iE%HARACTERS

Edmond Dantes

Mercédes

Monsieur Morrel

: the protagonist of the novel, later

emerging as the Count of Monte Cristo.

Dantes was an honest and caring man who
turned bitter and vengeful after being
convicted of a crime he did not commit.
He set out as the Count of Monte Cristo
to avenge those who wronged the hopeful

sailor he once was and reward those who

helped him.

He also adopted the personae of Father
Busoni and Lord Wilmore to carry out
anonymous acts and to win the trust of

the people he wished to manipulate.

. Dantés’s beautiful fiancée, and later

Countess Morcerf. Though she married
another man while Dantés was in prison,

she never stopped loving Dantes.

. the kind, honest shipowner of the Pharaon

and true friend to Danteés. Morrel did
everyﬂljng in his power to free Dantes

from prison and save Dantés’s father

from death.
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CHARACTERS

Fernand Mondego

Dang]ars

Caderousse

de Villefort

Monsieur Noirtier :
. Villefort’s bride

: an old priest and brilliant thinker whom

Renée

The Abbé Faria

Jacopo
Albert Morcerf

Franz Epinay

14

later Count Morcerf. He was Danteés’s
rival for Mercédés’s love, Mondego
helped to frame Dantés for treason and
married Mercédeés when Dantés was in
prison.

: later Baron Danglars. Envious of Dantés,

Danglars was the mastermind of the plot
that framed Dantés,

: a greedy neighbour of Dantés. He was

present when the plot to frame Dantés
was hatched, but did not take an active

part in it.

. the Assistant State Prosecutor. His blind

ambition made him sentence Dantés for

life in order to protect himself.

Villefort’s father

Dantes met in prison. He educated
Dantés in the arts and the sciences and
helped Dantés become wise to his
enemies. Before he died, he left Dantes

his vast hidden treasure.

: a sailor on the Young Amelia

: son of Mondego and Mercédés. Unlike

his father, Albert was brave, honest and

kind.

. Albert Morcerf’s friend
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Eugénie

Haydée

Bertuccio

Benedetto

Ali

: Danglars’ daughter

: a princess, the daughter of Prince Ali

Tebelin, the pacha of the Greek state of
Janina who was sold into slavery. Dantes
bought her freedom and eventually fell

in love with her.

: a smuggler, later a loyal steward to

Dantes

. the illegitimate son of de Villefort, who also

played the part of the suave and charming
Andrea Cavalcanti in one of Dantes’s

revenge schemes.

. a deaf, mute servant to Dantes
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It was the 24® February 1815.The sun shone softly on the blye
waters of the Mediterranean Sea around the island of Elb;.
Napolean Bonapafte, once the absolute master of France, was

" now king only of this small island. He who had ruled over one
hundred and twenty million subjects now reigned over the six
thousand inhabitants of Elba.

In France, the Bourbons had returned to the throne in the
person of Louis XVIII, younger brother of the beheaded Louis
XVI.

Friends in Paris were plotting to bring back Napoleon 2

ruler of France. Napoleon himself was also busy with plans for
his glorious return,
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A Ship Arrives

O~ the French Mediterranean coast at Marseilles, sunshine
brightcncd the gilded figure of a Madonna. High above the
harbour, from the top of the church of Notre Dame de la Garde,
this golden Madonna looked down towards the sea. Seamen
called her the ‘Protector of the Sailors’.

At the entrance to the harbour stood the massive Fort St.
Jean. Out to sca, on a barren rock, stood another Fortress, the
Chateau d’If. This was a prison—a grey stone castle standing
bleak against the sky. It had no windows, but only tiny slits let
in the stonework. Its gateways were barred with rods of iron.
No prisoner was ever known to escape from this grim place.

On this sunny day a three-masted sailing ship, the Pharaon,
coming from Smyrna, Trieste and Naples, could be seen just
beyond the Chateau d’If. Slowly the ship approached the
harbour. Passing the Fort St. Jean, she sailed in towards the
quay where many people were waiting. She dropped her
anchor,

The first man to go aboard was her owner, Monsicur Morrel.
He immediately approached a dark-haired good-looking young
man of about twenty who appeared to be in command.

"Ah, itis you, Edmond Dantes!” said Monsieur Morrel. What
has happened?’

"We have had a great misfortune,’ replied the young man.

17
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A SHIP ARRIVES

d Captain Leclere died during the voyage. We bul‘ied
‘Our goo

him at sea.
Then he exp]ained t
taken over command 0

At that momenta customs officer cam

went to meet him.
Monsieur Morrel turned to

man about twenty-five years old,
the rest of the crew. Danglars, jealous of young Dantes, began

to complain about the conduct of the voyage since the death of
the captain. He said that a day and a half had been wasted by
stopping at the island of Elba instead of coming straight to

o the owner how he, as chief officer’ had

f the ship after the captain died.

e on board, and Dapy,

his supercargo, Danglars, an Ugly

who was heartily disliked by

Marseilles.
Monsieur Morrel called to Dantés and asked him why the

ship had stopped at the island of Elba. The young man explained
that Captain Leclere, before he died, had given him a package
to deliver to one of Napoleon'’s generals. He had sailed to Elba
to deliver it. Whilst on the island, he had also seen Napoleon

. himself.

Monsieur Morrel turned to Danglars. “You see” he sai d “there
was a good reason for going to Elba. Dantes was carrying out

]‘ihe last wish of 3 dying man. He has also brought my ship safely

ack to Marseilles with her cargo undamaged’

~ Then he spoke to Dantgs. o
‘Dantes’ he said, ‘I
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CHAPTER 2

Dantes Comes Home

NEAR the harbour of Marseilles lived a beautiful young girl.
Her hair was black as jet and her eyes were dark and soft as
velvet. Her name was Mercédes. She lived alone, for her father
and mother had died some years ago. As the Pharaon was lying
in the harbour, she sat at home talking to her cousin, Fernand
Mondego, a young man of twenty.

Fernand was a soldier. He had asked Mercedes many times
to marry him, but she had always refused because she was in
love with Edmond Dantés. So Fernand the soldier hated
Edmond the sailor.

While Fernand and Mercedes were talking together, Dantes
was getting ready to leave his ship. He said goodbye to his ship-
mates and walked ashore. First he went to his father’s house.
His father looked old and weak, and there was neither food
nor wine in the house.

‘Father, what has happened?’ cried Dantes. ‘T gave you two
hundred francs when I set out on my voyage.”

"Yes, Edmond,’ said his father, ‘but there was our neighbour,
Caderousse. You owed him a hundred and forty francs. He
threatened to go to Monsieur Morrel if I did not repay him.’

So the old man had paid Caderousse one hundred and forty
francs and had lived for the past threc months on only sixty

francs. Dantés was very upset. He gave his father some money

19
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DANTES COMES HOME

od and Wine for himself as soon 4

ked him to buy fo

and as
ossible. , .
' ‘Don’t worTy, there will be plenty more money, he said ‘fo,
u / ) ’
ointed captain of the Pharaon for her next Voyage!

e flpp derousse came into the room
As Dantés was Sped .

He had heard what Da
‘Congratulations,’ sai
Dantes thanked him and trie

man. Then he said that he must sc€

o marry her on the following day.

hurry, said Caderousse.

ake a trip to Paris as soon as

king, Ca
ntés had said.
{ Caderousse, ‘on your good fortune’

d not to show his dislike of the

Mercédes. He wanted to

arrange t
‘“You seem to be in a

“Yes,” replied Dantcs. ‘I must m
possible, and I wish to be married before go.

“Why must you go to Paris?’ asked his father.

“To carry out the last request of poor Captain Leclere, replied
Dantes.

So saying, he hurried out of the house. When he had gore,
Caderousse also went outside where Danglars, the supercargo
was waiting for him. |

‘Ah ’ f T

Ab, there you are!” said Danglars. ‘Did you see him? What
did he say?’
‘He already talks as thou :
| gh he were i ;
repiied Caderousse. R of e e
Danglars’s face turned cri
ned crimson with anger and his voice was

wild. ‘He sh
e shall not become captain if [ can help it!’ he cried.
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CHAPTER 3

ATrap is Set

DanGLARS and Caderousse went towards the rocky seashore,
to the Hotel La Réserve. As they were sitting, drinking wine
on the terrace of the hotel, they saw Fernand Mondego coming
in their direction. The young man looked very unhappy.
Caderousse, who knew him, called to him to come and join
them.

‘What’s the matter with you?’ asked Caderousse. "Has
Mercédes sent-you away? | hear that she and Dantes are to
marry tomorrow.

Fernand groaned. He had ]ust left Mercédés with Dantes,
and he was wild with jealousy.

‘And I hear, went on Caderousse, ‘that he is making a trip
to Paris soon after the marriage.”

“What's that?’ asked Danglars. ‘A trip to Paris, did you say?
No doubt to deliver the letter which was given to him on the
island of Elba. This gives me an idea.

Then he muttered to himself in a low voice, ‘Dantes, you
arc not yet captain of the Pharaon!

Turning to Fernand with an artful look on his face, he said,
‘My friend, you are in love with Mercédes, aren’t you?’

‘I have loved her all my life, replied Fernand.

Danglars stared straight into his cyes. ‘You must remove

Dantes,” he said slowly, ‘then you can marry her.
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A TRAP IS SET

‘If I were to kill Dantés, answered Fernand, ‘Mercédés has
told me that she would take her own life.’

‘Ah, but you would not have to kill him,” said Danglars
craftily. “There are other ways of removing people whom we
do not like. We can get them sent to prison, for instance.’

‘And how would I send Dantés to prison?” asked Fernand
scornfully.

It wouldn’t be difficult,” said Danglars. ‘I will show you.
Waiter, bring me a pen and ink and paper.

The waiter brought them.

‘Just think,’ said Caderousse, ‘Here we have something which
will kill 2 man more surely than if we waited in a wood to stab
him with a knife. [ have always been more afraid of a pen, a
bottle of ink and a sheet of paper, than of a sword or a pistol.

‘Now then,’ said Danglars, putting the paper before him,
‘all we have to do is to dip the pen in the ink and write with the
left hand so that the writing shall not be recognised.’

‘But what shall we write?” asked Fernand.

‘We shall write a letter to the State Prosecutor saying that
Dantes is a Bonapartist agent.”

As he spoke, Danglars started to write with his left hand, in

a backward slant which did not look a bit like his own
handwriting.

“The State Prosecutor, he wrote, ‘is informed that one Edmond
Dantés, mate of the ship Pharaon which arrived at Marseilles this
morning after having touched the island of Elba, has been given a
letter from Napoleon addressed to the Bonapartist Committee in

Paris. If he is arrested, this letter will be found either on him or at
his father’s house, or in his cabin on the Pharaon’’

[4 ] .
But you cannot do that,’ cried Caderousse. ‘Danteés is not

guilty’
22
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‘Oh, I was only joking,’ said Danglars, laughing,

He crumpled up the letter and threw it away in the corner
of the terrace.

Just then they looked towards the seashore and saw Dantés
and Mercedes walking there together. The pair looked very
happy. Caderousse waved to them and Dantés waved back.
Fernand stood still, a scowl upon his face.

‘Come,’ said Danglars to Caderousse, ‘let us go home. It is
getting late. Will you come with us, Fernand?’

‘No, [ am going the other way, the young man replied. So
Danglars left La Reéserve with Caderousse beside him. When
they had gone a few yards, he looked back. He saw Fernand
stoop down and pick up the crumpled piece of paper. Putting
it into his pocket the young man hurried away.

‘Now, said Danglars to himself. ‘Everything will go according
to plan.’

23
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" 'THE next &%1y the sun was shining brl&htly again, "The waves on

the sea sparkled and the Madonna on the church glowed with
a golden brilliance. At the Hotel La Réserve, many people were

dancing merrily. It was the bcu -othal tmqt of' Edmcmd Danta,s
and Mercédes. w o b

Edmond and Mercédés were dancmg too, and as t]u.y danced

they smiled at one another. Both were full of ] Joy ¢ 'md wantud f

everyone around to be happy too. o

A dinner had been served and festivities were in full swing
Dantés could hardly believe that in just over an hour he would
be taking his beautiful bride into the Town Hall where they

would be married by the Mayor of Marseilles, It scemed too
good to be true. ¢

When the dancing st0ppcd Mercédes reminded Dantt.s that
it was time to set out for theTown Hall,

“Yes, yes, cried Dantés excitedly, ‘let ug go now.’

The guests cheered and PTCPaTe d
to f
in a procession, ' OIIOW the bl i(l

Suddenly they all stood st111 and listen
the sound of soldiers marching The pe;
8

group of soldiers turned into the h otel.*
on the door, -

al coup}e-

ed, They cou]d }1&3"
€ came nearer and a

‘i!
|
|

I




“Which one of you is Edmond Dantes?” he asked.




THE WEDDING PARTY

' said a stern voice.

‘Open, in the name of the law! . |
P utside stood the officer iy

The door was opened and o
command of the soldiers. .

“Which one of you is Edmond Dantés?’ he asked.

Every eye turned towards the young mar.l who ftepped
forward saying, ‘I am he. What do you want with me?

