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For Dante  
whose pen is as quick as his hockey stick




AUTHOR’S NOTE

AS MANY READERS will realize, this is a sort of sequel to Jules Verne’s famous 1873 novel Around the World in 80 Days. Verne was inspired by a newspaper article claiming that because of recent improvements in transportation—the Transcontinental Railroad in America, the Suez Canal, the linking of the railways in India—a traveler could conceivably circle the globe in eighty days. Verne’s tale first appeared in serial form, in the French newspaper  Le Temps. It was so popular that the newspaper’s circulation tripled; steamship lines offered Verne handsome sums to mention their company’s name in the story. He declined. Readers placed bets on whether or not Phileas Fogg would succeed; some even believed that Fogg and his journey were real, not fictional.

And, in fact, the novel inspired a spate of real-life attempts to duplicate Fogg’s feat. In 1889, Elizabeth Cochran (using the pen name Nellie Bly), a reporter for the New York World, managed it in just over seventy-two days. American businessman George Train set a new record of sixty-seven days in 1890, the year before our story takes place. So why, you may ask, does this journey take so much longer? Well, Nellie Bly and George Train and Phileas Fogg all traveled almost entirely by ship and by rail. Our hero, Harry, does it the hard way.




ONE  In which

HARRY FOGG BEHAVES RECKLESSLY AND PAYS THE PRICE

Even on a bright Sunday morning, the holding cell at the Marylebone station house was not a pleasant place. Indeed, it was at its absolute worst on Sunday mornings, for it contained the dismal dregs of London society, scraped from the gutters and sidewalks the night before. Most were weak-willed working-men who, after drawing their paltry pay on Saturday afternoon, proceeded to squander the greater part of it at the nearest pub. They paid the true price later on, when they woke to find themselves sprawled on the floor of a dank, dirty cell, with their pockets empty and their heads pounding.

Locked up alongside these relatively harmless sots were actual criminals of every stripe, from the bug-hunters who robbed drunks of what few coins they had  left, to cracksmen (burglars) and shofulmen (counterfeiters), to murderers with black blood still visible in the lines of their palms.

Certainly Marylebone jail was not the sort of place you would expect to encounter a young man of Harry Fogg’s caliber. His clothing, speech, and manners all marked him as well-bred and well-to-do. And in fact, if he had told the police who he was, they would surely have let him off with no more than a warning. His father’s name was still something of a household word, even though it was nearly two decades since Phileas Fogg had made his celebrated journey around the globe.

But Harry, anxious that no word of his predicament should reach his father’s ears, had given the arresting officer a false name: William G. Grace. Actually, the name was real enough, it’s just that it belonged to someone else—a noted cricket player who was one of Harry’s heroes. And so here he stood, in his stocking feet, on the grimy stone floor of the corridor, while the warder unlocked the barred door of the cell. Harry had been advised to leave all his valuables, including his hat, waistcoat, and shoes, at the desk; if he didn’t, the clerk said, they’d only be stolen by the other prisoners. And judging from the predatory looks cast at him by the men inside the cell, Harry suspected it was good advice.

Though it was barely midmorning, the jail was already  stifling, and the stench of vomit and seldom-washed bodies nearly gagged Harry. Under his breath he cursed the drayman who, by carelessly pulling out in front of him, had caused the accident that brought him here. To be fair, though, it wasn’t the poor fellow’s fault; chances were, neither he nor his horse had ever encountered a steam-driven car before, or any sort of vehicle that moved faster than ten miles an hour—except a train, of course, and trains could be trusted not to come roaring down High Street at you.

No, Harry had to admit it was his own recklessness that had, as it so often did, landed him in hot water—or rather in warm beer, for that was what had spewed from the kegs when his motorcar struck the drayman’s wagon. Well, perhaps Johnny Shaugnessey was partly to blame, for not designing better brakes. Then again, Johnny had warned him that the car still needed work and Harry, impatient to try it out, had scoffed at him for being too cautious.

