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“If it comes to ‘not much matter’ I am more reassured,”
answered Michel Ardan.

“Do you approve of my idea, Nicholl?”” asked Barbicane.

“Entirely,” answered the captain. “Still thirteen minutes
and a-half.”

“Nicholl is not a man,” exclaimed Michel; “he is a
chronometer marking the seconds, and with eight holes
m »

But his companions were no longer listening to him, but
were making their last preparations with all the coolness
imaginable. They looked like two methodical travellers
taking their places in the train and making themselves as
comfortable as possible. One wonders, indeed, of what
materials these American hearts are made, to which the
approach of the most frightful danger does not add a single
pulsation.

Three beds, thick and solidly made, had been placed in
the projectile. Nicholl and Barbicane placed them in the
centre of the disc that formed the movable flooring. There
the three travellers were to lie down a few minutes before
their departure.

In the meantime Ardan, who could not remain quiet,
turned round his narrow prison like a wild animal in a cage,
talking to his friends and his dogs, Diana and Satellite, to
whom it will be noticed he had some time before given these
significant names.

“Up, Diana! up, Satellite!”” he cried, exciting them. “You
are going to show to the Selenite dogs how well-behaved the
dogs of the earth can be! That will do honour to the canine
race. If we ever come back here I will bring back a cross-
breed of ‘moon-dogs’ that will become all the rage.”

“If there are any dogs in the moon,” said Barbicane.

“There are some,” affirmed Michel Ardan, “the same
as there are horses, cows, asses, and hens. I wager anything
we shall find some hens.”

“I bet a hundred dollars we find none,” said Nicholl.

“Done, captain,” answered Ardan, shaking hands with
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tered skilfully, reanimated Nicholl, who opened his eyes,
instantly recovered his presence of mind, seized Ardan’s
hand, and then looking round him——

“And Barbicane?” he asked.

“Each in turn,” answered Michel Ardan tranquilly. “I
began with vou, Nicholl, because you were on the top. Now
I’ll go to Barbicane.”

That said, Ardan and Nicholl raised the president of the
Gun Club and put him on a divan. Barbicane seemed to
have suffered more than his companions. He was bleeding,
but Nicholl was glad to find that the h@morrhage only came
from a slight wound in his shoulder. It was a simple scratch,
which he carefully closed.

Nevertheless, Barbicane was some time before he came
to himself, which frightened his two friends.

“He is breathing, however,” said Nicholl, putting his
ear to the breast of the wounded man.

“Yes,” answered Ardan, “he is breathing like a man who
is in the habit of doing it daily. Rub, Nicholl, rub with all
your might.”

And the two improvised practitioners set to work with
such a will and managed so well that Barbicane at last came
to his senses. He opened his eyes, sat up, took the hands of
his two friends, and his first words were——

“Nicholl, are we going on?””

Nicholl and Ardan looked at one another. They had not
vet thought about the projectile. Their first anxiety had been
for the travellers, not for the vehicle.

“Well, really, are we going on?” repeated Michel Ardan.

“Or are we tranquilly resting on the soil of Florida?”
asked Nicholl.

““Or at the bottom of the Gulf of Mexico?”’ added Michel
Ardan.

“Impossible!”” cried President Barbicane.

These two suggestions, made by his two friends im-
mediately recalled him to life and energy.

They could not yet decide the question. The apparent
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getting upon its knees. It was Michel Ardan. He felt himself,
uttered a sonorous ‘“Hum,” then said—

“Michel Ardan, complete. Now for the others!”

The courageous Frenchman wanted to get up, but he
could not stand. His head vacillated; his blood, violently
sent up to his head, blinded him. He felt like a drunken man.

“Brrr!” said he. “I feel as though I had been drinking
two bottles of Corton, only that was not so agreeable to
swallow !”

Then passing his hand across his forehead several times,
and rubbing his temples, he called out in a firm voice—

“Nicholl! Barbicane!”

He waited anxiously. No answer. Not even a sigh to
indicate that the hearts of his companions still beat. He
reiterated his call. Same silence.