‘Edmond Dantés,’ replied the officer, ‘I arrest you in the
King’s name!’ -

‘Arrest me!’ exclaimed Edmond, ‘But why?’ |

‘I cannot tell you,’ replied the officer, ‘but you must come at |
once to the law courts.”

The guests looked at each other in amazement. It could not
be true that Dantes was being arrested! Mercédés, Monsieur
Morrel and Dantés’ old fathcr all rushed forward to try to
prevent the soldiers from taking Edmond away. The officer
turned to them and begged them to be calm. Then he said to
the old man in a kindly manner, ‘It’s probably something about

the papers of the Pharaon. 1 expect your son has forgotten to
fill in a customs form. He will answer a few questions and
expl;in things and then they will set him free. Don’t vl

‘Goodbye, goodbye, dearest E&nond! ’

as he was taken away.

thi ch::n : WOTT%’;}MercédéS; he replied, q shall see yoﬁ ﬁgain
satternoon. The wedding wil SRR At
that’s all” -~ Wedding Wﬂl be,delay ed by justa f'e_w hours,

worry! :
x:fried Mercédés 'sadly,_ |




CHAPTER 5

'1 | Another Wedding

AT the same time as the betrothal feast of Edmond and Mercédés
came to such an unhappy ending, another betrothal feast was
taking place in Marseilles. But this feast was not among the
sailors and soldiers. It was among the aristocrats of the town.
Monsieur de Villefort, the young Assistant State Prosecutor,
was to be married to Renée, the daughter of the Marquis and
Marchioness of Saint-Meran. - : |
The people at this party were all sworn enemies of Napoleon
Bonaparte. During his reign they had been abroad plotting and
working for his downfall. Now they had returned to France
and held positions of importance under the new king, Louis
XVIIL | . |
But young Villefort was the son of a Bonapartist. At the time
of the French Revolution his father had given up his noble name
of Noirtier de Villefort and had changed it s‘imply to Noirtier.
He later became a staunch supporter of Napoleon. -~
The son, however, had disowned his father and changed his
~ own name back to de Villefort, He was 2 Royalist, holding the
'~ position of Assistant State Prosecutor. His father, Monsieur
Noirtier, still lived in Paris.
In the middle of this second party a servant entered the room.
" He handed g note to the Assistant State Prosecutor and

. whispered a few words in his ear,
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| I shall have to leave you for a little 'Whﬂﬁ,’l said de Villefort 4, -
Renée. his bride-to-be. ‘T will come back as soonasIcan?®

‘"Why? What is the matter?’ asked Reneée. |

He handed her the note and she read the ,w.ords:

“The State Pros-ecufc;l" is informed that Edmond Dantes, mate of the
ship Pharaon which arrived at Marseilles this morning after having-
touched the island of Elba, has been given a letter from Napoleon
addressed to the Bonapartist committee in Paris. If he is arrested,
this letter will be found either on him or at his father’s house, or in

- - 4 - ; L . : ' ‘l.) ) o ' } '
his cabin on the Pharaon.’ . b
- 7} ’

5'!-."-.-r-:.|-'.-l‘="’

_."Bﬁtf exclaimed Renée, ‘this letter isn’t even addre;éed to.
you! It is addressed to the State Prosecutor.”, « , - .. -

- ‘True, replied Villefort, ‘but I've just been told that Edmond .-
Dantes has been arrested. As the State Prosecutor is absent, I,
his assistant, will have to examine this man’ , . o

,.‘Be merciful,” whispered Renée. ‘Remember this is our
wedding day, and I want nothing to spoil it

. Villefprt walked to her side and plac_ed a hand up_Oll her
shoulder, N - S | R

| ‘My dearest _Rg:née,," he said. ‘For your sake, I will try to be
merciful. But if thege charges against this mah -al;é true, then.
you mtfst give me permission to cut off his head.’. - | £
Renée shivered and turned away. | . . ._ o -;- R

R i A T R T T

. ; l‘ ol ~-.]‘ : '_, f ‘L :L - " ro. s . t: ?‘r '
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ANOTHER WEDDING

‘I shall have to leave you for a little while,’ said de Villefort to
Renée, his bride-to-be. ‘I will come back as soon as I can.’

‘Why? What is the matter?” asked Renée.

He handed her the note and she read the words:

‘The State Prosecutor is informed that Edmond Dantés, mate of the
ship Pharaon which arrived at Marseilles this morning after having
touched the island of Elba, has been given a letter from Napoleon
addressed to the Bonapartist committee in Paris. If he is arrested,
this letter will be found either on him or at his father’s house, or in

his cabin on the Pharaon.

‘But, exclaimed Renée, ‘this letter isn’t even addressed to
you! It is addressed to the State Prosecutor’

‘“True, replied Villefort, ‘but Ive just been told that Edmond
Dantés has been arrested. As the State Prosecutor is absent, I,
his assistant, will have to examine this man.’

‘Be merciful,” whispered Rence. ‘Remember this is our
wedding day, and I want nothing to spoil it

Villefort walked to her side and placed a hand upon her
shoulder.

‘My dearest Renée, he said. ‘For your sake, I will try to be
merciful. But if these charges against this man are true, then
you must give me permission to cut off his head.’

Renée shivered and turned away.

CHAPTER 6

The Trap Closes

VILLEFORT went quickly to his office in the Law Courts. When
he arrived there, he asked for the prisoner. He began to question

. him and soon knew from the honest answers he received that

Dantes could not be guilty.

‘Have you any enemies?’ he asked.

‘Enemies!’ exclaimed Dantés. ‘I’'m not old enough or
important enough to have enemies.’

“Well, perhaps someone is jealous of you,’ said the Assistant
State Prosecutor. ‘You are to be a ship’s captain at the age of
nineteen. You are to be married to a beautiful young girl who
loves you. You may have made somebody jealous.’

‘Perhaps you are right,” answered Dantes, ‘but I don’t know
who it could be.

“Well, here is the letter accusing you,’ said Villefort, handing
him the note addressed to the State Prosecutor. ‘Do you
recognise the writing?’

Dantés read the letter.

‘No, he said, ‘but perhaps the writing is disguised.’

‘Well, now, tell me honestly. Is there any truth in this letter?’
asked Villefort.

‘No, answered Danteés. ‘There is no truth in it at all. ’ll tell

you exactly what happened.
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THE TRAP CLOSES

He then explained how Captain Leclere had given him a
package to take to Elba and asked him also to take a letter from
Elba to France.

‘I did what anyone would have done in my place, said Dantes.
‘Everywhere the last request of a dying man is sacred: but with
a sailor, the last request of his superior is a command which he
has to obey. I, therefore, went ashore at Elba with Captain
Leclere’s package. When I handed it over, I was given a letter
to take to a person in Paris. I took it because my captain had
ordered me to do so. ‘

“Yes, I think you are speaking the truth,’ said Villefort. ‘Give
me the letter you brought from Elba, and promise to report
here should we wish to ask you any more questions. Then you
may go. ?

‘Am I free then, sir?’ asked Dantes joyfully.

“Yes, but first give me the letter.

‘It is there on the table,” said Dantes. ‘It was taken from me
when I was arrested.

‘Wait a moment, said the Assistant State Prosecutor, as
Danteés picked up his hat to go. “To whom is it addressed?’

“To Monsieur Noirtier, Rue Coq-Héron, Paris,’ replied
Dantes.

Villefort looked as though he had been struck by a
thunderbolt. The letter was addressed to his father! He opened
it hastily and read it. It told of a plan of Napoleon Bonaparte to

leave the island of Elba with three armed ships. It said that

30

Napoleon’s friends in Paris were to expect him to land in France
very soon.

Villefort trembled. If anyone knew that such a letter had
been addressed to his father, he, the Assistant State Prosecutor,

ng_
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would not only lose his job but might end up as a prisoner in the
dread Chéateau d’If. What good fortune that the State Prosecutor
was out of Marseilles and that he had been asked to question
Dantés instead!

He turned to Dantes again.

‘Do you give me your word that you do not know the
contents of this letter?’

‘I give you my word, sir, said Dantes.

‘Well, I must keep you here a little longer now,’ said Villefort,
‘but I'll make it as short as possible. The main evidence against
you is this letter, and you see I am destroying it.’

He held the letter to a candle. Soon it was only a little pile of
ashes which were then thrown from the window.

‘“You see what I have done for you?’ said Villefort. ‘I have
burnt the letter. Now you know that you can trust me.’

“Yes, sir, replied Dantes, ‘you are very good to me. Now
what do you wish me to do?’

‘I shall have to keep you here in the Law Courts until this
evening, Should anyone else question you, don’t breathe a word
of this letter. Take care also never to mention the name of the
person to whom it was addressed.’

‘I promise,’ said Dantés earnestly.

Villefort rang a bell and a policeman appeared.

‘Go with him, said Villefort to Dantes.

When the two men had left the room, Villefort sat in his
chair. He was still trembling to think of what might have
happened had the letter come into the hands of the State
Prosecutor. Edmond Dantés did not know the contents of the
letter, but he knew that it was addressed to Monsieur Noirtier.

Villefort could not risk setting him free now. He decided on
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THE TRAP CLOSES

another plan. Dantés must be kept out of the way and he, Villefort,
would use the information in the letter to benefit himself.
‘With this letter, which might have ruined me, I can make
myself rich, he said to himself.
And with a smile on his face he hurried back to his wedding

feast.

CHAPTER 7

The Hundred Days

DaNTES was taken away by the policeman, but instead of being
set free, he was pushed into a cold, dingy room. What could
this mean? Villefort had promised him his freedom, and here
he was, still a prisoner.

Towards evening a policeman came and opened the door of
the room.

‘Come with me!” he said pushing Dantes before him.

Dantés was put into a carriage and, after a short journey,
was transferred to a rowing boat.

‘Where are you taking me?’ he asked.

“You will soon know, was the only answer.

The boat left the harbour and pulled out to sea. The night
was dark and Dantes screwed up his eyes to see where they

_were going,

After a little while there was a scraping noise. The boat
shuddered and stopped. They had reached an island in the sea.
Still Dantes did not realise where he was. Then he raised his
eyes and saw above him in the darkness, the outline of the
Chateau d’If.

Quickly Dantés was rushed into the prison, down a flight of
stairs and into a dark cell.

‘It’s all a mistake,’ he cried, ‘a terrible mistake!’
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Then he thought of Mercédes waiting anxiously for his return.
He must get word to her. He turned to the jailer.

‘I am not a rich man, he said, ‘so I cannot offer you a
great sum of money; but if you will carry amessage to Marseilles
‘and give it to a young girl named Mercédes, I will give you a
hundred crowns.

But the jailer would not listen to him.

‘For that small sum, he said, ‘I might lose my job.

Dantes pleaded and threatened, but in vain. All he had for
answer was the clanging of the cell door and the turning of the

key in the lock.

* * *

While Dantés was safely locked away in the Chateau d’If;
Villefort hurried to Paris to warn King Louis XVIII of

Napoleon’s plan to land in France. When he was with the king, -

news arrived that Napoleon had already landed on the south
coast.

During his stay in Paris, Villefort had a visit from his
Bonapartist father, Monsieur Noirtier. The Assistant State
Prosecutor was not at all pleased to see the old gentleman. He
hoped that no one had seen Monsieur Noirtier enter his hotel,
for he did not wish to be connected with the Bonapartists in
any way. He wanted Noirtier to leave as soon as possible.

So he told his father that all Bonapartists were being arrested
and imprisoned. He advised his father to go into hiding for, ff
he stayed in Paris, he might be caught and put to death. His
father looked at him, an expression of gratitude on his face.

‘Thank you, my son, he said. ‘I feel that you have saved my
life. One day, when Napoleon is back in power, I may be able
to help you in return.

* k%
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Villefort’s warning did not help the king, and he was forced to
flee from France. Napoleon reached Paris and was once again
the ruler of the country.

As soon as Napoleon was in power, Monsieur Morrel, the
ship-owner, applied for Dantes to be released from prison. If
Danteés was imprisoned for being a Bonapartist agent, surely
now was the time for him to be set free.

But this was not to be, for Villefort was once again in
Marseilles. True to his promise Monsieur Noirtier had protected
his son. Although Villefort had once been a royalist, he had
been allowed to stay in office. All other royalists were removed
from their posts. Some were put into prison and some were
executed. But this did not happen to Villefort, for his father
had saved him. The State Prosecutor, Villefort’s superior, was
also a royalist. He was sent to prison and was never seen again
and Villefort took his place. The Assistant State Prosecutor
became the State Prosecutor.

Villefort knew that, if Dantés were set free, then all his
treachery would be revealed. So he took care to see that the
young man remained a prisoner in the Chateau d’If. Whenever
Monsieur Morrel came to ask for Dantés’ freedom, Villefort

made promises but did nothing,

* k%

Villefort was not the only man who feared Dantes’ release.
Danglars had watched Napoleon’s return to power with alarm.

‘Now Danteés will be released,” he said to himself. ‘He will
search for me and will take his revenge. I must hide away in
another country where he will not find me’’

So he left France and went to live in Spain.
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As for Fernand Mondego, he spent all his time with Mercédes
trying to win her love. He neither knew nor cared what had
become of Dantés. He could think only of the day when
Mercédeés might consent to be his wife.

