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The first chapter of 

20,000 Leagues under the Sea 
PART 1 - CHAPTER I 
A SHIFTING REEF 

The year 1866 was signalized by a remarkable incident, a 
mysterious and inexplicable phenomenon, which doubtless no 
one has yet forgotten. Not to mention rumors which agitated the 
maritime population, and excited the public mind, even in the 
interior of continents, seafaring men were particularly excited. 
Merchants, common sailors, captains of vessels, skippers, both of 
Europe and America, naval officers of all countries, and the 
Governments of several states on the two continents, were deeply 
interested in the matter. 

For some time past, vessels had been met by "an enormous thing," 
a long object, spindle-shaped, occasionally phosphorescent, and 
infinitely larger and more rapid in its movements than a whale. 

The facts relating to this apparition (entered in various log books) 
agreed in most respects as to the shape of the object or creature in 
question, the untiring rapidity of its movements, its surprising 
power of locomotion, and the peculiar life with which it seemed 
endowed. If it was a cetacean, it surpassed in size all those 
hitherto classified in science. Taking into consideration the mean 
of observations made at divers times- rejecting the timid estimate 
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of those who assigned to this object a length of two hundred feet, 
equally with the exaggerated opinions which set it down as a mile 
in width and three in length- we might fairly conclude that this 
mysterious being surpassed greatly all dimensions admitted by 
the ichthyologists of the day, if it existed at all. And that it did 
exist was an undeniable fact; and, with that tendency which 
disposes the human mind in favor of the marvelous, we can 
understand the excitement produced in the entire world by this 
supernatural apparition. As to classing it in the list of fables, the 
idea was out of the question. 

July 20, 1866, the steamer Governor Higginson, of the Calcutta 
and Burnach Steam Navigation Company, had met this moving 
mass five miles off the east coast of Australia. Captain Baker 
thought at first that he was in the presence of an unknown sand 
bank; he even prepared to determine its exact position, when two 
columns of water, projected by the inexplicable object, shot with a 
hissing noise a hundred fifty feet up into the air. Now, unless the 
sand bank had been submitted to the intermittent eruption of a 
geyser, the Governor Higginson had to do neither more nor less 
than with an aquatic mammal, unknown till then, which threw up 
from its blowholes columns of water mixed with air and vapor. 

Similar facts were observed on July 23 in the same year, in the 
Pacific Ocean, by the Columbus, of the West India and Pacific 
Steam Navigation Company. But this extraordinary cetaceous 
creature could transport itself from one place to another with 
surprising velocity; as, in an interval of three days, the Governor 
Higginson and the Columbus had observed it at two different 
points of the chart, separated by a distance of more than seven 
hundred nautical leagues. 

Fifteen days later, two thousand miles farther off, the Helvetia, of 
the Compagnie-Nationale, and the Shannon, of the Royal Mail 
Steamship Company, sailing to windward in that portion of the 
Atlantic lying between the United States and Europe, respectively 



signaled the monster to each other in 42° 15' N. latitude and 60° 
35' W. longitude. In these simultaneous observations, they 
thought themselves justified in estimating the minimum length of 
the mammal at more than three hundred fifty feet, as 
the Shannon and Helvetia were of smaller dimensions than it, 
though they measured three hundred feet over all. 

Now the largest whales, those which frequent those parts of the 
sea round the Aleutian, Kulammak, and Umgullich islands, have 
never exceeded the length of sixty yards, if they attain that. 

These reports arriving one after the other, with fresh observations 
made on board the transatlantic ship Pereire, a collision which 
occurred between the Etna of the Inman line and the monster, 
a procès verbal directed by the officers of the French 
frigate Normandie, a very accurate survey made by the staff of 
Commodore Fitz-James on board the Lord Clyde, greatly 
influenced public opinion. Light thinking people jested upon the 
phenomenon, but grave practical countries, such as England, 
America, and Germany, treated the matter more seriously. 

