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24-oro mad 1863-ro roma Mod uncle, mpodeccop OrTo
Jlunenopok, rushed into eoit Heboabmoi KoM B amGypre. OH 6b11
professor B MoranHeyme  uTan cepuio Jeuuit o mineralogy. Ero
TnpenojaBanye npeanogaraio benefit umexHo cebe, a He apyrum. OH
0bl1 yuéHblil egotist. B l'epmanuu MHoro professors Takoro copra.
WUwma Jlunen6pok honourably ynomuHatoceh B KoJieaxax 1 learned
societies. Bosiee Toro: Mol mAnA ObLI KypaTopoM Mysesd mineralo-
gy, 0CHOBaHHOT0 poccuiickuM ambassador; neHHenmei collection,
npocJaBieHHOH 1o Beeit EBpore.

~coere—

ambassador — mocoa

benefit — npunOCHTH MOAB3Y
collection — xoaaekmust

egotist — aroucr

honourably — yBasxuTeapHO

learned societies — HayuHble obmecTBa
mineralogy — MuHepasorus

professor — mpodeccop

rush into — BopBarbcs
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On the 24th of May, 1863, my uncle, Professor Otto Liedenbrock,
rushed into his little house in Hamburg. He was professor at the Jo-
hannaeum, and was delivering a series of lectures on mineralogy.
His teaching was to benefit himself, not others. He was a learned
egotist. Germany has many professors of this sort. The name of
Liedenbrock was honourably mentioned in colleges and learned
societies. Moreover, my uncle was the curator of the museum of
mineralogy formed by the Russian ambassador; a most valuable
collection, the fame of which is European.

uncle — asga4g
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OH ObL1 BBICOKUM YeJOBEKOM, iron TeJ0CH0KEeHUA CO CBETIO0H
koxeil. Ero restless riasa 3a oukamu mpe6biBajgy B HENPePbIBHOM
motion. Ero JJMHHBIA TOHKUK HOC IOXO1J Ha Je3BKe knife.

Ox lived B ¢cBoéM HeGoJbmoM foMe Ha KéHurmrpacee, 3To 66110
coopyxenue half brick and half wood. [lna Hemenkoro mpogeccopa
MO# JAadA Obla tolerably Gorar. JloM 1 Beé, 4T0 HAXOAUJIOCh B HEM,
ABJANOCH €I'0 c00CTBeHHOCTHIO0: ero god-daughter [peTxeH, feBylika
Jer cemHanuary, Mapra u f1. Byayyu ero mieMaHHUKOM ¥ CHPOTOH, S
ctaJ ero laboratory assistant. B Moux BeHax TekJsa KpoBb mineralo-
gist, ¥ epeu cBoKX specimens A GbLT BCEIa CYACTIMB.

"Q@’(‘)t(jw

god-daughter — xpecrHua
half brick and half wood — HamoaoBuHY 13 KupITIYa, HATOAOBUHY
Hu3 A€peBa

iron — >xeAe30

knife — nox

laboratory assistant — aa6opasr

live — >xuTp

mineralogist — MuHepoaor

motion — ABMJKeHHE

restless — 6eCrIOKOMHBII

specimen — OKCIIOHAT, o6pa3eu

tolerably — cpaBHuTeAbHO

o L

He was a tall man, of an iron constitution, and with a fair com-
plexion. His restless eyes were in incessant motion behind his
spectacles. His long, thin nose was like a knife blade.

He lived in his own little house in Konigstrasse, a structure half
brick and half wood. My uncle was tolerably rich for a German pro-
fessor. The house was his own, and everything in it: his god-daugh-
ter Grauben, a young girl of seventeen, Martha, and myself. As his
nephew and an orphan, I became his laboratory assistant. The
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blood of a mineralogist was in my veins, and in the midst of my
specimens I was always happy.

*
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2.

Onmaxnpl A Boméam B ero study. OH moxXogusa Ha museum.
BceBo3MoKHBIE 00pa3IIbI JEKAJIH Ha CBOMX MECTaX B COBEPIIEHHOM
order 1 ObLIX aKKypaTHO MOANKCAHBI, padneaeHHble Ha inflamma-
ble, MeTasnyeckue u lithoid minerals.

Mot nana cumen B velvet Kpecsie ¥ ¢MOTPeS Ha HEKYI0 KHUIY ¢
ABHBIM admiration.

«Kakaa norpsacaomas kuura) Kakas sameyaresbHas KHUral — was
exclaiming oH. — BaraAnu-kal fI o6sanaw priceless coxpoBuiem,
KOTOpO€e 00HAPYKHUII CETOIHA YTPOM B KHHIKHOM MarasuHe”.

«BeJMKoJIenHO» — OTBETHJ I, yMeJI0 BbIKa3bIBasA MPUTBOPHBIM
enthusiasm.

Yro MHe o 3Toro craporo, odmayénHoro B rough calf, kéroro,
faded Toma?

oGS

admiration — BocxueHue
enthusiasm — sHTy3Ha3M

exclaim — BockaHIIaTh

faded — BrIBeTIIMIT

inflammable — BocmaamMensromuitics
lithoid minerals — xamMHeBHAHbBIE MHHEPAABL
museum — My3en

order — mopsA0K

priceless — 6ecreHHbIit

rough calf — rpy6as xoxa

study — xabuner

velvet — Gapxar

V@&CSV
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One day I came to his study. It was like a museum. Specimens of
every kind lay there in their places in perfect order, and correctly
named, divided into inflammable, metallie, and lithoid minerals.

My uncle was sitting in a velvet armchair, and was looking at a
book with intense admiration.

“Here’s a remarkable book! What a wonderful book!” he was
exclaiming. “Don’t you see? I have got a priceless treasure, that I
found his morning, in the bookshop.”

“Magnificent!” I replied, with a good imitation of enthusiasm.

Why worry about this old, bound in rough calf, a yellow, faded
volume?

*
kk

«IloemoTpy, — mpopomxas npogeccop. — Isn’t it a beauty? Ja;
npocTo pockomHo! Thl Korga-HUOYAb BuAea Takoid binding? Passe
9Ta KHUT2 He OTKpbIBaeTcs cToab easily? [la; oHa mepmutes Ha
J060M oTKpbITOM MecTe. Ho Tak Jiu ona xopouio shut? [la; mocKoJbKy
the binding and the leaves xopomo nogorHanbl. Y B3riAHu Ha eé
3aJ[HI0N0 4acTh, — M 3T0 cmycTd seven hundred Jet!»

fl 3anan question o coepKaHNU KHUTH, XOTA ¥ HE YYBCTBOBAJ HHU
MaJjieimero interest.