Very soon, as a soldier, he was called to fight for Napoleon.
When he said goodbye to Mercédes, she was very sad.

‘If you are killed, she said, ‘I shall be alone in the world.

Fernand was happy. So long as Dantes did not return,

Mercédés might one day be his wife.

% k%

Napoleon remained in power for a hundred days. Then he was
defeated at the Battle of Waterloo. As Villefort had hoped,
Louis XVIII returned to the throne of France and Monsieur
Morrel came no more to ask for Dantes’s release.

Now all hope was lost. Dantés’s old father knew that he
would never see his son again. His money was finished and the
scraps of food which he had béen able to beg were gone. He
had no spirit and no wish to go on living. Soon after Napoleon’s
downfall, he died of hunger in the arms of Mercédes, the girl

who should have been his son’s wife.
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CHAPTER 8

The Chateau d’If

THERE was a part of the Chateau d’If where the most dangerous
and the mad prisohers were kept. This was deep down beneath
the fortress in the dungeons. Here, in a cell by himself, Dantes
was locked up. Once in the morning and once in the evening,
his door was opened a few inches, just enough for the jailer to
push through a plate with some bad food and a small jug of
water. Then it was locked again. Dantes did not see another
living soul.

He could not understand why he had been imprisoned
without a trial. For a year he lived in hope that Villefort might
come to know of the mistake that had been made, and order
his release. Poor Dantes! He did not know that it was the
Assistant State Prosecutor himself who had ordered him to be
locked away.

A second year passed. Dantes knew nothing of the outside
world. He saw only the four walls of his cell and the jailer who
brought his food.

A third year passed, then a fourth year. Dantes could now
no longer remember whether he was innocent or guilty. His
mind was not clear and he was certainly going mad.

In the fifth year of his imprisonment, Dantes raged against
his jailers, and against the unknown persons who had caused

him to be locked away in this dreadful place. His wild actions

37



THE CHATEAU D’IF

made him feared by his jailers and they thought him as mad
and as dangerous as all the other prisoners in the dungeons.

At the end of six years Dantes had no wish to live. He decided
to take his own life by starving himself to death. So, twice a
day when his food was brought to him, he threw it away through
a small air-hole in the wall of his cell. He became weaker and
weaker until he had not the strength to rise from his bed. He
was almost dying.

As he lay on his bed, he listened to the noises of the prison.
They were no longer strange to him, for he had come to know
even the smallest sounds around him. He could hear the ‘drip,
drip’ of the water on the ceiling above him; he could hear the
scamper of the rats as they ran around the prison; he could
even hear the soft movements of the spider weaving its web in
the corner of his cell.

One evening he heard a strange new sound—a scratching
noise behind the wall of his cell. It went on for some time and
then stopped, shortly before the jailer arrived with his plate of
food. It sounded as though another prisoner was making a
tunnel through which to escape. Was this possible? Dantes could
hardly believe it.

Now Dantes began to think once more about living instead
of dying. If another prisoner could build a tunnel and try to
escape, why should he not do the same thing? He decided that
he must find out more about the noise behind th: wall.

He started to eat his food again to regain his lost strength.
As soon as he felt strong enough, he looked around his cell for
some tool with which to scrape the wall to loosen the stones.
There was nothing at all. He needed a piece of iron. The only

object made of iron which ever came into his cell was the

e

saucepan in which the jailer sometimes brought the thin watery
soup which was all the prisoners had to keep them alive. The
jailer would pour the soup into a plate and go away again with
the saucepan.

This gave Dantes an idea.

The next evening, before the jailer arrived, he placed his
soup plate on the ground near the door of his cell. The jailer
opened the door with his heavy key and put his foot into the
opening, right on top of the plate. The plate broke into a
hundred pieces. He grumbled at Dantes for having left it on
the ground, and looked around for something else into which
to pour the soup. There was nothing.

‘Leave the saucepan,’ said Dantes. “You can take it away when
you bring me my breakfast.’

The jailer agreed, as it saved him the trouble of fetching
another plate.

As soon as his cell door was locked again, Dantes quickly
drank his soup. Then he set to work. With the handle of his
saucepan, he scraped away the mortar around one of the stones
in the wall. By the morning the stone was free. Carefully, Dantes
put it back in its place before the jailer arrived.

The door was unlocked again and the jailer came in with his
food.

‘You have not brought me another plate, said Dantes.

‘I shall leave the saucepan with you, replied the jailer. “You
cannot break that.

Dantés could not believe his good fortune. He thanked
heaven for this piece of iron.

As soon as the jailer had left the cell, Dantés picked up the

saucepan and started working again. He removed the stone he
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had already loosened, and began scraping in the space behind it.
He toiled on and on until he had made a hole big enough to
crawl into. Putting his head and shoulders through this hole,
he pulled away the earth behind it. Suddenly he found himself
inside the tunnel which his fellow prisoner was making. He
started to crawl along it.

Turning a corner, he heard a soft shuffling noise. Someone
Was‘crawling towards him from the other end of the tunnel.
He lay still, trying not to stir or breathe. The noise came nearer
and then stopped. In the darkness of the tunnel, Dantes could
feel the stranger’s breath upon his face.

For the first time, after more than six years alone in his cell
in the Chateau d’If, Dantés was face to face with another

prisoner.

After more than six years alone, Dantes was face to face with another prisoner.
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CHAPTER 9

The Two Prisoners

AFTER this first meeting the two prisoners made nightly visits
to each other’s cells, taking care to be back before the jailer
came to bring their food. Dantes learned that his fellow
prisoner’s name was Abbé Faria. He was an Italian priest who
had been a prisoner in the Chateau d’If since the year 1808,
seven years longer than Dantes.

He was a small man, aged not by years, but by the sorrow
and misery in which he had lived. His hair was long and white
and his face was marked by suffering. In spite of his white hair
he had a long black beard which reached his waist. His eyes
were dark and strong. He was dressed like Dantés in torn and
dirty rags.

Before his imprisonment Father Faria had been secretary to
a Cardinal Spada in Rome. Soon after the Cardinal’s death, he
was arrested and accused of plotting against the state. That was
why he was a prisoner in the Chateau d’If.

He had been placed among the mad prisoners in the dungeons
because he was always talking about the ‘great treasure’ he
possessed. He had even promised some of this treasure to the
jailer if he would help him to escape from prison. But everyone
knew that he had neither wealth nor posscssions.

Father Faria was a very learned man. He spoke many
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languages and had a great knowledge of mathematics, science,
medicine and literature. As well as making the tools which he
used for tunnelling, he had also made pens and ink and paper.
He made pens from fish bones and ink from soot, which he
dissolved in a little wine which he managed to beg from his
jailer. When he had no ink, he even cut himself and used his
blood to write with. He made paper from his shirts, specially
treated with a liquid he had invented, which made linen as
smooth as parchment. With these materials he had written a
book.

Besides all these things he had made needles and a knife from
small bones, and an escape ladder from cotton unravelled from
sheets.

‘But where have you hidden all these things?’ asked Dantes.

‘In an old fire place, behind the wall of my cell,” answered
Faria. ‘That is also where I found the soot for making my ink.’

He told Dantes that he had hoped to use this ladder when
his tunnel reached the outside of the fortress. He would lower
it over walls or high rocks and could then escape by jumping
into the sea. Then he would swim awav.

But, alas! He was wrong. Instead of rcaching the outside of
the prison, his tunnel had led only to Dantes’ cell.
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CHAPTER 10

Faria Solves the Mystery

DanTis wondered whether a person so wise and clever as the
Abbé Faria could perhaps help him to clear up the mystery of
~ his own misfortunes.

He told the priest the story of his wedding day. He told him
how the soldiers had arrested him and how he had been locked
up in the Chateau d’If after the Assistant State Prosecutor had
promised to set him free. He asked if Faria could understand
what had happened.

‘Why am [ a prisoner?” he asked. ‘I am innocent.

When Dantés had finished speaking, Faria thought carefully.
Then he said, ‘If you wish to discover the person behind a bad
action, you must first try to find out who would benefit by it.
Now, in your case, who would profit by your disappearance?’

‘No one, replied Dantes ‘I was not important.”

‘Everyone is of some importance to somebody else, said
Faria. ‘You say that you were about to be made captain of the
Pharaon, and were to be married to a young and lovely girl.
Could anyone have wanted to stop these two things from
happening? Did anyone wish you not to become the captain of
the Pharaon?’

‘No, I think that the sailors would have liked it,” replied
Dantés. ‘There was only one man who ever quarrelled with

me. That was Danglars, the supercargo.
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‘And if you had become captain, would you have kept this
man on as supercargo?’ '

‘No, for I often found that his accounts were full of mistakes.’

‘Now we are getting somewhere, said Faria. ‘And when you
landed on the island of Elba, you were given a letter to take
to Paris. Did anyone see you bringing this letter back to
the ship?’

‘Anyone might have seen me,’ replied Dantes, ‘for T had it in
my hand’ 4

‘Then it is quite clear to me,’ said Faria, ‘that Danglars must
have seen you with this letter. He had something to do with
the accusation which was sent to the State Prosecutor. You
must have a very good heart and a trusting nature if you did
not suspect him from the start.’

‘Oh, what a villain he must be!’ said Dantes.

‘Now, continued Faria, ‘what about ybur marriage to
Mercedes? Was anyone interested in preventing that?’

‘Well,” replied Dantes, ‘her cousin Fernand loved her, but
he knew nothing of the things mentioned in the letter; I am
sure now that only Danglars could have written it

‘But did Danglars know Fernand?’ asked the priest.

‘No, ... yes, he did. Now I remember!’

‘“What?’

‘I saw them both sitting together with my neighbour
Caderousse, on the terrace at La Réserve. It was the day we
arrived at Marseilles. I was walking with Mercédes and—I never
thought of it before, but there were pens and ink and paper on
the table before them—of course, that explains it all.

‘Are you satisfied?’ asked Father Faria.

‘Oh yes, now I understand it all,” replied Dantes, ‘but there
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FARIA SOLVES THE MYSTERY

is still something I would like to know. How have I been
condemned to imprisonment without a trial?’

“That is a different matter,” said the priest. ‘You told me that
it was not the State Prosecutor who questioned you, but his
assistant; a young man of about twenty-seven years. He was
probably very ambitious. How did he treat you?’

‘He was very kind to me.

‘But did he change his manner at all during the examination?’

“Yes, when he read the letter that I had to take from Elba to
Paris, he seemed worried to think of the danger I was in/

‘The danger you were in? Are you sure that it was your
misfortune he was worried about?’ asked Faria.

“Why, yes,’ said Dantes, ‘he proved that he wanted to help
me by burning the letter.

‘Are you sure he burned it?’

‘He did so before my eyes, saying that he was destroying the

only proof against me.

‘“That action was almost too kind to be natural. Do you
think he could have had any interest himself in destroying the
letter?’. )

‘Well,” said Dantes, ‘he did make me promise never to speak
of it to anyone, and on no account to mention the name of the
person to whom it was addressed. I remember that name well.
It was Noirtier.

‘Noirtier!” repeated Faria after him, ‘Noirtier! I knew a
French diplomat of that name in Italy. He had been a nobleman
before the Revolution, and had changed his name. Do you
remember the name of the Assistant State Prosecutor?’

‘Yes, it was Villefort, replied Dantes.

Faria burst out laughing.

THE
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‘No wonder that good man destroyed your letter and told
you, for your own good, never to mention the name of Noirtier.

Do you know who this Noirtier was? It was his own father.
Noirtier de Villefort.’
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CHAPTER 11

Years of Hard Work

WaeN he saw how his so-called friends had tricked him, Dantes
vowed to take revenge on them all.

But the priest shook his head sadly.

‘It is wrong to think of revenge, he said, ‘I am sorry now
that I helped you’

The young man smiled bitterly.

‘Let’s talk of other things, he said.

In the days that followed Faria did talk of many other things.
Dantés became interested. He wanted to learn. So, every day,
Faria gave him lessons in mathematics, science, history, foreign
languages, literature and medicine.

Dantés already knew some Italian, and by the end of six
months, he also began to speak Spanish, English and German.

After a year Dantes knew so much on every subject, that no
one would have thought that he was just a simple sailor. He
was very quick to learn and the priest was a very clever teacher.
Faria said that by the end of another year, Dantes would know
as much as he knew.

So time went on. About two years after their first meeting,
the prisoners began to think again about escaping from the
Chiateau d’If. They planned to make a new tunnel, which would
lead from the tunnel connccting their cells. It would go under

a gallery where a sentry was on guard. Here they would make
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a pit. The paving covering the pit would give way when the
sentry stepped upon it and he would fall into the tunnel. They
would overpower the sentry and escape by lowering Faria’s
cotton ladder through a window down to the sea.

Although they were now working hard on the new tunnel,
Faria continued to teach Dantes. The young man became as
learned as his friend. By talking every day to this gentle priest,
Dantes also lost his rough seaman’s ways. He became polite,
elegant and good-mannered in the way that only those witll
thq highest and best education usually become.

