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occupied by Phileas Fogg Esg. He belonged to the Reform

©Club of London, and although he seemed to take care never
to do anything which might attract attention, he was one of its
strangest and most conspicuous members.

Phileas Fogg was a mysterious person about whom nothing
was known except that he was a man of honour and one of the
finest gentlemen in English high society.

Undoubtedly an Englishman, Phileas Fogg might not have
been a Londoner. He had never been seen at the Stock Exchange,
nor at the Bank, nor in any of the offices in the City. No ship
owned by Phileas Fogg had ever entered the London docks. The
gentleman was not on any board of directors. His name never
echoed round the Temple, or Lincoln’s Inn, or Gray’s Inn. He never
pleaded in the Courts of Chancery, the Court of Queen’s Bench,
the Court of Exchequer or an Ecclesiastical Court. He was neither
manufacturer nor trader, neither merchant nor gentleman farmer.
He belonged neither to the Royal Society of Great Britain, nor the
London Society, nor the Workmen'’s Society, nor the Russell Society,
nor the Western Literary Society. In short, he belonged to none
of the countless associations which thrive in the English capital,

@.?’n 1872, Number 7 Savile Row, Burlington Gardens was
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incepand cu Societatea Armonica si terminadnd cu Societatea
Entomologicd, al carui scop principal era nimicirea insectelor dau-
natoare.

Phileas Fogg era membru al Clubului Reform si nimic mai mult.

Dacd cineva s-ar mira cum de un gentleman atat de misterios
fdcea parte dintr-o astfel de onorabila asociatie, i s-ar putea ras-
punde cd fusese recomandat de fratii Baring, la care avea credit
deschis permanent. Se bucura de o anumita pozitie, datoritd fap-
tului cd cecurile domniei sale erau cu regularitate platite la vedere,
dintr-un cont curent, permanent acoperitor.

Era, oare, Phileas Fogg un om bogat? Indiscutabil. Insa nici
cea mai informatd persoana n-ar fi putut spune cum de acumulase
o astfel de avere, iar domnul Fogg era ultima persoana pe care
ai fi putut s-o chestionezi. In orice caz, nu era risipitor, insd nu
era nici zgarcit, cdci - ori de cate ori erau necesare fonduri pentru
vreo cauza nobild - punea la dispozitie sumele necesare in taina si
chiar in mod anonim.

Pe scurt, nimeni n-ar fi putut fi mai putin comunicativ decat
acest domn. Vorbea extrem de rar si se facea usor inteles, insa obi-
ceiurile lui urmau un tipar atat de rigid, incat o imaginatie nemul-
tumitd cduta intotdeauna ceva mai mult in spatele acestora.

Céldtorise? Acest lucru pdrea foarte posibil, cdci nimeni nu
cunostea harta lumii mai bine decat el. Niciun loc nu era prea
indepadrtat pentru ca el sa nu-l cunoasca foarte bine. Uneori, prin
cateva cuvinte scurte si clare, corecta nenumadratele presupuneri
care circulau pe la Club in legdturd cu acei caldtori care se rata-
ciserd sau disparuserd. Furniza cele mai plauzibile explicatii, iar
cuvintele lui erau atat de des justificate de evenimente, incat parea
cd ar fi fost inzestrat cu clarviziune. Era un om care trebuie s fi
calatorit foarte mult - mdcar in gand, dacd nu in realitate.

Sigur insa era faptul cd Phileas Fogg nu pdrdsise Londra de
multi ani. Cei care aveau onoarea de a-1 cunoaste mai bine sustineau
ca nimeni nu putea pretinde ca l-ar fi vazut vreodata altundeva
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from the Harmonica Society to the Entomological Society,
founded with the principal aim of destroying harmful insects.

Phileas Fogg was a member of the Reform Club, and that
was all.

If anyone should wonder how such a mysterious gentle-
man could have been admitted to that honourable association,
the answer is that he had been recommended by Messrs. Baring
Brothers, with whom he had open credit. He enjoyed a certain
standing due to the fact that his cheques were regularly cashed
on sight from a current account which was invariably in credit.

Was this Phileas Fogg a rich man? Undoubtedly. But not
even the best informed could say how he had made his fortune,
and Mr. Fogg was the last person one could ask. In any case he
was no spendthrift, but nor was he a miser, for whenever some
noble cause was in need of funds, he would supply the necessary
money quietly and even anonymously.

In short, nobody could be less communicative than this
gentleman. He spoke as seldom as possible and seemed easy to
understand, but his habits followed such a rigid pattern that a
dissatisfied imagination sought for something behind them.