«M Kax e HasbIBaeTeA 3Ta marvelous pabota?» — CIpoCHII A.

«Jra paboTa, — OTBETHJ MOW JAmdA, — aTa pabora — «XerdMme
Kpunrsa» CHoppe TypJaecona, camoro uaBectHoro Ieelandic aBropa
IBeHajuaroro crogetusal dto chronicle HOpBEXCKUX IpPaBUTEJEH,
kotopble ruled B Ucaangun».

~cogFeo

binding — mepemaér
chronicle — xponrka
easily — aerxo

Icelandic — ucaanpckmit
interest — uHTEpeC
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Isn’t it a beauty? — Hy pasBe oHa He npexpacHa?
leaves — AnCTBI

marvelous — U3yMUTeABHBI

question — Bompoc

rule — mpaBuTh

seven hundred — cembcor

shut — sakpsiBarbcst
- \vog(sv -

“See,” the Professor went on. “Isn’t it a beauty? Yes; splendid!
Did you ever see such a binding? Doesn’t the book open easily? Yes;
it stops open anywhere. But does it shut equally well? Yes; for the
binding and the leaves are flush. And look at its back, after seven
hundred years!”

I asked a question about its contents, although I did not feel the
slightest interest.

“And what is the title of this marvelous work?” I asked.

“This work,” replied my uncle, “this work is the Heims Kring-
la of Snorre Turlleson*, the most famous Icelandic author of the
twelfth century! It is the chronicle of the Norwegian princes who
ruled in Iceland.”

*
k3

«BoT KaK, — BOCKJIMKHYJI fl, — 3T0, padyMeeTcs, HeMelKui trans-
lation?»

«Yro! — sharply otBeTus mpocgeccop, — a translation! Yro mHe
neJarhb ¢ translation? dro Icelandic opurunanl»

«Ax! — cKasaJ A, — a X0poIl JIK type?»

«Type! Yro Thl moppasymeBaemb Ion MpugToM, wretched
Axcess? pudr! Tel nprHUMaes eé 3a EYATHYO KHUTY, ignorant
raynen? ITo pykomuch, Runic pykomues».

«Runic?

«[la. Mue HyxHo explain, 4To 3T0 TaKoe?”

*  CoBpeMeHHOMy uuTareJ0 OyleT CKopee 3HAKOMO Ha3BaHUE
Xeitmckpunraa, uan Kpyr 3emuoit. Mma aBropa B 6oJiee MPUBBIYHOM JJIA
Hac BapuaHTe 3By4HuT Kak CHoppu CTypaycoH.
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«KoHeyHo, HeT!» — 0TBETHJI A 00MKEHHBIM TOHOM.
Ho moii ngn4 continued.

W@tﬁw

continue — MPOAOAXATbH
explain — o6bsicHATH
Icelandic — ucaanpackmit
ignorant — HeBeXXeCTBEHHbIN
Runic — pynmyeckwuit
sharply — pesxo

translation — mepeBop

type — mpudr

wretched — HecwyacTHBIN

vaéﬁw

“Indeed;” I cried, “of course it is a German translation?”

“What!” sharply replied the Professor, “a translation! What can
I do with a translation? This is the Icelandic originall”

“Ah!” said [; “and is the type good?”

“Type! What do you mean by the type, wretched Axel? Type! Do
you take it for a printed book, you ignorant fool? It is a manuseript,
a Runic manuseript.”

“Runic?”

“Yes. Do I need to explain what that is?”

“Of course not,” I replied in the tone of an injured man.

But my uncle continued.

***

«PyHHY€eCKUMHU 3HAYKAMK MCNoJb3oBasrch B Meaanauu B former
ages. Onu 0bLIM M306peTeHsl, Kak ropopsar, camum Odin. [locmoTpu
CI0JIa U TI0Pa3uCh, I0HBIHA HeveCeTUBeL, X admire 3TUMY MHMCHMEHAMH,
u3o0pereHrem Scandinavian 6oral»

Hy, ny! fl yxe ObL1 ToTOB prostrate mepen aToil wonderful KHuroi,
KOTJla CaIyquJIcA HeOOJIbII0M MHLAAEHT, yBelIMi Gecefy B ipyroe channel.
U3 hosmanTa BhICKOMBb3HY IPA3HBII KI0YOK parchment ¥ ymaJ Ha moJL.
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«Y10 3T0?» — BOCKJAMKHYJ MOH uncle.
U oH momoxus1 Ha €TOJ 3TOT KI04OK mepramenta five inches by
three, yeeAHHbI KaKUMU-TO mysterious 3HaYKaMHU.

NCOY (")'t('}‘&l’)"“

admire — BocxumaTbcs

channel — pycao

five inches by three — pasmepom 5x3 afoitmoB
former ages — npesxHue BpeMeHa
mysterious — TauHCTBEHHbBIN
Odin — Opaun

parchment — mepramenT
prostrate — macTb HHUILY
Scandinavian — ckaHAMHABCKHIT
uncle — asgas

wonderful — 3ameuaTeAbHbI

“Runic characters were in use in Iceland in former ages. They were
invented, it is said, by Odin himself. Look there, and wonder, impious
young man, and admire these letters, the invention of the Seandina-
vian god!”

Well, well! I was going to prostrate myself before this wonder-
ful book, when a little incident happened to divert conversation
into another channel. A dirty slip of parchment slipped out of the
volume and fell upon the floor.

“What’s this?” eried my uncle.

And he laid out upon the table that piece of parchment, five
inches by three, with certain mysterious characters.

*
kk

IIpoheceop mpunonnsAn spectacles 1 06bABUI:

«JT0 pyHMYeCKUe NMChMEeHa; OHU B TOYHOCTH MOXOJAT Ha GYKBbI
u3 manuseript CHoppe Typaecona. Ho yro onu 3Havat? dro, certain-
ly, ApeBHEUCIAHCKHIH A3BIK>.
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BHezamHo HeOoJbIIMe Yachkl Ha fireplace mpo0uin gBa vaca.
B aroT mur gBeph B KaOMHET OTKpbLIA Hamla caaBHasd housekeeper
Maprta u ckazana:

«06en ready!»

flmocaenoBai 3a Heto M yceJsed Ha ¢Boe usual mecro. I mopoxpan
Heckosbko minutes. Ilpodeccop He mpuxoxui. OH HUKOrZA He
TNPOMYyCKaJ BaHYyH ceremonial 00eza.

