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PASSEPARTOUT BECOMES A HERO





  The guide, in order to shorten the journey, left the road. The trip would be shorter by twenty miles if they went through the forest. Phileas Fogg and Sir Francis Cromarty were very shaken about by the rough movements of the elephant, but they said nothing. Their driver-guide had been told they were in a hurry and for this reason the elephant was made to go as fast as possible.
After two hours’ march, the guide stopped the elephant, and gave him an hour’s rest. Sir Francis did it not complain about the halt. He was very tired. Mr Fogg looked as if he had just got up after a pleasant sleep.
‘That man is made of iron!’ said the General to himself.
At noon they set off again, moving as fast as they  could. The country around them soon began to look very wild. They were going through a part of India that is rarely visited by travellers, and the only Indians that live here are very religious Hindus. The British Government has little control over this part.
Towards late afternoon of the second day, they began
'What is the matter?’ asked Sir Francis.
‘I do not know, sir,’ replied the driver, listening the strange sound which came through the thick branch of the forest.
A few moments later the sound was clearer, it will like a band. They could hear voices. Passepartout’s eyes and ears were wide open. Mr Fogg waited patiently without saying a word.
The driver jumped down and tied the elephant to a tree. Then he disappeared into the forest. A few minutes later he returned, saying, ‘A Hindu group is coming this way. If it is possible we must avoid being seen.’
The guide untied the elephant and led him deeper into the forest. He told the travellers it would be better if they did not get down. He himself was ready to jump up on to the elephant if the Hindus discovered them. But he thought that the religious group would pass by without noticing them, because the thick forest hid them very well.
The sounds of voices and musical instruments got louder. Soon the beginning of the group could be seen, about fifty feet away from Mr Fogg and his companions’ Through the branches they could easily see the people in the religious group passing near them.
[bookmark: bookmark0][bookmark: bookmark1]The funeral
In the first line were the priests. They were surrounded by men, women and children, who seemed to be singing some kind of song for the dead. Some of the men were carrying drums which they beat steadily. Behind them came a carriage with very large wheels. On this was a statue. It had four arms. The body was painted red. Its eyes were dead-looking, the hair was untidy and the tongue was hanging out.


Sir Francis recognized this statue.
'The goddess Kali,' he whispered, 'the goddess of
love.
Of death, I agree, but of love, never!' replied Passepartout. 'This statue looks like an ugly, dead thing!'
Around the statue were a group of old men, jumping about and crying out horribly. Blood ran down their bodies, coming from tiny cuts in their skin.
Behind them a woman was being dragged along. She could hardly stay upright. She was young and beautiful. Her head, her neck, her shoulders, her ears, her arms, her hands and her toes were weighed down with all kinds of jewellery.
Behind this young woman were guards, with swords and guns. They were carrying a kind of bed, and on it lay the dead body of an old man, dressed in rich clothes. Behind him came the musicians.
Sir Francis understood what was happening. He turned to the guide, and said, 'A suttee![image: ]


The woman must die
The guide nodded his head and put his fingers to his lips. At last the large group of people disappeared into
the forest.
Phileas Fogg had heard the word g spoken by Sir Francis, as soon as the Hindus had disappeared, he asked, ‘What is a suttee?’
‘A suttee, Mr Fogg,’ replied the General, ‘is a human sacrifice. The woman that you have just seen will L burned tomorrow.’
‘Oh, how terrible!’ cried Passepartout, who could not help crying out.
‘And the dead man?’ asked Mr Fogg.
‘He is her husband,’ replied the guide. ‘He was a prince in this area.’
‘How is it,’ asked Phileas Fogg, calmly, ‘that these terrible customs still happen in India, and why hasn’t the Government been able to stop them?’
‘In most of India,’ replied the General, ‘these sacrifices no longer happen. But the Government has no control in this wild area.’
‘That poor woman,’ whispered Passepartout. ‘She will be burned alive!’
‘Yes,’ replied the General, ‘burned alive, and if she wasn't, you could not believe how horrible her life would be. Her relatives would feed her only a very little rice. They would cut off all her hair and cover her with dirt. They would all stay away from her and she would die in some corner like a sick dog.’
When the General had finished speaking, the guide said, ‘You are right, but the sacrifice which will happen tomorrow is still a terrible thing. That young woman does not want to die.’
‘How de; you know?’
‘Everyone in this area knows,’ replied the guide.
‘But the poor woman was not fighting against her guards,’ said Sir   Francis.
‘That is because she had been given something to
drink which makes her too sleepy to know what is
happening.’
‘But where are they taking her?’ To a temple two miles from here.’