“The devill” said he. “They seem as though they had
fallen from the fifth storey upon their heads! Bah!” he
added with the imperturbable confidence that nothing could
shake, “If a Frenchman can get upon his knees, two
Americans will have no difficulty in getting upon their feet.
But, first of all, let us have a light on the subject.”

Ardan felt life come back to him in streams. His blood
became calm, and resumed its ordinary circulation. Fresh
efforts restored his equilibrium. He succeeded in getting up,
took a match out of his pocket, and struck it; then putting it
to the burner he lighted the gas. The meter was not in the
least damaged. The gas had not escaped. Besides, the smell
would have betrayed it, and had this been the case, Michel
Ardan could not with impunity have lighted a match. The
gas, mixed in the air, would have produced a detonating
mixture, and an explosion would have finished what a
shock had perhaps begun.

As soon as the gas was lighted Ardan bent down over his
two companions. Their bodies were thrown one upon the
other, Nicholl on the top, Barbicane underneath.

Ardan raised the captain, propped him up against a
divan, and rubbed him vigorously. This friction, adminis-
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separate us from a supreme moment. Your hands, my
friends.”

“Yes,” cried Michel Ardan, more moved than he wished
to appear.

The three bold companions shook hands.

“God help us!” said the religious president.

Michel Ardan and Nicholl lay down on their beds in
the centre of the floor.

“Thirteen minutes to eleven,” murmured the captain.

Twenty seconds more! Barbicane rapidly put out the gas,
and lay down beside his companions.

The profound silence was only broken by the chrono-
meter beating out the seconds.

Suddenly a frightful shock was felt, and the projectile,
under the impulsion of 6,000,000,000 litres of gas developed
by the deflagration of the pyroxyle, rose into space.
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Nicholl. “But, by the by, you have lost three bets with the
president, for the funds necessary for the enterprise were
provided, the casting succeeded, and lastly, the Columbiad
was loaded without accident—that makes six thousand
dollars.”

“Yes,” answered Nicholl. “Twenty-three minutes and
six seconds to eleven.”

“I hear, captain. Well, before another quarter of an hour
is over you will have to make over another nine thousand
dollars to the president, four thousand because the Colum-
biad will not burst, and five thousand because the projectile
will rise higher than six miles into the air.”

“I have the dollars,” answered Nicholl, striking his coat
pocket, “and I only want to pay.”

“Come, Nicholl, I see you are a man of order, what I
never could be; but allow me to tell you that your series of
bets cannot be very advantageous to you.”

“Why?”” asked Barbicane.

“Because if you win the first the Columbiad will have
burst, and the projectile with it, and Barbicane will not be
there to pay you your dollars.”

“My wager is deposited in the Baltimore Bank,” an-
swered Barbicane simply; “and in default of Nicholl it will
go to his heirs.”

“What practical men you are!” cried Michel Ardan. “I
admire you as much as I do not understand you.”

“Eighteen minutes to eleven,’ said Nicholl.

“Only five minutes more,” answered Barbicane.

“Yes, five short minutes!” replied Michel Ardan. “And
we are shut up at the bottom of a cannon goo feet long'
where there are 400,000 lbs. of gun-cotton, worth more than
1,600,000 1bs. of ordinary powder! And friend Murchison,
with his chronometer in hand and his eye fixed on the hand
and his finger on the electric knob, is counting the seconds
to hurl us into the planetary regions.”

“Enough, Michel, enough!” said Barbicane in a grave
tone. “Let us prepare ourselves. A few seconds only
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“\Vill you have a receipt ?”” asked Barbicane as he took the
money.

“If you do not mind,” answered Nicholl; “it is more
regular.”

And as seriously and phlegmatically as if he had been in
his counting-house, President Barbicane drew out his
memorandum-book and tore out a clear page, wrote a receipt
in pencil, dated it, signed it, and gave it to the captain, who
put it carefully into his pocket-book.