In every place of great resort the monster was the fashion. They 
sang of it in the cafes, ridiculed it in the papers, and represented it 
on the stage. All kinds of stories were circulated regarding it. 
There appeared in the papers caricatures of every gigantic and 
imaginary creature, from the white whale, the terrible "Moby 
Dick" of hyperborean regions, to the immense kraken whose 
tentacles could entangle a ship of five hundred tons, and hurry it 
into the abyss of the ocean. The legends of ancient times were 
even resuscitated, and the opinions of Aristotle and Pliny revived, 
who admitted the existence of these monsters, as well as the 
Norwegian tales of Bishop Pontoppidan, the accounts of Paul 
Heggede, and, last of all, the reports of Mr. Harrington (whose 
good faith no one could suspect), who affirmed that, being on 
board the Castillan, in 1857, he had seen this enormous serpent, 



which had never until that time frequented any other seas but 
those of the ancient "Constitutionnel". 

Then burst forth the interminable controversy between the 
credulous and the incredulous in the societies of savants and 
scientific journals. "The question of the monster" inflamed all 
minds. Editors of scientific journals, quarreling with believers in 
the supernatural, spilled seas of ink during this memorable 
campaign, some even drawing blood; for, from the sea serpent, 
they came to direct personalities. 

For six months war was waged with various fortune in the leading 
articles of the Geographical Institution of Brazil, the Royal 
Academy of Science of Berlin, the British Association, the 
Smithsonian Institution of Washington, in the discussions of the 
"Indian Archipelago," in le Cosmos of the Abbe Moigno, in the 
Mitteilungen of Petermann, in the scientific chronicles of the great 
journals of France and other countries. The cheaper journals 
replied keenly and with inexhaustible zest. These satirical writers 
parodied a remark of Linnaeus, quoted by the adversaries of the 
monster, maintaining "that nature did not make fools," and 
adjured their contemporaries not to give the lie to nature, by 
admitting the existence of krakens, sea serpents, "Moby Dicks," 
and other lucubrations of delirious sailors. At length an article in a 
well-known satirical journal by a favorite contributor, the chief of 
the staff, settled the monster, like Hippolytus, giving it the death 
blow amidst a universal burst of laughter. Wit had conquered 
science. 

During the first months of the year 1867, the question seemed 
buried never to revive, when new facts were brought before the 
public. It was then no longer a scientific problem to be solved, but 
a real danger seriously to be avoided. The question took quite 
another shape. The monster became a small island, a rock, a reef, 
but a reef of indefinite and shifting proportions. 



On March 5, 1867, the Moravian, of the Montreal Ocean 
Company, finding herself during the night in 27° 30' latitude and 
72° 15' longitude, struck on her starboard quarter a rock, marked 
in no chart for that part of the sea. Under the combined efforts of 
the wind and its four hundred horse power, it was going at the 
rate of thirteen knots. Had it not been for the superior strength of 
the hull of the Moravian, she would have been broken by the 
shock, and gone down with the 237 passengers she was bringing 
home from Canada. 

The accident happened about five o'clock in the morning, as the 
day was breaking. The officers of the quarterdeck hurried to the 
after part of the vessel. They examined the sea with the most 
scrupulous attention. They saw nothing but a strong eddy about 
three cables' length distant, as if the surface had been violently 
agitated. The bearings of the place were taken exactly, and the 
Moravian continued its route without apparent damage. Had it 
struck on a submerged rock, or on an enormous wreck? They 
could not tell; but on examination of the ship’s bottom when 
undergoing repairs, it was found that part of her keel was broken. 

This fact, so grave in itself, might perhaps have been forgotten like 
many others, if, three weeks after, it had not been reenacted under 
similar circumstances. But, thanks to the nationality of the victim 
of the shock, thanks to the reputation of the company to which the 
vessel belonged, the circumstance became extensively circulated. 

April 13, 1867, the sea being beautiful, the breeze favorable, 
the Scotia of the Cunard Company's line found herself in 15° 12' 
longitude and 45° 37' latitude. She was going at the speed of 
thirteen and a half knots. 

At seventeen minutes past four in the afternoon, while the 
passengers were assembled at lunch in the great saloon, a slight 
shock was felt on the hull of the Scotia, on her quarter, a little aft 
of the port paddle. 



