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1.

On the 24th of May, 1863, my
uncle, Professor Otto Liedenbrock¥,
rushed into his little house in
Hamburg. He was professor at the
Johannaeum™, and was delivering a
series of lectures on mineralogy'.
His teaching was to benefit himself,
not others.? He was a learned ego-
tist. Germany has many professors
of this sort. The name of Lieden-
brock was honourably mentioned
in colleges and learned societies.
Moreover, my uncle was the cura-
tor of the museum of mineralogy
formed by the Russian ambassador;
a most valuable collection®, the
fame of which is European.

He was a tall man, of an iron
constitution*, and with a fair com-
plexion. His restless eyes were in
incessant motion behind his specta-

* Otto Liedenbrock — Orro JIupgen-
OpOK

*% Johannaeum — Iorammeym
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1.
" yumaa Kypc aexuuii no
MuHepaioauu.
Past Continuous 060-
3HavaeT BpeMeHHOe
JIECTBUE B TPOLIOM,
cMm.  pammatmaeckuia
crpaBouHuk (I'C) 39.
2 Eeo npenooasanue
00121CHO 0bL10 NpUHecmU
1013y emy, a He dpyeum.
MopanbHblil T1aron be
fo BbIpaXXaeT NelcTBUE,
KOTOpOE JIOJDKHO CITy-
YUTBCSI TIO TUTAHY, CM.
rci7.
3 myseii  munepasozuu,
cosdannwiii nocaom Poc-
cuu, 4pe3euIiMaiHo UeH-
Hoe coOpanue.
Ecniu  cymecTBuTeNb-
Hoe, Tmepel KOTOpPbIM
CTOUT most + npunaea-
menvHoe, YIoTpeOsieT-
¢ ¢ HeompeaeIEHHBIM
apTUKIIEM, most Tiepe-
BOIUTCSL  4Pe38bltatiHo,
Kpaiire.
IIpuyactue npoiuen-
1LIero BpeMeHU formed ¢
3aBUCUMBIMU  CJIOBAMM
obpa3yeT MNpuYacTHbBIN
obopor, cayKalui
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oInpeaeJeHueM Cylle-
CTBUTEJILHOTO museum,
cum. I'C 16.

* kpenkoe meaocaoxnce-
Hue

CM. Takxe B KOHILIE
abzana: knife blade —
nezeue  Hodxca. 311eChb
Mbl BUIMM TUIIMYHOE
JIJIST QaHTJIUHACKOTO $SI3bI-
Ka CJIOBOCOYETaHUE U3
IIByX  CYIIECTBUTE/Ib-
HBIX 0€3 KaKux-JInoo
MPEJIOTOB, epBoe
U3 KOTOPBIX SIBJISICT-
csl orpesesieHueM Ko
BTOpOMY, Cp. Sfone
wall — kamennas cmena,
university library — 6u-
bauomexka  yHueepcu-
mema. B coueraHus
3TOTO TUITA MOXKET BXO-
JIIUTh HE TOJLKO JIBa,
HO TaKxXe TpU M Jaxe

YeThIpe CYIIeCTBU-
TEJIbHBIX, TIPU ITOM
IJaBHBIM  (OTpenessi-
eMBbIM CJIOBOM) Bcerma
SIBJISIETCSl  TOCJIeHEe,

a  IPEeIIIeCTBYIOIINE
CJI0Ba — OIIpedeIeHNs],
cp. south ocean fauna —
gayna 10ACHBIX 0KeaHos,
university library book —
KHUea U3  yHUBepCu-
memckoil  Oubauomexu,
heart trouble treatment
recommendations — pe-
KOMeHOayuu no Ae4eHuio
3abonesanuil  cepoua.
CylrecTBUTEIbHBIE -
OIpeNIe/ICHUST  yIOTpe-
OJIIOTCSI, Yalle BCero,
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cles. 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 profes-
sor. The house was his own, and
everything in it: his god-daughter
Grauben*** a young girl of seven-
teen, Martha**** and myself. As his
nephew and an orphan, I became
his laboratory assistant. The blood
of a mineralogist was in my veins,
and in the midst of my specimens
I was always happy.