Michel Ardan took off his hat and bowed to his two
companions without speaking a word. Such formality under
such circumstances took away his power of speech. He had
never seen anything so American.

Once their business over, Barbicane and Nicholl went
back to the light-port and looked at the constellations. The
stars stood out clearly upon the dark background of the sky.
But from this side the moon could not be seen, as she moves
from east to west, rising gradually to the zenith. Her absence
made Ardan say—

“And the moon? Is she going to fail us?”’

“Do not frighten yourself,” answered Barbicane. “She
is at her post, but we cannot see her from this side. We must
open the opposite light-port.”

At the very moment when Barbicane was going to
abandon one window to set clear the opposite one, his
attention was attracted by the approach of a shining object.
It was an enormous disc the colossal dimensions of which
could not be estimated. Its face turned towards the earth
was brilliantly lighted. It looked like a small moon reflecting
the light of the large one. It advanced at prodigious speed,
and seemed to describe round the earth an orbit right across
the passage of the projectile. To the movement of transla-
tion of this object was added a movement of rotation upon
itself. It was therefore behaving like all celestial bodies in
spac

" ¢ried Michel Ardan. ““Whatever is that? Another
projectile?””
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right-hand skylight yielded to the coach-wrench. These
bolts were driven outside, and obturators wadded with
rubber corked up the hole that let them through. The
exterior plate immediately fell back upon its hinges like a
port-hole, and the lenticular glass that covered the hole
appeared. An identical light-port had been made in the
other side of the projectile, another in the dome, and a
fourth in the bottom. The firmament could therefore be
observed in four opposite directions—the firmament
through the lateral windows, and the earth or the moon
more directly through the upper or lower opening of the
projectile.

Barbicane and his companions immediately rushed to the
uncovered port-hole. No ray of light illuminated it. Pro-
found darkness surrounded the projectile. This darkness did
not prevent Barbicane exclaiming—

“No, my friends, we have not fallen on the earth again!
No, we are not immersed at the bottom of the Gulf of
Mexico! Yes, we are going up through space! Look at those
stars that are shining in the darkness, and the impenetrable
darkness that lies between the earth and us!”

“Hurrah! hurrah!” cried Michel Ardan and Nicholl with
one voice.

In fact, the thick darkness proved that the projectile had
left the earth, for the ground, then brilliantly lighted by the
moon, would have appeared before the eyes of the travellers
if they had been resting upon it. This darkness proved also
that the projectile had passed beyond the atmosphere, for
the diffused light in the air would have been reflected on the
metallic sides of the projectile, which reflection was also
wanting. This light would have shone upon the glass of the
light-port, and that glass was in darkness. Doubt was no
longer possible. The travellers had quitted the earth.

“I have lost,” said Nicholl.

“I congrartulate you upon it,” answered Ardan.

““Here are nine thousand dollars,” said the captain, taking
a bundle of notes out of his pocket.
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his two bets—four thousand dollars because the Columbiad
has not burst, five thousand dollars because the projectile
has risen to a greater height than six miles; therefore,
Nicholl, shell out.”

“We must prove it first,” answered the captain, “and pay
afterwards. It is quite possible that Barbicane’s calculations
are exact, and that I have lost my nine thousand dollars. But
another idea has come into my mind, and it may cancel the
wager.”

“What is it?”’ asked Barbicane quickly.

“The idea that for some reason or other the powder did
not fire, and we have not started.”

“Good heavens! captain,” cried Michel Ardan, “that is a
supposition worthy of me! It is not serious! Have we not
been half stunned by the shock? Did I not bring you back
to life? Does not the president’s shoulder still bleed from
the blow?”’

“Agreed, Michel,” replied Nicholl, “but allow me to ask
one question.”

“Ask it, captain.”

“Did you hear the detonation, which must certainly have
been formidable?”

“No,” answered Ardan, much surprised, “I certainly did
not hear it.”

“And you, Barbicane?”’

“1 did not either.”

“What do you make of that?”” asked Nicholl.

“What indeed!” murmured the president; “why did we
not hear the detonation?”