The Scotia had not struck, but she had been struck, and seemingly 
by something rather sharp and penetrating than blunt. The shock 
had been so slight that no one had been alarmed, had it not been 
for the shouts of the carpenter's watch, who rushed on to the 
bridge, exclaiming, "We are sinking! we are sinking!" At first the 
passengers were much frightened, but Captain Anderson hastened 
to reassure them. The danger could not be imminent. The Scotia, 
divided into seven compartments by strong partitions, could 
brave with impunity any leak. Captain Anderson went down 
immediately into the hold. He found that the sea was pouring into 
the fifth compartment; and the rapidity of the influx proved that 
the force of the water was considerable. Fortunately this 
compartment did not hold the boilers, or the fires would have 
been immediately extinguished. Captain Anderson ordered the 
engines to be stopped at once, and one of the men went down to 
ascertain the extent of the injury. Some minutes afterwards they 
discovered the existence of a large hole of two yards in diameter, 
in the ship's bottom. Such, a leak could not be stopped; and 
the Scotia, her paddles half submerged, was obliged to continue 
her course. She was then three hundred miles from Cape Clear, 
and after three days' delay, which caused great uneasiness in 
Liverpool, she entered the basin of the company. 

The engineers visited the Scotia, which was put in dry dock. They 
could scarcely believe it possible; at two yards and a half below 
watermark was a regular rent, in the form of an isosceles triangle. 
The broken place in the iron plates was so perfectly defined, that it 
could not have been more neatly done by a punch. It was clear, 
then, that the instrument producing the perforation was not of a 
common stamp; and after having been driven with prodigious 
strength, and piercing an iron plate 1 3/8 inches thick, had 
withdrawn itself by a retrograde motion truly inexplicable. 

Such was the last fact, which resulted in exciting once more the 
torrent of public opinion. From this moment all unlucky 



casualties which could not be otherwise accounted for were put 
down to the monster. 

Upon this imaginary creature rested the responsibility of all these 
shipwrecks, which unfortunately were considerable; for of three 
thousand ships whose loss was annually recorded at Lloyds, the 
number of sailing and steam ships supposed to be totally lost, 
from the absence of any news, amounted to not less than two 
hundred! 

Now, it was the "monster" who, justly or unjustly, was accused of 
their disappearance, and, thanks to it, communication between 
the different continents became more and more dangerous. The 
public demanded peremptorily that the seas should at any price 
be relieved from this formidable cetacean. 

  



 

The first chapter of 

Around the World in 80 Days 
Mr. Phileas Fogg lived, in 1872, at No. 7, Saville Row, Burlington 
Gardens, the house in which Sheridan died in 1814. He was one of 
the most noticeable members of the Reform Club, though he 
seemed always to avoid attracting attention; an enigmatical 
personage, about whom little was known, except that he was a 
polished man of the world. People said that he resembled Byron—
at least that his head was Byronic; but he was a bearded, tranquil 
Byron, who might live on a thousand years without growing old. 

Certainly an Englishman, it was more doubtful whether Phileas 
Fogg was a Londoner. He was never seen on 'Change, nor at the 
Bank, nor in the counting-rooms of the "City"; no ships ever came 
into London docks of which he was the owner; he had no public 
employment; he had never been entered at any of the Inns of 
Court, either at the Temple, or Lincoln's Inn, or Gray's Inn; nor 
had his voice ever resounded in the Court of Chancery, or in the 
Exchequer, or the Queen's Bench, or the Ecclesiastical Courts. He 
certainly was not a manufacturer; nor was he a merchant or a 
gentleman farmer. His name was strange to the scientific and 
learned societies, and he never was known to take part in the sage 
deliberations of the Royal Institution or the London Institution, 
the Artisan's Association, or the Institution of Arts and Sciences. 
He belonged, in fact, to none of the numerous societies which 
swarm in the English capital, from the Harmonic to that of the 
Entomologists, founded mainly for the purpose of abolishing 
pernicious insects. 

Phileas Fogg was a member of the Reform, and that was all. 



The way in which he got admission to this exclusive club was 
simple enough. 