«I have never seen such a thing, — ckasama Mapra. — I-H
Jlupenopok He 3a crojiom! IlporzoitnéT yro-To serious».

Ilocae o6ena A BepHyJes B study.

"“Q@’()t(—jw

ceremonial — nepemonus

certainly — onpeaeaeHHO

fireplace — xamun

housekeeper — pomomnpaBuTeAbHMIIA
I'have never seen such a thing. - Huxoraa mopo6uoro ne HabAropaa.
manuscript — pyKomnuch

minute — MHHyTa

ready — roroserit

serious — cepbE€3HbIN

spectacles — ouxu

study — xabuner

usual — o6bIaHbII

_7%6\?_

The Professor raised his spectacles and pronounced:

“These are Runic letters; they are exactly like those of the man-
uscript of Snorre Turlleson. But what is their meaning? It is cer-
tainly old Icelandic.”

Suddenly the little clock over the fireplace struck two o'clock.
At that moment our good housekeeper Martha opened the study
door, and said:

“Dinner is ready!”

I followed her, and sat in my usual place. I waited a few minutes.
Professor did not come. He had never missed the important cere-
monial of dinner.
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“I have never seen such a thing,” said Martha. “M. Liedenbrock
is not at table! Something serious is going to happen.”
After the dinner, [ came back to the study.

*
k3

3.

«Undoubtedly, aTo pyHbpl, — CcKas3al mpodeccop, — HO 31ech
3aKJI0YeHa HeKad secret, U A XUy HAlTH KIoy».

OH 3aK0HYMJI IPeIoKeHHKe Violent gesture.

«Camuen TaM, — added oH, — cafuch TaM U ALK,

fl cen.

«Cefiyac A mpoxuKkTyl0 Tebe Bee OyKBHI Hamero alphabet,
cooTHOcAmueca ¢ atuMu leelandic 3naykamu. IloemoTpum, 4o 310
Ham give».

The dictation Hayasacs. I did my best. ByksbI cpinanuce one af-
ter the other, u mosmyunnes Taxkoi mpuMeyaTenbHbIN result:

mm.rnlls esrevel seeclde
sgtssmf vnteief niedrke
kt, samn atrateS saodrrn
emtnael nvaect rrilSa
Atsaar.nvere ieaabs
cermi eevtV] frAntv

dt, iac oseibo Kediil

’*(z?@'iﬁqu*

add — po6aBurp

alphabet — aa¢asur

dictation — AMKTOBKa

give — paBaTh

I did my best. — I crapaacs Kak MOT.
Icelandic — mcaanpckuit

one after the other — opna 3a Apyroi
result — pesyasrar

secret — TariHa
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undoubtedly — HecomHeHHO
violent gesture — BAACTHBIM >XeCT

M O

“Undoubtedly it is Runie,” said the Professor; “but there is a
secret in it, and [ want to discover the key.”

Aviolent gesture finished the sentence.

“Sit there,” he added “Sit there, and write.”

I sat.

“Now I will dictate to you every letter of our alphabet which
corresponds with each of these Icelandic characters. We will see
what that will give us.”

The dictation commenced. I did my best. Every letter came one
after the other, with the following remarkable result:

mm.rnlls esrevel seeclde
sgtssmf vnteief niedrke
kt, samn atrateS saodrrn
emtnael nvaect rrilSa
Atsaar.nvere ieaabs
cermi eevtVl frAntv
dt, iac oseibo Kediil

***

Korna work 6buia 3akoH4eHa, uncle BoIpBaJ y MeHA JHUCTOK U
HoJroe BpeMmA attentively ero usyyad.

«Yro Beé aTo mean? — mechanically enpocud oH.

fl He mor emy HudeM help.

«JT0 TO, YTO HA3BIBAIOT cryptogram, WM WH(POM, — CKazal
0H, — IJie OYKBBI purposely pas6pocaHsl B Gecropsmke. 3a 3T0H jar-
g0on MOeT CKpbIBaTheA KJI0Y K BeJaukoMy discovery!»

Yro e KacaeTes MeHdA, TO A MOAYMAJ, YTO TaM BooGuie nothing
HET; X0T4, of course, f TaK He CKa3aJL.



13 A Journey to the Centre of the Earth

W@tﬁ@y

attentively — BHUMaTeAbHO
cryptogram — KpHIITOrpamMma
discovery — orxporTne

help — nomorars

jargon — Tapabapmuna

mean — O3Ha4aTh
mechanically — mexanudecku
nothing — Huyero

of course — KoHe4HO
purposely — mpeaHaMepeHHO
uncle — aspa

work — pabora

NZOACRY”

When this work was ended my uncle tore the paper from me and
examined it attentively for a long time.

“What does it all mean?” he asked mechanically.

I could not help him.

“This is what is called a cryptogram, or cipher,” he said, “in
which letters are purposely thrown in confusion. Behind this jar-
gon there may lie the clue to some great discovery!”

As for me, I thought that there was nothing at all, in it; though,
of course, I did not say so.

***

Torpa npodeccop B3fAx KHUTY ¢ parchment W TwaTeJbHO com-
pared them together.

«JTH tWo TeKeTa HANMCaHbI He OJIHON U Toi e hand, — cka3an
oH, — cipher co3zan mo3nHee kuuru. Mexzy manuseript u aTum
HoKymeHTOM two hundred mer».

fagreed.
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«Mory imagine, — npomoJaJ AAas, — YT TAMHCTBEHHbIE OYKBBI
Hanueasa HeKUi possessor aToi KHurk. Ho keM GbL1 TOT possessor?
YxasaHo Ju B manuscript ero uma

Jlapa npumonHAn spectacles W TmwareJbHO HceaemoBad blank
pages kHurd. Ha nepenneit cropoHe title-page oH eMor pasauduTh
Hekue letters.

NCOT @1{5@9"“

agree — COTAACHUTBCSI
blank pages — umcrbie cTpaHuIbI
cipher — mup

compared them together — cpaBauA ux

hand — pyxa
imagine — IpeACTaBUTD
letter — 6yxBa

manuscript — pyKoImuch
parchment — mepramenT
possessor — obAapaTeAb
spectacles — ouku

title-page — TUTYABHDII ABICT
two — ABa

two hundred — aBectu

Then the Professor took the book and the parchment, and dili-
gently compared them together.

“These two writings are not by the same hand,” he said; “the
cipher is of later date than the book. There are two hundred years
between the manuscript and the document.”

[ agreed.

“I can imagine,” continued my uncle, “that some possessor of
this book wrote these mysterious letters. But who was that posses-
sor? Is there his name in the manuscript?”