The three friends looked at one another rather discon-
certedly. Here was an inexplicable phenomenon. The
projectile had been fired, however, and there must have
been a detonation.

“We must know first where we are,”” said Barbicane, “‘so
let us open the panel.”

This operation was immediately accomplished. The
screws that fastened the bolts on the outer plates of the
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immovability of the craft and the want of communication
with the exterior prevented them finding it out. Perhaps
the projectile was falling through space. Perhaps after rising
a short distance it had fallen upon the earth, or even into the
Gulf of Mexico, a fall which the narrowness of the Floridian
peninsula made possible.

The case was serious, the problem interesting. It was
necessary to solve it as soon as possible. Barbicane, excited,
and by his moral energy triumphing over his physical
weakness, stood up and listened. A profound silence reigned
outside. But the thick padding was sufficient to shut out all
the noises on earth. However, one thing struck Barbicane.
The temperature in the interior of the projectile was
singularly high. The president drew out a thermometer
from the envelope. The instrument showed 81° Fahr.

“Yes!” he then exclaimed—‘yes, we are moving! This
stifling heat oozes through the sides of our projectile. It is
produced by friction against the atmosphere. It will soon
diminish ; because we are already moving in space, and after
being almost suffocated we shall endure intense cold.”

“What!”” asked Michel Ardan, “do you mean to say that
we are already beyond the terrestrial atmosphere?”

“Without the slightest doubt, Michel. Listen to me. It
now wants but five minutes to eleven. It is already eight
minutes since we started. Now, if our initial velocity has not
been dimished by friction, six seconds would be enough for
us to pass the sixteen leagues of atmosphere which surround
earth.”

“Just so,” answered Nicholl; “but in what proportion do
you reckon the decrease of speed by friction?”

“In the proportion of one-third,” answered Barbicane.
“This decrease is considerable, but it is so much according
to my calculations. If, therefore, we have had an initial
velocity of 11,000 metres, when we get past the atmosphere
it will be reduced to 7,332 metres. However that may be, we
have already cleared that space, and. i

“And then,” said Michel Ardan, “friend Nicholl has lost
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Barbicane did not answer. The sight of this enormous
body surprised him and made him uneasy. A collision was
possible which would have had deplorable results, either by
making the projectile deviate from its route and fall back
upon the earth, or be caught up by the attractive power of
the asteroid.

President Barbicane had rapidly seized the consequences
of this, which in one way or other would fatally prevent the
success of their attempt. His companions were silently
watching the object, which grew prodigiously larger as it
approached, and through a certain optical illusion it seemed
as if the projectile were rushing upon it.

“Ye gods!” cried Michel Ardan; “there will be a collision
on the line!”

The three travellers instinctively drew back. Their terror
was extreme, but it did not last long, hardly a few seconds.
The asteroid passed at a distance of a few hundred yards
from the projectile and disappeared, not so much on
account of the rapidity of its course, but because its side
opposite to the moon was suddenly confounded with the
absolute darkness of space.

“A good journey to you!” cried Michel Ardan, uttering a
sigh of satisfaction. ““Is not infinitude large enough to allow
a poor little projectile to go about without fear? What was
that pretentious globe which nearly knocked against us?”’

“I know!”” answered Barbicane.

“Of course! you know everything.”

“It is a simple asteroid,” said Barbicane; ‘“but so large
that the attraction of the earth has kept it in the state of a
satellite.”

“Is it possible!” exclaimed Michel Ardan. “Then the
earth has two moons like Neptune?”

“Yes, my friend, two moons, though she is generally
supposed to have but one. But this second moon is so small
and her speed so great that the inhabitants of the earth can-
not perceive her. It was by taking into account certain per-
turbations that a French astronomer, M. Petit, was able to
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the king of hell, like the puppy that Jupiter gave beautiful
Europa as the price of a kiss! Your celebrity will efface that
of the Montargis and St. Bernard heroes. You are rushing
through interplanetary space, and will, perhaps, be the Eve
of Selenite dogs! You will justify up there Toussenel’s
saying, ‘In the beginning God created man, and seeing how
weak he was, gave him the dog!” Come, Diana, come here 122

Diana, whether flattered or not, came out slowly, uttering
plaintive moans.