was a good man to have when there was trouble about. His master’s idea excited him. He felt that Mr Fogg had a heart after all.
Then there was the guide. Would he be willing to help them?
Sir Francis asked him how he felt.
The guide replied that he would be very pleased to help them save the poor woman.
‘1 am glad,’ replied Mr Fogg.
‘However, you must know,’ said the guide, that, as well as risking our lives, we risk horrible punishment if we are caught.’
‘We understand that,’ replied Mr Fogg, but he did not seem to want to talk any more about getting caught. Instead he said, I think we shall have to wait until night before we can do anything.   









'I think so, too,' replied the guide.
The brave guide then told them about the woman. He said she was the daughter of a rich merchant of Bombay. She had had an English education there. Her name was Aouda. She was very beautiful.
Both Aouda's parents had died and she had been forced to marry the old prince that they had just seen. Three months after her wedding, her husband had died. Knowing what would happen to her, she had run away from her husband's relatives, but she had been caught almost immediately.
They decided that the guide should lead the elephant towards the temple and get as near as possible to it. Half an hour later they stopped among some thick trees. They were five hundred feet from the temple where the young woman was held prisoner. They did not know how they would rescue her. They only knew that whatever they were going to do, they would to do it that night. When daylight arrived, the man would be killed.
      Mr Fogg and his companions waited. Towards six o’clock in the evening, as it got darker, they decided to examine the outside of the temple. As was usual at these sacrifices, all the guards were drinking strong wine. Perhaps they could pass by them quietly and get inside.
The guide, Mr Fogg, Sir Francis Cromarty and Passepartout moved forward quietly. They crept through the forest for ten minutes, then they arrived at the edge of a small river. On the other side of this, they saw a large pile of wood. That was where the sacrifice would take place in the morning. The body of the dead prince was already placed on top of it.
He would be burned together with his living wife. One hundred feet away from this was the temple.
Come’’ said the guide in a low voice.
Soon the guide stopped at the edge of the open space in front of them. A few fires around the edge lit up the scene. The ground was covered with groups of sleeping men.

[bookmark: bookmark2][bookmark: bookmark3]The guards are still awake
Closed by, among the trees, the temple could be clearly Len But to the great disappointment of the guide, the guards of the prince were watching at the doors, and diking up and down with their hands on their swords. phileas Fogg and Sir Francis knew that they would never be successful in a direct attack on the temple. They stopped and talked in low voices.
‘Let us wait,’ said the General, ‘it is not yet eight o’clock, and it is possible that these guards may still fall asleep-'
phileas Fogg and his companions stretched themselves out at the foot of a tree and waited. They waited until midnight. The situation did not change. The guards still watched outside. It was clear that they were not going to fall asleep.
After a final conversation, the guide said that he was ready to start. Mr Fogg, Sir Francis, and Passepartout followed him. Without making any noise, they walked carefully to the back of the temple.
No one was guarding the back, and no one saw them as they reached the temple walls. Unfortunately, there were no windows and no doors there.
The guide bent down and showed the others what they should do. They were going to make a hole in the wall! Phileas Fogg and his companions only had their pocket knives with them, but the temple walls were made of a mixture of bricks and wood, so it was not difficult to make a bole. Once the first brick was taken out, the others Would be easy to remove.
They started work, making as little noise as possible [image: ]The work was going well, but then they had some bad luck. Some guards appeared at the back of the temple. They stood there, making it quite impossible to continue.
'We will have to leave before we are seen,' whispered the General. They returned carefully to the trees.
Passepartout climbed up into one of the trees and began thinking to himself. He had had an idea earlier and he was now trying to see if he could really make it work.
Anyway, Passepartout could not think of any Anything else. He slid down the tree he was sitting in, and disappeared into the forest.
The hours were passing, and soon the first light of 
the morning sun could be seen, although it was still
quite dark where Mr Fogg and his companions were.
The guards and some of the other people began to get up and walk around. The doors of the temple were opened. The inside of the temple was lit up and Mr Fogg and Sir Francis could see the young woman who was to be sacrificed. She seemed to have fainted and was being dragged out by the priests.
It took them about two minutes to arrive at the place where the bodies were to be burnt. The woman was stretched out to lie next to her dead husband. Then some of the priests lit the wood on which the two bodies lay.
[bookmark: bookmark4][bookmark: bookmark5]A dead man comes to life!
Suddenly a loud cry rose up from the watching crowds-
People threw themselves on the ground in great fear-
The old prince was not dead! He was seen suddenly rising up, like a ghost. He got on to his feet, picked up