When the cell door clanged open, the hungover prisoners grimaced and groaned and clapped their hands to their heads. “Right, then!” shouted the warder, causing more grimaces and groans. “Them as was haled in for being drunk, if you’ve somebody to pay your fine, you’re free to go. I expect I’ll see most of you again next Saturday.” Those who had forgiving wives filed out of the cell, along with some who had had the sense to conceal a few coins in some private part of their person.  As a scrawny fellow with bad teeth tried to exit, the warder held out his truncheon to stop him. “Not you, Swingle.”

“But I was drunk as a piper, Your Honor,” the man protested.

“You was also carrying a pocketful of jewelry. Get back in there, now.” The warder glanced at Harry and jerked his head toward the doorway. “You too.”

Harry stepped inside and the door closed behind him with a sound like the crack of doom. He swallowed hard and looked around at the half-dozen criminals who remained. To a man they stared back at him. Some seemed mainly curious, some suspicious, others glared at him with outright hostility. One burly man’s gaze was difficult to read, for he had but a single eye; the other had been gouged out, possibly as recently as the night before.

Harry scratched his head—could the vermin that infested these places have found him already?—and cleared his throat. “So,” he said, “when do they serve breakfast around here?”

 

The city of London has a well-earned reputation for being foggy, chilly, and damp. But sometimes in late summer it displays a different temperament altogether. This was one of those times. Gusts of hot, dry air swept through the streets, creating miniature cyclones of dust and grit that stung the eyes. They made fools of fashionable folk, tumbling gentlemen’s hats just out of their  reach and turning ladies’ elegant parasols inside out.

Aouda Fogg, on her way up Marylebone Lane, just managed to keep her ivory tea hat in place by clutching the brim with both gloved hands, but could do nothing to keep the veil from whipping at her face. As she stepped from the curb and into the street, she reached down with one hand to lift the hem of her skirt. The wind took advantage of this unguarded moment to lift the hat from her head and send it sailing.

“Kosana!” she exclaimed as she watched it dance insolently along the cobbles. Though Aouda had studied English as a schoolgirl in Bombay and could speak it flawlessly, there were times when nothing but her native language could properly express her feelings. There were no men in sight whom she might prevail upon to rescue the hat, and it certainly wouldn’t do for her to go chasing after it herself. She could easily afford a replacement, of course, but it had been her favorite hat.

Feeling exposed without the veil to mask her face, she crossed to the station house. When she opened the door, the wind threatened to tear it from her hands but she wrestled it closed, in as ladylike a fashion as possible, then smoothed down her tousled dress and hair and approached the desk clerk. “Good afternoon, sir. I understand that my son is being detained here.”

The clerk gave her an impatient glance, then a second, more searching one. He was, she knew, taking note of her skin and of her hair, both of which were of a darker shade than is usually seen on English women.  She longed for the lost hat and the veil. “We haven’t arrested any Indian boys lately,” said the clerk. “That’s what you are, I take it? An East Indian?”

“I grew up in India, yes. Now I am English.”

The clerk gave a slight, sarcastic grin. “If you say so.” He turned back to his paperwork.

“Would you please check to see if my son’s name is on your list of persons being detained here?”

“They’re called prisoners.”

“Then would you please check your list of prisoners?”

The man sighed. “All right, madam. What’s his name?”

“Harry. Harry Fogg.”

He raised a skeptical eyebrow. “That’s no Indian name.”

“Nevertheless.”

The clerk quickly scanned his blotter and shook his head. “No, there’s no such person here.”

“He is seventeen years old, perhaps five feet ten inches in height, with curly black hair—”

“I’ve told you, there’s no one by that name. It must have been some other station. Now if you’ll excuse me.”

Aouda sensed that, like most Englishmen, he disapproved of anyone from a different culture or country—even one as nearby as Ireland or Scotland. But she also guessed that, like most Victorian men, he had been taught to treat all women with respect, and she played to that part of his nature. “Please, sir. I am a mother, asking for your help. I have reason to believe that my  son is being held here. If you would kindly allow me to view the prisoners, I could see for myself whether he is among them.”

The clerk frowned at her for a long moment. “The jail is not a fit place for a woman.”

“If that is so,” replied Aouda, “then it is not a fit place for my son, either.”

The clerk shook his head again, but he called the warder. “Mr. Thompson, will you show this person to the holding cell?”

As they walked along the corridor, Aouda braced herself, expecting to find a scene of degradation and squalor. But nothing could have prepared her for what she actually witnessed when she stood before the bars of the cell.