“Good!” said Barbicane. ‘I see Eve, but whereis Adam?”

“Adam,” answered Michel Ardan, “can’t be far off. He
is here somewhere. He must be called! Satellite! here,
Satellite!”

But Satellite did not appear. Diana continued moaning.
It was decided, however, that she was not hurt, and an
appetizing dish was set before her to stop her complaining.

As to Satellite, he seemed lost. They were obliged to
search a long time before discovering him in one of the
upper compartments of the projectile, where a rather inex-
plicable rebound had hurled him violently. The poor
animal was in a pitiable condition.

The unfortunate dog was carefully lowered. His head had
been fractured against the roof, and it seemed difficult for
him to survive such a shock. Nevertheless, he was com-
fortably stretched on a cushion, where he sighed once.

“We will take care of you,” said Michel; ‘‘we are respon-
sible for your existence. I would rather lose an arm than a
paw of my poor Satellite.”

So saying he offered some water to the wounded animal,
who drank it greedily.

After attending the dogs the travellers attentively watched
the earth and the moon. The earth only appeared like a pale
disc terminated by a crescent smaller than that of the
previous evening, but its volume compared with that of the
moon, which was gradually forming a perfect circle, re-
mained enormous.

“Parbleu”’ then said Michel Ardan; “I am really sorry
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‘THI1s explanation once given, the three friends fell again into
a profound sleep. Where would they have found a calmer
or more peaceful place to sleep in? Upon earth, houses in
the town or cottages in the country feel every shock upon
the surface of the globe. At sea, ships, rocked by the waves,
are in perpetual movement. This projectile alone, travelling
in absolute void amidst absolute silence, offered absolute
repose to its inhabitants.

The sleep of the three adventurers would have, perhaps,
been indefinitely prolonged if an unexpected noise had not
awakened them about 7 a.m. on the 2nd of December,
eight hours after their departure.

This noise was a very distinct bark.

“The dogs! It is the dogs!” cried Michel Ardan, getting
up immediately.

“They are hungry,” said Nicholl.

“I should think so,” answered Michel; “we have for-
gotten them.”

“Where are they?”’ asked Barbicane.

One of the animals was found cowering under the divan.
Terrified and stunned by the first shock, it had remained in
a corner until the moment it had recovered its voice along
with the feeling of hunger.

It was Diana, still rather sheepish, that came from the
retreat, not without urging. Michel Ardan encouraged her
with his most gracious words.

““Come, Diana,” he said—*‘come, my child; your destiny
will be noted in cynegetic annals! Pagans would have made
you companion to the god Anubis, and Christians friend
to St. Roch! You are worthy of being carved in bronze for
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the two bodies. Hence it foHows that in the phenomenon
of the pale light the dark part of the earth’s disc is less
clearly outlined than that of the moon’s disc, because the
intensity of the phenomenon is in proportion to the lighting
power of the two stars. It must be added that the terrestrial
crescent seems to form a more elongated curve than that of
the disc—a pure effect of irradiation.

Whilst the travellers were trying to pierce the profound
darkness of space, a brilliant shower of falling stars shone
before their eyes. Hundreds of meteors, inflamed by contact
with the atmosphere, streaked the darkness with luminous
trails, and lined the cloudy part of the disc with their fire.

This was all they saw of the globe lost in the darkness, an
inferior star of the solar world, which for the grand planets
rises or sets as a simple morning or evening star! Imper-
ceptible point in space, it was now only a fugitive crescent,
this globe where they had left all their affections.

For a long time the three friends, not speaking, yet
united in heart, watched while the projectile went on with
uniformly decreasing velocity. Then irresistible sleep took
possession of them. Was it fatigue of body and mind?
Doubtless, for after the excitement of the last hours passed
upon the earth, reaction must inevitably set in.