Had he travelled? That seemed very likely, for nobody knew
the map of the world better than himself. No place was so out
of the way that he did not appear to have special knowledge
of it. Sometimes, in a few brief, clear words, he corrected the
countless conjectures going round the Club concerning travellers
who had gone astray or disappeared. He furnished the most likely
explanations, and his words were so often justified by events that
he might have been gifted with second sight. He was a man who
must have travelled everywhere — in thought if not in fact.

What was quite certain was that Phileas Fogg had not
left London for many a long year. Those who had the honour
of knowing him rather better than the rest maintained that
nobody could claim ever to have seen him anywhere but
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decat pe drumul pe care il facea zilnic de acasd pana la club.
Singurele lui distractii erau sa citeasca ziarele si sad joace whist.

La acest joc care se desfasoard intr-o tdcere perfectd, atat de
potrivit firii sale, castiga adesea, insa castigurile in cauza nu intrau
niciodata in portofelul sdu, ci se inscriau in seria contributiilor sale
caritabile. Mai mult decat atat, trebuie sd adaugam ca, in mod evi-
dent, domnul Fogg juca pentru plédcerea jocului, nu pentru a cas-
tiga. Jocul era pentru el un soi de luptd impotriva dificultatii, insad
o lupta care se potrivea naturii sale, in care nu implica nici prea
mari miscari, nici efort, nici oboseala.

Din cate se stia, Phileas Fogg nu avea nici nevasta, nici copii
- ceea ce se poate intampla si in cazul celor mai buni oameni -,
insd mai neobisnuit era faptul cd nu se stia sa fi avut nici rude,
nici prieteni. Phileas Fogg locuia singur in casa lui din Savile Row,
unde niciodatd nu intra nimeni. Nu se stia nimic despre viata lui
domesticd. Un singur servitor rdspundea tuturor necesitatilor sale.
Lua atat pranzul, cat si cina la club, la ore fixe, intotdeauna in
aceeasi incdpere si la aceeasi masa; niciodatd nu-si invita tova-
rasii de club sd i se aldture si niciodatd nu se intretinea cu alte
persoane. Se intorcea acasa numai pentru a merge la culcare, la
miezul noptii, si niciodatd nu uza de gazduirea si de confortul pe
care Clubul le pusese la dispozitia membrilor sdi. Din doudzeci
si patru de ore, isi petrecea zece dormind sau facandu-si toaleta.
Atunci cand fdcea o plimbare, se deplasa invariabil cu pasi regu-
lati prin holul de la intrare, pardosit cu mozaic, sau prin galeria
circulard cu vitralii albastre, sustinutd de doudzeci de coloane
ionice. La masa de pranz sau la cinci i se serveau cele mai deli-
cioase bunatdti din bucdtdria clubului, din cdmara, de la pescarie
ori laptdrie. Angajatii clubului, solemni, imbrdcati in frac si pur-
tand pantofi cu talpa moale, ii serveau masa in veseld din portelan
special, pe o fatd de masa saxond, din cel mai fin in. In carafele
de cristal ale clubului i se aduceau sherry, vin de Porto sau vin
rosu de Bordeaux, condimentat cu scortisoard. Mai era si gheata -
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on the direct route he took every day from his home to the Club.
His only pastimes were reading the papers and playing whist.

At that silent game, so appropriate to his nature, he often
won, but his winnings never went into his purse, and formed a
large part of his contributions to charity. Besides, it should be
added that Mr. Fogg obviously played for the sake of playing, and
not to win. For him, the game was a struggle against difficulty,
but a struggle that suited his character, in that it involved no
movements, no effort, no fatigue.

So far as was known, Phileas Fogg had neither wife nor
children — which may be the case with the best of men — but
nor — which is more unusual — was he believed to have any
relatives or friends. Phileas Fogg lived alone in his house in
Savile Row, which nobody ever entered. Nothing was known
about his domestic life. A single servant attended to all his
needs. Lunching and dining at the Club at fixed times, always
in the same room and at the same table, he never invited any
of his fellow members to join him, and never entertained any
guests. He went home only to go to bed on the stroke of mid-
night, and never made use of the comfortable accommodation
which the Club places at the disposal of its members. Out of
every twenty-four hours, he spent ten at home, either asleep
or making his toilet. If he look a walk, it was invariably to pace
with a regular step around the mosaic floor of the entrance hall,
or around the circular gallery with its blue glass windows and
supported by twenty lonic columns. When he lunched or dined,
his table was supplied from the succulent stocks of the Club’s
kitchens, larder, fish tanks and dairy. It was the Club’s servants,
solemn people dressed in tailcoats and wearing soft-soled
shoes, who served him his meals in dishes of special porcelain
and on Saxony table linen of the finest quality. It was the Club’s
unique crystal decanters which contained his sherry, his port, or
his claret spiced with cinnamon. Finally it was the Club’s ice —
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care se aducea cu mare cheltuiald din zona lacurilor americane si
care mentinea bauturile sale potrivit de reci.