2.

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,
metallic, and lithoid minerals!.

My uncle was sitting in a vel-
vet armchair, and was looking at
a book with intense admiration.?

* Konigstrasse — Kopoaesckasa
yauna

*% half brick and half wood — mamo-
JIOBUHY W3 KUPIINMYA, HAIMOJOBUHY W3 [JepeBa

#*%%  Grauben — I'perxen

Martha — Mapra

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

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

Why worry about this old, bound
in rough calf, yellow, faded vol-
ume?3

“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
marvellous work?” I asked.

“This work,” replied my uncle,
“this work is the Heims Kringla™ of
Snorre Turleson***, the most famous
Icelandic author of the twelfth

* a binding — mnepemiér
% Heims Kringla — «Xeitmc Kpunria»
(Ha3eanue KHuzu)

#*% Snorre Turleson (Snorri Sturluson)—
Cuoppu Crypiycon
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B CAMHCTBCHHOM 4uC-
JIE, maXxe €CJIn HUMECT-
Cd B BUAY HECKOJIbKO
peaMETOB.

2.
! npaguavno ammpudy-
mupoeannvle, noopas-

OeaéHHble Ha 2oprovue,
Memaaau4eckue u Kam-
HeguUOHble Mamepuabl.
[Mpuyactusg  mporien-
11Ier0 BpeMeHU named v
divided ¢ 3aBUCHUMBIMU
cJioBaMU 00pasyloT JiBa
MpUYACTHBIX 000pOTa,
CcIyXalux —orpenesie-
HUSMHU CYIIECTBUTEb-
Horo museum, cM. I'C
16. HHTepecHO, 4TO
9T ONpeAeICHUS CTOSIT
He cpasy 3a onpezeisie-
MbIM CJIOBOM. Mexny
HUMM HaXOIUTCS TIpaK-
TUYECKU BCE MpemIo-
JKCHUE.

> Moii 0a0a cudea 6
Kpecae, oomsanymom
bapxamom, u ¢ ucmun-
HbLM 8OCXUUEHUEeM Npo-
cmampuean KHuey.

Past Continuous 060-
3HavaeT AeiiCcTBUE, KO-
TOpOoE€  TIPOMCXOIUIIO
B ONpEeNeJEHHbIA MO-
MEHT B MPOLUIOM (K0e-
da naeMmAHHUK 80ULéN 8
kabunem), cMm. I'C 39.

3 Yeeo padu eoanosamo-
¢ u3-3a 3Mo20 cmapo-
20, nepenieméHnHo20 6
2pyOyro meaauvIo Koicy,
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nosceamesutezo,
yeemuezo moma?
IMpuyacte  mporien-
mero BpeMeHu bound ¢
3aBUCUMBIMU  CJIOBAMM
o0pa3yeT MNpUYacTHbBIN
obopor, CIyKalui
omnpenesieHueM  CyIle-
CTBUTEJILHOIO  Vvolume,
cM. I'C 16. HeoGbraHo
TO, 4YTO IIPUYACTHBIA
000pOT CTOUT TIEPEL
OTpeneiieMbIM  CJTO-
BOM, Yero IIOYTU He
ObIBaeT B aHIJIMICKOM
SI3BIKE.

* camouil uzeecmubwlii
ucaanockuii agmop oee-
Haduamozo eexa!
JIByCJIOXHOE  TIpuiIa-
ratejibHOE famous ymno-
TpebIsieTcss B MPEBOC-
XOQHOW CTENeHu, CM.
rcis.

> Toeopsam, umo ux uso-
opéa cam Ooun.

it is said — 31O 6€311Y-
HOEe TIpe/UTOXKEHUEe, B
KOTOpOM  CKa3zyeMoe
crout B ¢dopMe cTpa-
JIATeJIbHOTO 3aJ1ora
Present Simple. Owno
PaBHO3HAYHO Oosee
IIAPOKO  yHoTpebIs-
eMoMy 0e3TMYHOMY
MpeIOXKEeHUIO they say,
cm. I'C 58.