After almost another two years their tunnelling came to a
sudden end. The Abbé Faria fell ill. He had a sudden attack and
became almost helpless. He begged Dantés to continue the
work alone and to escape by himself, but the young man would
not think of leaving his old friend. He was determined to stay
with him until he was well again. If they could not escape
together, then he did not wish to escape at all. So therc was no

_more tunnelling.

Faria was surprised by the young man’s devotion and
frlendship. He began to look upon him as his son. And so he
‘decided to share with him the secret of his ‘fortune’.
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CHAPTER 12

Faria’s Treasure

Dantés had heard the guards of the Chéteau d’If say that Faria
was mad because he talked about a ‘fortune’ which he did not
have. When the old man again began to speak of his ‘treasure’,
Dantés felt sure that he was once more losing his mind.

“You are ill, my friend,’ he said. ‘Stay quiet and rest awhile.

Faria looked at him.

“You think I am mad, but the treasure is there, Dantes. Only
hear me and afterwards you can decide if I speak the truth’

Then he told Dantes his story.

Cardinal Spada, whose secretary Faria had been, was the
last remaining member of a very old Roman family.

At the end of the fifteenth century this family had been forced
to hide their wealth, so that it would not fall into the hands of
the powerful Caesar Borgia.

The head of the Spada family at that time was named Caesar
Spada. He hid the family fortune so well that, after he was
poisoned by Caesar Borgia, not only could his murderer not
find it, but neither could his family. Caesar Spada did not have
time before his death to let his family know where the treasure
was hidden. He was thought to have made a will, but this could
not be found either.

Cardinal Spada, the last member of the Spada family, spent
much of his lifetime trying to find a clue to the whereabouts of
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the fortune, but he did not succeed. When he died, having no
heirs, he left his papers to his secretary, the Abbé Faria.

One day when he was looking through these, Faria picked
up a sheet of paper with no writing on it. It was getting dark,
50 he used the paper to light a candle. As he put it in the fire, he
suddenly saw yellowish letters appearing on it. Quiékly he put
out the flames, realising that something was written there in
invisible ink. The letters only showed when the paper was
heated.

He managed to save most of the paper and then he warmed
it to make the rest of the writing appear. Where the paper had
been burnt, some of the words were missing, This is what he

Saw.

This 25 day of April, 1498, I was inv......
dinner with the great Caesar B... ...
that he will poison me in order to ... ...
my wealth. I therefore declare to my neph... ...
Spada, that I have buried it in the c... ...
island of Monte Cristo. It is worth... ...
two million Roman crowns... ...

raising the twentieth rock from... ...
totheeastinari... ...
in the farthest angle of the sec... ...

in caves. | bequeath €V€I')/. .....

as my sole heir.

50 April, 1498 Cae....

Faria could see that this was the last will and testament of

Caesar Spada, which the Spada family had been seeking for
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300 years. He thought carefully and, because he was a clever
man, he was able to fill in the missing portion where the paper
had been burnt. He wrote it down on another piece of paper

like this.

ited to
orgia. I am afraid
lay hands on
ew Guido
aves on the
about
and it can be found by
the small creek
ght Iine. The treasure is
ond opening in
thing to my nephew
sar Spada.

Faria had learnt it all by heart and he now wrote cverything
again on two pieces of paper for Dantes to read. This is what

Dantés saw when he put the two pieces together.

This 25% day of April 1498, I was invited to
dinner with the great Caesar Borgia. I am afraid
that he will poison me in order to lay hands on
my wealth. | therefore declare to my nephew Guido
Spada, that I have buried it in the caves on the
island of Monte Cristo. It is worth about

two million Roman crowns and it can be found by

raising the twentieth rock from the small creek
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to the east in a right line. The treasure is

in the farthest angle in the second opening in
the caves. I bequeath everything to my nephew
as my sole heir.
5t April 1498 Caesar Spada

Before Faria could go in search of the treasure, he was
arrested. So he had not been able to see whether the wealth of
the Spadas was still lying in the hiding place or not.

Now Faria told Dantes that if they ever escaped from the
prison together they would share the Spada fortune between
them.

‘But this treasure belongs to you, my dear friend,’ said
Dantes. ‘I am no relative of yours.’

‘You are my son, Edmond. That is how I think of you now
that we have been together so long, said the old priest.

The young man threw himself at the feet of Faria and wept.
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was very quick to learn and the priest wasa very clever teacher.
Faria said that by the end of another year, Dantés would know
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a pit. The paving covering the pit would give way when the
sentry stepped upon it and he would fall into the tunnel. They
would overpower the sentry and escape by lowering Faria’s
cotton ladder through a window down to the sea.

Although they were now working hard on the new tunnel,
Faria continued to teach Dantés. The young man became as
learned as his friend. By talking every day to this gentle priest,
Dantes also lost his rough seaman’s ways. He became polite, |
elegant and good-mannered in the way that only those with
the highest and best education usuall‘y become.

After almost another two ycars their tunnelling came to a
sudden end. The Abbé Faria fell ill. He had a sudden attack and
became almost helpless. He begged Dantes to continue the
work alone and to escape by himself, but the young man would
not think of leaving his old friend. He was determined to stay
with him until he was well again: If they could not escape
together, then he did not wish to escape at all. So there was no
more tunnelling.

. Faria was surprised by the young man’s devotion and
friendship. He began to look upon him as his son. And so he
decided to share with him the secret of his ‘fortune’.
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the fortune, but he did not succeed. When he died, having no
heirs, he left his papers to his secretary, the Abbé Faria.

One day when he was looking through these, Faria picked
up a sheet of paper with no writing on it. It was getting dark,
so he used) the paper to light a candle. As he put it in the fire, he
suddenly saw yellowish letters appearing on it. Quickly he put
out the flames, realising that something was written there in
invisible ink. The letters only showed when the paper was
heated.

He managed to save most of the paper and then he warmed
it to make the rest of the writing appear. Where the paper had

been burnt, some of the words were missing, This is what he
saw.

dinner with the great Caesar B

that he will poison me in order to

my wealth. | tbergfbre declare to my neph
Spada, that I have buried it in the
island of Monte Cristo. It is worth

......

two million Roman crowns... ...
raising the twentieth rock from... ...

to the east in a ri... ...

in the farthest angle of the sec... ...

in caves. I bequeath every... ...

as my sole heir.

25% April, 1498 Cae....

Faria could see that this was the last will and testament of
Caesar Spada, which the Spada family had been seeking for
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Faria had learnt it all by heart and he now wrote everythiny
again on two pieces of paper for Dantes to read. This is why

Dantés saw when he put the two pieces together.

This 25" day of April 1498, I was invited to
dinner with the great Caesar Borgia. I am afraid
‘that he will poison me in order to lay hands on
my wealth. I therefore declare to my nephew Guido
Spada, that I have buried it in the caves on the
island of Monte Cristo. It is worth about .
two million Roman crowns and it can be  found by

raising the twentieth rock from the small creek
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254 April 1498 Caesar Spada

Before Faria could go in search of the treasure, he was
arrested. So he had not been able to see whether the wealth of
the Spadas was still lying in the hiding place or not.

Now Faria told Dantés that if they ever escaped from the

prison together they would share the Spada fortune between

them.
‘But this treasure belongs to you my dear friend,” said

Dantes. ‘T am no relative of yours.

“You are my son, Edmond. That is how I think of you now
that we have been together so long, said the old priest.

The young man threw himself at the feet of Faria and wept.
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CHAPTER 13

The Escape

THE years passed by. They could no longer thin)
for Faria was-too weak and ill. The old man again
to go alone, but he refused. If they could not es
there would be no escape at all.
One night, while they were talking together in Faria’s
the old priest had another attack. He knew that thj time h;
would die. He beckoned Dantes to kneel beside him_ Then e
raised himself with a final effort. :
‘Monte Cristo,” he gasped. ‘Forget not Monte Cristol
Goodbye, Edmond.’
His breathing stopped and he fell back on to his bed.
Dantes sadly crept back through the tunnel to his own cell,
and waited for the jailer to arrive with his morning food. As
soon as it had been placed on the floor of his cell, he went back
along the tunnel to find out what was happening in Faria’s cell
He knelt outside with his ear to the wall. He heard the jailer
‘ open the door and then utter a loud cry. He must have seen the
;{ old man’s body lying there. The jailer rushed away and returned
i later with the Governor of the prison. There was a tramp of
! feet as the Governor entered with several guards.
; ’€ The Governor told the guards to sew up the body ina Sad\(’
l | and to take it away in the evening for burial. After that, Dant
heard the guards lifting up the b;dy. They must be putting it

urged Danté;
CaP 5 together ‘
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into the sack. They stayed a little longer to sew up the sack,
and left the cell, banging the door behind them.

As soon as he was sure that the guards would not come back,
Dantés opened the tunnel and crawled into Faria’s cell. There
he saw the sack contaihing the old man’s body, lying on the
bed. It had been sewn up ready for the guards to collect in the
evening.

Dantes was very unhappy and lonely. There was now no one
to talk to, nobody to care about him. He felt that he had lost
everything worth living for. He hoped he would soon die. That
would be the only way to get out of the prison.

“Yes, he said to himself, ‘T expect I shall leave these dungeons
in the same way as poor Faria—tied up in a sack.’

As he said these words, he suddenly stood still. He had an
idea. Without giving himself time for second thoughts, he went
to the hiding place in Faria’s cell. He took out the old man’s
knife, his needle and some of his thread. Quickly he opened
the sack, removed the body and dragged it along the tunnel to
his own cell. He put it on his bed and covered it with his sheet.
He wound around the Abbé’s head the piece of cloth which he
always wore round his own head at night. Then he turned the
body with its face to the wall so that, when the guard came in
at night, he would think it was Dantés lying there asleep. He
entered the tunnel once more, closing the stone slab behind
him. Back in Faria’s cell, he closed the entrance to the tunnel

at that end also.
Now he crawled into the sack, holding the knife and needle

and thread in his hands. He lay down on Faria’s bed and sewed
himself into the sack from the inside. All that he had to do now:
was to lie still and wait for the night to come. The guards would
take him away, instead of Faria.
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.+ should 8° wrong. I5Coye,
¢ anytlglzli guards Wit his knife and try to escape byre
would sta ¢ well, he would be buried i

way, Buty il W cack and burrow big,,, S
away. it hjmselfﬁom his sack and burrow hjg way thr::;h

on top of him. He would then jumP int
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:sht to come and f;
the nigh o' or the Suiarg 4
take the ‘body” aWey’
The time came for the food to be brought to the Priemg

Would the jailer find that it was not Dantgs who lay op ey
in his cell? He waited in fear, trembling. Would hig ey
But luck was with him. There were no g, .

discovered?

alarm. o 1
When at last the guards came to take ‘Faria’s body’ o

Dantés held himself as stiff as he could, so that he would e,
like a dead man. |

Two guards picked him up and put him on a stretcher, wh,
a third held a light by the doorway. He felt himself carried uy
and out of the dungeons. He could feel the cool night air around
his body and could hear the scream of a night owl overhead
He knew that he must now be somewhere outside the prison.

When he had been placed upon the ground, he heard one of
the guards say ‘It is time to tie the knot.’

" Dantés wondered what this ‘knot’ could be. He heard
something heavy placed on the ground beside him. Now a cord
was being fastened tightly around his feet.
froHe was picked up by the head and the feet and swung t and

A?rz,etsv:;eth;ee and away,’ ‘shouted the 'guards. "
et W icl)lment,- Dantes felt himself being flung
& fallmg rapidly downwards. Now he felt?
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CHAPTER 14

The Rescue

DANTES held his breath. He must act quickly or dic. With his
knife he rlpped open the sack and tried to get his feet free
from the heavy ball which was pulhng him d« m n. He struggled,
but he was still sinking. His lungs secm: (l to be bursting.
Gatherlng all his strength, he bent double and cut the cord
around his legs. The cannon ball sank slowly to the bottom of
the sea pulling with it the sack which had nearly become his
shroud. Dantés shot upwards. As soon as he reached the surface
he gulped air into his lungs. Then he dived under the water
again so that he would not be seen.

He swam about fifty yards under the water and came up
again. He looked up at the Chateau d’If and could just see the
guards looking down at the spot in the sea where they had
thrown him. He dived under the water again and swam farther
away.

When he came up the next time, he was so far away that
nobody could have seen him. Now he swam on the surface. He
swam on and on, and the terrible prison disappeared in the
darkness. After swimming for several hours, he came to a small
rocky island. No one appeared to live there, for it was quite

barren.
Dantés was tired out. He pulled himse%f out of the water

and lay down in the shelter of a rock to go to sleep.
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Not long afterwards, he was awakened by the noise of
thunder. A storm was gathering. Soon he was being lashed by
wind and rain. He crawled as far as possible under his sheltering

rock, but it was not much protection.