Most of the prisoners were ranged in a half circle at one end of the cell. At the other end stood a huge one-eyed man, gripping a flat piece of wood perhaps three feet long—a bed slat, it appeared—as though about to hit something with it. Directly behind him were three more bed slats set upright with a fourth laid atop them.

In the center of the cell stood a barefooted Harry, making a windup motion with his arm. “All right, now, here it comes!” he called. A moment later he launched some sort of ball at the man wielding the bed slat. The man swatted the ball, which shot across the cell, past the other prisoners, and caromed off the wall.

“A solid shot!” exclaimed Harry. “Now run! Run!”

The man, still holding the bed slat, took off for the far wall, whacked the wood against it, then scrambled back to his original spot while another man retrieved the ball and flung it at the upright slats, missing them by a few inches.

“Two runs!” shouted Harry. “Good for you!”

While the one-eyed man thrust his arms in the air and roared in triumph, the others let loose a volley of raucous jeers and boos. Grinning, Harry flapped his hands in an attempt to calm them. “Gentlemen, gentlemen!” he called. “You’ll all get your chance!” Just then he caught sight of the two figures who stood outside the cell and his face sobered. “Mother,” he said.

“What are you doing?” demanded Aouda.

“Teaching these men to play cricket,” said Harry, as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

“I see. Well, they seem to be enjoying it. But it’s time for you to go.” She turned to the warder. “Will you please release my son? I will pay whatever fines are owed, and I will pay for any damages that—”

She was interrupted by a chorus of protest from the prisoners. “You can’t leave!” bellowed the one-eyed man. “We was just getting started!”

Harry shrugged apologetically. “Sorry, fellows. Another time, perhaps.”

“Not unless you get nicked again,” said the thief named Swingle, who then added confidentially, “Insulting an officer of the law is always good for a nice short  sentence.” He handed Harry the cricket ball, which, it now became clear, was made of the boy’s rolled-up stockings. “Don’t forget these.”

As Harry started to exit, another prisoner, a stocky, bald-headed man, put a massive hand on his shoulder. “Wait a bit. That there’s your mum?”

“Yes, it is.”

“She’s from Inja, ain’t she?”

“Originally, yes, but—”

“I thought so. I served in Inja, you know, and, same as your da, I had me a bibi. But I weren’t so daft as to drag her back to England with me.” He peered through the bars at Aouda. “Although if she’d looked as good as that one, I must say, I’d’ve been tempted—” The man broke off in midsentence as Harry’s fist caught him in the jaw. He staggered backward a few steps, then gave a long sigh and sagged to the floor.

The other prisoners descended upon Harry, scowling and grumbling, but when he picked up the makeshift cricket bat and turned to face them, they hesitated. “He had it coming, gentlemen,” said Harry. “If he had insulted your mother, which of you would not have done the same?” With that, he tossed the piece of wood aside and slipped out into the corridor.




TWO  In which

HARRY RELUCTANTLY FACES THE MUSIC

Harry was fined ten shillings for careless driving and instructed to pay two pounds to the drayman for the damage done to his cart. The clerk handed him a printed leaflet. “If you plan to go on piloting motorcars, I suggest you read that.”

It contained a set of rules for self-propelled vehicles: They were to go no faster than two miles per hour; they must be preceded by a person on foot, twenty yards ahead; they must emit no smoke or steam; at the sight of a horse, they must stop altogether. Harry had thoroughly broken all four rules. “Thank you,” he said, and tucked the paper into his waistcoat pocket. Outside the station house, the wind had died down a little. “Would you like to take a cab?”

“Please,” said his mother. “But first, let us walk that  way for a little distance and see whether we can spy my hat.”

Harry laughed. “The wind claimed it, eh?”

Aouda wrinkled her nose. “I wish you would not use that term.”

“What term?”

“You know.”

“Oh, you mean ‘eh.’ It’s a very useful term, Mother. Like the French phrase ‘n’est-ce pas?’”

“French has a refined quality. The other makes you sound like a day laborer.”

“Well, I shall do my best to avoid it, if it displeases you.” He leaned down and gave her a swift kiss on the cheek.