B mmaBHOM mpenjio-
KEHUM  UCIOJIb3YETCs
dopma cTpamaTeaIbHOIO
3ayiora Past Simple, cM.
I'C 50.

6bl-
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century!* It is the chronicle of the
Norwegian princes who ruled in
Iceland.”

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

“What!” sharply replied the Pro-
fessor, “A translation! What can I
do with a translation? This is the
Icelandic original!”

“Ah!” said I; “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 manuscript,
a Runic manuscript.”

“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.

“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

* the type — mpudr

*%  Axel — Akxcensn
#%% to take it for — mpumuMaTh 3a
w%%%  (OQdin — OpuH, BEepXOBHBIN 6Or B

repMaHO-CKAHIMHABCKON MU(OJIOTUN
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these letters®, the invention of the
Scandinavian god!”

Well, well! I was going to pros-
trate myself before this wonderful
book, when a little incident hap-
pened to divert conversation into
another channel” A dirty slip of
parchment slipped out of the wvol-
ume and fell upon the floor.

“What’s this?” cried my uncle.

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

The Professor raised his specta-
cles and pronounced:

“These are Runic letters; they
are exactly like those of the manu-
script® of Snorre Turleson. But
what is their meaning? It is cer-
tainly old Icelandic.”

Suddenly two o’clock struck by
the little clock over the fireplace.
At that moment our good house-
keeper Martha opened the study
door, and said:

“Dinner is ready!”

I followed her, and sat in my
usual place. I waited a few min-
utes. Professor did not come. He

* five inches by three — pasmepom
5x3 mroMa
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BosBpatHoe  MecTOM-
MeHue himself BbIICISI-
eT uMs COOCTBEHHOE
Odin, cm. T'C 11.

¢ ITocmompu Ha Hux,
YOoueucs ... u 60CXUMUCH
Imumu 3HaKamu

3/1ech TPUXKIbI YIIOTpe-
osasieTcst hopma moBe-
JIUTEJIbHOTO HaKJIOHEe-
Hus, cm. ['C 49.

TS ywe cobupaacs
ynacmo Huy nepeo 3moii
youeumeavHou KHuU20l,
Ko20a npouzowéa He-
6oavuoll unyuOeHm, no-
GepHyGuIUll  PA32060p 6
dpyeoe pycao.
KoHcTpykumst  to  be
going fo BbIpaXaeT Ha-
mepenue, cm. ['C 37.
Ynorpebnsietcss  BO3-
BpaTHOE MECTOMMEHUE
myself, TOCKOJIbKY IO~
Jiexarnee W JOTOJTHe-
HHUE — OIIHO JIUIIO, CM.
rcii.

WUudunutus fo divert
CIIyXXUT  OOCTOSITENb-
CTBOM CJIEACTBUS. DTO
JOBOJIBHO PENKUIi CITy-
yail, korma WUHGPUHU-
TUB-00CTOSATEIHCTBO
CJIeNCTBUSL yHOTpeOIs-
ercst 6e3 CJIOB f00 VI
enough. Hexotopbie
rpaMMaTUCTBl  BBbIAE-
JSI0T  Takue OoOCTOsI-
TEIbCTBA B OTAETHHYIO
KaTeropuio — 00cCTO-
SITETBCTBO ~ TTOCJIEIYIO-
WX OEUCTBUM, 30€Ch
OHU pPacCMaTPUBAIOTCS
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Kak  OOCTOSITeNIbCTBA
CJIEICTBUSI.

8 Dmo pynol, onu mouno
maxkue jce, KaK 6 pyko-
nucu

IMoanexamum nepBoro
MPEITOKEHUS  SIBIISICT-
cd  yKasaTeJIbHOE Me-
CTOMMEHuUe these.
MecroumMeHue those
3aMellaeT paHee YIo-
TpeOJEHHOE CYIIECTBU-
TeJbHOE letters, 4TOOBI
n30exXarh ero MoBTOPe-
Hus, cMm. I'C 10.

° On nukozda ne npony-
CKa1 BAXCHYIO Uepemo-
Huro obeoa.

