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Mr Fogg looks for a ship
The China seemed to have carried away with her Phileas Fogg’s last hope.
In fact none of the other steamships in New York harbour were going to England that day. Mr Fogg  checked in his general guide-book which contained all the daily movements of passenger ships throughout the world. There was nothing.
Passepartout was veiy upset. It almost killed him to know that they had missed the steamship by only thirty-  five minutes. It was his fault too! And when he went over in his mind all the things that had happened on the journey because of him, and the money that he had cost his master, he wanted to die. He could not help thinking of the huge bet, the wasted money, the useless journey. Mr Fogg would be ruined, and it was all his fault.
Mr Fogg did not blame him at all. He only said, ‘We will try to do something tomorrow. Now, let us find a hotel for the night.’	
Mr Fogg slept very well, but Mrs Aouda, Passepartout and Fix, who was still with them, could hardly sleep at all because they were so worried.
lhe next day was 12th December. From the 12th, at seven in the morning, to the 21st, at nine o’clock in the 25 evening, there remained nine days and fourteen hours. If, then, Phileas Fogg had left the night before in the China, one of the best ships working between New °rk and Liverpool, he would have arrived at Liverpool, and then London, in time!	
The following morning Mr Fogg left the hotel alone. He told his servant to wait for him and to make sure that Mrs Aouda was ready so that she could leave quickly if necessary.
Mr Fogg went down to the harbour. Several ships were preparing to go to sea. Of course in this huge port there are always hundreds of ships coming and going every day. But most of them were sailing ships, and they would not suit Fogg. At last he saw a steamship that was preparing to leave.
An unfriendly captain
Phileas Fogg went out to her in a small boat at once He climbed on board. She was called the Henrietta Her upper parts were of wood and her lower part, the hull was made of iron.
The captain of the Henrietta was on board. The captain was an American man of about fifty. He was never very friendly towards other people.
‘Are you the captain?’ asked Mr Fogg.
‘I am.’
T am Phileas Fogg of London.’
‘And 1 am Andrew Speedy.’
‘You are going to start?'
In an hour.'
‘You are going to — ?’
‘Bordeaux.’
‘And your cargo?'
J	o
‘Nothing.’
‘You have passengers?’
‘I never carry passengers. This is a cargo ship.
‘Your ship goes fast?’
‘Between eleven and twelve knots.	
Would you like to take me and three other people
to Liverpool?'
‘To Liverpool? Why not to China?’
I said Liverpool.’
‘No! I am setting out for Bordeaux and I shall go to Bordeaux.’
It doesn’t matter what the price is.’	
‘I don’t care about the money!’
The captain’s voice showed that he was serious.
But the owners of the Henrietta — ’ replied Phileas
Fogg.
‘I am the owner of the Henrietta," replied the captain.
‘I will buy it from you.’
Phileas Fogg made this offer calmly. But the situation was serious.
Until now, Mr Fogg’s money had always worked. Not this time. The captain was not interested in selling his ship.
But somehow a ship had to be found.
Phileas Fogg seemed to have an idea, for he said to the captain, ‘Well, will you take me to Bordeaux?’
‘No, not even if you paid me two hundred dollars.’ 
‘I offer you two thousand.’
‘For each person?’
‘For each person.’
‘And there are four of you?’
‘Four.’	
Captain Speedy scratched his head. He could make eight thousand dollars and still go to Bordeaux. It was well worth it, even though he didn’t like passengers. Besides, at two thousand dollars each, they weren’t passengers, they were valuable cargo.	
I leave at nine o’clock,’ said Captain Speedy simply.
At nine o’clock we will be on board!’ replied Mr Fogg.
Ir Was already half past eight, but Mr Fogg remained calm and quiet.	

