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The Journey across
America
Attacked by Red Indians
New York and San Francisco were joined by railway. In fact, there were 3,786 miles of railway between the two cities. Part of the country the railway passed through was still controlled by the Red Indians. The US army did its best to make it safe for farmers and travellers.
From what he knew of the train, and his timetable, Phileas Fogg hoped that this journey would be over in seven days so that he would be able to catch the  Liverpool steamship, on the 11th, from New York.
After three days and three nights, the train had gone 1,382 miles from San Francisco. Four days and four nights more ought to be enough to reach New York. Phileas Fogg was then still on time.	
Mrs Aouda had persuaded Mr Fogg to play his favourite game, whist, and she, Mr Fogg, Mr Fix and one other passenger were happily playing, when suddenly terrible cries and the sound of shooting were heard. The train was being attacked by a group of Indians.
It was not the first attempt of these daring fighters to stop a train. They had guns and horses and they raced along beside the moving train, shooting at the passengers and climbing on board. Most of the passengers, being Americans, carried their own guns, and those that did not were quickly given them by the train guard. Soon a real gun fight was going on between the passengers and the Indians.
At first the Indians rushed to try and capture the engine, and the engineer and his helper were soon killed. An Indian chief tried to stop the train, but did not know how to do it. Instead of slowing the train down, he only made it go faster and faster.
At the same time, the Indians entered the passenger carnages. They ran over the roofs, they forced the doors open and fought hand to hand with the passengers. The baggage car was opened and robbed. Cries and shots went on and on. But the passengers fought bravely, and still the train sped forward, going at about one hundred miles an hour.
From the beginning of the attack Mrs Aouda had joined in. With a gun in her hand, she fired through the window near her whenever she saw an Indian
Several passengers, very badly wounded, lay upon the seats.
Something had to be done. The attack had already lasted for ten minutes, and the Indians would certainly win if the train was not stopped. Foil Kearney station was only two miles away. There was an army camp there, but once that was passed, the train could expect no help from anyone.
The train guard was fighting next to Mr Fogg. There was a shot, and the guard fell. He had been badly wounded. As he fell, he cried, ‘We are lost if the train does not stop within five minutes!’
‘It shall be stopped!' said Phileas Fogg calmly. ‘I will make sure.’ Mr Fogg was about to rush out of the car.
‘Stay here sir, with Mrs Aouda,’ Passepartout cried out to him. ‘I will do it.’
Passepartout stops the train
Phileas Fogg had no time to stop the brave young man who, opening a door without being seen by the Indians.

got out of the carriage and succeeded in slipping underneath it. While the struggle continued, and while people were shooting at each other above his head, Passepartout slowly made his way to the front of the train. At last, with great skill he reached the front. He had not been seen.
There hanging between the baggage car and the engine, he pulled out the huge iron bar that held the two together, and the train, now free Of the engine, began to slow down. It finally stopped less than one hundred feet from Kearney station.

The soldiers, who had heard the firing, ran to the train. The Indians did not wait for them. They knew is they could not win against the soldiers.
When the passengers counted each other on the platform of the station, they noticed that several were missing and among them, the brave Frenchman. Had

they been killed in the fight? Were they prisoners of the Indians? No one knew.
[image: ]Many passengers were wounded, but the army doctor said that they would all recover. Mrs Aouda was safe. Phileas Fogg, who had fought very bravely indeed didn't even have a scratch. Fix was wounded in the arm, but it was not a serious wound. But Passepartout was missing.