Past Perfect ¢ orpuna-
HUeM o0O3HavaeT aeii-
CTBUE, HE IPOM3OILEI-
1ee paHee KaKOro-TO
MOMEHTA B IIPOILLIOM
(0o onucvleaemoeo OHs),
cm. I'C 42.

10 ST hukozoa ne cmaaxu-
eaaacv Hu ¢ 4em noooo-
HbLM.

Present Perfect 060-
3HayaeT AeCTBUE B HE-
3aKOHYEHHBI ITEPUOL
BpeMEHU (JCU3Hb 2080~
pauwezo), cM. I'C 41.

' oancno  cayuumocs
Ymo-mo cepbéznoe.
KoHctpykuust  to  be
going to 00OO3HayaeT
JIeicTBUe B OyIyILEM,
MpencKa3aHHOe Ha 0C-
HOBE TOTO, YTO IIPOMC-
XOOUT B HACTOSIIEM,
cm. I'C 37.
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had never missed the important
ceremonial of dinner.®

“I have never known such a
thing'?,” said Martha. “M. Lieden-
brock is not at table! Something
serious is going to happen.'!”

After the dinner, I came back
to the study.

3.

“Undoubtedly it is Runic,” said
the Professor; “but there is a se-
cret in it!, and I want to discover
the key.”

He finished the sentence with a
violent gesture.

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

I sat down.

“Now I will dictate to you every
letter of our alphabet which corre-
sponds 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:

* one after the other —

Ipyroi

oIHa 3a
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mm.rnlls esrevel seeclde
sgtssmf vnteief niedrke
kt,samn atrateS saodrrn
emtnael nvaect rrilSa
Atsaar .nverc ieaabs
cecrmi eevtVl frAntv
dt,iac oseibo Kediil

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

“What does it all mean?”
asked mechanically.

I could not help him.

“This is what is called a cryp-
togram, or a cipher,” he said, “in
which letters are purposely thrown
in confusion.? Under this jargon
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.

Then the Professor took the book
and the parchment, and diligently
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.”

he
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3.
"¢ ném [mexcme] 3a-
KAI04€H cexpem
B srom mpemntoxxeHun
HCTIONB3YeTCS KOH-
CTpyKUUs there is/are,
cMm. I'C 55.

2 Omo mo, umo nasviea-
emcsa Kpunmozpammot,
uau wugpom, ... 6 Ko-
mopom 6GyKevl HapouHO
nepenymanot.

B 1ByX nIpuIaTOYHBIX
MPETOKEHUSIX  YIO-
TpebJsieTcst ¢dopma
CTpafaTeIbHOTO 3ajiora
Present Simple, cm. I'C
50.

3 B smoii mapabapugune
Modcem  codepicamocs
KAIOM K 6eauxomy om-
Kkpoumuro!

3nech  MCHOJB3yeTCs
KOHCTPYKIUS C there ¢
MOJAJbHBIM [JIaroJIOM
may, KOTOpbIiA BbIpa-
JKaeT TMpPeArnosoXeHue
O BO3MOXHOCTU JeM-
CTBUSI B HACTOSIIIIEM U
oymymem, cMm. I'C 55,
24.

Y wugpp 6Goaee nozonuil,
uem KHuza.

3mech  WCIIONB3YeTCst
CpaBHUTENbHAS  KOH-
CTPYKUMS C than, CM.
rci1s.
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5> B pykonucu ecmb e20
umsa?

B sToM o06111em Bonpoce
yIOTpeOsisieTcsT  KOH-
CTpyKUus there is/are,
cM. 'C55. O tunax Bo-
npocoB cm. ['C 59.

®on cmoe pazaumumo
Kaxue-mo OyKevt.
MopanbHbIi rJ1aroJj
could BbIpaxaer CIIO-
COOHOCTb YTO-TO CHe-
natb, cm. I'C 23.