Daca trdind intr-un astfel de stil inseamnad sa fii excentric, tre-
buie sd recunoastem ca a mai rdmas cate ceva de spus in legatura
cu excentricitatea!

Fard a fi somptuoasd, casa din Savile Row era foarte conforta-
bila. Date fiind obiceiurile mereu aceleasi ale proprietarului, servi-
torului casei ii ramaneau foarte putine de facut, insa Phileas Fogg
cerea din partea acestuia o exactitate si o disciplind desdvarsite
in absolut toate privintele. In acea zi, 2 octombrie, tocmai il con-
cediase pe James Foster, pentru cd isi ingdduise nesupunerea de
a-i aduce apa de bdrbierit la 84 de grade Fahrenheit in loc de 86;
acum il astepta pe succesorul acestuia, care trebuia sd se prezinte
intre 11 si 11.30.

Stand in fotoliul sdu, cu picioarele tepene ca ale unui soldat
la paradd, cu mainile odihnindu-i-se pe genunchi, cu corpul tantos
si cu capul sus, Phileas Fogg urmdrea miscarea limbilor ceasului
- 0 piesd complicatd, care inregistra nu numai orele, minutele si
secundele, ci si ziua, data si anul. La 11.30 punct, potrivit obice-
iului sdu zilnic, domnul Fogg avea sa pdrdseascd casa, pentru a
merge la Clubul Reformei.

In acel moment, in usa incperii in care stitea Phileas Fogg se
auzi o badtaie.

James Foster, majordomul care tocmai fusese concediat,
aparu in prag.

— Noul servitor, anuntd el.

Un tandr cam de 30 de ani intrd si fdcu o reverenta.

— Esti francez si te numesti John? il intreba Phileas Fogg.

— Jean, dacd domnului nu-i este cu supdrare, raspunse
noul-venit. Jean Passepartout, porecla ce mi s-a dat datorita inclina-
tiei mele firesti de a ma descurca in orice imprejurare. Cred ca pot
pretinde cd sunt un om cinstit, domnule, dar - ca sa fiu pe deplin
sincer - am avut nenumarate ocupatii. Am fost cantdret ambulant,
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ice brought at great expense from the lakes of America — which
kept his beverages suitably cool.

If to live in this style is to be eccentric, it must be admitted
that there is something to be said for eccentricity!

Without being sumptuous, the house in Savile Row was
extremely comfortable. On account of its occupant’s unchanging
habits, there was little enough for the only servant to do, but
Phileas Fogg expected him to be absolutely punctual and regular.
That very day, 2nd October, he had dismissed James Foster, who
had committed the offence of bringing him shaving water at
eighty-four degrees Fahrenheit instead of eighty-six and he was
now waiting for his successor, who was supposed to call between
eleven and half past.

Seated in his armchair, his feet together like those of a
soldier on parade, his hands resting on his knees, his body erect
and his head high, Phileas Fogg was watching the progress of the
hands of the clock — a complicated time piece which recorded
not only the hours, the minutes and the seconds, but also the
day, the date and the year. On the stroke of half past eleven, in
accordance with his daily habit, Mr. Fogg would leave the house
and go to the Reform Club.

At that moment there was a knock at the door of he little
room in which Phileas Fogg was sitting.

James Foster, the servant whom he had iust dismissed,
appeared on the threshold.

“The new servant”, he said.

A young man of about thirty came in and bowed.

“You are French and your name is John?” Phileas Fogg
asked him.

“Jean, if Monsieur does not mind”, answered the newcomer.
“Jean Passepartout, a nickname that has stuck to me because
of my natural aptitude for getting out of scrapes. | think | may
claim to be an honest fellow, Monsieur, but to be quite frank,
I've had several occupations. I've been a travelling singer,
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cdlaret de circ, artist la trapez si dansator pe sarmad. Apoi, pen-
tru a da mai multa utilitate talentelor pe care le am, am devenit
profesor de gimnastici. In cele din urm&, am fost pompier-sef
in Paris, unde am fost implicat in cateva incendii remarcabile.
Dar sunt, de-acum, cinci ani de cand am parasit Franta. Dorind
sd capdt ceva experientd in ceea ce priveste viata de familie, am
devenit valet in Anglia. Ei, bine, aflandu-ma fard serviciu si au-
zind cd domnul Phileas Fogg este un gentleman extrem de riguros
si de calm, m-am prezentat la dumneavoastrd, domnule, cu spe-
ranta ca voi putea vietui aici in pace si cd voi renunta la porecla de
Passepartout.