“Well,” said Michel, “as we must sleep, let us go to
sleep.”

Stretched upon their beds, all three were soon buried in
profound slumber.

But they had not been unconscious for more than a
quarter of an hour when Barbicane suddenly rose, and,
waking his companions, in a loud voice cried—

“I’ve found it!”

“What have vou found?” asked Michel Ardan, jumping
out of bed.

“The reason we did not hear the detonation of the
Columbiad!™

“Well?” said Nicholl.

“It was because our projectile went quicker than sound.”
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Her rays, no longer filtered by the vapoury atmosphere of
earth, shone clearly through the glass and saturated the
interior air of the projectile with silvery reflections. The
black curtain of the firmament really doubled the brilliancy
of the moon, which in this void of ether unfavourable to
diffusion did not eclipse the neighbouring stars. The sky,
thus seen, presented quite a different aspect—one that no
human eye could imagine.

It will be readily understood with what interest these
audacious men contemplated the moon, the supreme goal
of their journey. The earth’s satellite, in her movement of
translation, insensibly neared the zenith, a mathematical
point which she was to reach about ninerty-six hours later.
Her mountains and plains, or any object in relief, were not
seen more plainly than from the earth; but her light across
the void was developed with incomparable intensity. The disc
shone like a platinum mirror. The travellers had already for-
gotten all about the earth which was flying beneath their feet.

It was Captain Nicholl who first drew attention to the
vanished globe.

“Yes!” answered Michel Arden. ‘“We must not be
ungrateful to it. As we are leaving our planet let our last
looks reach it. I want to see the earth before it disappears
completely from our eyes!”

Barbicane, to satisfy the desires of his companion,
occupied himself with clearing the window at the bottom
of the projectile, the one through which they could observe
the earth directly. The movable floor which the force of
projection had sent to the bottom was taken to pieces, not
without difficulty; its pieces, carefully placed against the
sides, might still be of use. Then appeared a circular bay
window, half a yard wide, cut in the lower part of the
projectile. It was filled with glass five inches thick,
strengthened with metal settings. Under it was an alumin-
ium plate, held down by bolts. The screws taken out and
the bolts withdrawn, the plate fell back, and visual com-
munication was established between interior and exterior.
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we did not start when the earth was at her full—that is to
say, when our globe was in opposition to the sun!”

“Why?” asked Nicholl.

“Because we should have seen our continents and seas
under a new aspect—the continents shining under the sun’s
rays, the seas darker, like they figure upon certain maps
of the world! I should like to have seen those poles of the
earth upon which the eye of man has never yet rested!”

“I dare say,” answered Barbicane, “but if the earth had
been full the moon would have been new—that is to say,
invisible amidst the irradiation of the sun. It is better for us
to see the goal we want to reach than the place we started
from.”

“You are right, Barbicane,” answered Captain Nicholl;
“and besides, when we have reached the moon we shall
have plenty of time during the long lunar nights to consider
at leisure the globe that harbours men like us.”

“Men like us!” cried Michel Ardan. “But now they are
not more like us than the Selenites. We are inhabitants of a
new world peopled by us alone—the projectile! I am a man
like Barbicane, and Barbicane is a man like Nicholl. Beyond
us and outside of us humanity ends, and we are the only
population of this microcosm until the moment we become
simple Selenites.”

“In about eighty-eight hours,” replied the captain.

“Which means?” asked Michel Ardan.

“That it is half-past eight,” answered Nicholl.

“Very well,” answered Michel, “I fail to find the shadow
of a reason why we should not breakfast.”

In fact, the inhabitants of the new star could not live in it
without eating. Michel Ardan, in his quality of Frenchman,
declared himself chief cook, an important function that no
one disputed with him.

The breakfast began with three cups of excellent broth,
due to the liquefaction in hot water of three precious Liebig
tablets, prepared from the choicest morsels of the Pampas
ruminants. Some slices of beefsteak succeeded them, and
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“Twenty-four only,” said Nicholl.