7 Pazeée Caxmyccem He
CKpbla 6 3mom wugpe
Kakoe-mo  yousume.ab-
Hoe usobpemenue? Imo
mak, 3mo HABEPHAKA
mak!

B nepBom mnpemnoxe-
Hun Present Perfect
0003HavaeT JAeuCTBUE
B MPOLIIOM, Pe3yJbTaT
KOTOPOTO BaXkeH B Ha-
crosieM, cm. I'C 41.
Inaron must BbIpaxaer
MPETNONIOXEHNE, Tpa-
HMYalllee C YBEPEHHO-
cTblo, cM. I'C 25.

10
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I agreed.

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

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

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

I gazed at my uncle with ad-
miration.

“Those alchemists,” he resumed,
“Avicenna, Bacon, Lully, Paracelsus®*¥,
were the real and only savants of
their time. They made discoveries at
which we are astonished. Has not
this Saknussemm concealed under
his cryptogram some surprising
invention? It is so; it must be so!””

* Arne Saknussemm — Apue Cax-
HyCcCEM

**%  Avicenna, Bacon, Lully, Paracelsus —
AsBunenna, Bskon, Jlioans, Ilapareabc
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“No doubt,” I replied, “but why
did he hide a marvellous discovery
in such a way?”

“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!®”

My comment on this was “Oh!”

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

At that 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 vowels. So
this is a southern language. But
what language is it?”

I was looking at the letters.

“This Saknussemm,” the Pro-
fessor went on, “was a very well-
informed man; so he was not writ-
ing in his own mother tongue, he
selected Latin. The savants of the
sixteenth century generally wrote
in Latin. So it is Latin.”

* Galileo — Tanwuieii, uTarbAHCKUNI

(pusMK, MexaHUK, acTPOHOM, (uijocod, Ma-
TeMaTHUK

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 000000000000 0000000000000 00000000000 0000000000000 000000000000

88 o6azameavno pac-
Kporo cekpem 3mozo 00-
Kymenma, s He Gydy Hu
ecmb Hu cnamo!

I'maron  will ynorpe-
0J1s1eTCs 3/1eCh KaK MO-
OAIbHBIA U BbIpaXkaer
PeIIMMOCTh  CHeNIaTh
yTo-TO, cM. ['C 26.

11
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° 3mo 3anymannas, npu-
6edénnasn 6 becnopadox
AamoiHy, Oasaii mua-
meabHo u3y4um 3mo.
[Ipuyactue npouen-
1IIeTO BpeMeHU confused
CTOMWT IOCJIE CYLIECTBU-
TEJIBHOTO W SIBJISIETCS
€ro TIPaBbIM OTIpesiesie-
HueMm, cMm. I'C 16.

Bo BTOpoOIii yactu npen-
JIOXEHUS WCTIONb3yeT-
csl MOBEJIUTENIbHOE Ha-
KJIOHEHHE C TJIarojioM
let, cm. T'C 49.

1" Moit 6324520 ynaa na
ouaposamenvHylo Kap-
muny, nopmpem Ipem-
xeH. Mot obpyuuauco 6
maiine om 0sa0u.

B ob6oux mnpemioxe-
Husix Past Perfect 060-
3HAvaer neiicTeue,
MPOM3O0LIEALIee paHee
KaKoro-T0 MOMEHTa B
MPOLLIOM (00 mM02o Kak
0505 3adan emy 60npoc),
cm. I'C 42.

Ipuuactue mnpo-
LIEIIETOo BpeMEHU
unknown ¢ 3aBUCUMBbI-
MU CJIOBaMU 00pasyeT
MPUYaACTHBI  000POT,
0003Havalonil conmyT-
CTBYIOLIUE OOCTOSITEb-
crBa, cM. I'C 16.

12
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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 it is Latin confused and in
disorder; let us examine carefully®.
Here is a series of one hundred
and thirty-two letters in apparent
disorder. This arrangement has
arisen mathematically in obedience
to the unknown law. Whoever pos-
sesses the key of this cipher will
read it with fluency. What is that
key? Axel, have you got it?”

I did not answer, and for a
very good reason. My eyes had
fallen upon a charming picture:
the portrait of Griauben. We had
become engaged unknown to my
uncle.’® Grauben was a lovely blue-
eyed blonde. I adored her. Every
day she helped me to arrange my
uncle’s precious specimens; she and
I labelled them together. Mademoi-
selle Grauben was an accomplished
mineralogist. How often I envied
the stones which she handled with
her charming fingers.