— Nu am nicio obiectie in legdturd cu numele de Passepartout,
raspunse gentlemanul. Mi-ai fost recomandat personal si am infor-
matii favorabile in ceea ce te priveste. Cunosti conditiile mele?

— Da, domnule.

— Bine. Cat este ceasul?

— 11.22 dimnineata, rdspunse Passepartout, dupd ce scoase
din adancul buzunarului un urias ceas de argint.

— Ceasul dumitale rdmane in urmd, spuse domnul Fogg.

— Cer iertare domnului, dar acest lucru este imposibil.

— Ceasul dumitale este in urma cu patru minute. Dar nu
conteaza. Este suficient daca iei act de aceasta eroare. Deci, din
acest moment, 11.26, in dimineata zilei de miercuri, 2 octombrie
1872, esti in serviciul meu.

Acestea fiind spuse, Phileas Fogg se ridica, isi lua paldria in
mana stangd, si-o asezd pe cap cu miscdri masinale, apoi iesi fara
un cuvant.

Passepartout auzi usa dinspre strada inchizandu-se scurt: era
noul sdu stdpan, care tocmai iesise. Apoi, auzi usa inchizandu-se
din nou; era predecesorul sdu, James Foster, iesind si el.

Passepartout era acum singur in casa din Savile Row.
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a circus rider, a trapeze artist and a tightrope walker. Then, to
make my talents more useful, | became a teacher of gymnastics.
Finally, | was a sergeant fireman in Paris, where | was concerned
in some quite remarkable fires. But it’s five years now since | left
France. | wanted to have some experience of domestic life, so
| became a valet in England. Well, finding myself out of work
and hearing that Monsieur Phileas Fogg was a gentleman whose
ways were precise and calm, | have come to you, Monsieur, in
the hope of leading a quiet life in this house and forgetting the
very name of Passepartout.”

“| have no objection to the name of Passepartout”, the
gentleman replied. “You have been personally recommended to
me, and | have had good reports of you. You know my terms?”

“Yes, Monsieur.”

“Good. What time is it?”

“11.22 a.m.”, replied Passepartout, after taking a huge silver
watch out of the depths of his pocket.

“Your watch is slow”, said Mr. Fogg.

“Begging Monsieur’s pardon, that is impossible.”

“Your watch is four minutes slow. Never mind. It is enough
to take note of the error. So from this moment, 11:26 in the
morning of this Wednesday, the 2nd of October, 1872, you are
iIn my service.”

Having said this, Phileas Fogg stood up, picked up his hat
in his left hand, placed it on his head like a robot, and went out
without another word.

Passepartout heard the Street door shut once: that was his
new master going out. Then he heard it shut again; that was his
predecessor, James Foster, going out in his turn.

Passepartout was alone in the house in Savile Row.
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put, ,am vdzut la muzeul lui Madam Tussaud mutre mai
vioaie decét cea a noului meu stapan.”

In timpul celor cateva minute de convorbire cu Phileas Fogg,
Passepartout isi cercetase in grabd, dar amanuntit, viitorul stapan.
Era un barbat cam de patruzeci de ani, inalt de staturd, distins ca
infdtisare, chiar dacd avea un pic de burtd, cu parul si cu favo-
riti balai, cu fruntea netedd, farad riduri la tAmple, cu un ten mai
degraba palid si cu dinti minunati. Parea sa aibd, in cel mai inalt
grad, ceea ce fizionomistii numesc ,repaus in actiune”, termen
atribuit mai cu seama acelora care duc lucrurile la bun sfarsit fara
a face prea mare parada. Linistit si calculat, cu o privire limpede
si sigurd, era exemplul desavarsit al englezului cu sange rece,
atat de frecvent intalnit in Anglia. Vazut in diferitele aspecte ale
vietii sale, acest domn iti fdcea impresia unei fiinte perfect echi-
librate, care functiona cu precizia unui cronometru marca Leroy
sau Earnshaw. Adevdrul este cd in tot ceea ce fdcea era exactitatea
intruchipatd, fapt ce reiesea foarte bine din , expresia picioarelor si
a mainilor” care, atat la om, cat si la animale, caracterizeaza foarte
bine temperamentul unui individ.

Phileas Fogg facea parte dintre acei oameni de o precizie
matematicd, niciodatda grabiti si intotdeauna pregatiti. Nu facea
niciun pas in plus, mergand intotdeauna pe drumul cel mai scurt.
Nu stdtea niciodatd cu ochii in tavan. Nu-si ingdduia niciun gest
de prisos.
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