He was recommended by the Barings, with whom he had an open 
credit. His cheques were regularly paid at sight from his account 
current, which was always flush. 

Was Phileas Fogg rich? Undoubtedly. But those who knew him 
best could not imagine how he had made his fortune, and Mr. 
Fogg was the last person to whom to apply for the information. He 
was not lavish, nor, on the contrary, avaricious; for, whenever he 
knew that money was needed for a noble, useful, or benevolent 
purpose, he supplied it quietly and sometimes anonymously. He 
was, in short, the least communicative of men. He talked very 
little, and seemed all the more mysterious for his taciturn manner. 
His daily habits were quite open to observation; but whatever he 
did was so exactly the same thing that he had always done before, 
that the wits of the curious were fairly puzzled. 

Had he travelled? It was likely, for no one seemed to know the 
world more familiarly; there was no spot so secluded that he did 
not appear to have an intimate acquaintance with it. He often 
corrected, with a few clear words, the thousand conjectures 
advanced by members of the club as to lost and unheard-of 
travellers, pointing out the true probabilities, and seeming as if 
gifted with a sort of second sight, so often did events justify his 
predictions. He must have travelled everywhere, at least in the 
spirit. 

It was at least certain that Phileas Fogg had not absented himself 
from London for many years. Those who were honoured by a 
better acquaintance with him than the rest, declared that nobody 
could pretend to have ever seen him anywhere else. His sole 
pastimes were reading the papers and playing whist. He often won 
at this game, which, as a silent one, harmonised with his nature; 
but his winnings never went into his purse, being reserved as a 



fund for his charities. Mr. Fogg played, not to win, but for the sake 
of playing. The game was in his eyes a contest, a struggle with a 
difficulty, yet a motionless, unwearying struggle, congenial to his 
tastes. 

Phileas Fogg was not known to have either wife or children, which 
may happen to the most honest people; either relatives or near 
friends, which is certainly more unusual. He lived alone in his 
house in Saville Row, whither none penetrated. A single domestic 
sufficed to serve him. He breakfasted and dined at the club, at 
hours mathematically fixed, in the same room, at the same table, 
never taking his meals with other members, much less bringing a 
guest with him; and went home at exactly midnight, only to retire 
at once to bed. He never used the cosy chambers which the 
Reform provides for its favoured members. He passed ten hours 
out of the twenty-four in Saville Row, either in sleeping or making 
his toilet. When he chose to take a walk it was with a regular step 
in the entrance hall with its mosaic flooring, or in the circular 
gallery with its dome supported by twenty red porphyry Ionic 
columns, and illumined by blue painted windows. When he 
breakfasted or dined all the resources of the club—its kitchens and 
pantries, its buttery and dairy—aided to crowd his table with their 
most succulent stores; he was served by the gravest waiters, in 
dress coats, and shoes with swan-skin soles, who proffered the 
viands in special porcelain, and on the finest linen; club 
decanters, of a lost mould, contained his sherry, his port, and his 
cinnamon-spiced claret; while his beverages were refreshingly 
cooled with ice, brought at great cost from the American lakes. 

If to live in this style is to be eccentric, it must be confessed that 
there is something good in eccentricity. 

The mansion in Saville Row, though not sumptuous, was 
exceedingly comfortable. The habits of its occupant were such as 
to demand but little from the sole domestic, but Phileas Fogg 
required him to be almost superhumanly prompt and regular. On 



this very 2nd of October he had dismissed James Forster, because 
that luckless youth had brought him shaving-water at eighty-four 
degrees Fahrenheit instead of eighty-six; and he was awaiting his 
successor, who was due at the house between eleven and half-
past. 

Phileas Fogg was seated squarely in his armchair, his feet close 
together like those of a grenadier on parade, his hands resting on 
his knees, his body straight, his head erect; he was steadily 
watching a complicated clock which indicated the hours, the 
minutes, the seconds, the days, the months, and the years. At 
exactly half-past eleven Mr. Fogg would, according to his daily 
habit, quit Saville Row, and repair to the Reform. 

A rap at this moment sounded on the door of the cosy apartment 
where Phileas Fogg was seated, and James Forster, the dismissed 
servant, appeared. 