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

* Virgil — Beprunwmii, npeBHepUMCKUit
Oo3T.
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Then he rushed outside into
Konigstrasse and fled.

4.

“He is gone!” cried Martha, run-
ning out of her kitchen.

“Yes,” I replied, “completely
gone.”

“Well; and how about his din-
ner?” said the 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 undecipher-
able scrawl!.”

“Oh, my dear!”

She returned to the kitchen.

I was alone. That old document
kept working in my brain*. My
head throbbed with excitement, and
I felt an undefined uneasiness. I
took the sheet of paper with mys-
terious letters; and repeated to
myself “What does it all mean?”

* Lkept working in my brain — He
BBIXOAWJI Y MEHS U3 TOJIOBBI
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4.

! cobupaemcsa pacuudgp-
posamv He nodoarouy-
1ca pacuugposke eau-
Manoio.

KoHcTpykuust  to  be
going to BBIpaXxaeT Ha-
mepenue, cm. I'C 37.

13



WKiosb Bepn

2 ymobbt  npouumamo
0oKymeHm, He 0bL10 He-
o0xodumocmu wumamso
6ecv mekcm.

IlepBblii  MHGUHUTUB
to read sBNISIETCS 00-
CTOSITEJILCTBOM LIEJIH, a
BTOPOU MH(PUHUTUB [0
read — TIO/IEXAIIUM,
cm. I'C 53.
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I tried to group the letters so as
to form words. Quite impossible! I
was stifling; I wanted air. Uncon-
sciously I fanned myself* with the
bit of paper, the back and front of
which successively came before my
eyes. What was my surprise when,
in one of those rapid revolutions,
at the moment when the back was
turned to me I thought I noticed
the Latin words “craterem”, “ter-
restre”, 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 cried.

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

“Ah!” 1 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 deter-
mined geologist as he is! He will
start, in spite of everything and
everybody, and he will take me

* fanned myself — ob6maxmBasncsa
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with him, and we will never get
back.? No, never! never!”

My over-excitement was beyond
all description.

“No! No!” I declared energeti-
cally; “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.

5.

I replaced the unfortunate docu-
ment upon the table. Professor
Liedenbrock was greatly abstracted.
The mystical letters gave him no
rest. He sat in his armchair, took
the pen and began to write al-
gebraic 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??”
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3 On noedem, necmomps
HU Ha WMo U HU HA K020,
U OH 603bMEM MEHA C CO-
001l u molL He 6epHEMCAL.
I'maron  will ynorpe-
OJisieTcst 3IeCh Kak MO-
NAJbHBIA W BbIpaxkaer
peIIMMOCTh  CHeNIaTh
4yT10-TO, cM. I'C 26.

4 max Kax ¢ moux cuaax
He damb emy y3Hamv 00
amom, s 3mo coeaaro. S
YHUMMOXNCY 3M0Mm 00Ky~
MeHm.

WUHbuHUTUB fo prevent
SIBJISICTCSI TTOMJIEXKAIIM
B IIPEIJIOKEHUU C BBO-
IHBIM it, cm. 'C 53.
Tak Xe, KaK B IIpeIbI-
OyIIEM KOMMEHTapuu
riaron will BbIpaxaeT
peIMMOCTh  CHeNIaTh
4yT10-TO, cM. I'C 26.

3> S yace cobupaaca 6po-
cumo 0OKyMeHm Ha yeau
Bbipaxxenue ¢ uHbU-
HUTUBOM fo be about
to do smth 3HauuUT co-
oupamucs Ymo-mo
coeaams. Ho 31O nHeii-
CTBUE, KakK IIPaBUIIO,
HE IMPOM3OIILIO, YTO-TO
3TOMY TTOMEIIAJIO.

5.
! He noonumas 20106voL.
lepynnuii lifting ymo-
TpebIsieTCst rocie
npemjiora without, cMm.
I'C54.
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