He went back to the hotel and told his companions that he had found a ship. He kindly offered Fix a cabin, knowing that he wanted to go as well.
By nine o'clock they were all on board and theHenrietta was ready to go.
When Passepartout learned what this last journey would cost, lie almost fainted.
As for detective Fix, he said to himself that the Bank of England would find that most of the fifty-five thousand pounds were spent. Mr Fogg had already spent more than seven thousand pounds!
Mr Fogg takes control
At noon the next day, 13th December, someone went up onto the main deck to take command of the ship. Was it Captain Speedy? Not at all! It was Phileas Fogg.
Captain Speedy had been carefully locked up in his cabin, and he was very angry indeed.
What had happened was very simple. Phileas Fogg wanted to go to Liverpool. The captain would not take him there. Then Phileas Fogg agreed to go to Bordeaux, and during the thirty hours that he was on board, he had used his banknotes well. None of the sailors liked	

Captain Speedy anyway, for he was a hard man, so for a good reward they were quite ready to have Mr Fogg for their captain.
And this is why Phileas Fogg commanded in the place of Captain Speedy, why the captain was locked 5 up in his cabin, and why, finally, the Henrietta was now heading for Liverpool. It was very clear, seeing Mr Fogg commanding the ship, that he had been a sailor once.
Mrs Aouda was rather uneasy, though she said nothing. Fix was really surprised at first. Passepartout found it simply splendid. Fix did not understand what was happening at all. The way Mr Fogg had taken over the ship completely puzzled him. Fix was sure that the ship would not go to Liverpool. He decided in the end, that Mr Fogg must have decided to become a pirate. After all, a sea robber was not so different from a bank robber.
The 16th December was the seventy-fifth day that had passed since leaving London. The Henrietta had not yet been seriously delayed, although bad weather  had forced her to go more slowly than her passengers liked. Half of the voyage had been completed, and the worst part was over. In summer, success would have been certain. In winter, they were at the mercy of the bad weather.	
Now, on this day, the engineer went up on deck, met Mr Fogg, and talked very seriously with him.
Without knowing why, Passepartout felt uneasy. He
tile engineer and said to him, ‘Keep the fires going and continue on your way to Liverpool until all the coal is gone.’




Mr Fogg plans to burn the ship



Two days later, on the 18th, the coal was almost gone All Mr Fogg did was to order Passepartout to go and fetch Captain Speedy.




Captain
soon appeared, looking very angry. -

‘Where are we?’ were the first words he spoke. His face was purple with anger.



Seven hundred and seventy miles from Liverpool,

replied Mr Fogg calmly.
‘Pirate!’ cried Andrew Speedy.
Mr Fogg took no notice. ‘I have sent for you, sir,’ he said, ‘to ask you to sell me your ship.’
‘No! By all the devils, no!’
‘I shall have to burn her.’
‘Burn my ship!’
‘At least the upper part, for we have no more coal.’
‘Burn my ship!’ cried Captain Speedy. He seemed to  have difficulty breathing. ‘A ship that is worth fifty thousand dollars!’
‘Here are sixty thousand!’ replied Phileas Fogg, offering him the banknotes.


















This produced a powerful effect on Captain


His ship was twenty years old. It might be quite


,And you will leave me the iron hull?’ he asked in 


more friendly voice.




‘The iron hull and the engine, sir. Is it a bargain?’ ‘It is.’
And Andrew Speedy took the pile of banknotes, counted them and put them in his pocket.
During all this, Passepartout was watching and  listening. He had gone as white as a sheet. As for Fix, he nearly fainted. Nearly twenty thousand pounds spent, and yet this Fogg was going to let the captain keep the hull and the engine. That was nearly the whole value of the ship! It is true that the amount stolen from  the Bank of England was fifty-five thousand pounds, but still! Mr Fogg turned to Captain Speedy. ‘Sir, don’t let this surprise you. If I am not in London on the 21st of December, at nine o’clock in the evening, I will lose twenty thousand pounds.’	
‘Well,’ he said, ‘well, Captain Fogg, there is something of the American in you!’
That was high praise indeed, from Captain Speedy.
The upper part of the ship now belonged to Phileas Fogg. He at once gave orders that all the wood should be used to keep the fires going.
On the 21st of December, at twenty minutes before noon, Phileas Fogg finally landed at Liverpool. There was nothing left of the Henrietta except her hull and the engine.	
Phileas Fogg was only six hours from London. Butat this moment Fix came up to him, put is his shoulder, and, showing his warrant, said, ‘you are really Phileas Fogg?’