“You are a good boy, Harry, if only you would try to be a bit more ...”

“Stuffy?” said Harry. “Stiff-necked? Straitlaced?”

She couldn’t help smiling. “I was about to say cautious.”

“But I do try. Honestly I do. I just can’t seem to get the hang of it. Oh!” He suddenly broke into a run, startling Aouda until she saw where he was headed—toward a white object that had caught on the base of a lamppost. He snatched it up and came trotting back, grinning triumphantly.

Aouda shook her head and sighed. Her son was young yet, she reminded herself. Surely in a year or two his high spirits would begin to ebb and he would learn to behave suitably. As if reading her thoughts, he gave  a gentlemanly bow when he handed her the hat. The brim was smudged with dirt and the veil was partially torn off, but all in all it had survived the adventure remarkably well.

Harry hailed a hackney and helped his mother inside. “Number Seven, Savile Row, please,” he told the driver. As they clattered along, he said, “How did you learn where I was?”

“Your friend Jonathan told me.”

“Jona—? Oh, Johnny. Well, I wish he hadn’t. Does Father know?”

“Not yet,” she said. “You must tell him before someone else does. And you must apologize to him.”

“Apologize? It wasn’t his wagon I ran into. And it wasn’t his motorcar I banged up.”

“No, but it is his reputation that you have damaged by your reckless behavior. And I hardly need to remind you that this is not the first time.”

Harry certainly did not need to be reminded of his past transgressions, which had increased in severity as he increased in age. At six he had taken apart his father’s pocket watch to see what made it tick—or rather what had once made it tick. When he was eight, the family lost a perfectly capable housemaid after she discovered the carcass of a cat boiling on the back of the stove. To Harry’s credit, the animal had been dead when he found it; he had planned to salvage the bones and assemble them like the skeletons at the Natural History Museum.

At thirteen, he came home bruised and bloodied  from playing football with the working-class boys; though a doctor was called in to set his broken nose, it did not heal quite straight, giving him a slightly raffish look. At sixteen, he disgraced himself by flunking out of Eton, having spent far too little of his time studying the classics and far too much playing cricket.

It wasn’t that he disliked learning; he just didn’t seem to have the patience it required. A scholar might pore over dry, dusty volumes written in dead languages for years and have precious little to show for all his effort, whereas on the cricket field or the rugby pitch, a single second of brilliant play could make a fellow the toast of the school.

In the year since he effectively ended his academic career, Harry had not done much of any consequence, either to shame his family or to make them proud. Most of his time was spent on what he called “tinkering,” and what his father called “wasting time.” Since an early age he had been fascinated by machinery, and especially by vehicles—everything from windup toy helicopters to bicycles to electric submersible boats. His parents had tried diligently to steer him into more gentlemanly pursuits such as riding and shooting, but Harry continued to prefer gadgets to guns and horseless carriages to horses.

The cab stopped before a narrow, two-story brick town house. As Harry helped his mother down, he called to the driver, “Would you mind a bit of advice?”

“I s’pose not,” said the man, warily.

“Harry!” whispered his mother.

He ignored her. “If I were you,” he told the man, “I’d get myself a steam carriage, and soon; mark my word, within a year or two horse-drawn vehicles are going to be obsolete.”

The driver was clever enough not to scoff at a customer outright, but he couldn’t help smiling at this absurd notion. “Are they, now? Vell, I’ll give that some thought, sir.” As Harry walked away, the driver said, “You’re forgettin’ one fing, sir.”

“Oh? What’s that?”

“You ’aven’t paid the fare.”

 

By the time Harry reached his room, Hudson, his father’s valet, had a warm bath waiting for him and a fresh suit of clothing laid out on his bed. Though Hudson was undeniably efficient, Harry sorely missed the old valet, Passepartout. The good-natured Frenchman had taught his charge how to juggle, how to fold a piece of paper into the shape of a frog, how to make and fire a slingshot—and how to glue the vase back together so that no one would even notice.

But the things that Harry loved and admired most about Passepartout were the very things that led to his dismissal. As his parents explained it, they felt the valet was having a “disruptive influence” on Harry. Phileas Fogg had given Passepartout enough money to set up a small tobacco shop near St. James’s Square. The little  Frenchman had found himself an equally good-natured wife and seemed quite content.