"The new servant," said he. 

A young man of thirty advanced and bowed. 

 

"You are a Frenchman, I believe," asked Phileas Fogg, "and your 
name is John?" 

"Jean, if monsieur pleases," replied the newcomer, "Jean 
Passepartout, a surname which has clung to me because I have a 
natural aptness for going out of one business into another. I 
believe I'm honest, monsieur, but, to be outspoken, I've had 
several trades. I've been an itinerant singer, a circus-rider, when I 
used to vault like Leotard, and dance on a rope like Blondin. Then 
I got to be a professor of gymnastics, so as to make better use of 
my talents; and then I was a sergeant fireman at Paris, and 
assisted at many a big fire. But I quitted France five years ago, 
and, wishing to taste the sweets of domestic life, took service as a 



valet here in England. Finding myself out of place, and hearing 
that Monsieur Phileas Fogg was the most exact and settled 
gentleman in the United Kingdom, I have come to monsieur in the 
hope of living with him a tranquil life, and forgetting even the 
name of Passepartout." 

"Passepartout suits me," responded Mr. Fogg. "You are well 
recommended to me; I hear a good report of you. You know my 
conditions?" 

"Yes, monsieur." 

"Good! What time is it?" 

"Twenty-two minutes after eleven," returned Passepartout, 
drawing an enormous silver watch from the depths of his pocket. 

"You are too slow," said Mr. Fogg. 

"Pardon me, monsieur, it is impossible—" 

 

"You are four minutes too slow. No matter; it's enough to mention 
the error. Now from this moment, twenty-nine minutes after 
eleven, a.m., this Wednesday, 2nd October, you are in my service" 

Phileas Fogg got up, took his hat in his left hand, put it on his 
head with an automatic motion, and went off without a word. 

Passepartout heard the street door shut once; it was his new 
master going out. He heard it shut again; it was his predecessor, 
James Forster, departing in his turn. Passepartout remained 
alone in the house in Saville Row. 

 

 



The first chapter of 

FROM THE EARTH TO MOON 
 
THE GUN CLUB 
During the War of the Rebellion, a new and influential club was 
established in the city of Baltimore in the State of Maryland. 
It is well known with what energy the taste for military matters 
became developed among that nation of ship-owners, 
shopkeepers, 
and mechanics. Simple tradesmen jumped their counters to 
become 
extemporized captains, colonels, and generals, without having 
ever passed the School of Instruction at West Point; 
nevertheless; they quickly rivaled their compeers of the old 
continent, and, like them, carried off victories by dint of 
lavish expenditure in ammunition, money, and men. 
 
But the point in which the Americans singularly distanced the 
Europeans was in the science of gunnery. Not, indeed, that 
their weapons retained a higher degree of perfection than 
theirs, but that they exhibited unheard-of dimensions, and 
consequently attained hitherto unheard-of ranges. In point of 
grazing, plunging, oblique, or enfilading, or point-blank 
firing, the English, French, and Prussians have nothing to 
learn; but their cannon, howitzers, and mortars are mere 
pocket-pistols compared with the formidable engines of the 
American artillery. 
 
 
  



This fact need surprise no one. The Yankees, the first 
mechanicians in the world, are engineers-- just as the Italians 
are musicians and the Germans metaphysicians-- by right of birth. 
Nothing is more natural, therefore, than to perceive them 
applying their audacious ingenuity to the science of gunnery. 
Witness the marvels of Parrott, Dahlgren, and Rodman. 
The Armstrong, Palliser, and Beaulieu guns were compelled to 
bow 
before their transatlantic rivals. 
 
Now when an American has an idea, he directly seeks a second 
American to share it. If there be three, they elect a president 
and two secretaries. Given four, they name a keeper of records, 
and the office is ready for work; five, they convene a general 
meeting, and the club is fully constituted. So things were 
managed in Baltimore. The inventor of a new cannon associated 
himself with the caster and the borer. Thus was formed the 
nucleus of the "Gun Club." In a single month after its formation 
it numbered 1,833 effective members and 30,565 corresponding 
members. 
 