Suddenly a very bright flash of lightning lit up his little island
and the sea around it. He caught a glimpse of a ﬁshing boat
being driven rapidly towards the island. A minute later there
was a cracking noise and the boat was smashed to pieces on the

- rocks. There were cries from the sailors and, in another flash
of lightning, he saw their heads bobbing about in the frothy
waters. |

Dantes left his shelter and ran to the water’s edge, hoping to
save some of the drowning men. But all he could see was the
black swirling water. The fishing boat and all the men on it had
disappeared. Dantés sadly returned to the shelter of his rock.

When the sun came up the next morning, he went again to
the scene of the wreck. The sea was dotted with broken pieces

of wood and on a rock nearby lay a red fisherman’s cap.

Dantes looked across the sea. In the distance he could now
see the outline of the Chateau d’If. Very soon, they would find
out that he had escaped and the alarm would be sounded: The
guards would be sent all over the fortress to look for him;
boats would go to the nearby islands to search for him and
bring him back. It would not be long before he was found.

He looked around him. There was no place to hide. He looked -
again out to sea, towards the Chdteau d’If. As he watched, he
saw a sailing ship come out of the harbour of Marseilles. It
sailed on, past the Chateau d'lf and towards the island op which
Dantés stood. He could see that it would soopn Pass by on its
way to the open sea.
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If he could get on that ship, it would take him far away from
the Chateau d’_If . He could reach another country from which
he could not be brought back to France—back again to the
prison. He decided to swim out to the ship and to pretend that
he was one of the fishermen wrecked in the storm. All the
sailors had been drowned, so no one could contradict him.
He quickly seized the fisherman’s cap and put it on his head.
He jumped into the sea, taking with him a large piece of wooden
wreckage from the fishing boat. The wood helped to support
him in the water. He needed its help, for he was still tired from
his hours of swimming, and the restless night in the storm. He
made his way Slowly through the water to the place where he
knew the sailing ship would pass.

Now the ship was coming closer. When it was only about a

hundred yards away, Dantes called out for help. The sailors
snd rowed towards him. As

heard him. They lowered a boat
they pulled him out of the water,

Dantes collapsed in their

arms.
When he recovered consciousness, he found himself lying
on the deck of the sailing ship looking up into the faces of the

sailors who had rescued him.



CHAPTER ‘1 5

The Smugglers

DANTES sat up.
"Who are you?’ asked the captain of the ship, ‘and why were

you floating in the sea on a piece of wreckage?’ |
‘I am a Maltese sailor,” answered Dantées, ‘My ship wag

wrecked in the storm last night and all my shipmates were

alarm gun,’ said Dantés calmly. He picked y
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board might be a customs officer sent to spy on him. If Dantes
was the escaped prisoner, he had nothing to worry about.

* * *

Being an experienced sailor, Dantés soon made himself useful
on the Young Amelia, which was the name of the ship which had
rescued him. Before long the captain was very pleased that he
had picked him up.

The very first day on the ship, Dantés made friends with a
young sailor named Jacopo.

‘What day of the month is it?’ seud Edmond to Jacopo.

“The 28% of February

‘In what year?’

‘In what year! Why do you ask me in what year?’ said Jacopo.

‘I was so frightened in the storm last night,’ said Dantes,
‘that I seem to have lost my memory. What year is it?’

‘Why, said‘ Jacopo, ‘it is the year 1829’

Dantes was amazed. He had been a prisoner for exactly
fourteen years. When he went into the Chateau d’If, he was
nineteen years old. Now he was thirty-three.

Jacopo took Dantes below the deck and showed him the
place where he would sleep. Dantes looked at his face in a
mirror. He found that his appearance had completely changed.
When he went into prison, he had been a young man with a

- round and happy face. Now his face was thin and long, with a
stern mouth. His eyes were deep, with a burning light in them.
His voice had a different tone and his complexion, which had
been brown from the sun, now was deathly pale from his years
of living in a dark cell. Because he had been so long in the

darkness, he could see things at nlght which other people could
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na. Also, becay
not see. He now had the sight of a wolf or a hye e S

. :ho from the Abbé Faria, he hyq 4
he had gained so much learning fro . .

& . Dantes smiled. Even his best
very intelligent look about him. Dan d hardly recon:
friend would not recognise him now. He could hardly gmse
himself. . _ o
Danteés spent many months on this smuggllng Z};]p 2 Sa'lhng
from ports in Italy to other ports all over the Mediterraneay
Sea. Whenever they landed their cargo at night on some lonely
coast and the captain received his money for it, a good share
was handed out to the crew. Dantés saved his money and hoped
that some day he would have enough to buy a small bo.at‘ When
he had a boat, he would sail to the island of Monte Cristo to

Amelia to set sail, At last he would be able to see th
Monte Cristo, and perhaps he would haye a chance
whether Faria’s ‘treasure’ really existed.

€ island of
to find out



CHAPTER 16

The Island__ of Monte Cristo

In a sheltered bay of the island of Monte Cristo, the Young Amelia
rode at anchor. Dantés and his companions worked through
the night, loading the cargo which had been landed there from
the Turkish ship.

When the sun rose in the morning, they were tired and
hungry, but all the work was finished. Dantes said he would go
and shoot a goat for breakfast. He really wanted to get away
from the others, by himself, to look for the secret caves. But
Jacopo, his friend, offered to go with him. Dantes had to agree,
or the others would have suspected something, So he said to
Jacopo, ‘Yes, come along’

Jacopo and Dantés had not gone far when they saw a small
goat. Dantes raised his gun and shot it.

‘Please take it back to our comrades, Jacopo, and ask them
to cook it,” he said to his friend. ‘I'll walk around a little longer.
You can fire a gun to let me know when it is ready’

Jacopo took the goat and Dantes started to climb up a very
steep rock. When he reached the top, he looked down. There
he saw Jacopo on the beach with the other sailors. They were
already cooking the goat over a fire.

Now Danteés began to look for the caves. He thought he
could see, on some of the rocks, marks made by the hand of

man. Perhaps they would lead him to the caves. Sometimes
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these marks disappeared beneath tufts of moss or under bushes. °
He had to pull away branches and grass to find them.

The marks seemed to stop at an open piece of ground. There
were no caves there. He could see only a big round rock resting
on the ground.

Then he heard a gun. Breakfast must be ready. He started to
run back to the bay. From the top of the steep rock, he looked
down-once more and saw Jacopo and the others on the beach.
Dantés called out and they looked up at him. Suddenly he
slipped and fell. When the sailors reached him o as groamng
with pain.

‘He has broken his ribs,’ said the captain.

They tried to lift him up, but Edmond groaned again and
asked them not to move him.

‘But we cannot leave vou here. The Young Amelia must sail,’
said the captain.

‘Leave me with some biscuits, a pickaxe and a gun,’ said
Edmond. ‘In a day or two I shall be better. Then I can build
myself a shelter with the pickaxe and I can shoot goats for food.
When you have sold your cargo, you can sail back here to fetch
me.’

Dantes was a good sailor and the captain did not like to
leave him behind.

‘We shall stay here until the evening,’ he said. ‘Perhaps you
will feel better then.

‘No, No!” said Edmond. ‘Please go. I shall be all right until
you re turn.’ ;

At last he persuaded them to leave him. They said goodbye,
promising to return in a few days.

Dantes, lying on the rock, watched the Young Amelia sail out
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of the bay. The ship became smaller and smaller as she sailed

away.
® % %

When the Young Amelia Was quite out of sight, Danteés got up
from the ground. He picked up his gun and his pickaxe and
moved away. He did not move slowly like a man who had fallen
and hurt himself. He walked quickly, jumping from rock to
rock like the small goats which lived on the island. There was
nothing wrong with Dantes. He had pretended to hurt himself
so that he could be left alone on the island.
He stood still and looked around him.

‘And now, he cried, ‘to find the treasure!’

67



68

CHAPTER 17

The Secret Cave

THE marks that Dantés had seen on the rocks led away from a
small creek, up to the open piece of groundfwhere the large
rock lay.

“The creek must be the one mentioned in Caesar Spada’s will,
thought Dantés, ‘and the treasure must be buried under the large
rock.” He felt sure of this, because the large rock was to the east
of the small creek in a right line, just as it said in the will.

He lifted his pickaxe and began to éhop the ground at the
bottom of this rock. Soon he had made a hole big enough to
put his arm inside. Then he took some gunpowder which he
stuffed in the hole under the rock. Lighting his handkerchief,
he placed it near the gunpowder and ran away. In a few seconds
there was an explosion. Dantes looked back and he saw that
the rock had split into five pieces. He was easily able to move
these pieces out of the way. Looking down at the place where
the rock had been, he saw, in the ground, a square paving stone
with an iron ring fixed in it. His heart leapt for joy.

This must be the right place. _

Now he cut down a branch from a tree. He put the branch
into the ring on the paving stone and tried to lift it up. At first
it would not move. Then it came up slo;vl},’. Underneath the
stone there were some steps leading down into an underground

cave.
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Edmond went slowly down the steps. It was not very
dark down there. Light came in through several cracks in the
roof of the cave which he had not seen from above. He stood
for a few minutes, looking for sparkling jewels. Alas, only the
rays of light sparkled through the roof of the cave. There was
nothing else there. )

Dantés was very disappointed."Then he remembered the
words of the will:

“The treasure is in the farthest angle of the second opening
in the caves.

He had only found the first opening. Now he must look for
the second.

He tapped with his pickaxe around the sides of the cave. At
a point farthest away from the steps there was a hollow echo
when he hit the wall. He lifted up his pickaxe and gave it a hard
blow. The wall of.the cave began to crumble away. He struck
again, once, twicé, three times, and there was a hole big enough
for him to enter. Crouching, he went through this hole and
found himself in a very small dark cave.

‘In the farthest angle of the second opening,’ said Dantes,
repeating the words of the will to himself. He looked around.
At the left of the opening through which he had entered, was a
dark and (ﬂieep angle in the cave. That was where the treasure
must be buried. Suddenly, a shadow passed across the opening
of the first cave, above the steps. Someone must be spying on
him. He dashed up the steps and out into the open. His heart
was pounding.

He could see only a goat grazing nearby. Could it have been
the goat? Or had someone come to the island to find out his
secret? He looked at the sea. There were no ships there. There

69



There were countless unheard-of treasures here.



%ﬁﬁ\l Tor
MONTE CRISTO
was not even a small boat in the creek. Nobody else could be on
the island. It must have been the goat. He looked again in the
bushes around this open spot, but he could see nothing.

Now he picked a branch from a resinous tree, lighted it at
the fire at which the men of the Young Amelia had cooked their
breakfast, and took it down into the cave with him as a torch.
He raised his pickaxe once more and began to strike at the
ground in the farthest angle of the second cave. He hit something
made of iron, buried a few inches under the ground. It seemed
to be the top of a large chest. He pulled away the carth until he
could see the chest. It had handles on the sides and a padlock
on the lid. He seized the handles and tried to lift the chest. It
was impossible. It was much too heavy. Putting his pickaxe
between the lid and the padlock, he broke the lock and lifted
up the lid. )

The chest was divided into three compartments. One
contained shining piles of golden coins. Another was full of
gold bars. Edmond put his hands into the third compartments
and lifted out diamonds, pearls and rubies.

He could not believe his eyes. There were countless unheard-
of treasures here. It was like a dream.

For a long time he was so excited that he did not know what
to do. Then he thought carefully. He could not take all this
treasure away with him now. He could only take a little and
come back for the rest when he had been able to buy a ship for
himself to carry it away.

So he filled his pockets with precious stones. Then he put
back the lid on the chest and covered it all over again with
earth. Going through the larger cave, he went up the steps and
put back the paving stone over the hole. Next, he put back the
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pieces of the big rock on top of the paving stone and filled up all
the cracks with earth.

He planted bushes and flowers in the earth and watered them
to make it look as though they had been growing there for a
long time.

He could do no more, for now he must wait for the return
of the Young Amelia to Monte Cristo.
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CHAPTER 18

Lord Wilmore

ON the sixth day, the smugglers returned to the island. Dantes
walked slowly to meet them, pretending to be in great pain.
The captain asked him if he was better. Dantes said he was
feeling much better, but his ribs were still hurting him. They
took him aboard the Young Amelia and sailed away for Genoa.

When they arrived at Genoa, Dantes went to a dealer in
precious stones and sold to him four of his smallest diamonds
for twenty thousand francs. The dealer might have wondered
how a poor sailor ilappened to be selling these jewels, but he
did not ask any troublesome questions. They were worth much
more than the twenty thousand francs he was paying to Dantes.

Dantes now went back to the Young Amelia and told the captain
that an uncle had died, leaving him a fortune. So he would not
be sailing on the ship again.

“We shall be sorry to lose you, said the captain.

“Yes, we shall miss you, said the sailors.

When he said goodbye, Dantes gave each sailor a present of
some money. He promised to write to the captain later. They
had been good friends and*he would like to sée hirk, again.

So when the Young Amelia sailed the next day, Danités stayed
in Genoa. First, he bought himself some fine clothes. Next, he
purchased an English passport. It was made out in the name of
a Lord Wilmore. With this he would have no difficulty in going
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anywhere, even back to France, pretending he was an English
nobleman. He knew that nobody would recognise him any
more. If he came to Marseilles as Lord Wilmore, who would
dream that he was really Edmond Danteés, the escaped prisoner
from the Chateau d’If?