The girl began to carry her in his arms down through the smoke and flame of the burning pile of wood. The priests and guards fell to the ground in fear. They were too frightened to look at the terrible figure that was coming towards them, and walking past them.
Mr Fogg, Sir Francis and the guide were standing among the trees, watching. They could not believe their eyes, either. Then the figure of the prince carrying the girl approached very close to them. ‘Quickly! Let us go, master,’ said the prince.
It was Passepartout! He had secretly gone to the place of sacrifice. He had moved the dead body, put on some of the prince’s clothes and waited there on the unlit fire to rescue the young woman from death!
As quickly as possible, they disappeared into the woods, and climbed on to the elephant. Soon they could hear that the guards and priests had recovered  from their fear, and had realized that they had been tricked. They were being followed. Luckily the Indian guide the knew area well, and after a few frightening minutes when  they thought they might be caught, Mr. Fogg and his companions escaped  safely into the jungle


5
SENT TO PRISION
Allahabad
The bold plan had succeeded. An hour  Passepartout was still laughing at his success As for the young woman, she had no idea what had happened  She had been given something to drink that made her sleep, and she had not yet woken up. The elephant guided with great skill by the Indian, moved on quicki1’ through the dark jungle. At seven o’clock they stopped.
The General was very worried about the future of the young woman. He told Phileas Fogg that if Mrs Aouda stayed in India, she would almost certainly be forced to return to the people who had just tried to kill her. Phileas Fogg said that he would think over what the General had told him.
Towards ten o’clock, the guide said that they were approaching Allahabad, the town where the railway started again. From there the train would only take a day and a night to reach Calcutta. Phileas Fogg should then be able to arrive in time to catch a steamship which was leaving for Hong Kong at noon on 25th
October.
Passepartout was sent out to buy some clothes for Mrs Aouda. Having bought what he considered to be suitable, Passepartout returned to the station where the lady was sitting in the waiting room. She had almost completely recovered. She was a very lovely young woman who spoke beautiful English.
Meanwhile the train was about to leave Allahabad. The Indian guide was waiting. Mr Fogg paid him   

[bookmark: bookmark6][bookmark: bookmark7]amount they had already agreed upon, and no more. This rather surprised Passepartout, who knew that his master owed much to the guide for all his help. The guide had in fact risked his life to help Mr Fogg rescue Mrs Aouda.
Then, there was also the problem of Kiouni, the elephant.
But Phileas Fogg had already decided what to do.
'Guide,' he said to the Indian, 'you have served me well. I wish to give you this elephant.[image: ]
The eyes of the guide shone.
'Sir, you are giving me a fortune!' he cried.
A few minutes later, Phileas Fogg, Sir Francis Cromarty, Passepartout, and Mrs Aouda, were seated in a comfortable part of the train which was running at full speed towards Calcutta.