 “Then I arrest you in the name of the Queen!’
free — !’
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What Finally Happens
Five minutes too late!
Phileas Fogg was shut up in Liverpool prison, and was to spend the night there, waiting to be taken to London. Now he really was ruined, and at the very moment when he thought success was possible. He had arrived in Liverpool at twenty minutes to twelve on Saturday 21st December. He had until nine o'clock that evening to reach the Reform Club. He had nine hours and twenty minutes and he needed only six to reach London.

He heard the prison clock strike one. If only he was free. He still had time to catch the fast train to London, and he could still arrive in London and at the Reform Club before nine o’clock.
At thirty-three minutes past two o’clock, a noise sounded outside. The voices of Passepartout and Fix could be heard.
Phileas Fogg looked happier for a moment.
The door opened, and he saw Mrs Aouda, Passepartout and Fix rushing towards him.
Fix was out of breath, his hair untidy, and he could not speak.	.
‘Sir,’ he cried, 'pardon — an unlucky mistake robber was arrested three days ago
Phileas Fogg was free! Fie went to the detective, looked at him carefully, and then made the only movement that he had ever made in his life. He threw back his arm and hit the detective.

‘Well done!’
cried Passepartout.
Fix, lying on the floor, did not say anything. He knew he deserved what had happened. Then Mrs Aouda and Passepartout left the prison as quickly
as possible. They went straight to the railway station.
Phileas Fogg asked if there was a fast train ready to start for London. It was forty minutes past two. The fast
train had left thirty-five minutes before. Phileas Fogg
ordered a special train.
Finally, at three o’clock their special train was ready to leave for London. The engineer was promised a large reward if he could get them to London in time.
They arrived at five past nine.
Phileas Fogg, after having completed the tour of the world, arrived five minutes behind time?
He had lost his bet.
Fogg talks to Mrs Aouda
      The next day the house at 	Saville Row was very quiet,
The doors and windows were all closed.
Phileas Fogg was ruined. And all because of Detective Fix. After travelling steadily during this long journey, avoiding a thousand difficulties and bravely meeting a thousand dangers, and still finding time todo some good on his way, he had failed. It was terrible!
He had only a very little of the money he had taken with him for his journey. His fortune was lost. The only money that was left was the twenty thousand pounds in the Baring Brothers Bank, and now he owed that to his friends at the Reform Club.
Mrs Aouda was very upset. She was sure that Mr Fogg would try to kill himself. It was the only honourable thing to do, for an English gentleman.
The clock struck half past eleven. For the first time  since he lived there, Phileas Fogg did not go to his Club.
He had already made sure, before he left the country that his friends at the Reform Club could get the money from his bank without him being there.
At about half past seven in the evening, Mr Fogg sent for Mrs Aouda. A few minutes later he and she were alone in his study.
Phileas Fogg took a chair and sat down near the fire, opposite Mrs Aouda. She could not tell what he was thinking. He was quite calm. He remained without speaking for five minutes. Then, raising his eyes to Mrs Aouda, he said, 'Madam, will you forgive me for bringing you to England?’
‘Why?’ replied Mrs Aouda, her heart beating fast.
‘Please let me finish,’ continued Mr Fogg. ‘When I took you away from that country which had become dangerous for you, 1 was rich. I meant to let you have part of my fortune. Your life would then be happy and free. Now, I am ruined.’
‘I know that, Mr Fogg,’ replied the young woman. 'And now I must ask you to forgive me. I followed   you
around the world and probably helped to slow you down and delay you. I must have helped to ruin you.’
‘Madam, you could not stay in India. You had to leave.’
‘So Mr Fogg,’ replied Mrs Aouda, ‘you saved me from a terrible death, but you do not have to give me money as well. To save my life was enough.’
‘No, madam, it is not as I wish it. But now events have turned against me. However, I have a little left and I hope that you will allow me to give it to you.’ 
‘But Mr Fogg, what about you?’ asked Mrs Aouda.
I, madam,’ replied the gentleman coldly, ‘I do not need anything.’
‘But what will you do?’
‘What I ought to do,’ replied Mr Fogg.	
‘Anyway,’ said Mrs Aouda, ‘you must have friends who will help you?’
‘I have no close friends. The people I know at the Reform Club are partners for whist only.
‘Your relatives — ’	
‘I have no relatives now.’
‘I am sorry, then, Mr Fogg, for to be alone is a sad thing. They say, however, that with two, ruin is easier to live with.’
They say so, madam.’
‘Mr Fogg,’ said Mrs Aouda, rising and holding out her hand to the gentleman, ‘do you wish to have both a relative and a friend? Will you have me for your wife?’
Mr Fogg, at this, stood up. There seemed to be an unusual look in his eyes. Mrs Aouda looked at him. It was the sweet look of a noble woman, who had dared everything to save the man who saved her life. All this flooded over Mr Fogg. When he closed his eyes for a moment.
	When he opened them again, he simply said, ‘I love
You. Yes I, truly love you, and I am yours for the rest