My uncle raised his spectacles, and carefully examined the
blank pages of the book. On the front the title-page, he could dis-
tinguish some letters.



15 A Journey to the Centre of the Earth
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«Apne CakHyceem! — in triumph BOCKIMKHYJ 0H. — IT0 UMA APYTOTO
Icelander, yuéHoro mectHaguaToro Bexa, 3HaMmeHuToro alchemist!»

fl ¢ admiration moemoTpeds Ha AAL0.

«Jtu alchemists, — mpomoJkus oH, — ABHIIeHHA, BakoH, JIyJuui,
[Tapanesne, 6bIIM HACTOAWIMMU M €MHCTBEHHBIMH Savants cBOEro
BpeMeHd. OHu Ienanu discoveries, KOTOPbIM Mbl IHOpamaeMes.
PaaBe aror CakHycceM He CKpbLI MO cryptogram HeKoe YyLecHoe
1300peTeHne? ITO TaK, 3TO JONHKHO ObITh TaK!”

«No doubt, — 1 0TBeTHJI, — HO I0YEMY OH CKpbLI ¢BO& marvelous
discovery?

«[Toyemy? Ilouemy? How can I tell? Pazse Galileo He cmeman
Toro e camoro ¢ CarypHom? Iloemorpum. fl reveal TaiiHy artoro
LOKyMeHTa, f He Oy[y HU cIIaTh, HU eat»

CoO[GST

admiration — BocxumeHue
alchemist — aaxumux
cryptogram — KpHITOrpamMMma
discovery — orxpsrTue

eat — ecTb

Galileo — Taamaen

How can I tell? — Yro mue ckazaTb?
Icelander — ncaanper

in triumph — no6eaHo
marvelous — yAUBATEAbHBII
No doubt. — Bes comHenus.
reveal — packpbiTh

savant — y4€HbIN

- \%@6@@* -

“Arne Saknussemm!” he cried in triumph. “That is the name of
another Icelander, a savant of the sixteenth century, a celebrated
alchemist!”

I gazed at my uncle with admiration.
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“Those alchemists,” he resumed, “Avicenna, Bacon, Lully, Para-
celsus, were the real and only savants of their time. They made
discoveries at which we are astonished. Has not this Saknussemm
concealed under his eryptogram some surprising invention? It is
s0; it must be so!”

“No doubt,” I replied, “but why did he hide so marvelous discovery?”

“Why? Why? How can I tell? Did not Galileo do the same with
Saturn? We shall see. I will reveal the secret of this document, and
I will neither sleep nor eat!”

***

f mor Ha 310 TOJIBbKO cKa3aTk: «01»

«First of all, Mbl ZOMKHBI y3HATb KJIIOY K 3TOMy cipher; aTo He
IoskHo ObITh difficult».

IIpu aTHX caoBax 4 quickly mogHAM rosoBy.

«Her nothing serde. B atom noxymente hundred and thirty-two
OYKBBL CeMbJIeCAT CeMb consonants U NATbAECAT IATh Vowels. Takum
00pazom, 310 Hekui southern A3bik. Ho Kakoit uMeHHO 310 language?

fl cmotpeua Ha letters.

«dror CakHyceeM, — TpojoJHan mpodeccop, — ObLT 0YeHb
well-informed JesoBeKoM; M03TOMY OH IUCaJ He Ha ¢BOEM mother
tongue, a BblOpas JateiHb. The savants meeTHajguaroro century
00bIYHO M CANIH Ha JaTbIHU. UTaK, 3T0 JaThIHb”.

~cogFeo

century — Bek

cipher — mu¢p

consonants — coraacHble

difficult — TpyaHsIi1

first of all — mpesxxae Bcero

hundred and thirty-two — cro Tpupuars ABa
language — s13p1x

letter — 6yxBa

mother tongue — poaHOI1 sI3bIK

nothing — Hudero
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quickly — 6picTpo

savant — y4€HbIN

southern — roxxHBII

vowels — raacHsre

well-informed — apyaupoBaHHbIit
TSSO

My comment on this was “Oh!”

“First of all we must find out the key to this cipher; that cannot
be difficult.”

At these words I quickly raised my head.

“There’s nothing easier. In this document there are a hundred
and thirty-two letters: seventy-seven consonants and fifty-five vow-
els. So this is a southern language. But what language is it?”

I was looking at the letters.

“This Saknussemm,” the Professor went on, “was a very well-in-
formed man; so he was not writing in his own mother tongue, he se-
lected Latin. The savants of the sixteenth century generally wrote
in Latin. So it is Latin.”

*
kk

fl moxckouua B cBoéM chair. Itu barbarous ej0Ba mpuHaIexaT
caaocTHoMy language Beprusua!

«lla, aT0 JaThiHb, — MpoAoJkaa uncle, — Ho arto confused,
OecropaAnovHas JaTeib. — JaBaii noemorpum carefully. 3nech paxn
CTa TPUALATH ABYX OYKB, OHM HaxoAATcA B apparent 6ecnopanke. Ux
arrangement BO3HHKJIA MaTeMaTHYeCKd W MOAYUHAETCA unknown
3aKoHy. 00JamarIui KIw4oM K cipher GbpIcTpO IpOYMTAeT 3TOT
TeKeT. UTo e ABnderca key? AkceJib, Thl IOHAMAEIIb?»

fl He answered, u Tomy OblLiM cepbéaHble MpuuMHbL Mou eyes
YTy Ha 04apoBaTeJbHYH0 KapTiHy: portrait 'peTxen.

W@t@m"

answer — OTBeYaTh
apparent — ABHbBIN
arrangement — ITOCA€AOBAaTEABHOCTD
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barbarous — BapBapckuit
carefully — Timareasso
chair — crya

cipher — mu¢p

confused — neperyTaHHbIIN
eye — raas

key — xarou

language — s13p1K

portrait — moprper

uncle — asgas

unknown — Heu3BecTHbII

I jumped up in my chair. These barbarous words belong to the
sweet language of Virgil!

“Yes, it is Latin,” my uncle went on; “but this Latin is confused
and in disorder; “Let us examine carefully. Here is a series of one
hundred and thirty-two letters in apparent disorder. This arrange-
ment has arisen mathematically in obedience to the unknown law.
Whoever possesses the key of this cipher will read it with fluency.
What is that key? Axel, have you got it?”

I answered not a word, and for a very good reason. My eyes had
fallen upon a charming picture, the portrait of Grauben.