Mrs Aouda recovers
During the journey, the young woman recovered completely. She was surprised to find herself on the train, dressed in European clothes, among travellers that she did not know at all.
Her companions told her gently what had happened. The General told her how kind Mr Fogg had been and how Passepartout had finally rescued her.
Mrs Aouda thanked her new friends over and over again. She could not help the tears that came into her eyes. Then, thinking back to what she hat jus through, she shook with fear.
Phfes Fogg could see what was she thinking, and 
knew that she knew it was not safe for her to stay in 	
India. To make her feel better, he offered to take her 
to Hong Kong.
Mrs Aouda accepted gratefully. One of her relatives lived in Hong Kong, and she was sure she could live with him.
About half way to Calcutta the train stopped at the station where Sir Francis Cromarty had to get off. The General said goodbye to Phileas Fogg, wishing him all possible success in his journey. Then he said goodbye to Mrs Aouda and Passepartout.
The train moved on and finally, at seven o'clock the next morning, they reached Calcutta.
Phileas Fogg knew that he should arrive in Calcutta on 25th October, twenty-three days after leaving London, and he had arrived on exactly that day. He was neither behind nor ahead of time. Unfortunately, the two days gained between London and Bombay had been lost in this trip across India, but it can be safely said that Phileas Fogg was not at all upset about that.


The steamship for Hong Kong did not leave until noon. When the train arrived in Calcutta, Mr Fogg intended to go straight to the steamship and make sure that Mrs Aouda got safely on board. He did not think it safe for her to spend any unnecessary time in Calcutta.
As they were leaving the railway station, a policeman approached them.
‘Mr Phileas Fogg?’ he asked, looking at Mr Fogg.
‘Yes?’
‘Is this man your servant?’
‘Yes.’
‘Will you both be so kind as to come with me, please.’
[bookmark: bookmark8][bookmark: bookmark9]Taken to court

Mr Fogg  no movement of surprise. Passepartout wanted to

 argue, but before he could say anything,



Phileas Fogg made a sign that they should obey the policeman.
The policeman took Mr Fogg, Mrs Aouda, and Passepartout to his vehicle. They started off. No one spoke during the twenty minute drive. Finally they stopped in front of an official-looking building. The policeman led his prisoners into a room with no windows, saying to them[image: ]
'At half past eight you will appear before Judge Obadiah.[image: ]
Then he left and locked the door behind him.
'See! We are prisoners!' cried Passepartout, dropping into a chair. Mrs Aouda turned to Mr Fogg.
'Sir, you must leave me! she cried. 'It is because of me that this has happened! It is because you rescued
Phileas Fogg only said that that could not be possible. The priests and relatives would never dare to go to the law for help in such a matter as a human sacrifice. He was sure there had been some mistake. Mr Fogg added that he would not leave the young woman, and that he would take her to Hong Kong as planned.

But the steamship goes at noon!' cried Passepartout.

Before noon we shall be on board,' was the simple reply from the cool Mr Fogg.
At half past eight the door of the room was opened. The policeman reappeared, and he led the prisoners into the next room. It was a court-room, and quite a large crowd, of both Europeans and Indians, were [image: ] already seated there. Mr Fogg, Mrs Aouda, and Passepartout were taken near the front.
The judge, Judge Obadiah, entered almost immediately, followed by the clerk.
'The first case,' the judge said. Phileas Fogg?' said the clerk.





‘I am here,’
replied Mr Fogg.
Passepartout?’
‘Present!’ replied
    Passepartout.
Good!' said Judge Obadiah. For two days, prisoners, you have been looked for on all the trains arriving from Bombay.'
‘But what are we accused of?’
asked Passepartout impatiently.
‘You shall know now,’
    replied the judge.
At an order from the judge
a door was opened and three Indian priests were led into the court-room.
‘Well, well,’ whispered Passepartout to himself, ‘they
are the men who were going to burn our young lady!’
Guilty!
The priest stood up before the judge, and the clerk read in a loud voice the crime that had been commited by Passepartout and Phileas Fogg. They were accused of  behaving badly in a holy temple.
‘You have heard the crime?’ asked the judge, looking at Phileas Fogg.
‘Yes, sir,’ replied Phileas Fogg, looking at his watch, ‘and I confess it is true.’
‘Ah! You do?’
Yes, and I expect these three priests to confess, too, what they were going to do at the temple in the jungle.’ The priests looked at each other. They did not seem to understand what Mr Fogg had said.