of my life.’
•Ah!’ cried Aouda	
 He rang for Passepartout. He came immediately. He understood at once what had happened, and his face shone with joy.
Mr Fogg asked him to go at once to the priest and organize his marriage for the next day, Monday.
It was five minutes past eight in the evening. The priest should be at home.
Passepartout went out, running as fast as he could.
What was happening at the Reform Cluh?
It is time to tell here what happened in England after the arrest of the real robber of the Bank of England. James Strand was the name of the man and he was arrested on 17th December.
Three days before, people had thought that Phileas Fogg was the robber. Now it was known that he was an honest gentleman making the tour of the world in eighty days.
Everyone was interested again. All the newspapers started to write about whether the eighty-day tour was possible or not. More bets were made. Everyone was excited and waited impatiently for the result. The five friends at the Reform Club passed the last three days feeling rather uneasy. Would this Phileas Fogg, whom they had forgotten, reappear before their eyes? Where was he at this moment? They had had no news from him. Was he dead?
So, on that Saturday evening, the 21st of December, there was a great crowd outside the Reform Club and „ in the streets nearby.
The five men from the Reform Club were gathered there. The two bankers, John Sullivan and Samuel

Fallentin the engineer
Andrew Stuart  and the two men from the Bank of
England, Gauthier Ralph and Thomas
Flanagan were anxiously waiting.
At that moment the clock in the Club hall showed twenty minutes to nine. Andrew Stuart rose and said, ‘Gentlemen, in twenty minutes time we will win our bet.’
‘What time did the last train come from Liverpool?’ asked Thomas Flanagan.
At twenty-three minutes past seven,’ replied Gauthier Ralph, ‘and the next train does not arrive until ten past midnight.’	
‘Well, gentlemen,’ continued Andrew Stuart, ‘if Phileas Fogg arrived on the train that came in at twenty- three minutes past seven, he would already be here. We must have won the bet!'
let us wait before deciding,’ replied Samuel  Fallentin. ‘You know what this man is like. He is always exact about everything. He never arrives too late or too soon, and he will appear here at the exact minute, I am sure.’