“Twenty-four, then, if you like, brave captain,” answered
Ardan; “twenty-four minutes, during which we might
investigate——"

“Michel,” said Barbicane, ‘“‘during our journey we shall
have plenty of time to investigate the deepest questions.
Now we must think of starting.”

“Are we not ready?”’

“Certainly. But there are still some precautions to be
taken to deaden the first shock as much as possible!”

“Have we not water-cushions placed between movable
partitions elastic enough to protect us sufficiently ?”

“I hope so, Michel,” answered Barbicane gently; ‘“but
I am not quite sure!”

“Ah, the joker!” exclaimed Michel Ardan. “He hopes!
He is not quite sure! And he waits till we are encased to make
this deplorable acknowledgment! I ask to get out.”

“By what means?” asked Barbicane.

“Well!”” said Michel Ardan, ‘it would be difficult. We are
in the train, and the guard’s whistle will be heard in
twenty-four minutes.”

“Twenty!” ejaculated Nicholl.

The three travellers looked at one another for a few
seconds. Then they examined all the objects imprisoned with
them.

“Everything is in its place,” said Barbicane. “The
question now is where we can place ourselves so as best to
support the departing shock. The position we assume must
be important too—we must prevent the blood rushing too
violently to our heads.”

“That is true,” said Nicholl.

“Then,” answered Michel Ardan, always ready to suit
the action to the word, “we will stand on our heads like
the clowns at the circus.”

““No,” said Barbicane; “but let us lie on our sides; we
shall thus resist the shock better. When the projectile starts

it will not much matter whether we are inside or in front.”
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The objects in it, weapons, instruments, and tools, were
securely fastened to the sides in order to withstand the
parting shock. Every possible precaution had been taken
to ensure the success of so bold an experiment.

Michel Ardan examined everything, and declared him-
self quite satisfied with his quarters.

“It is a prison,” said he, “but a travelling prison, and
if T had the right to put my nose to the window I would
take it on a hundred years’ lease! You are smiling, Barbi-
cane. You are thinking of something you do not com-
municate. Do you say to yourself that this prison may be
our coffin? Our coffin let it be; I would not change it for
Mahomet’s, which only hangs in space, and does not move!”

Whilst Michel Ardan was talking thus, Barbicane and
Nicholl were making their final preparations.

It was 10.20 p.m. by Nicholl’s chronometer when the
three travellers were definitely sealed up in their projectile.
This chronometer was regulated to the tenth of a second by
that of the engineer, Murchison. Barbicane looked at it.

“My friends,” said he, “it is twenty minutes past ten;
at thirteen minutes to eleven Murchison will fire the
Columbiad; at that minute precisely we shall leave our
planet. We have, therefore, still twenty-seven minutes to
remain upon earth.”

“Twenty-six minutes and thirteen seconds,” answered
the methodical Nicholl.

“Very well!” cried Michel Ardan good-humouredly; “in
twenty-six minutes lots of things can be done. We can
discuss grave moral or political questions, and even solve
them. Twenty-six minutes well employed are worth more
than twenty-six years of doing nothing. A few seconds of a
Pascal or a Newton are more precious than the whole
existence of a crowd of imbeciles.”

“And what do you conclude from that, talker eternal?”
asked President Barbicane.

“I conclude that we have twenty-six minutes,” answered
Ardan.
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DURING the course of the year 186—the entire world was
singularly excited by a scientific experiment without prece-
dent in the long history of science. The members of the
Gun Club, a circle of artillerymen established at-Baltimore
after the American Civil War, had the idea of communica-
ting with the moon—yes, with the moon—by sending a
missile to her. Their president, Barbicane, the premoter of
the enterprise, having consulted the astronomers of the
Cambridge Observatory on this subject, took all the pre-
cautions necessary for the success of the extraordinary
enterprise, declared possible by the majority of competent
people.