One condition was imposed as a _sine qua non_ upon every 
candidate for admission into the association, and that was the 
condition of having designed, or (more or less) perfected a 
cannon; or, in default of a cannon, at least a firearm of 
some description. It may, however, be mentioned that mere 
inventors of revolvers, fire-shooting carbines, and similar 
small arms, met with little consideration. Artillerists always 
commanded the chief place of favor. 
 
The estimation in which these gentlemen were held, according to 



one of the most scientific exponents of the Gun Club, was 
"proportional to the masses of their guns, and in the direct 
ratio of the square of the distances attained by their projectiles." 
 
The Gun Club once founded, it is easy to conceive the result of 
the inventive genius of the Americans. Their military weapons 
attained colossal proportions, and their projectiles, exceeding 
the prescribed limits, unfortunately occasionally cut in two 
some unoffending pedestrians. These inventions, in fact, left 
far in the rear the timid instruments of European artillery. 
 
It is but fair to add that these Yankees, brave as they have 
ever proved themselves to be, did not confine themselves to 
theories and formulae, but that they paid heavily, _in propria 
persona_, for their inventions. Among them were to be counted 
officers of all ranks, from lieutenants to generals; military 
men of every age, from those who were just making their _debut_ 
in the profession of arms up to those who had grown old in the 
gun-carriage. Many had found their rest on the field of battle 
whose names figured in the "Book of Honor" of the Gun Club; and 
of those who made good their return the greater proportion bore 
the marks of their indisputable valor. Crutches, wooden legs, 
artificial arms, steel hooks, caoutchouc jaws, silver craniums, 
platinum noses, were all to be found in the collection; and it 
was calculated by the great statistician Pitcairn that throughout 
the Gun Club there was not quite one arm between four persons 
and two legs between six. 
 
Nevertheless, these valiant artillerists took no particular 
account of these little facts, and felt justly proud when the 
despatches of a battle returned the number of victims at 



ten-fold the quantity of projectiles expended. 
 
One day, however-- sad and melancholy day!-- peace was signed 
between the survivors of the war; the thunder of the guns 
gradually ceased, the mortars were silent, the howitzers were 
muzzled for an indefinite period, the cannon, with muzzles 
depressed, were returned into the arsenal, the shot were 
repiled, all bloody reminiscences were effaced; the 
cotton-plants grew luxuriantly in the well-manured fields, all 
mourning garments were laid aside, together with grief; and the 
Gun Club was relegated to profound inactivity. 
 
Some few of the more advanced and inveterate theorists set 
themselves again to work upon calculations regarding the laws 
of projectiles. They reverted invariably to gigantic shells 
and howitzers of unparalleled caliber. Still in default of 
practical experience what was the value of mere theories? 
Consequently, the clubrooms became deserted, the servants dozed 
in the antechambers, the newspapers grew mouldy on the tables, 
sounds of snoring came from dark corners, and the members of 
the 
Gun Club, erstwhile so noisy in their seances, were reduced to 
silence by this disastrous peace and gave themselves up wholly 
to dreams of a Platonic kind of artillery. 
 
"This is horrible!" said Tom Hunter one evening, while rapidly 
carbonizing his wooden legs in the fireplace of the 
smoking-room; "nothing to do! nothing to look forward to! what 
a loathsome existence! When again shall the guns arouse us in 
the morning with their delightful reports?" 
 



"Those days are gone by," said jolly Bilsby, trying to extend 
his missing arms. "It was delightful once upon a time! 
One invented a gun, and hardly was it cast, when one hastened 
to try it in the face of the enemy! Then one returned to camp 
with a word of encouragement from Sherman or a friendly shake 
of the hand from McClellan. But now the generals are gone 
back to their counters; and in place of projectiles, they 
despatch bales of cotton. By Jove, the future of gunnery in 
America is lost!" 
 
"Ay! and no war in prospect!" continued the famous James T. 
Maston, scratching with his steel hook his gutta-percha cranium. 
"Not a cloud on the horizon! and that too at such a critical 
period in the progress of the science of artillery! Yes, gentlemen! 
I who address you have myself this very morning perfected a 
model (plan, section, elevation, etc.) of a mortar destined to 
change all the conditions of warfare!" 
 