*
kK

Mb1 o6pyunnuch BraiiHe oT uncle. I'peTxeH ObL1 MpeKpacHOH
blue-eyed 6monnuukoil. 1 adored eé. Kaxnplit 1eHb 0HA moMorasa
MHe NMPUBOXUTH B TOPALOK Precious aKEIOHATHI MOEro IANHW; Mbl
BMecte labelled ux. Manemyasear I'perxeH Obuia accomplished
muHeposoroMm. Kak yacro A 3aBuzoBan stones, K KOTOPHIM OHa
NpUKacatach CBOMMHU 049apoBaTeNbHbIMY fingers.

«Her, HeT, HET, — BOCKIMKHYJ uncle, — B 3T0M HET HUKAKOI0
sensel»

3arem oH rushed into Kénurmrpacce 1 mobexas BOCBOACH.
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accomplished — omsrrHbI

adore — oboxarp

blue-eyed — roay6oraassrit

finger — maaer

label — moamnuceBaTh

precious — AparoljeHHbI

rush into — BbICKOUNTH

sense — CMBICA

stone — KaMeHb

uncle — asias

‘T/Qé@\v’

We had become engaged unknown to my uncle. Grauben was
a lovely blue-eyed blonde. As for me, I adored her. Every day she
helped me to arrange my uncle’s precious specimens; she and I la-
belled them together. Mademoiselle Grduben was an accomplished
mineralogist. How often I envied the stones which she handled with
her charming fingers.

“No, no, no,” eried my uncle, “there’s no sense in it!”

Then he rushed into the Kénigstrasse and fled.

*
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4.

«0H yména!» — kpuknysaa Mapra, Bei6eras us kitchen.

«Ila, — oTBeTHa A, — completely gone».

«Xopouo, a how about ero 06ena? — empocua cTapas CayHaHKa.

«0H He Oyzer 006eaTh”.

«A HacyéT supper?

«OH He OyZeT yKUHATH.

«Yro?» — BockaukHyaa Mapra, with clasped hands.

«Her, moa pmoporaa Mapra, oH Gosbiie He Oymer eat. Jand
JluneHoOpoK cobupaeTed paciugpoBsiBaTh undecipherable serawl».

«0, T'ocrogul»

Crapad cayxaHKa BepHyJIach Ha Kitchen.
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completely gone — ymréa coscem

eat — ecrTp

how about — kak Hacuér

kitchen — xyxus

supper — y>XHH

undecipherable scrawl — Hepas6opuuBbie KapakyAu
with clasped hands — BcriaecHys pyxamu

“7066%"
4,

“He is gone!” cried Martha, running out of her kitchen.

“Yes,” I replied, “completely gone.”

“Well; and how about his dinner?” said the old servant.

“He won’t have any.”

“And his supper?”

“He won’t have any.”

“What?” cried Martha, with clasped hands.

“No, my dear Martha, he will eat no more. Uncle Liedenbrock is
going to decipher an undecipherable scrawl.”

“Oh, my dear!”

The old servant returned to the kitchen.

*
kk

fl ocrasea oxun. Tor ApeBHMH HOKyMeHT kept working in my
brain. Mos rosoBa throbbed ot Bo30y#ueHus, 4 yyBcTBOBaJ Unde-
fined uneasiness.

fl B3 veTok Gymary ¢ mysterious letters 1 cHoBa ckasal cam cede:

«Yro BCE 3TO Mean?

fl mombITasEA CrPyNIUPOBATH OYKBbI, YTOOBI MOMYYUIUCH WOLdS.
CoBepmenHo impossible! A 3ambixancsa, mHe Tpe6oBagesa air. f
MalrHaJbHO fanned myself kycoukom Gymar, JuieBas 1 060pOTHAA
CTOPOHA KOTOPOTO successively MeJbKaJIu y MeHA epes eyes.
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air — BO3AyX

eye — raas

fanned myself — obmaxuBaacs

impossible — HeBO3MOXHO

kept working in my brain — He BBIXOA¥A Y MeHSI 113 TOAOBBI
mean — 3Ha4UTh

mysterious letters — TanHCTBeHHBIE IUCbMEHA
successively — 110 ouepean

throb — myascupoBars

undefined uneasiness — cMyTHOe 6€CIIOKONCTBO

word — caoBo
-v/%@\v-

I was alone. That old document kept working in my brain. My
head throbbed with excitement, and I felt an undefined uneasiness.

Itook the sheet of paper with mysterious letters; and I repeated
to myself,

“What does it all mean?”

I tried to group the letters so as to form words. Quite impossi-
ble! I was stifling; I wanted air. Unconsciously I fanned myself with
the bit of paper, the back and front of which successively came be-
fore my eyes.

***

KakoBo e 0bL10 MO surprise, KOrza Bo BpeMd 0ZHOTO M3 TeX
rapid JBUMHEHUH, KOTaa 000pOTHAA CTOPOHA JMCTKa Was turned to
me, MHe TIOKa3aJ10Ch, YTO A BPOZe Obl pa3JUyUI JaTUHCKUE Words
craterem, terrestre u Apyrue.

f1 Bmur ozapuseda light: A o6Hapyxua Koy K cipher! Yro0Ob
npouuTars document, He HyHO ObLIO JaxKe YUTATh ero ¢ 00paTHOH
croponbl. Mou eyes were dim, BuzeTs A Mor ¢ TpyaoMm. fl mosmomun
Oymary Ha table. CyeTa MTHOBEHHE £ yiKe MOT PaCKPbITh BeCh secret.

«Tenepb A read Beé 3T0”, — BOCKIMKHY.I .

fl HaKOHUJICA HAJl CTOJIOM M TPOMKO POYHMTAN BCE sentence.
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cipher — mup

document — poxymeHT

eyes were dim — raasa eABa YTO-AMOO Pa3AHYAAH
light — cBer

rapid — 6bICTpBI

read — ynTars

secret — cekper

sentence — mpeAAOKeHHe

surprise — yAUBAeHMe

table — croa

was turned to me — 6b1Aa obpaIeHa KO MHe

-W'

What was my surprise when, in one of those rapid revolutions,
at the moment when the back of the leaf was turned to me I thought
I noticed the Latin words “craterem,” “terrestre,” and others.

A sudden light burst in upon me; I had discovered the key to the
cipher! To read the document, it was not even necessary to read it
through the paper. My eyes were dim, I could scarcely see. I laid
the paper upon the table. At a glance I could tell the whole secret.

“Now I'll read it,” I eried.