Meanwhile all the passengers had left the tram. Mr Fogg with folded arms, stood quite still. He had a serious decision to make. Mrs Aouda, near him, looked at him without saying a word. He understood her look. If his servant was a prisoner, shouldn’t he risk everything to rescue him from the Indians?
‘I shall find him, dead or alive,’ he said simply to Mrs Aouda.
‘Ah! Mr Fogg — Mr Fogg!’ cried the young woman, taking her companion’s hands and covering them with tears.
‘Alive!’ added Mr Fogg, ‘if we do not lose a minute!’ With this decision Phileas Fogg sacrificed himself completely. He had just spoken words that would ruin him. A single day’s delay would make him miss the steamship from New York. His bet would be lost. But he thought, ‘It is my duty!’ and he did not hesitate.
The captain commanding Fort Kearney was there. His soldiers, about one hundred men, were waiting nearby.
‘Sir,’ said Mr Fogg to the captain, ‘three passengers have gone.’
Killed? asked the captain.
Killed ,or taken prisoner,’ replied Mr Fogg. ‘And I must know which. Will you go after the Indians?’
The Captain quickly chose thirty men to go with him <md Phileas Fogg. Fix stepped forward and asked if he could go as well.
‘You must do as you please,’ replied Phileas Fogg.
‘But if you wish to help me, you will stay with
Mrs Aouda. In case anything happens to me	’
Fogg and the soldiers set off
The detective’s face went pale. He did not want to separate himself from the man he had followed for so long. To let him go after the Indians like this! Fix looked closely at the gentleman, and whatever he thought, or believed that Mr Fogg had done in the past, he dropped his eyes before the quiet, clear, honest look that he saw w in Mr Fogg’s eyes.
‘I will stay,’ he said.
Just before starting, Mr Fogg promised the soldiers five thousand dollars if they could save the prisoners.
The brave men set out. Mrs Aouda and Fix watched them go.
To Mrs Aouda, Mr Fogg was a hero. He was prepared to sacrifice his fortune and his life, from a sense of duty.
At two o’clock the engine was brought back. It had been found on the railway track about twenty miles  beyond the station. Most of the travellers were very pleased to see the engine return. It meant that they could continue their journey.
As the engine arrived, Mrs Aouda came out of the station and asked the train official if the train was going   to start at once.
‘This very moment, madam.’
‘But the prisoners — our companions — ’
‘I cannot delay the trip any more,’ replied the official.
‘We are already three hours behind time.	
‘And when will the next train be coming from San Francisco?’
Tomorrow evening, madam.’
‘Tomorrow evening! But it will be too late. We must wait — ’
‘Impossible,’ replied the official. ‘If you are going, get aboard now.’
‘I will not,’ replied the young woman.
Fix heard this conversation. A few minutes before he had quite decided that he would go with this train But now, hearing Mrs Aouda, he decided to stay. Slowly the train started, gathered speed, and soon it disappeared into the distance.
Evening came. Still the rescue party had not returned Where was it at this moment? Had it been able to find the Indians? Throughout the night nothing moved near the station. It only snowed and snowed, sometimes a is lot, sometimes a little.
Dawn came, and still there was no movement.
Passepartout is safe
Then at seven o’clock, a party of men was seen returning to the fort. Phileas Fogg rode at its head, and  near him Passepartout and the two other passengers
could be seen.
There had been a fight with the Indians about ten miles south of the fort. The Indians fought bravely, but they never had a chance of winning. Passepartout an the others were rescued. The rescuers and the re ' were greeted with cries of joy, and Phileas Fogg among the soldiers the reward he had promised them. ‘I am certainly costing my master a
Passepartout thought to himself.
Fix looked at Mr Fogg. It was impossible to know
what he was thinking. The man he	
thief always behaved like a gentleman and a hero.
Passepartout looked around for the train. He thought it would be waiting for them so that they could continue their journey and be able to regain the lost time.
‘The train, the train!’ he cried.
‘Gone,' replied Fix.
‘And when will the next train pass?’ asked Fogg.
‘Not until this evening.’
‘Ah!’ replied the gentleman simply. He was now twenty hours behind time. Passepartout was very upset. He had certainly ruined his master!	
At this moment the detective went up to Mr Fogg. ‘I have an idea,’ he said. ‘You are in a hurry, aren’t you?’
‘Yes,’ said Mr Fogg seriously, ‘I am.’
‘If your journey hadn’t been interrupted you would have arrived in New York on the morning of the 11th.’	
‘Yes, twelve hours before the Liverpool steamship leaves.’
‘Well, now you are twenty hours behind time. The difference between twenty and twelve is eight. Eight hours must be regained. Do you wish to try it?’	
‘On foot?’ asked Mr Fogg.
A sledge with sails
‘No,’ replied Fix, ‘on a sledge with sails. A man who lives here has made such a vehicle, and he says we may use it.’	
Mr Fogg went to look at the vehicle. It looked like a boat with a sail and long pieces of wood, called ‘runners’ underneath. It had six seats.
In a few moments Mr Fogg had bought it, and at eight o’clock the sledge was ready. The sails raised. The sledge sped across the snow at a speed of about forty miles an hour. It was two hundred miles to Omaha, but the land was clear and flat all the way.

should take them about five hours. They could then catch another train on to New York. Instead of arriving
in the morning, they would arrive there in the evening, but it would be before the Liverpool ship left.
Everything went well. They arrived safely at Omaha and caught a train to New York almost at once. The
next day, the 10th, at four o'clock in the afternoon, their
train stopped in Chicago to collect more passengers. There were still nine hundred miles between
themselves and New York.
At thirty-five minutes past nine on the evening of the is 11th, the train entered the great New York station. It was right next to the harbour where the steamships le for Europe.	
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