'And I,' said Andrew Stuart, who was very uneasy, would not believe it was he if I saw him! I am sure he is lost. You know that the China, the only steamship he could take from New York that would get him to
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Liverpool in time, arrived yesterday, He was not on it' I am sure he will be at least twenty days late!'
The five men looked at each other. Their hearts were beating rather fast. They had all taken a big risk when they made that bet. But they all appeared calm on the outside, and when Samuel Fallentin said that they should play cards, they all agreed.
The minute hand of the clock was pointing to five minutes to nine.
'There are five more minutes,' said John Sullivan.
They played a little more. Then it was three minutes to nine. The players took their cards, but their eyes were always looking at the clock. Two minutes to nine.
The minutes seemed very long.
'One minute to nine,' said John Sullivan, in a shaking voice.
[image: ]One more minute and the bet would be won! Twenty thousand pounds! Andrew Stuart and the others put down their cards! They were counting the seconds!
At the fortieth second, nothing.
At the fiftieth, still nothing!
At the fifty-fifth second, there was a roar like thunder outside. Shouts and cries sounded out.
At the fifty-seventh second, the door of the room opened, and the clock had not begun to strike, when Phileas Fogg appeared, followed by an excited crowd, which had forced its way into the Club. In his calm voice Phileas Fogg said, 'Gentlemen, here I am!' Yes! Phileas Fogg himself
And the clock struck nine.
You will remember that at five minutes past eight Passepartout was told to go to the priest to arrange his master's marriage for the next day. In fact the priest was out, and he did not return until twenty to nine. Five

minutes later Passepartout rushed out of the priest’s house like a madman. He ran so fast that he arrived back at the Saville Row house in three minutes. He could hardly speak.
‘Today — only — Saturday.’	
‘What is the matter?’ asked Mr Fogg.
‘Sir— ’ said Passepartout, ‘marriage — impossible!’ ‘Impossible?’
‘Impossible — tomorrow.’
Why?’	
‘Because tomorrow is Sunday.’
‘Monday,’ replied Mr Fogg.
‘No — today is — Saturday.’
‘Saturday? Impossible!’
‘Yes, yes, yes!’ cried Passepartout. ‘You have made an mistake of one day. We arrived twenty-four hours early, but now you only have ten minutes left!’
Passepartout dragged his master into the street and into a carriage. The driver was promised one hundred pounds if he could get to the Reform Club in time. 
The clock showed one second before nine o’clock as he appeared in the main room. Phileas Fogg had made the tour of the world in eighty days!
And now, how could this man, who was always so exact, have made a mistake of one day? Why did he think that it was the evening of Saturday 21st December, when it was only Friday 20th December, only seventy- nine days since he left London?
This is the reason for his mistake. It is very simple. He had gain a day on his journey, because he had travelled towards east. If he had travelled towards the west, he would have lost a day. Passepartout’s famous watch, which and always kept London time, would have show this, if it had shown the days as well as the minutes and the hours!He had gained a day on his journey, because he had travelled towards the east. If he had travelled towards

So, Phileas Fogg won the twenty thousand pounds. But he had spent nineteen thousand on his journey. He did not mind, he was not interested in the money, only in winning. He divided that remaining one thousand pounds between Passepartout and poor Detective Fix He could not remain angry with Fix. After all, he had only been doing his duty. But, because he was an exact man, he made Passepartout pay the bill for the gas light he left burning in his room for nineteen hundred and twenty hours.
Mr Fogg and Mrs Aouda are married
That very evening Mr Fogg, as calm as ever, said to Mrs Aouda, ‘Do you still wish to be married?’
‘Mr Fogg,’ replied Mrs Aouda, ‘it is for me to ask you that question. Before you were ruined, now you are rich.’
‘Madam, my fortune belongs to you. It was because you asked me to marry you that Passepartout went to the priest. It was because of you that I learned about my mistake.’
Their marriage took place forty-eight hours later. Passepartout was the witness.
Thus Phileas Fogg won his bet. In eighty days he had made the tour of the world! To do this he had used
every kind of vehicle he could find: steamships, railways, sledges, elephants, to name a few. But then what? What had he gained by leaving home? What had he brought back from his journey? Nothing, do you say Nothing, perhaps, except a lovely woman, who, stranger as it may seem, made him the happiest of men.
Would you not, for less than that, make a tour
world?
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