Ileaned over the table; and I read the whole sentence aloud.

word — cAoBO

X
k%

«Ax! — Bekpuyan A4. — Ho Her! Her! Moit uncle Hukorna He
noJuxeH know aroro. OH mombiTaeres Bcé 00 aToM pasysHath. Ero He
clepKaTh U KaHaToM, ¢Togib determined reosoral OH otnpaBuTes B
yTh in spite of HU Ha YTo, HY HA KOTO; U OH BO3BMET ¢ ¢000¥ MeHd, 1
Mbl HUKOrZa He get back. Her, Hukorna! Hukorpal»

fl He Mor onKcaTh 0XBaTHBILIEE MEHA Over-excitement.

«Her! Het! — energetically uapéx 4. — M nockoabKy in my power
MOMeIaTh eMy Y3HaTh, A Tak U c¢feaw. I destroy aty Gymary».
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B hearth mepuan orons. fl yxe cobupasea 6pocuts Gymary B
coals, Korna fBepb kabuHera opened, ¥ MOABUJICA MOX JAAA.

W@i’@r\o"

coals — yrau
destroy — yHuuToxuTh
determined — permuTeAbHbII
energetically — ¢ uyBcTBOM
get back — BepHyTBCS
hearth — xamun
in my power — B MOeH BAACTH
in spite of — HecMoTpst
know — 3Hars
open — OTKPBITCS
over-excitement — 4pesBbIMafiHOe BOAHEHME
uncle — asiast
TN T

“Ah!” I cried. “But no! no! My uncle will never know it. He will
try to know all about it. Ropes will not hold him, such a determined
geologist as he is! He will start, in spite of everything and every-
body, and he will take me with him, and we will never get back. No,
never! never!”

My over-excitement was beyond all description.

“No! no!” I declared energetically; “and as it is in my power to
prevent the knowledge of it, I will do it. I will destroy this paper.”

There was a little fire on the hearth. I was about to fling the
paper upon the coals, when the study door opened, and my uncle
appeared.

X
k%

5.

fl BepHyn 3J0mOJYYHBIA NOKyMEeHT Ha table. ¥ mpodgeccopa
JluneH6poxa OblT BecbMa oTpeméHHbIA BuA. The mystical letters
He naBaju eMy nmokod. OH yeeJses B cBoe armehair u B3 pyuky. OH
NpuHAJCA mcaTh algebraic hopMynbL B TeueHne TpEX 10X 4aCcOB
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IAnd TpofoJika without a word pa6otats, He moZHUMAsA roJoBbL Ho
TpoLLI0 BpeMd, Npubauauiach night, yamyHble noises mpeKpaTuiuch;
IAnd HUYero He 3ameyvall. Mapra oTkpbLia door ¥ cKasaJa:

«PazBe monsieur He MOYXKUHAET CETOHA BEYepPOM?»

Huxakoro answer He nocsefoBaio. Yto kacaeresd MeHsd, TO ocJe
J0JIT0ro resistance A 3acHyJL

~coelre

algebraic — aare6panyeckuit

answer — OTBeT

armchair — kpecao

door — aABepn

monsieur — rocrroAuH

mystical letters — TanncTBeHHBIE GYKBBI
night — Houb

noise — 1mym

resistance — compoTuBAeHue, 6opnrba
table — croa

without a word — moaga

NZOACRY”

5.

I replaced the unfortunate document upon the table. Profes-
sor Liedenbrock was greatly abstracted. The mystical letters gave
him no rest. He sat in his armehair, and took the pen. He began to
write algebraic formulas. For three long hours my uncle worked on
without a word, without lifting his head. But time was passing away;
night came on; the street noises ceased; my uncle noticed nothing.
Martha opened the door and said:

“Will not monsieur take any supper tonight?”

But there was no answer. As for me, after long resistance, I be-
gan to sleep.
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Korpa A mpocHyaea Ha cjenywoiiee morning, mpoeccop Beé emé
paboran. Cxa3aTh 4eCTHO, MHE CTAJIO €T0 HaJlb.

«Her, Het, — repeated 1, — A He ckaxy. OH ¢pasy oTmpaBUTCA
B IyTh, Nnothing Ha 3eMJe He CMOMKET €ro OCTAHOBMTh. Ero
BooOpaeHHe — 3TO voleano, ¥ OH MOABEPTHET CBOIO KU3Hb PUCKY.
fl oyny moJqryate. fl Oyny XpaHuTh Secret, KOTOpad OTKPbLIACh MHE
BOJIEI0 TIPOCTOr0 CJyYas; pacKpbiTh eé o3HayaeT Kill mpodeccopa
Jlunenopoxal Ilyetb 0H caM HAAAET KIII0Y, €CJIH CMOMKET”,

A enomun pyku u waited. Ilpo6uso 1Ba yaca. IT0 CTAHOBUJIOCH
yxe ridiculous 1 — xyxe Toro — unbearable. IIpodeccop Bekouu,
exBaTua hat u cobpaJea yXoxuTh.

«llanal» — KpUKHY A.

OH He hear MeHs.

"“Q@Q)t(—j\%l’y‘

hat — masama

hear — capimatp

kill — y6urs

morning — yTpo

nothing — Huyro

repeat — MOBTOPSTH

ridiculous — cmemnoi

secret — TarHa

unbearable — HeBbIHO CHMBIIT

volcano — ByakaH

wait — XAaTh

‘W’

When I awoke next morning the Professor was still working. To
tell the plain truth, I pitied him.

“No, no,” I repeated, “I shall not speak. He will go at once; noth-
ing on earth can stop him. His imagination is a voleano, and he will
risk his life. I will preserve silence. I will keep the secret which
mere chance has revealed to me. To discover it is to kill Professor
Liedenbrock! Let him find it out himself if he can.”
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I folded my arms and waited. Two o’clock struck. This was be-
coming ridiculous; worse than that, unbearable. The Professor
jumped up, clapped on his hat, and prepared to go out.

“Uncle!” I eried.

He did not hear me.

X
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«llana JlugeHOpoK!» — KPUKHYJ A, MOBBILAA Voice.

«Jla», — answered oH.

«lland, Tot keyl»

«Kaxkoii key? [IBepHoit key?»

«Her, Her! — kpukHya 1. — Kiioy k document».

Ilpodheccop yeraBuaca Ha MeHAa moBepx spectacles. I nodded
TOJI0BOM BBEPX U BHU3.

«[la, ToT key, maHue...»

«YTo TBI TaKOE TOBOPHIIL? — BOCKJAMKHYJ OH ¢ indescribable
YYBCTBOM.

