “Now all I have to do is to read the first letter of each word,
then the second letter of each word, and so on.” And to his great
surprise — and mine — he read out: “I love you very much, my dear
little Grauben. ”

“Is this true, Axel?”
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“Yes, er, no!” I replied, confused.
Luckily, my uncle was more interested in the mysterious code.
“Well, ” he said, “let’s apply my method to the parchment. 7
My uncle gave a loud cough and started to read the letters as he
had done mine:

mmessunkaSenrA . icefdoK . segnittamurtn
ecertserrette , rotaivsadua , ednecsedsadne
lacartniiilulsiratracSarbmutabiledmek
meretarcsilucoYsleffenSnl

“It still doesn’t make sense!” he shouted angrily.

He ran from his study and disappeared through the front door
as fast as his legs would carry him. After he had gone, I1-began to
think about the words I had written down from the parcﬁment. |
picked them up and studied them for a long time. | fanned myself
with the piece of paper, gazing at the strange words as they floated
for a moment before my eyes. That moment told me the secret! I
read out the whole sentence aloud — backwards!

“Oh no!” I cried, trembling with terror. “If I tell my uncle
what the parchment says, he will want to go straight away. Nothing
will stop him. He will take me and we will never come back! I shall
not tell him what I have found out. ” .

When my uncle came back, he worked on the code through the
night and most of the next day. By two o’clock in the afternoon, I
gave in. Hunger had beaten me. “Uncle, ” ] began, “yesterday, by
chance...”

I handed him the sheet of paper on which I had copied the
rearranged words, first in Latin, then in German. My uncle read it
quickly. When he had finished, he jumped into the air as if he had
received an electric shock. Then he sank into his armchair. “Let’s

L) 10 L
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have something to eat,” he said, “then you can pack my bags. ” He
paused for a minute. “And your own!”

At his words, a shudder went through my body. I picked up the
piece of paper and read it again:

Descend into the volcanic crater of Sneffells Yokul, brave
traveller , over which the shadow of Scartaris falls at the end of June,
and you will reach the centre of the earth. I have done this.

Arne Saknussemm

A -3 pRmrgn

5 BR— N EBFER, RRXRERELBLTEEARY, LE
BETHNE, I FEFRES, #TBE,

“EIEER” MAEE, “BRXK. 7

KPR, SHMHE, RBONNE, BEYHES—EEYE,
EHERE. TRMER, ﬂl“eliﬁﬁ N G

“2 b, BRERERETEMN RXBEFE—AEENAS,
“/E:EEE—HE:)”

“EIF1” REE, BHRERIE, “XABET, SO

GRAHIG,” MR NESHERE, “B 12 1 ERNKSERSH,

“SAFE?” RIEE,

“Uur” BRAGER, “BE—ABFFHL? XEASEKR, A
KEEREHHLZERM. TREE!”

BWTG, WEBEED L HIRT, KL SHERRRMBHBTH
X, EEM . RRXEEFRLE, OMEF, KLEBLITFE, IEFEAL
B, MRBEHASE, FEHRER,

“UT, [ERE, 7 il “BERNNZERSHIEFE, R*%
5, BiAE, ” THERE THXZ:
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mm . rnlls esreuel seeclde
sgtssmf unteief niedrke
kt ,samn atrateS Saodrrn
emtnael nuaect rrilSa
Atvaar . nscrc ieaabs
ccdrmi eeutul frantu
dt, iac oseibo Kediiy

“B—AFEREFE N m, 7 RRWRE, “T2, BRAE 200 FixNF
BABMNKE L, —ERBHUEIAS TH. SE2HEE?”

B SFAMIEBRE T —B, PHE_NEHAE ST, RG2S
o MNBIAFHETARER, “FTE - FERIUR” MREB AL AR
W, “2KS 16 HEEAMREISR” .

RRHEERS THXTR, “HE T EHHFENREEETFY
B, ” fbMRE, “RFEHEAE, RENEREN T, HRE2, HEE!”

RIEEIRIL, &7 —IRIE RSB HNER, BRERSLER, +9%
A BREE, MXBHHOBEPA, AARMERINCEETEE, R
R, MR EBES TR HERST, ERRNE PSR,

“BEIRAS, LFFEESTRE!” MRXAME, “ZEK LG
¥, PER, SREAH. ” RS,

I o m y i r
l u u d t a
o 1% c e t u
v e h a [ b
e r , r e e
y y m ) G n

“WMEFER, BT, " WXBWE, REMENETEXF—17F:
Iomyir luudtd ovcetu vehalb er, ree yymIiGn

“U17 RMREIE, NEFEFIRA, “WE, HEBHOBRR TEL
FMEEANE—NTE, REE-ANFE, KitEE, ” SRRK—FFH
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Kiz—FHRERESE: “WEFTER, REMNKRTH, 7

“XEEM, [ '

“BHY, T2, T WEE, BELR.