'Truly!' cried Passepartout, 'they were going to burn the body of a live woman at that temple!'
The priests looked very surprised, and so did the judge.
'What woman?' he asked. 'Burn whom? In the heart of the city of Bombay?'
'Bombay?' cried Passepartout.
'Certainly. We are not speaking of a temple in the jungle, but of the one in Bombay.
And as proof, here are your shoes,’ added the clerk putting a pair on the desk in front of him.
‘Oh, yes. Those are my shoes!’ cried Passepartout who was greatly surprised, and spoke without thinking’
What was happening was the work of Detective Fix He had stayed in Bombay in order to persuade the three priests to go to court. He knew that the Government was very careful to protect their religion. He sent the three priests to Calcutta and made sure they had a warrant for the arrest of Passepartout, for wearing shoes
in the temple.
A policeman had watched all the trains arriving from Allahabad. Fix had been puzzled by Mr Fogg’s delay, and by the appearance of the woman, Mrs Aouda. But he did not worry about these things too much, for now he could prevent Mr Fogg from continuing his journey until he received the other warrant, from London, for
the bank robbery.
The judge had heard Passepartout’s thoughtless confession.
‘You admit that the shoes are yours?
‘It is true,’ said Mr Fogg coldly.	
‘Since that is so,’ continued the judge, ’and since the 
law protects all the different religions of India, I find Passepartout guilty of a crime against the Hindu religion. The crime is that, on the 20th day of October.

hundred and fifty pounds. Clerk, call the next prisone r
Fix, who had been sitting in a corner watching al] this, was very satisfied. Phileas Fogg would have to stay in Calcutta for eight days! It would be more than enough time for the warrant to arrive from London.
Passepartout had never felt worse. This would ruin his master. He would lose his bet of twenty thousand pounds, and all because, he, Passepartout, had gone into that temple with his shoes on!
Mr Fogg pays bail
Phileas Fogg did not look at all upset. He was not even frowning. But at the moment that the clerk was calling the next prisoner, he rose, and said, ‘I offer bail.’
‘It is your right,’ replied the judge.
Fix felt a nasty cold feeling run down his back, but he recovered when he heard what the judge said next, ‘Because Mr Phileas Fogg and his servant are both foreigners here, bail will have to be high. One thousand pounds each!’
It would cost Mr Fogg two thousand pounds not to go to prison.
‘I will pay it,’ said Mr Fogg calmly.
The money shall be returned to you as soon as the fifteen days have passed and you return to collect it, 'said the judge. ‘In the meantime, you are free.’


Come,’ said Philcas
Fogg to his servant.
But they should at least return my shoes to me,’ cried Passepartout, angrily.They returned his shoes to him.
Passepartout followed his master and Mrs Aouda out of the court-room. Fix still hoped that Mr Fogg would not want to lose the sum of two thousand pounds, and that he would wait in Calcutta until the fifteen days were over. But he decided that he had /5 better watch Mr Fogg carefully, just in case he should disappear.
Fix followed Mr Fogg and his companions down to the harbour. Half a mile out to sea the steamship Rangoon was waiting, nearly ready to sail. It was eleven o’clock. Mr Fogg had one hour to get on board. He waved to a small boat to take them all out to the
Rangoon.	
Fix, watching all this, felt himself grow angry. He is 
going! Two thousand pounds sacrificed! Ah! But I will follow him to the end of the world, if it is necessary.But the way he is behaving, all that stolen money will soon be finished. Then he will have to stop
The detective had good reason for n remark. Thu money Mr Fogg had spent on the cost of the tickets, the rewards, the elephant, 
[bookmark: _GoBack]lines, all added up to more than five thousand pounds. Foor Fix. The reward he hoped to get for recovering the money was growing smaller al the time.
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