Harry passed close by the shop on his way to the Reform Club, where he would have to confront his father and make a full confession. He considered stopping in to talk with his old friend for a moment, just to boost his own morale, but concluded it was best to get this over with as quickly as possible.

He prayed that Andrew Stuart would not be occupying his customary spot outside the Club; Harry didn’t need another embarrassing confrontation. But as he approached the imposing building, the shabby, stooped figure was waiting there, still hoping against hope that one of his old Club cronies might take pity on him and invite him in for a drink. They never did. Most turned their heads away and pretended not to recognize him; a very few stopped to ask how he was—knowing well enough that he was miserable and destitute—and, under the guise of shaking his hand, passed him a shilling or two.

Harry suspected that if he tried to give Stuart money, the man would refuse it—most likely spit on it, in fact. So he only nodded and said, “Good afternoon, Mr. Stuart.”

“For you, maybe,” snarled the man. Harry hurried on, but Stuart’s rasping voice followed him. “You’re ashamed to face me, aren’t you? And well you should be, after—” His tirade was cut short by a fit of coughing.  Harry rolled his eyes at the doorman, who shrugged sympathetically and held the door for him.

It wasn’t necessary to ask where he might find his father. Phileas Fogg lived his life according to a precise schedule that seldom varied—with the notable exception of his round-the-world voyage. According to friends, Mr. Fogg had once spent most of his waking time at the Club and taken all his meals there, but since his marriage almost twenty years earlier, his habits had changed somewhat. Now he had only luncheon there, after which he retired to the library to read the day’s papers until the stroke of three. He then proceeded to the card room for a few rounds of whist with friends; at precisely five-forty, he rose—often in the middle of a game—and went home for supper.

Since the clock in the entry hall read a quarter to three, Harry went up the main staircase to the library, a favorite gathering spot for the more literary-minded members, including the amiable Arthur Conan Doyle. Though medicine was his real profession, Dr. Doyle had penned some historical novels—Harry had not read them—and two detective stories that Harry had rather enjoyed. At the moment, Dr. Doyle appeared to be napping. Phileas Fogg was in his habitual spot, in an armchair by the window that overlooked the courtyard.

Harry took a deep breath and started across the room. As he passed Dr. Doyle, the man glanced up at him. “Ah, Harry, you rascal. What’s this I hear about a motorcar mishap?”




THREE  In which

OUR IMPULSIVE HERO MAKES A WAGER HE IS UNLIKELY TO WIN

Harry groaned inwardly. He might have known the news would make the rounds quickly. When it came to spreading gossip, society matrons were poor amateurs compared with the men of the Reform Club. He was tempted to lay all the blame on the careless drayman, but his sense of fair play wouldn’t let him. “Yes, a wagon pulled out from an alley right in front of me and I couldn’t stop in time. It was my fault, I suppose, for driving so fast. But you know, you can’t rein in a motorcar the way you do a horse; they’ll run away with you if you’re not careful.”

Dr. Doyle laughed. “No, I’m afraid I don’t know. I’ve never ridden in one. I must say, I wouldn’t mind it, though. It sounds like great fun.”

“Oh, it’s splendid! I’ll tell you what, Doctor; the  next time I take her for a spin, you may come along.”

“The next time?” said a dry voice. “It seems to me you’ve done quite enough damage.” Phileas Fogg’s words betrayed no particular feeling, not even disapproval. His voice was even and matter-of-fact, as always. And as always, it totally unnerved Harry. He would have much preferred to have his father storm and shout, for when a storm blows over the air is clear again. This was like the eerie calm before a storm that never came.

“I know,” said Harry. “And I’m sorry, sir. But it won’t happen again. Next time we’ll tow her somewhere where there’s plenty of open space and—”

The small, florid-faced man who sat on the sofa lowered his copy of the Times. “You’d better tow it to Bodmin Moor, then. The city is no place for these devil-wagons and their infernal noise.”

“On the contrary, sir,” Harry replied, a bit too sharply, “ours makes very little noise. She is not one those flimsy contraptions that resemble an overgrown baby perambulator with a clattering gasoline engine. Ours is substantially built and driven by steam—a sort of smaller version of the steam coaches that were popular fifty or sixty years ago.”