«Tam, mpoyuTaiite 3T0!» — CKa3aJ A, IOKA3bIBAA JUCTOK paper,
Ha KOTOPBIH BbIIKCAT sentences.

answer — OTBeYaTh
document — poxymeHT
indescribable — Heonucyemsit
key — xarou

nod — xuBarb

paper — 6ymara

sentence — mpeAAOXKEHHE
spectacles — ouxu

voice — roaoc

TN
“Uncle Liedenbrock!” I eried, lifting up my voice.
“Ay,” he answered.
“Uncle, that key!”
“What key? The door key?”
“No, no!” I eried. “The key of the document.”
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The Professor stared at me over his spectacles. I nodded my
head up and down.

“Yes, that key, chance...”

“What is that you are saying?” he shouted with indescribable
emotion.

“There, read that!” I said, presenting a sheet of paper on which
I wrote the sentences.

***
«Ho Tam nothing HeT», — 0TBETUJ OH.
«Het nothing, moxa BbI He cTaHeTe YUTATh ¢ KOHIA K beginning».
Ha mnpodeccopa cHuzommo HoBoe revelation. OH Bech
npeobpasucs!
«Ara, clever CakHycceM!» — BOCKIMKHYJI OH.
U oH npoyuTas whole foKyMeHT 0T mocJefHel letter 1o mepBoi:

In Sneffels Joculis craterem quem delibat
Umbra Scartaris Julii intra calendas descende,
Audax viator, et terrestre centrum attinges.
Quod feci, Arne Saknussemm.

W{it@?@y‘
beginning — Havaso
clever — ymusrit
letter — 6yxBa

nothing — Huyero
revelation — oTkpoBeHue

whole — Bech
- %ésv -

“But there is nothing in this,” he answered.

“No, nothing until you proceed to read from the end to the be-
ginning.”

A new revelation burst in upon the Professor. He was trans-
formed!

“Aha, clever Saknussemm! “ he cried.

And he read the whole document from the last letter to the first:
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In Sneffels Joculis craterem quem delibat
Umbra Secartaris Julii intra calendas descende,
Audax viator, et terrestre centrum attinges.
Quod feci, Arne Saknussemm.

X
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Yro moxHO be translated caexyromum o6pazom:

«Cryerics, bold myremectBennux, B erater Hokyas Ceddese?,
KoTopbiii shadow Cxaprapuca Kacaeresd Iepen HIOJbCKAMH Kka-
lends, — ¥ ThI TOCTUTHEIIb centre 3eMJIH; YTO A M COBEPIIMI. ApHe
CakHyccem».

W(Styw

be — 611D

bold — orBaxxubIit

centre — I1eHTp

crater — Kparep

kalends — xaaenabt (B ApeBHEPUMCKOM KaAeHAAPE HA3BAHHE
[IEPBOTO AHS KQKAOTO Mecsilia

shadow — Tenp

translate — mepeBoaUTS

NZOACRY”

Which may be translated thus:

“Descend, bold traveller, into the crater of the Jokul of Sneffels,
which the shadow of Scartaris touches before the kalends of July,
and you will attain the centre of the Earth; which I have done. Arne
Saknussemm.”

X
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Mot uncle BblcOKO moAmpbirHyJd. OH CXBATUM GBOIO TOJOBY
o0enmu hands, cxBuHyda chairs, piled up knury. Hakonel, ero HepBbl
calmed down, 4 0H cHOBa omycTHJICA B armchair.

«CKoJIbKO BpeMeHH?» — asked oOH, TOMOJIYaB, HECKOIBKO CEKYH]I.

* CoBpeMeHHOe Ha3BaHue CHal(eIbCHEKIONIIb.
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«Tpu yaca», — OTBETHJI .

«Heyxeau? Dinner-hour! I am half dead with hunger. [loiném
®e, U mocJe dinner..»

«Tag?»

«IlocJie 06epa cobepu Mokt trunk».

«Y10?» — BCKpUYAJI .

«H cpoitl» — orBetua indefatigable mpodgeccop, Bxoad B din-
ing-room.

Wcjtbw

armchair — kpecao
ask — crpammuBars
calm down — ycnoxausarscst
chair — crya
dining-room — rocrusast
dinner — obep
dinner-hour — Bpems 06epa
hand — pyxka
I'am half dead with hunger. — I ymuparo or roaoaa.
indefatigable — HeyTOMuUMBII
pile up — cBaauBarh B Kydy
trunk — gemopan
uncle — asias
—<stea

My uncle sprang very high. He seized his head between both his
hands; he pushed the chairs out of their places, he piled up his books.
At last his nerves calmed down, and he sank back into his armehair.

“What’s the time?” he asked after a few moments of silence.

“Three o’clock,” I replied.

“Is it really? It’s the dinner-hour! I am half dead with hunger.
Come on, and after dinner...”

“Well?”

“After dinner, pack up my trunk.”

“What?” I cried.

“And yours!” replied the indefatigable Professor, entering the
dining-room.
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6.

Ilpu atux cioBax mo MHe mpobexana xogonHad shiver. Ho
Bcé-taku I controlled myself. Bo Bpema Beero dinner moi aand
npe6biBas almost B BecénoM pacmoJoxenuu ayxa. llocae dessert
OH IPUIAcKJI MeHA B study.

fl obeyed; oH ycesed Ha ogHOM KoHLe table, A — Ha Apyrom.

«AKceJsib, — cKasaJ OH o4eHb mildly, — Tel — ovyeHb ingenious
MOJIOZI0Y YeJIOBEK, Thl 0Ka3aJ MHE HeOlleHUMYI0 service, Korna I was
going to abandon the contest. Huxorga, ipyr Moi, s atoro He forget.
Ho s xo4y coxpaHuth TaiiHy: Tl understand? B HayyHOM Mupe ecTh
JIIOMIA, KOTOPBIE 3aBUAYIOT MOEMY SUCCESS.

«BbI I€MCTBUTEBHO IyMaeTe, YTO €CTh A0CTATOYHO MHOTO bold
JIOZIel?» — CIPOCHUT f.

«KoneyHo! Ilesiaa army reoJsioroB roroBa mocjaenoBarh 3a ApHe
CakHyccemom».

W@t@w

almost — mourn

army — apmust

bold — cmeasrit

dessert — pecepr

dinner — obea

forget — 3a6bIBaTh

I controlled myself — s caeprxaacst
I was going to abandon the contest — st cobupaacst ysxe Bcé 6pocuTs
ingenious — nso6peTaTeAbHBII
mildly — msrko

obey — HoBHHOBaTbCsI

service — ycayra

shiver — apoxxs

study — xabuser

success — ycIex

table — cToa

understand — moxnmMars
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At these words a cold shiver ran through me. Yet I controlled
myself. During all dinner time my uncle was almost merry. After the
dessert, he invited me into his study.