Now he went to a boat builder and bought a fine little yacht.
He took the yacht out into the harbour and found that he could
casily sail her by himself. He asked the boat builder to make
three secret compartments in the cabin at the head of his bed
This was done. Dantés was now ready to sail.

He sailed southwards between the islands of Elba and
Corsica. In thirty-five hours he reached the island of Monte
Cristo. Here he anchored the little vacht in the creek. The island
was quite deserted. He went ashore and walked all around to
make sure that no one was there. Then he went back to the
creek and climbed up to the spot wheré his treasure was hidden.
It was all there, just as he had left it. He began to remove the
coins, the gold, and the jewels from the big chest. Soon this
immense wealth was safely stored in the three secret
compartments of the cabin on his yacht.

He now set sail again, this time for Marseilles. When he
arrived there, he landed as an English nobleman who liked to
sail his yacht, by himself, around the Mediterranean Sea.

Lord Wilmore, as Dantés now called himself, went to the
house where old Mr. Dantés had lived. He was told that the
old man had died many years ago.The house was for sale. Lord
Wilmore bought it. :

The next thing Lord Wilmore did was to ask about a man
called Caderousse who had lived next door to old Dantés.
Somebody said that Caderousse now kept a small inn, some

miles outside Marseilles, near a place called Beaucaire.
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Lord Wilmore spent a few days in Marseilles, shopping.
Among the things he purchased were a wig, a false beard, and

a priest’s dress.

Some time later a bearded priest was seen riding on

horseback out of Marseilles on the road towards Beaucaire.
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CHAPTER 19

Father Busoni

IT was the 3™ June 1829,

Caderousse was standing at the door of his inn, called the
‘Inn of Pont du Gard’. Someone was coming along the road on
horseback. As the figure came nearer, Caderousse noticed that
it was a priest, dressed in black, and wearing a three-cornered
hat. The priest dismounted at the inn. It was a hot day. He
asked for some refreshing wine to drink. After the landlord
had brought the wine and poured some into a glass, the priest
said to him, ‘Is your name Caderousse?’

“That is right.’

‘My name is Father Busoni,’ said the priest. ‘Did you know,
in the year 1814 or 1815, a sailor called Dantés?’

‘He was my best friend, replied the innkeeper. ‘Do you know
him? What has become of him?’

‘He died in prison, said Father Busoni. ‘I was called to his
bedside when he was dying. He gave me a diamond which he
had received from another prisoner and he asked me to sell it
and divide the money among his five best friends. I have the
jewel with me and you are one of the friends I seek.

‘What a surprise!” cried Caderousse. ‘How much is the jewel
worth?’

“The diamond is worth fifty thousand francs.’

‘And who are the four other friends?’
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‘His father, a girl callled Mercédes, who was to have been
his bride, a young man named Fernand and another man named
Danglars.’

‘Alas! Poor Edmond!’ exclaimed Caderousse. ‘His father died
many years ago and the others were not his friends at all. I am
his only true friend.

‘Please tell me about the others,’ said the priest. ‘Begin with
the father’

‘Old Dantes was very sad when Edmond was taken away,
said Caderousse. ‘He waited at home for his son to return.
Monsieur Morrel, the shipowner, tried to help him by giving
him money to buy food, but the old man was too proud to use
it. In the end, he died of hunger. Monsieur Morrel paid for his
funeral’

‘And what about Dantes’s other friends, Fernand and
Danglars?’ said the priest. ‘Didn’t they help the old man?’

“They were the cause of his misery, replied Caderousse. “They
had denounced the son as a Bonapartist agent.”

‘How do you know this?’

‘I was with them at Hotel La Réserve when they plotted
together. Danglars wrote the letter and Fernand posted it.’

‘Ah, Fariel, how right you were,” murmured the priest softly
to himself.

“What did you say?’ asked Caderousse.

‘Nothing,’ replied the priest. “Tell me more about Danglars
and Fernand.

“They are wealthy men now.’

‘How did that happen?’

‘Danglars left Marseilles and became a cashier in a Spanish
bank. During the war between France and Spain, he became a

7
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clerk with the French army. By stealing funds, he made a fortunc
in Spain. With that money he returned to France and became a
banker. He also married a wealthy widow who is a friend of
the king. Now he is a millionaire and they have made him a
baron. Baron Danglars, he is called, and he lives in a big house
in Paris.

‘And Fernand?’

‘Ah, Fernand, was a soldier. Napoleon called him into his
army. Before the battle of Waterloo, he wag.a sentry at the
door of a general. The general deserted to the English and
Fernand went with him. When Napoleon was defeated, Fernand
returned with the general to France. He now had the rank of a
lieutenant. Soon he became a captain. He was sent to Spain.
There he met Danglars again. These two helped one another to
make money. In Spain Fernand became a colonel. Next he was
sent east, to help Prince Ali Tebelin Pacha of Janina. Ali Pacha
was killed but, before he died, he left a fortune to Fernand.
Fernand at last returned to France, a wealthy man with the
rank of a general, and the title of Count Morcerf. He, too,
lives in a large house in Paris.

‘And Monsieur Morrel, the owner of the ship on which
Dantés sailed. What of him?’

‘Ah, poor Monsieur Morrel. He spent all his money trying
to set Dantes free. He wrote letter after letter to the State
Prosecutor asking for Dantés’s release from the Chateau d’If,
But all his efforts were in vain. He lives with his son in
Marseilles, a sorrowful and disappointed man.

The priest paused for a moment as if undecided what his
next words would be. Then, in a voice hardly more than a
whisper, he asked, ‘And what of Mercédés?’
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‘Oh she was in despair when Dantés was taken away, but when
Fernand returned to Marseilles as a lieutenant, she married him.’

‘She married him?* exclaimed the priest in surprise.

“Yes, she is now the Countess Morcerf, and they have a son
named Albert. So you ééf:, Father Busoni, all these others have
become rich. Yet I, who was the only true friend of Edmond
Dantes, have remained poor. :

“Thank you for telling me everything,’ said the priest.

‘I am sure Edmond would wish me to give this diamond to
you alone, since you were his only real friend. Here it is. There
is no longer any need for me to look for the others.

So saying, he handed the diamond to Caderousse, mounted
his horse and rode away.

Caderousse, his greedy eyes gleaming, looked at the big,
bright diamond. Then he called to his wife to come and hear of

his good fortune. £
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CHAPTER 20

The Inn of Pont Du Gard

3

Caperousst and his wife stood at the door of the inn, admiring
the wonderful diamond.

“We must find out if it is a real diamond,’ said Caderousse.
“There will be jewellers at the fair in Beaucaire. I'll show it to
them. Take care of the house, wite: I'll be back soon.” He left
the inn quickly.

The Inn of Pont du Gard stood in a lonely part of the country.
Not many travellers came there. Because of this, it was used by
smugglers. They would meet one another there and sometimes
they came to seck shelter from the police or the customs
officers.

On the outer wall of the inn there was a small shed, where
the smugglers could creep in without being seen. There were
little holes in the wall, so that they could look into the inn. If
strangers were there, they stayed in the shed. When everything
was safe, they would go into the inn, where Caderousse would
greet them and make them welcome.

On the day that Caderousse was in Beaucaire, a smuggler
named Bertuccio was running away from the police. He made
his way towards the Inn of Pont du Gard.

It so happcned that, just as Caderousse returned to the inn,
Bertuccio was creeping unseen into the shed at the side. When
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he looked through the hole in the wall, he saw Caderousse and a
jeweller from the fair at Beaucaire. Caderousse called to his wife.

“The priest has not deceived us; the diamond is real. This
jeweller will give us fifty thousand francs for it, but he first
wants to bF sure that it really belongs to us. Will you please tell
him how we got it, while I bring him some wine.’

The woman told the jeweller how the priest named Father
Busoni had come to/the inn with the diamond, saying that it
was a present from her husband’s old friend, Edmond Dantés.
When the jeweller found that the wife told the same story as
her husband, he was gaﬁsﬁ'ed. He bought the diamond for fifty
thousand francs.

Bertuccio, looking through the hole in the wall, was amazed
when he saw all this money changing hands. Caderousse locked
the money away in a cupboard.

The jeweller put the diamond in a little bag, which he placed
in a pocket inside his coat. Then he prepared to leave the inn.
Just as he was about to go, there was a bright flash of lightning,
then a trémendous peal of thunder. A storm was gathering.

‘Oh dear;’ said Caderousse, ‘you must not go out in such
weather.

‘No, said the wife. ‘Stay the night with us.’

She and Caderousse looked at one another. It seemed as
though they both had the same horrible ‘thought at the same
time. )

‘Oh, I'll be all right,’ replied the jeweller. ‘I am not afraid of
thunder.” He went out into the storm.

When he had gone, the wife said to her husband, “Why did
you let him go?

‘What do you mean, woman?’ said Caderousse.
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‘I mean you should have kept him here. You should not have
let the diamond go.

‘Do not think such thoughts, said the innkeeper. “You offend
God.’

At that moment, there was an even louder peal of thunder
and the wind could be heard howling around the inn. The
smuggler, Bertuccio; was about to let Caderousse know he was
there, when he heard a loud knocking on the door of the inn.
So he kept quiet.

‘Who's there?’ cried Caderousse.

‘It is I, the jeweller. 1 can’t find my way in all this wind and
rain, said a voice outside.

Caderousse looked at his wife.

“You said I offend God,’ she sneered. ‘It’s the good God who
sends him back to us.’

She went to the door and opened it.

‘Come in, good sir," she said to the jeweller.

She made the jeweller welcome and set before him a good
supper with plenty of wine. When he had eaten and drunk his
fill, he went upstairs to bed.

Bertuccio, waiting in the shed at the side, was by this time
so tired that he fell asleep. Later in the night he was awakened
by a shot and sounds of a struggle in one of the rooms upstairs.
There were groans and cries as though someone was being
murdered, A kind of warm moisture was falling from above,
dropping on his head. Then he heard someone coming
downstairs. He got up and looked through the hole in the wall.

Caderousse was entering the room, carrying a lantern in
one hand and, in the other, the little bag in which Bertuccio

had seen the jeweller put the diamond. Now Caderousse went

Caderousse was entering the room.
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to the cupboard, took out the fifty thousand francs he had carlier
locked away there and, rushing towards the door, he disappeared
into the darkness of the night.

Bertuccio ran into the inn. Going up the stairs, he stumbled
over the body of Caderousse’s wife, She had been killed by a
pistol shot. He went into a bedroom and there he saw the
jeweller lying on the floor. Blood was gushing from four horrible
wounds in his body. The handle of a large kitchen knife stuck
from his chest, where it had been plunged into his heart.

Bertuccio rushed downstairs and, at that moment, the police
officers who had been tracking him arrived at the door of the
inn. They immediately seized Bertugcio. One of them pointed
to his head and his clothes. Looking at himself, Bertuccio saw
that he was covered with blood. He remembered the warm
rain which had fallen on him when he was in the shed. He tried
to explain that he had been outside when the murders
happened. But the police thought he must have broken in from
the outside and killed the two people in the inn.
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Bertuccio’s Confession
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FATHER Busoni, meanwhile, had returned to Marseilles. There,
he took off his wig, his beard and his priest’s dress, and he
changed once again into the fine clothes of Lord Wilmore. Going
aboard his yacht, he sailed out of the harbour, past the Chiteau
d’If. Lord Wilmore smiled faintly as he looked at the grim
fortress.

He sailed to Italy and landed in Naples. From there, he took
a carriage to Rome. In Rome, he arranged to purchase the
island of Monte Cristo. He also bought from the government
the right to call himself the Count of Monte Cristo.

When he had done this, Edmond, who was now the Count
of Monte Cristo, took many workmen to the island. They were
ordered to build a wonderful secret palace under the ground,
in the spot where the cave was. ‘

Edmond stayed on the island of Monte Cristo for some time,
watching the progress of the work. At the beginning of
September he sailed back to Marseilles. There he heard the
story of a smuggler, named Bertuccio, who had been arrested
at the Inn of Pont du Gard near Beaucaire. It seemed that this
smugpgler was accused of murdering two people at the inn, but
he claimed to be innocent. The smuggler said that if a certain
Father Busoni, who had stopped at the inn on the morning
before the murders, could be found, everything could be
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explained. Enquiries had been made, for the past three months,
for Father Busoni. He could not be found. The smuggler was
to be tried by a court in a few days. He would probably be
condemned to death for the murders.

The day after this story was told to Lord Wilmore, the good
Father Busoni called at Bertuccio’s prison, saying that he
believed one of the prisoners wished to speak to him. Bertuccio,
who by this time had given up hope of ever finding Father
Busoni, was overjoyed. He told the priest his story and Father
Busoni appeared to believe him. He also asked the ‘priest’ to
hear a confession, Father Busoni agreed and he now heard a
strange story.