The man gave a dismissive laugh. “I would hardly say steam coaches were popular. In point of fact, they were a dismal failure.”

“Of course they were,” said Harry. “But only because  the railroad interests saw them as a threat and did everything in their power to destroy them.”

The man’s face turned even redder and he flung aside his paper. “See here, young man—”

“I’ll handle this, Julius,” put in Phileas Fogg. He turned to Harry. “You owe this gentleman an apology.”

“I only spoke the truth,” Harry protested.

“I believe Mr. Hardiman is in a better position to know about such things than you are. He is, after all, president of the Great Southern Railway.”

“Oh.” Harry gave an embarrassed grin. Though he was quick to fly off the handle, he was also quick to make amends. “I do apologize then, sir. I didn’t mean to be discourteous. It’s just that . . . Well, it gets my back up when people speak of motorcars as if they’re merely a nuisance, some sort of frivolous toy.”

“Aren’t they?”

“No, sir. I believe they are the most practical form of transportation ever invented, and within a very few years, half the population of London will own one.”

Hardiman gave an incredulous snort. “Really? So you think they will replace the locomotive, do you?”

“I don’t know. But they will surely replace the horse.”

The railroad man laughed again, and most of the others joined in—with the exception of Phileas Fogg.

“Not the motorcars I’ve seen, I’m afraid,” said Dr. Doyle. “The few that actually work travel no faster than  a man can walk, and they get bogged down in a large mud puddle.”

“You’re quite right,” said Harry.

“Ah, he agrees!” crowed Hardiman.

“But,” Harry went on, “as I said, the Flash is a different sort of motorcar altogether.”

“The Flash?” echoed Hardiman with a chuckle.

“Yes. We haven’t given her a proper road test yet, but she has plenty of power and not much weight. We fully expect her to do thirty miles per hour or more and ford a stream or climb a hill better than a team of Clydesdales.”

“I think perhaps you exaggerate,” said Phileas Fogg.

“You haven’t seen her in action, Father!” Harry exclaimed. Then, knowing how Phileas Fogg disliked displays of emotion, he added more calmly, “I really don’t feel I’m exaggerating in the least, Father.”

Fogg regarded his son evenly for a moment. Just as he seemed about to respond, the clock struck three. He rose automatically from his chair, as though he himself were run by clockwork. “Pardon me, gentlemen. I have an appointment in the card room.”

Harry wondered what his father had been about to say. Was he curious at all about what Harry’s motorcar could do? Or did he feel, too, that the machines were useless? Was he truly ashamed of his son’s unconventional behavior and attitude? Or did some part of him secretly admire Harry’s spirit? Guessing what lay beneath  that calm, composed exterior was like trying to fathom what the Buddha was thinking, or the Mona Lisa. No wonder the man was such a formidable card-player; his opponents could have no inkling of what sort of hand he held. Unfortunately, neither could his partner.

The other club members, seeing the opportunity for a rousing discussion, had pulled their chairs closer. “So,” said Mr. Sullivan, the banker, “this Flash of yours. Is she built any better than these—what did you call them? Overgrown perambulators?”

“Oh, far better. Johnny’s given her a frame of ash, like the best carriages, and made the body from lightweight sheets of aluminum.”

“Johnny?” said Dr. Doyle. “You don’t mean Johnny Shaugnessey?”

Harry nodded enthusiastically. “My friend is a genius at this sort of thing.”

“The boy who was kicked in the head by a horse?” said Mr. Flanagan, the brewer. “I’d hardly call him a  genius.”

“I know, I know,” said Harry. “When he’s dealing with people he’s slow and awkward. But when it comes to machines he has a . . . a sort of instinct.”

Flanagan laughed. “Instinct? I thought that was the province of animals.”

“Whatever you call it,” said Harry impatiently, “he knows how to build things. When we’ve got the kinks  worked out, this motorcar will be able to go anywhere. Why, if I wanted to, I daresay I could drive her around the world.”

For a moment there was dead silence in the room. “Well, now,” said Hardiman, the railroad man. “That’s a wildly extravagant statement. You wouldn’t care to retract that, would you?”