I obeyed; he sat at one end of his table, I at the other.

“Axel,” said he very mildly; “you are a very ingenious young
man, you have done me a splendid service, when I was going to
abandon the contest. Never, my lad, shall I forget it. But I want to
preserve the secrecy: you understand? There are people in the seci-
entific world who envy my success.”

“Do you really think there are many people bold enough?” said L.

“Certainly! A whole army of geologists is ready to follow Arne
Saknussemm.”

X
)%k

«Ho, uncle, — oTBeTHI A, — y HAC HET HY MaJleHIIUX [ 0Ka3aTe bCTB
authenticity aToro foxymenTa».

«Yro! A KHHUTa, BHYTPH KOTOPOi MbI ero discovered?»

«fl admit, uro au cTpoku Hanucas CakHyccem. Ho reficTBUTEBHO
JIM OH COBEPLIJI TaKOe journey?”

Ha yerax nagu npomesbKHyaa smile, ¥ OH OTBETHJL:

«That is what we shall see».

«Ax! — ekazaa 9. — Ho maiiTe e MHe BbIcKa3aTb BCe BO3MOKHbIE
objections mpoTuB aroro document».

«[oBopH, MO¥ MaJbyuK, don’t be afraid. Tol Temeps He TOJBKO
Mol nephew, HO U MO KoJera».

NCO 'c)tEny

admit — npusHaBats
authenticity — nmoaauHHOCTD
discover — oOHapyxuTsb
document — poxymeHT
don’t be afraid — ne 6oiics
journey — IyTelnecTBue
nephew — maeMsIHHHK
objection — Bo3paxkeHwe
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smile — yabiOka
That is what we shall see. — FIMeHHO 3TO MbI U BHIICHHM.
uncle — asias

NZOACRY”

“But, uncle,” I replied; “we have no proof of the authenticity of
this document.”

“What! not of the book, inside which we have discovered it?”

“I admit that Saknussemm wrote these lines. But has he really
accomplished such a journey?”

A smile flitted across the lip of my uncle, and he answered:

“That is what we shall see.”

“Ah!” said I. “But let me present all the possible objections
against this document.”

“Speak, my boy, don’t be afraid. You are no longer my nephew
only, but my colleague.”

X
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«Xopomwo, A Want CIpOCHTb: YTO TaKoe 3TOT MOKyab, ATOT
Cueddenne u aToT CKApTApUC?”

«Nothing easier. fl HeaBHO mOJY4KI OHY KapTy OT cBoero friend.
Boabmu BoH ToT atlas ¢o Bropoii mosiku B large KHUKHOM WKady».

Al monHAMCA ¥ HaMEN HyXHBIH atlas. Ias opened ero u cKasal:

«JTto oaHa U3 best kapT Menannuu, u, A4 mojaraiwn, 0Ha pa3peuuT
worst U3 Halux mpoobJaem».

fl cknoHuUICA HAM KapTOH.

«Bupuimsb aToT BynKaHu4eckuii island? — empocua [Ipoeceop. —
Bee voleanoes HasbiBawTed HOKyab, 3TO CJI0BO HA HCJAHICKOM
o3Hayaer glacier».

«IIpexpacHo, — cKa3aJa A, — HO yTo Takoe CHeddeabe?

~CFE

atlas — araac
best — ayummit
friend — Apyr
glacier — aepHMK
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island — ocrpos

large — 6oaburoit

Nothing easier. — Her Huuero aerue.
open — OTKPBIBATbh

volcano — ByakaH

want — X0TeTbhb

worst — XyAIIui

-W—

“Well, I want to ask what are this Jokul, this Sneffels, and this
Scartaris?”

“Nothing easier. I received not long ago a map from my friend.
Take that atlas from the second shelf in the large bookcase.”

I rose, and found the required atlas. My uncle opened it and said:

“Here is one of the best maps of Iceland, and I believe this will
solve the worst of our difficulties.”

I bent over the map.

“You see this voleanic island,” said the Professor; “all the vol-
canoes are called jokuls, a word which means glacier in Icelandic.”

“Very good,” said [; “but what of Sneffels?”

***

Moit uncle oTBeTHII:

«Caemy 3a MouM finger Broib 3amagHoro nodepexna Ieeland. Tor
BUMIIb PeliKbABUK, capital? Bumuimb. Xopolro, IogHMMUCH TEIEPh
1o innumerable (hpopIaM U 0CTAHOBKCH Ha lIECTbIECAT NATOH lati-
tude. Yro TbI there BUAMIIL»

«fl By peninsula 1 mountain, nofHMMalwIIy0CA U3 Sear.

«BepHo. dTo CHeddesne. ITo mountain BHICOTOH B MATH ThICAY
(yToB, ofHa U3 caMbix remarkable B Mupe, ecau eé Kparep BeLET
BHM3 K centre 3eman>.

«Ho ato impossible», — MHe 04eHb He OHpaBUJIach Takad ridic-
ulous rumnoresa.
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capital — croanma

centre — 1eHTp

finger — maser

Iceland — Mcaanpusa
impossible — HeBO3MOXHO
innumerable — 6ecuncaeHHbII
latitude — mmpora

mountain — ropa

peninsula — moayocTpos
remarkable — mprmeuareabHslit
ridiculous — cmexoTBOpHBII
sea — Mope

there — Tam

uncle — asias

- “ﬁ)é@v -
My uncle replied:

“Follow my finger along the west coast of Iceland. Do you see
Reykjavik, the capital? You do. Well; ascend the innumerable fjords,
and stop at the sixty-fifth degree of latitude. What do you see there?”

“I see a peninsula, and a mountain rising out of the sea.”

“Right. That is Sneffels. It is a mountain five thousand feet high,
one of the most remarkable in the world, if its crater leads down to
the centre of the earth.”

“But that is impossible,” I disgusted at such a ridiculous sup-
position.

***

«Impossible? — erporo enpocus npodeccop. — U nouemy me?

«IlocKOJIBKY 3TOT crater, 04eBUAHO, 3aM0JHEH JaBoi 1 burning
rocks, ¥ moaromy...»

«Ho npezamnoJoxum, 4o aTo extinet volcano?»

«IloTyxmui?»

«[la; yneto active volcanoes Ha IOBEPXHOCTH 3€MHOI0 1Iapa —
oxoJio three hundred. Ho ecTb 04eHb G0JblIe€ KOJUYECTBO MOTYXIMUX
ByJKaHoB. M CHedpeabe — onuH u3 these».
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