‘At the time of the Hundred Days in 1815, said Bertuccio,
‘I had a brother who was a soldier in Napoleon’s army. When
Napoleon was defeated at Waterloo, my brother retreated with
the army. He came to the South. I arranged to meet him at
Nimes. From there, we were to go back to our home in Corsica.
At this time, the Royalists in France were taking revenge on
the Bonapartists. When my brother came to Nimes, still in
the uniform of Napoleon’s army, he was murdered by some
Royalists.

I immediately went to the State Prosecutor to report the
murder. The State Prosecutor was a young man, named Villefort,
who had just come to Nimes from Marseilles. He had been the
Assistant State Prosecutor there. I asked him to find the
murderers of my brother and bring them to trial.

‘But this Villefort was a Royalist himself and did not care
about my brother. He said that if my brother had been a soldier
in Napoleon's army, he probably deserved to die. He told me
‘to go away.

‘I then determined to take revenge on this heartless man.
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Because he was a Royalist, he thought it a good deed to kill my
brother who was a Bonapartist. So I told him that I would kill
him the next time I met him.

‘From then on Villefort knew that, wherever he went, I was
following kum He became alarmed. He asked to be moved
from Nlmes They made him a State Prosecutor in Paris. I
followed. him there.

‘On the night of the 27% Scptember 1816, I was waiting in

the garden of his house at Auteuil, just outside Paris, when I
saw him come out with a small bundle under his arm. He went
to the bottom of the garderf and put the bundle on the ground.
Then he took a spadeand started to dig. He dug a hole and put
the bundle in it. I saw that this was my chance. Ashe was bending
over the spade, I rushed up to him and plunged my dagger into
his back.
. ‘Then I picked up the bundle out of the hole, thinking it
must be some treasure he was burying. As Villefort lay on the
ground, gasping his last breath, I told him that this was my
revenge.for my brother’s death. I said I would give his treasure
to my brother’s widow.’ ¥

‘Did he die?’ asked the priest. v

‘I am sure he did,’ replied Bertuccio.

‘Well,’ said Father Busoni, ‘since you are willing to confess
to that murder, I must believe you when you say you are

innocent of the othér two.

L . *

Father. Busoni managed to persuade the prison authorities to
postpone Bertuccio’s trial. As good luck would have it,
Caderousse was caught soon afterwards in a foreign country
and brought back to France. He confessed to the murders and
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was sentenced to life-imprisonment. Bertuccio was sct free.

Bertuccio went to thank Father Busoni for what he had done
for him.

‘T was interested in your story,’ said Father Busoni. “What
happened to the treasure you took from M. Villefort? Did you
give it to your brother’s wife?’

“There was no treasure in the bundle, said Bertuccio.

‘ ran away with it and when I had gone some distance I sat
down by the bank of a river. I opened the bundle. Inside, was a
new-born child, wrapped in a cloth embroidered with the
letters H. and N. His purple face and hands showed that he had
been suffocated. But he was not yet dead. I felt a slight beating
in the child’s heart. I have worked in a hospital and I knew
what to do. I blew air into his lungs. After a quarter of an hour,
I saw him breathe and heard a feeble cry’

‘And what did you do with this child?’ asked the priest.

‘I took him with me to my brother’s wife in Corsica. She
brought him up as her own child. We called him Benedetto.
But [ think God punished us with him. Although he was a very
good-looking boy, he grew up to be bad. Before he was very
old, he was stealing from our neighbours. Now he is only
thirteen, but he has robbed everything from our house and has
run away. I do not know where he is’

‘Well, Bertuccio, [ hope all this has been a lesson to you,
said the priest. ‘I think you should give up smuggling’

‘But what else can I do?’ asked Bertuccio.

‘I'll give you a letter to a friend of mine,’ said Father Busoni.

He sat down at a table and wrote a short note addressed to
the Count of Monte Cristo. ‘This gentleman lives in Italy,’ he
said to Bertuccio. ‘Take this note to him. Here’s some money
for your journey. I'm sure he will be able to find work for you.

CHAPTER 22

The Prison Register

THE next day, LordW,i‘lmore visited the Inspector of Prisons in’
Marseilles. He told the Inspector that, as a young man, he had
studied in Rome under a priest named Faria. This priest had
disappeared and he later heard that the old man had been a
prisoner in the Chiteau d'If.

‘I remember him,’ said the Inspector. ‘He was crazy. He
pretended to know of an immensc treasure. He was always
talking about it

‘And is he still alive?’ asked Lord Wilmore.

‘Oh no, he died in February this year’

“You have a good memory to remember the date’

1 hav'é?‘good reason to remember when he died because an
unusual thing happened,’ said the Inspector.

‘May I ask what that was?’ said Lord Wwilmore.

“Well, Faria’s cell in the dungeons was about fifty feet away
from the cell of a dangerous Bonapartist agent named Dantés.
I saw this Bonapartist once in his cell. He had a very fierce
face. I would recognise him again anywhere.

Lord Wilmore smiled to himself.

‘Really?” he said. ‘And this dangerous man; this—what did
you say his name was?’

‘Dantes. Edmond Dantés.’
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‘Ah yes. Dantés. How does he come into the story?’

‘He made a tunnel between the two cells. When Faria died,
he carried the dead man through the tunnel to his own cell.
Then he went back to Faria’s cell, took his place in the sack in
which they had sewn the body, and waited to be buried in the
ground.’ ;

“That was a very bold thing to do,’ said Lord Wilmore.

‘I have already said he was a very dangerous man,’ said the
Inspector, ‘but fortunately we got rid of the crazy prisoner and
the fierce one at the same time.’

‘How was that?’

“The Chéteau d’If has no cemetery. The dead are thrown
into the sea with a thirty-six poun& cannon ball tied to their
feet.

“Well?’ said Lord Wilmore, as if he were slow to understand.

“Well, the jailers fastened a thirty-six pound ball to Dantés’s
feet and threw him into the sea.’

‘Reaﬂy?’ exclaimed Lord Wilmore.

“Yes,’ said the Inspector of Prisons. ‘Just imagine how
surprised he was! I should like to have seen his face when he
fell into the sea’’

“That would have been rather difficult.’

“Yes, but I can imagine it replied the Inspector laughing
loudly.

‘So can I, said Lord Wilmore, and he began to laugh too;
but he laughed with his mouth and not with his eyes.

When they had stopped laughing, Lord Wilmore asked if he
might see the prison register relating to the Abbé Faria. He
wanted to have some particulars as to his death.

‘Certainly, said the Inspector. He found the register and

&

handed it to Lord Wilmore. While Lord Wilmore was Looking
at the register, the Irlspector sat down in a corner and read his
newspaper. He did not notice that the noble lord seemed to be
more interested in the records of Edmond Dantés than those
of the Abbﬁé Faria. He also did not notice when Lord Wilmore
quickly removed from the register the letter, written by
Danglars and posted by Fernand, accusing Danteés of being a
Bonapartist agent. Lgd Wilmore put the letter into his pocket.
Then he arose, thanked the Inspector for his kindness, and went
away,

The next day Lord Wilmore sailed away from Mar seilles, in
the direction of Italy’

Not long after thi§ Bertuccio arrived in Italy. He went to the
address given him by Father Busoni. As soon as the Count of
Monte Cristo read the letter from the priest he told Bertuccio
that he would give him a job.

“You shall be my personal servant, I shall call you my steward,’
said the Count.

R
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CHAPTER 23

Haydee

THREE years later, in 1832, the Count of Monte Cristo was in
Constantinople,

At the court of the Sultan Mahmoud in that city there lived
a young girl who was thirteen years old. Her name was Haydée
and she was a slave. Seven years before, Haydée had been sold
to the Sultan’s slave merchant, El-Kobbir.

Now the Count of Monte Cristo was talking to that same
slave merchant, El-Kobbir told the Count how, on behalf of
the Sultan, he had bought the girl from a French officer.

‘Do you remember the officer’s name?’ asked Monte Cristo.

‘It was the Colonel Fernand Mondego,’ replied El-Kobbir.
‘He was the commander of the troops of Ali Tebelin, Pacha of
Janina.’

‘Do you think it would be possible for me to purchase this
girl from the Sultan?’

‘Everything is possible if you can pay enough. The price will
be very high,’ said El-Kobbir.

A few days later, the Count of Monte Cristo gave El-Kobbir
an emerald worth eight hundred thousand livres. El-Kobbir
passed on this valuable jewel to the Sultan in exchange for the
slave girl, Haydée.

At the same time, the Count bought another slave; a big

7

strong man called Ali. Ali was dumb, because his tongue had
been cut out by the Sultan.

In the years that followed, Monte Cristo looked after Haydée
as a father would his daughter. He discovered that she was the
daughter of the Pacha of Janina. He also found out from her
how Colonel Fernand Mondego had betrayed her father, seized
his fortune, and sold her and her mother into slavery. Her
mother had died on fheir arrival at Constantinople.

For the next few years, Monte Cristo and Haydée lived in
the East, Haydée was given everything she desired, and lived in
great luxury. During this tir/ne, the Count found out the whole
history of Fernand Mondego and his betrayal of Haydee's father.
This same Fernand, who had betrayed Edmond Dantes many
years ago, had likewise betrayed Prince Ali Tebelin, the Pacha
of Janina, who had trusted him.

Soon after this, the Count of Monte Cristo returned to
Europe, taking Haydée and the slave Ali with him. Bertuccio,
the steward, went with them. They went to live in the
undergréund palace on the island of Monte Cristo. Here, the
Count wrote again to his old friend, the captain of\the smuggling
ship, the Young Amelia. The island of Monte Cristo became a
smugglers’ meeting place. Smugglers and bandits who were
hiding from the police were often given shelter in the Count’s
palace. Ll

Before long, there was hardly a well-known smuggler or
bandit in Italy who did not have to thank the Count for some
help or service that he had received. In return, if ever the Count
needed anything from them, they were ready to help him.
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CHAPTER 24

Roman Bandits

Viscount Albert Morcerf, the son of Fernand and Mercédés,
was travelling with his friend, Franz Epinay, in Italy. It was the
beginning of the year 1838,

Soon after his arrival in Rome, Albert met the Count of
Monte Cristo. They became good-friends.

One night Albert foolishly allowed himself to be caught by
bandits. The bandits took him to some caves, just outside Rome,

and held him prisoner. They wrote a note to Albert’s friend,

Franz, demanding four thousand piastres. The note said: ‘If the i

four thousand piastres are not in our hands by six o’clock
tomorrow morning, the Viscount Albert Morcerf will be dead
by seven o’clock.’

Franz Epinay had only three thousand piastres with him. He
did not know where he could get another one thousand piastres
so quickly. Then he thought of the Count of Monte Cristo. He
went to him and asked if he could borrow a thousand piastres.

When the Count heard the story he laughed.

‘We will go together to these bandits,’ he said.

He told his slave, Ali, to get the coach ready and they drove
to the caves outside Rome. There the Count demanded to see
the chief of the bandits.

‘Well, you seem to have forgotten our agreement, said
Monte Cristo.
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‘What agreement have I forgotten, Monsieur the Count?’
asked the bandit chief.

‘Did we not agree that you would never harm any of my
friends?’

‘And hﬁ)w have I broken that agreement, your Excellency?’

‘This ¢vening you have carried off the Viscount Albert
Morcerf, who is one of my friends,’ replied the Count.

‘Why did you nottell me this—you?’ said the brigand chief,
turning angrily towards his men. They all backed away before
his look.

‘Tapologise,’ said the chief to the Count. ‘He shall be released
immediately.

Albert was set free and rode back to Rome with the Count.

He was very grateful to Monte Cristo, not only for his freedom,

but also because it was obtained without paying any ransom.

‘I there is anything I can do in return,’ said Albert to the
Count, ‘I shall gladly do it.

“Yes,’ said Monte Cristo, ‘there is something you can do for
me.

‘What is that?’ =

‘T have never been to Paris before, but I amy g&i’ng there soon.
When I arrive there, will you show me the city and introduce
me to your friends?’

‘That T will gladly do," replied Albert. “When will you be
coming to Paris?’

“Today is the 21* of February, and it is now half past ten
o’clock,’ said the Count. ‘T'll meet you at your home in Paris in
exactly three months’ time. Promise to remember this, and
expect me on the 21" of May at half past ten in the morning,

‘Very good,’ said Albert, ‘breakfast will be ready for you.
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CHAPTER 25

Monte Cristo Arrives in Paris

ExacCTLY three months later, at half past ten in the morning on
the 21% of May 1838, there was a knock on the door of the
Paris home of the Count Morcerf. It was the Count of Monte
Cristo, arrived to have breakfast with his friend Albert.

Albert was pleased to see his ffiend. After their breakfast
was finished he introduced him to his father, Fernand, the Count
Morcerf. Fernand did not realise that the Count of Monte Cristo *
was really Edmond Dantés. He thought that his son had found
a new and very interesting friend. They talked for some time
happily. Then Mercédés, the Countess Morcerf, entered the
room.

‘Ah, here’s my mother!” cried Albert.

When she saw the Count of Monte Cristo, Mercédés turned
pale.

‘Are you ill, mother?’ asked her son, springing towards her.

‘No, [ just felt a little excited at secing for the first time the
man who has saved your life.’

She turned to Monte Cristo.

‘I thank you,’ she said, ‘for rescuing Albert from those bandits
in Rome.