%ﬁﬁl O IGEE R, “HBAL 7 M, “FRIANIVER S
RKFE LK, 7

MRARE—F, XNEFEEEXR, RERENMRTFE .

mmessunkaSenrA . icefdoK . segnittamurtn
ecertserrette , rotaivsadua, ednecsedsadne
lacartniiiluJsiratracSarbmutabiledmek

meretarcsilucoYsleffenSnl

“MRZBARBNXN” IRXFAMIAHEIE,

B BE, —BEMAERIT, HET. RXER, BEEBCHK
EFRAETHXNF. HEEXFRTRA, XBEBEXK, BUELX L
e REXFTREAZRAT. AL, HAHFT! T GF
RKERTHEX—MEER!

“I, RN FRM—FE, MEESGRER, “HIFURERLS T
AR, fiaZ MR R, AhIBEILEM, tBeH L3, BH
BEART ! REEFMBIRE T HR, 7

BRERE, RSB, 5%KE, TR EEZRXRK¥ER, BT
T2 2%, BINEER, EXET. “NH” RAFRWIE, “BEX, &t

HIEAKIRELML, K EEFANT X BEXHETENAIGEHN
XFo, RRXAPiEL, ExE, wREEE— HEETE%, RIERAKTF
BN, “EMNIERAKRA, ” ks, “RERELIWIETF. 7 iE 7T —
=JL, “EHRH”

rEIhasE, RSB, HEEIKEK, LT —E:

MEFEH - BT Kb e Tk, FEGHEITE, 536 A RMwitfl i)
MEXZE XL, FEREM S, ROLE2HTT,
WTE - B E
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CHAPTER TwO

We reach Iceland

I decided to try to stop my uncle. “There is nothing to prove that
the parchment is genuine,” I said. “Perhaps Arne Saknussemm is
playing a joke.”

“A joke!” my uncle cried. “He was a famous man in the
sixteenth century. He travelled all over the world. ”

“I have never heard of the names, Yokul and Sneffells,” I
went on. '

“Take down the third atlas on the fourth shelf,” he replied.

“It has the best map of Iceland. ”

I did as he asked and found the map.

“You can see that there are volcanoes all over Iceland,” he
said. “Yokul means glacier in Icelandic. Most volcanic eruptions in
Iceland must push through the layers of ice in the glaciers. So the
word is also used to describe the volcanoes in that country. ”

He traced his finger north along the west coast of Iceland.

“That is Sneffells,” he announced, “and this is Scartaris, one of
its peaks. It will become the most famous volcano in the world if its
crater leads to the centre of the Earth.”

“But that’s impossible! ” I cried, “the crater must be full of
lava and burning rocks and...”

“Sneffells is an extinct volcano. It has not erupted since
1229,” my uncle told me calmly.

“All right,” I said, “this man, Saknussemm, he may have

o 14
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gone into the crater, he may have secen the shadow of Scartaris
touch it, but he could not have reached the centre of the Earth and
come back alive!”

“And why not?” asked my uncle, crossly.

“Scientists know that for every seventy feet below the Earth’s
surface, the temperature rises about one degree,” I said. “So we
know that the temperature at the centre of the Earth must be over
two million degrees. ”

“And so you are afraid of melting away?” my uncle laughed.

“Nobody really knows what is going on inside the Earth. We might
discover that the scientists were wrong. In any case,” he said, “we
shall see for ourselves. ”

I came out of my uncle’s study in a daze. Was my uncle a
madman or a genius? I decided to go for a walk, and as I walked., I
caught sight of Grauben.

“What’s the matter, Axel?” she asked, noticing the worried
expression on my face.

I told her. For a few moments, she remained silent. “Axel,”
she said at last. “It will be a wonderful journey, a journey worthy
of a scientist’s nephew. ”

“You mean, you want me to go?” I cried.

Grauben nodded and I, tired out by the day’s emotions, said no
more about it.

“It’s only May, ” I told myself. “The end of June is a long way
off. Many things could change my uncle’s mind by then. ” But when
I reached home, he was packing.

“Are we going, then?” I murmured.

“Yes, you idiot!” he cried. “The day after tomorrow. It is not

easy to get to Iceland from Germany!”
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Our journey was long and slow. As soon as we had reached
Denmark, my uncle searched the harbour in Copenhagen for a ship
that would take us to Iceland. To my great disappointment, there
was one leaving almost immediately. We left port on 2 June and
arrived in Iceland ten days later. Before we left the ship, my uncle
dragged me on to the deck and pointed to a high mountain with a
double snow-covered peak. “That is Sneffells!” he cried. “Things
are going well. ”

On 16 June, at five o’clock in the morning, the neighing of
four horses under my window woke me up. I dressed quickly and
went down into the street. Our Icelandic guide, Hans, was loading
the last of our luggage. An hour later, everything was ready. We
climbed on to our horses and set off under a cloudy sky. At first,
the pleasure of riding put me in a good mood. “Where’s the risk in
visiting an extinct volcano?” I asked myself.
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