Harry hesitated. Perhaps it had been a grandiose claim. But he didn’t like the condescending tone of these men, the way they made fun of Johnny and of the machine to which the two of them had devoted hundreds of hours of greasy, backbreaking, knuckle-skinning work.

He looked Hardiman in the eye. “No, sir,” he said. “I am confident that she would be up to the task.”

“Really?” said the railroad man. “Just how confident are you?”

“What do you mean, sir?”

“I mean, would you be willing to bet money on it?”

“Certainly.”

“How much?”

“Whatever sum you propose.”

“How does two thousand pounds strike you?”

The truth was, it struck him almost dumb; though it might seem a reasonable wager to the president of a railroad, for him it was a huge one—roughly ten times the amount he had spent building the Flash. But his pride wouldn’t let him back down. He bowed slightly. “Two thousand it is.”

With a self-satisfied smirk, Hardiman turned to the other members. “Perhaps some of you gentlemen would like to propose wagers of your own?”

“Not I,” said Dr. Doyle. “A poor physician and struggling author can’t afford such immoderate gestures. And frankly, Harry, I’m not sure that you should be—”

“Count me in,” interrupted Flanagan, eagerly. “I have another two thousand that says you’ll never make it.”

“If the boy is willing,” said Sullivan, “I’m in for an equal amount.”

“The more you gentlemen wager, the more I stand to win,” said Harry staunchly. Though six thousand pounds was a staggering sum, his confidence in the car and in himself remained firm.

“Excellent!” Hardiman rubbed his hands together. “Shall we shake on it, then?”

“One moment,” said Sullivan. “Perhaps we should set some sort of parameters, here. After all, if we give him an unlimited amount of time, of course he can do it. He could rebuild the car as many times as necessary. That wouldn’t prove anything.”

Harry did a quick series of calculations in his head. He knew from repeatedly tracing the route of his father’s famous journey that the distance around the world was roughly 25,000 miles. He could count on the Flash to average at least 25 miles per hour. If he drove ten hours each day, that was 250 miles per day.  Two hundred and fifty divided into 25,000 was: “One hundred days,” he said.

“I beg your pardon?” said Sullivan.

“Does one hundred days sound like a fair allowance of time?”

The men glanced at one another. “You really think that’s enough?” said Flanagan.

“Don’t argue with the lad,” said Hardiman. “If he says he can do it that quickly, let him prove it. When will you start?”

“Within the week.”

“Excellent!” Hardiman repeated, gleefully. “Dr. Doyle, would you please make a note of all of this, for the record? Six thousand pounds. One hundred days.”

“One more thing,” said Sullivan. “We should clearly stipulate that the vehicle must go the entire distance under its own power—that is, not aboard a flatcar or a ship, or towed by horses.”

“You can hardly expect me to drive across the ocean,” said Harry. “Or across rivers.”

“Of course not,” said Hardiman. “Let the record state, then, that you may ship the motorcar across any and all bodies of water, but otherwise the motorcar must travel under its own power. Agreed?”

“Agreed.” Harry shook the hands of the three men in turn. “And now, if you will excuse me, I have quite a number of preparations to make.”

As he left the library, he heard Hardiman say snidely  to the others, “He needs to prepare himself all right—to lose this wager!”

Harry’s heart was racing and he felt flushed and vibrant, the way he did after bowling a strenuous inning of cricket. “Go ahead and laugh, gentlemen,” he muttered under his breath. “The last laugh will be mine.”

He was halfway down the stairs before a thought occurred to him that dampened his buoyant mood. If he was going to travel all the way around the world, he would need a certain amount of money for expenses—just how much money, he wasn’t sure. According to Harry’s mother, her husband had spent something on the order of ten thousand pounds in making his epic journey, but that was an extreme case. After all, in addition to paying for his passage and Passepartout’s, Fogg had purchased a whole ship, not to mention an entire elephant.

Harry’s expenses would be far more modest. Fuel was no problem; the Flash would burn nearly anything, from kerosene to wood chips. Nor was lodging; he could sleep in the car. But he would need food and steamship tickets and that sort of thing.

Every cent of his own income had gone into building the Flash, and, though his mother had ample money for personal and household expenses, she had nothing put by.

There was no option but to approach his father.
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