According to the plan drawn up by the members of the
Observatory, the cannon destined to hurl the projectile
was to be set up in some country situated between the
0° and 20° of north or south latitude in order to aim at the
moon at the zenith. The missile was to be given an initial
velocity of 12,000 yards a second. Hurled on the 1st of
December at thirteen minutes and twenty seconds to eleven
in the evening, it was to get to the moon four days after its
departure on the s5th of December at midnight precisely, at
the very instant she would be at her perigee—that is to say,
nearest to the earth, or at exactly 86,410 leagues’ distance.

The principal members of the Gun Club, the president,
Barbicane, Major Elphinstone, the secretary, J. T. Maston,
and others, held several meetings, in which the form and
composition of the missile were discussed, as well as the
disposition and nature of the cannon, and the quality and
quantity of the powder to be employed. It was decided—
1, that the projectile should be of aluminium, with a
diameter of 800 inches; its sides were to be 12 inches thick,
and it was to weigh 19,250 lbs. ; 2, that the cannon should be
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CHAPTER I
FROM 10.20 P.M. TO 10.47 P.M.

WHEN ten o’clock struck, Michel Ardan, Barbicane, and
Nicholl said good-bye to the numerous friends they were
soon to leave. The two dogs, destined to acclimatize this
species to conditions on the moon, were already in the
projectile. The three travellers approached the orifice of
the enormous iron tube, and a crane lowered them to the
conical covering of the missile.

There an opening let them down into the aluminium
vehicle. The crane’s tackle was drawn up outside, and the
mouth of the Columbiad instantly cleared of its last
scaffolding.

As soon as Nicholl and his companions were in the
projectile he closed the opening by means of a strong plate
screwed down from inside. Other closely-fitting plates
covered the lenticular glasses of the skylights. The travel-
lers, hermetically enclosed in their metal prison, were in
profound darkness.

“And now, my dear companions,” said Michel Ardan,
“let us make ourselves at home. I am a domestic man
myself, and know how to make the best of any lodgings.
First let us have a light; gas was not invented for moles!”

Saying which the light-hearted fellow struck a match on
the sole of his boot and then applied it to the burner of
the receptacle, in which there was enough carbonized
hydrogen, stored under strong pressure, for lighting and
heating the compartment for 144 hours, or six days and
six nights.

Once the gas lighted, the projectile presented the aspect
of a comfortable room with padded walls, furnished with
circular divans, the roof of which was in the shape of a dome.
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journey in ninety-seven hours thirteen minutes and twenty
seconds; consequently they could not reach the lunar disc
until the 5th of December, at midnight, at the precise
moment that the moon would be full, and not on the 4th, as
some wrongly-informed newspapers had given out.

But something unexpected occurred; the detonation
produced by the Columbiad had the immediate effect of
disturbing the earth’s atmosphere, where an enormous
quantity of vapour accumulated. This phenomenon excited
much indignation, for the moon was hidden during several
nights.

The worthy J. T. Maston, the greatest friend of the three
travellers, set out for the Rocky Mountains in the company
of the Honourable J. Belfast, director of the Cambridge
Observatory, and reached the station of Long’s Peak, where
the telescope was set up which brought the moon, apparently,
to within two leagues. The honourable secretary of the Gun
Club wished to observe for himself the missile that con-
tained his audacious friends.

The accumulation of clouds in the atmosphere prevented
all observation during the sth, 6th, 7th, 8th, gth, and 10th
of December. It was even thought that no observation
could take place before the 3rd of January of the following
year, for the moon, entering her last quarter on the 11th,
would after that not show enough of her surface to allow
the trace of the projectile to be followed.

But at last, to the general satisfaction, a strong tempest
during the night between the 11th and 12th of December
cleared the atmosphere, and the half-moon was distinctly
visible on the dark background of the sky.

That same night a telegram was sent from Long’s Peak
Station by J. T. Maston and Belfast to the staff of the
Cambridge Observatory. It announced that on the 11th of
December, at 8.47 p.m., the projectile hurled by the
Columbiad of Stony Hill had been observed by Messrs.
Belfast and J. T. Maston, that the missile had deviated from
its course through some unknown cause, and had not
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