"No! is it possible?" replied Tom Hunter, his thoughts reverting 
involuntarily to a former invention of the Hon. J. T. Maston, by 
which, at its first trial, he had succeeded in killing three 
hundred and thirty-seven people. 
 
"Fact!" replied he. "Still, what is the use of so many studies 
worked out, so many difficulties vanquished? It's mere waste 
of time! The New World seems to have made up its mind to live in 
peace; and our bellicose _Tribune_ predicts some approaching 
catastrophes arising out of this scandalous increase of 
population." 
 
"Nevertheless," replied Colonel Blomsberry, "they are always 



struggling in Europe to maintain the principle of nationalities." 
 
"Well?" 
 
"Well, there might be some field for enterprise down there; and 
if they would accept our services----" 
 
"What are you dreaming of?" screamed Bilsby; "work at gunnery 
for the benefit of foreigners?" 
 
"That would be better than doing nothing here," returned the 
colonel. 
 
"Quite so," said J. T. Matson; "but still we need not dream of 
that expedient." 
 
"And why not?" demanded the colonel. 
 
"Because their ideas of progress in the Old World are contrary 
to our American habits of thought. Those fellows believe that 
one can't become a general without having served first as an 
ensign; which is as much as to say that one can't point a gun 
without having first cast it oneself!" 
 
"Ridiculous!" replied Tom Hunter, whittling with his bowie-knife 
the arms of his easy chair; "but if that be the case there, all 
that is left for us is to plant tobacco and distill whale-oil." 
 
"What!" roared J. T. Maston, "shall we not employ these 
remaining years of our life in perfecting firearms? Shall there 
never be a fresh opportunity of trying the ranges of projectiles? 



Shall the air never again be lighted with the glare of our guns? 
No international difficulty ever arise to enable us to declare 
war against some transatlantic power? Shall not the French sink 
one of our steamers, or the English, in defiance of the rights 
of nations, hang a few of our countrymen?" 
 
"No such luck," replied Colonel Blomsberry; "nothing of the kind 
is likely to happen; and even if it did, we should not profit by it. 
American susceptibility is fast declining, and we are all going 
to the dogs." 
 
"It is too true," replied J. T. Maston, with fresh violence; 
"there are a thousand grounds for fighting, and yet we don't fight. 
We save up our arms and legs for the benefit of nations who don't 
know what to do with them! But stop-- without going out of one's 
way to find a cause for war-- did not North America once belong 
to the English?" 
 
"Undoubtedly," replied Tom Hunter, stamping his crutch with 
fury. 
 
"Well, then," replied J. T. Maston, "why should not England in 
her turn belong to the Americans?" 
 
"It would be but just and fair," returned Colonel Blomsberry. 
 
"Go and propose it to the President of the United States," cried 
J. T. Maston, "and see how he will receive you." 
 
"Bah!" growled Bilsby between the four teeth which the war had 
left him; "that will never do!" 



 
"By Jove!" cried J. T. Maston, "he mustn't count on my vote at 
the next election!" 
 
"Nor on ours," replied unanimously all the bellicose invalids. 
 
"Meanwhile," replied J. T. Maston, "allow me to say that, if I 
cannot get an opportunity to try my new mortars on a real field 
of battle, I shall say good-by to the members of the Gun Club, 
and go and bury myself in the prairies of Arkansas!" 
 
"In that case we will accompany you," cried the others. 
 
Matters were in this unfortunate condition, and the club was 
threatened with approaching dissolution, when an unexpected 
circumstance occurred to prevent so deplorable a catastrophe. 
 
On the morrow after this conversation every member of the 
association received a sealed circular couched in the 
following terms: 
 
BALTIMORE, October 3. 
The president of the Gun Club has the honor to inform his 
colleagues 
that, at the meeting of the 5th instant, he will bring before 
them a communication of an extremely interesting nature. He 
requests, 
therefore, that they will make it convenient to attend in 
accordance with the present invitation. Very cordially, 
IMPEY BARBICANE, P.G.C. 
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