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The year was 1867, and I found myself a 
passenger aboard the Abraham Lincoln, 
the deadliest warship in the US fleet.

It was about that time that I 
began to think setting foot on 

board may have been a mistake. 

During that trip, I knew 
all this, yet sometimes…

…I heard things… in 
the darkest parts 

of the night...

ARR – OO – NNAX

…from under my bed. 

My name is Pierre Aronnax. I am a 
man of science; a marine biologist.

I’ve studied the seas for most of my 
adult life, and I know there are no sea 

monsters. Certainly not any that stretch 
hundreds of feet long, or any powerful 

enough to ram a hole in a ship.

Keep 
pulling!

The wind is 
too strong!

We were hunting a monster. Yes, I know 
that sounds ridiculous. But there I was, 

trying to sleep through the fiercest 
storm I have ever experienced.
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The beast! 
The beast!

All hands to 
starboard!

They had found something. But what?

Starboard! 
Starboard!

The beast! 
It is here!

I’ve lived through plenty of storms, 
even some while I’ve been at sea. So 
why did this one feel so different? 

Again I told myself that I was a man of 
science. There are no monsters; just 
creatures we haven’t yet discovered.

And below me...

Of course, it was far easier to 
believe my own words of logic in 

the daylight. In the dark, and during 
the stormiest of nights, I found it 
hard not to believe in monsters…

Above me, I heard the shouts. 
They quickly turned to screams.

…at least a little.
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ARONNAX! 
YOU’VE 

FOUND ME!

No! Dear 
God, no!
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That voice, that 
wonderful, familiar voice!

The monster had just been a nightmare. 
I knew there were no monsters, and 
certainly none under my own bed.

Conseil knew how important this 
discovery would be to my career.

I always keep my notebook in 
my coat pocket, but there was 

something else I might have needed. 

They’ve found 
it, master, the 

monster!

We must 
hurry, Master 

Aronnax! And please 
don’t forget to bring 

your notebook!

It was Conseil, of course. My loyal 
assistant… and friend. I have no need 
for a guardian angel – I have Conseil.

Master, we 
must get up. It 
has happened!

Help me! 
Someone, 

help!

Master? 
Master Aronnax? 
We must move.
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Over a period of time several ships had 
encountered an enormous thing at sea. 
It was a long spindle-shaped object that 

sometimes gave off a bright glow, and was 
much bigger and faster than any whale.

The extraordinary creature 
could move from one place to 
another with amazing speed. 

It had attacked ships along the 
Australian coast, and then…

A surviving ship revealed a gaping 
symmetrical gash in the shape of 
an isosceles triangle... two-and-a-
half metres below its waterline.

This hole in the sheet iron was 
perfectly formed; no machine could 

have done a cleaner job of it. 

…three days later, rammed 
into vessels sailing the waters 

of the Pacific Ocean – an 
amazing 2,100 miles away!

I was aware of all this before my trip. 
Yet nothing could prepare me for what 

I saw on deck that fateful night.
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A mysterious sea monster has been causing havoc in the 
ocean.  Ships of all shapes and sizes, as well as humans, have 
been destroyed by this enigma! No corner of the earth has 
been spared from its terror, as it continues to kill all who cross 
its path.

In reaction to this destructive force, the US Government wastes 
no time in sending out a team of experienced professionals 
to track down and destroy it. Professor Pierre Aronnax, a 
marine biologist; Conseil, his faithful assistant; and Ned Land, 
a Canadian master harpooner, come together in an epic hunt.

On board a naval ship, the Abraham Lincoln, the three men set 
out to track down this terrifying beast of the ocean. But will they 
succeed? And what will they discover if they do?

Published in 1870, originally in French, 20,000 Leagues Under 
the Sea is a classic example of the imagination and foresight of 
Jules Verne. His pioneering approach to writing in the late 19th 
century led many to refer to him as the father of science fi ction.
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