Excerpt 1: What Happened to the Temperature?
My uncle had an answer for everything.
“I accept all your explanations,” I said “and Saknussemm is right. He found out the entrance to the
bowels of the earth, he has indicated correctly, but that he or anyone else ever followed up the discovery
is madness to suppose.”
“Why so, young man?”
“All scientific teaching, theoretical and practical, shows it to be impossible.”
“I care nothing for theories,” retorted my uncle.
“But is it not well-known that heat increases one degree for every seventy feet you descend into the
earth? Which gives a fine idea of the central heat. All the matters which compose the globe are in a state
of incandescence; even gold, platinum, and the hardest rocks are in a state of fusion. What would
become of us?”
“Don’t be alarmed at the heat, my boy.”
“How so?”
“Neither you nor anybody else know anything about the real state of the earth’s interior. All modern
experiments tend to explode the older theories. Were any such heat to exist, the upper crust of the earth
would be shattered to atoms, and the world would be at an end.”
A long, learned and not uninteresting discussion followed, which ended in this wise:
“I do not believe in the dangers and difficulties which you, Henry, seem to multiply; and the only
way to learn, is like Arne Saknussemm, to go and see.”
“Well,” cried I, overcome at last, “let us go and see. Though how we can do that in the dark is
another mystery.”
“Fear nothing. We shall overcome these, and many other difficulties. Besides, as we approach the
center, I expect to find it luminous—”
“Nothing is impossible.”
“And now that we have come to a thorough understanding, not a word to any living soul. Our
success depends on secrecy and dispatch.”

Excerpt 2: How did you get here Mr. Shark-Croc?
As I did so, I became aware of something moving in the distance, which at once fascinated my eyes.
It was floating, apparently, upon the surface of the water, advancing by means of what at first appeared
paddles. I looked with glaring eyes. One glance told me that it was something monstrous.
But what?
It was the great “shark-crocodile” of the early writers on geology. About the size of an ordinary
whale, with hideous jaws and two gigantic eyes, it advanced. Its eyes fixed on me with terrible sternness.
Some indefinite warning told me that it had marked me for its own.
I attempted to rise—to escape, no matter where, but my knees shook under me; my limbs trembled
violently; I almost lost my senses. And still the mighty monster advanced. My uncle and the guide made
no effort to save themselves.
With a strange noise, like none other I had ever heard, the beast came on. His jaws were at least
seven feet apart, and his distended mouth looked large enough to have swallowed a boatful of men.
We were about ten feet distant when I discovered that much as his body resembled that of a
crocodile, his mouth was wholly that of a shark.
His twofold nature now became apparent. To snatch us up at a mouthful it was necessary for him to
turn on his back, which motion necessarily caused his legs to kick up helplessly in the air.
I actually laughed even in the very jaws of death!

