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I was trying to decipher the 
complicated inscription on 
the mysterious parchment.

Hamburg, Germany. 1863.

No. No, this 
can’t be!

How 
could a man 
possibly…

My uncle must 
never know about this. 

He would insist upon doing what 
it says. He is such a determined 

geologist that ropes could 
not hold him!

If he deciphers 
this, he will go in spite 

of everything, and he will take 
me with him, and we will 
never get back. Never! I will do 

everything I can to 
prevent my uncle from 

discovering the contents 
of this document.

By analyzing 
it again and again, 
he might discover 
the key. I have to 

destroy it.

HENRY!

I studied the puzzle and tried to group the 
letters in every possible way. And then it 
came to me like a flash of lightning. I had 

worked it out. To understand the document, 
it just needed to be read backward.

I was overwhelmed 
by horror and it took 

possession of my soul.

I decided that no living 
being should ever know.

I was about to completely 
destroy this dangerous 

secret for good...
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Any luck? 
Find out 

anything?

No, Uncle. 
Nothing.

My uncle, Professor Von Hardwigg, was a 
German who had married my mother’s sister. As 
his nephew, I became his laboratory assistant.

I can just 
about make out the 
name.  It says Arne 

Saknussemm.

Having found an old manuscript 
containing this parchment, he convinced 

himself it held a wonderful secret.

He was a professor of 
mineralogy and a learned egotist.

Arne Saknussemm! 
That is the name of an 

Icelander. He was a professor 
from the sixteenth century, 

and a famous alchemist!

I will discover 
the secret of this 

document, and I will 
not sleep or eat until I 

have found it.

And  
neither will 
you, Henry!

…when the study door opened, and 
my uncle entered. He snatched the 

document from my hands.

He labored at the 
faded symbols.

My uncle was a well-informed man. I took a deep interest 
in all he did, and hoped to be as learned myself some day.
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While my uncle worked on the code, my 
thoughts turned to Gretchen—my fiancée.

My uncle’s imagination was vigorous and 
creative, and he would risk his life to do 
what other geologists had never done.

I… I made 
an important 

discovery. The coded 
text… it’s written 

backward.

It reads, ‘Descend, 
bold traveler, into 

the crater of Sneffels 
before the beginning 

of July...
…and you 

will reach the 
center of the 
earth! I did it!’

And so will I, Arne 
Saknussemm!

The center 
of the earth!

Night came and the sounds in the streets ceased. 
But my uncle still went on, not even answering 

our cook when she called us for supper.

I have 
to tell him.

On reading this my uncle jumped up, as if he had received 
an electric shock. His joy and his conviction were amazing 

to see. He rushed about the room, wild with delight.

Backward! 
Oh, most cunning 

Saknussemm. I have 
been such a fool!
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Here is Sneffels. It 
is a mountain about 

5,000 feet 
high. 

And, if its crater 
leads down to the 

center of the earth, 
it is one of the most 

remarkable in 
the world!

But that is 
impossible, because 

this crater is evidently 
filled with lava and 
burning rocks, and 

therefore--

It’s supposedly 
extinct—no eruptions 
since 1219—and is no 
longer considered an 

active volcano.

Gretchen, 
won’t you talk me 

out of going?

No, Henry. He is 
a bold philosopher, and a 

man of immense courage. 
He will no doubt succeed. 
It is admirable to devote 

yourself to science.

We leave 
for Denmark 
tomorrow, 

my boy.

Once there, 
we will catch 

a boat to 
Iceland.

All hope was now gone. My uncle had purchased 
the tools and apparatus required for this 
desperate trip. There were rope ladders, 

knotted cords, torches, flasks, grappling irons, 
alpenstocks, pickaxes—enough for ten men!

My uncle studied the 
best map of Iceland.

And so my uncle decided 
to set out on what seemed 

to be an absurd journey.



CAMPFIRETM www.campfire.co.in

In two days we reached Copenhagen, Denmark. 
A small Danish schooner, the Valkyrie, was to 

set sail for Reykjavik on June 2.

The boat 
won’t be ready for 
a few days. Let us 
walk to the top of 

this church.
I’ll get 
dizzy.

All the more 
reason why we 

should go up; we 
must get used 

to heights.

I will 
never be able 

to do it.
Don’t be 
a coward; 
come on.

Look down! 
Look down 

well!

You must 
take a lesson 
in abysses.

Tomorrow, 
we will do it 

again.

And we did. For five days in succession, I was subjected 
to this torture. By the end of that period, I ascended 
happily enough, and was able to look below without 
even blinking, and with some degree of pleasure.

It was impossible to disagree with my 
uncle’s logic. I gave in with a groan.

My legs gave way like those 
of a drunken man. I crawled 

on my hands and knees.

Before looking down, I glanced 
upward at the cold, fleecy clouds.
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When Professor Von Hardwigg and 
his nephew Henry discover a mysterious 

parchment, little do they know that it will change 
their lives forever. 

After many hours of studying the manuscript, and a great 
deal of painstaking research, they fi nally decipher the hidden 
code. It dates back to the sixteenth century, and is written by 

an Icelandic philosopher who claims to have found a passage to 
the center of the earth. Is it a hoax? Or is it the greatest scientifi c 
discovery of the day? There is only one way for them to fi nd out. 

And so begins an adventure where the two men, accompanied 
by their guide Hans Bjelke, set out to climb Mount Sneffels. On 

reaching the top of the mountain, they search for the crater 
that will supposedly take them to the center of the earth. 

The promise of fi nding a subterranean fantasy world, 
fi lled with prehistoric life forms and mythical 
monsters, drives them on. Will they really 

reach the center of the earth, or is 
it all a myth?