Monte Cristo bowed.

‘It was nothing, Madame.’ he. said.

When the Count of Monte Cristo had left them, Mercédes

asked Albert all kinds of questions about him. She seemed to be
very interested in the rich and clegant stranger.

* * *

During his :ﬁrst days in Paris, Monte Cristo bought a magnificent
house which he furnished in the most luxurious manner. Very
soon he was comfortably settled with his servants, Ali and
Bertuccio, to wait on him. Hayd¢e also lived in the house. She
had her own quarters and her own maid-servants to wait upon
her. e

True to his promise, Albert introduced the Count of Monte
Cristo to all his friends in Paris, one of whom was the State
Prosecutor, Monsieur Villefort. When Bertuccio heard that
Villefort was still alive, he nearly fainted.

‘Then I didn’t kill him!” he cried. ‘You know that I confessed
to your friend, Father Busoni, that I killed Villefort, and now
you tell me that he is not dead.’

‘No, you did not kill him,’ said the Count. ‘Instead of striking
him in the heart, you must have struck too high or too low. So
you see, you are not a murderer after all’ e
“Thank God!’ said Bertuccio.

L *

Albert also introduced Monte Cristo to Baron Danglars, the
banker, his wife, the Baroness Danglars, and to their daughter,
Eugénie.

As we already know, Albert’s father, Fernand, the Count
Morcerf and Eugénie’s father, the Baron Danglars, were old
friends. They were both rich, and wanted their two families
joined together so that their children would be even richer. So
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they arranged for Albert and Eugenie to be engaged to be
married.

Albert told the Count of Monte Cristo about his engagement
to Eugenie Danglars.

‘But,’ he said, ‘T, myself, do not wish to marry her and she
does not wish to marry me. It is our fathers who wish us to
marry.’

"What about your mother?’ asked Monte Cristo.

‘Ah, she does not agree to the match..{§he dislikes the
Danglars, although I cannot discover why. If we do not marry,
she, at least, will be pleased.

The Count and Countess Morcerf, Monsieur and Madame
Villefort and the Danglars family all admired Albert’s friend.
They found him a wise and intelligent man. They often invited
him to their homes and he invited thc:ng to his own large house
in Paris. They came to know one another very well.

. Monte Cristo, with his distinguished looks and his charming

manners, seemed to cast a spell over them all.
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Andrea Cavalcanti

ONE day a young man calling himself Andrea Cavalcanti arrived
at the Count of Monte Cristo’s house. He had come from Italy
with a letter from Father Busoni. The letter told him to go to
the Comnt of Monte Cristo in Paris. The Count would show
him Paris and give him any money he needed. Bertuccio saw
this young man when he arrived. Very excited, he pulled the
~Count aside.

‘That young man’s name is not Andrea Cavalcanti,’ he

whispered. ‘It is Benedetto. I brought him up as my own son
and, in the year 1829, he robbed me and ran away from home.
I told Father Busoni all about him.’

‘I know, said Monte Cristo, ‘but do not worry. I have my
own reasons for wanting him to be here. Meanwhile, you had
better not let him see you in this house.”

You can take a holiday and go away for some time.

Monte Cristo went into the room where Andrea Cavalcanti
was waiting to see him.

‘Good morning,’ said the Count. ‘Father Busoni has written
to me and told me that vou are an Italian noblernan wishing to
see Paris. As [ owe Father Busoni some money, he has asked me
to pay all your expenses here, out of the money I owe him!

Benedetto could not understand why the priest had sent
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him to Paris, nor why he had been asked to call himself Andrea
Cavalcanti and pretend he was a nobleman. But as the Count
gave him a thousand francs towards his expenses, witha promise
to pay more later, Benedetto did not complain. He decided to
act his part as Andrea Cavalcanti as long as he was paid to play
it.

A few days later, when Baron Danglars met Andrea
Cavalcanti, he showed a great interest in the young man.
Cavalcanti scemed te be very wealthy. Danglars began to think
that perhaps such a young nobleman might be a better match
for his daughter, Eugénie, than Albert Morcerf. One day, he
asked Monte Cristo about him.

‘T do not know much about Cavalcanti,’ said the Count.

‘I only know he was sent here by my friend Father Busoni.’

‘When young Italian noblemen like Cavalcanti marry, do
they receive {a‘my fortune from their fathers?’ asked Dangl‘ér"’s\"“fr‘

‘Oh, that depends on whether the son marries the girl of his
father’s choice. In that case Andrea might get three million francs
from his father, who is a very wealthy man. But his fatlfer would
cut him off with nothing if Andrea married against his wishes.’

‘So, I expect that he will marry some pl\‘incess or other.

‘Oh no, 1 do not think so,’ replied Monte Cristo.

“These Italian noble families often marry into plain families.
But do you wish Andrea to marry your daughter, that you are
asking so many questions?’

‘Upon my word! [ think it might be a good idea,’ said
Danglars.”

‘But what would Albert Morcerf do about that?’ said the
Count. ‘I thought he was engaged to be married to your
daughter.’
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‘Albert would cere very little about it, I think. And as Andrea
Cavalcanti belongs to a more noble family than Morcerf, Iwould
prefer him. He has plenty of money too, it seems.’

‘But is not the Morcerf family also a noble one?” asked the
Count, pretending to be surprised.

‘It is not even as noble as my family. I am not a baron by
birth, but at least my real name is Danglars.’

‘And the Count Morcert?’

‘His real name is not Morcerf.

.‘Oh, that is impossible!’

‘Listen, my dear Count, I have known Morcerf for the past
thirty years. When [ was a clerk, he was just a simple fisherman,
named Fernand M()ndego.’

“Then why do you think of giving your daughter to his son?’

‘Because Fernand and Danglars were both poor men who
" have become rich. We are both equal inoworth, except that
certain things have been said about him that were never said
about me.’

‘What are they?’

‘Oh, nothing!’

‘Ah, yes! What you have told me reminds me that I have
heard something about the name of Fernand Mondego in the
East.

‘In connection with Ali Tebelin Pacha?’

‘Yes, that is right.’

“This is the mystery, said Danglars. ‘I would give anything
to find out the truth about it.’

‘Well, I supposc you can do that if you wish,’ said the Count
carelessly.

‘How so?’
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“You are a banker. You must have your agents everywhere.

‘Of course.

“Well, whl_' don't you write to your agent in Janina and ask
about a French officer named Fernand Mondego? Ask him how
this officer was concerned with the downfall of Ali Tebelin.’

“That is a good idea,’ said Danglars. ‘T will write today.’



CHAPTER 27

The Ball and the Beggar-.‘

A few days later, Monte Cristo was invited to a ball at the home
of the Count and Countess Morcerf. Many people were there,
including the Danglars family and also Andrea Cavalcanti.
Cavalcanti danced with Eugénie Danglars almost the whole
cvening, £

‘Aren’t you jealous?” Monte Cristo asked Albert Morcerf.

“You know very well that I don’t want to marry Eugénie,
replied Albert. ‘If she and Cavalcanti like one another, it suits
me very well’

‘I think that Baron Danglars will be pleased about it too,
now, said Monte Cristo.

‘Do you mean that he would prefer Andrea Cavalcanti to
me for his son-in-law?’ asked Albert, surprised.

“That’s what he told me the other day, replied the Count.

Just then Mercédes came towards them.

‘Good evening,’ she said to Monte Cristo. ‘Is it true that you
have seen so much, travelled so far, and suffered so deeply, as
my son has told me?’

‘T have suffered deeply, madame, answered Monte Cristo.

‘Have you no sister, no son, no father?’

‘I have no one’

‘How can you live without anyone to make your life worth

living?’
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‘That is not my fault, madame. When I was young, in Malta,
I loved a young girl. We were going to be married, but war
came and I was taken away from her. I thought she loved me
well enough to wait for me, but when I returned, she was
married to someone else.’ i

‘And did you ever see her again?’

‘No, I never returned to the country where she lived.’

‘Malta?’

‘Yes, Malta.’

‘Is she still in Malta?’

I think so. ;

‘And have you forgiven her for all she has made you suffer?’

“Yes, [ have pardoned her’

‘But only her; do you still hate those who separated you
from her?’

‘Hat?fhém not at all-—why should I?’ answered the:Count.

And his mouth moved in a wry smile.

* % &

When the ball was over, the guests left, one after the other in
their carriages. Andrea Cavalcanti had bought his carriage only
a few days ago, with some of the money given to him by Monte
Cristo. It was new and shining and it was driven'by a groom in
a smart uniform. The carriage drove up to the door and, as
Andrea was stepping into it, a hand touched his shoulder. The
young man turned around to see who wanted to speak to him.
He saw an old man dressed in torn and filthy clothes. A red
handkerchief was tied round his head and his face was covered
with a dirty grey beard.

Andrea’s groom jumped down from the carriage to push

this intruder away from his master.
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“You have no right to beg here, said the groom.

The unknown old man smiled cunningly.

‘I am not begging, my fine fellow, he said. ‘] only wanted to
speak to your master, who asked me to do something for him
last week.

‘“What do you want?’ said Andrea, nervously.

‘T'm very tired, said the old man, ‘and not having eaten as
good a dinner as you have, I can hardly walk.’

‘Yes, but tell me what you want,’ said Andrea again.

‘Well, because I%am tired and cannot walk, I want you to
give me a ride in your fine carriage. Do you understand,
Benedetto?’

The young man took a step backwards when he heard this
name and he looked surprised. Then he said to his groom, ‘Yes,
this man is right. I did ask him to do something for me. Let
him get into the carriage, I will drive, and you can go home,

The astonished groom went away, and Andrea drove off with
the old man in his carriage. When they had gone some distance
and he was sure that they could not be seen or heard, h% stopped
the carriage and turned to the stranger

’

‘Now, Caderousse, tell me why you have come to disturb

me,” he said.
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CHAPTER 28

Caderousse and Cavalcanti

‘Why do you come to disturb me?” repeated Cavalcanti to the
man in the carriage.

‘And you, my boy, said the man, who was none other then
Caderousse, ‘why have you deceived me?’

‘How have I deceived you?’

“Why, when we escaped together from prison, you told me
that you were going to work in Italy, but you have come to
Paris.’

‘Does that annoy you?’ ¥

‘No, it doesn’t annoy me. You seem to be rich. I think you
can help me!’

“You are mistaken, said Andrea.

‘Oh, I don’t think so,” replied Caderousse. ‘Here you are,
with your new carriage, a groom, and fine clothes. You must
have discovered a gold mine.’ 4

‘It isn’t my fault if T have had good luck.’

‘So, you have had good luck, have you? This horse and
carriage, the groom and the fine clothes, are not hired? Good!’

“You must have known that before you spoke to me, said
Andrea. ‘If T had been wearing a red handkerchief like yours on
my head, with torn and dirty clothes, you wouldn’t have spoken
to me.

‘Come, my boy, vou wrong me; but at any rate, now that I
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have found you, I can also be well dressed. I know how good
and kind-hearted you are. If you have two coats, you can give
me one.You know I used to divide my soup and beans with you
when you were hungry!”

‘“True, said Andrea.

“What an appetite you used to have! Is it as good now?’

‘Oh, yes!’ replied Andrea, laughing uncertainly.

‘And you were a sly fellow,’ said Caderousse. ‘You always
had little purses and money boxes which you tried to hide from
your poor friend Caderousse. But luckily he had a sharp nose,
that friend Caderousse.’

‘Oh, that’s all in the past, said Andrea. “Why are you
bothering me with that?’

‘Ah!You are only twenty-three. You can forget the past. I am
fifty. I cannot forget it. But tell me, Benedetto, where did you
get all these fine things?’

‘T've been lucky. I have found my fortune.’

“Your fortune! And how did you find that?’

‘My good friend, the Count of Monte Cristo, hdped me to
find it.

‘A Count, and a rich one too, eh?’ .

—

Yes, but you had better not : say any thmg to him. I don’t
think he is very patient.

‘Oh, I don’t want to speak to him, replied Caderousse, ‘but
as you know him, you can help me to get rich without spending
anything yourself.

‘Come, Caderousse, no nonsense!’ said Andrea.

‘But you would not have to spend anything,’

‘Do you want me to rob the Count, to spoil all my good
fortune, and to be sent to prison again?’
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‘Don’t be alarmed, my little Benedetto, just show me how to
get some money without your help, and I will manage it. What
is the Count’s house like?’
‘It is a palace.’
‘A palace, eh?You should take me to see it.
‘I can’t do that. s
“You are right, but I would like to see it. I shall find a way.’
‘No nonsense, Caderousse!’
“Well, I shall have to imagine what it looks like. Try to help

me.

b

Andrea suddenly had an idea.

‘I should need a pen and ink and paper to make a plan,” he
said.

‘T have them all with me, said Caderousse, pulling writing
- materials out of his dirty clothes. Andrea took the pen, with a
little smile, and began to draw a plan of the Count of Monte
Cristo’s house. When it was finished, Caderousse said, ‘Does
the Count live in this house always?’

‘Oh, no, replied Andrea. ‘He often goes to his country house
outside Paris. When he goes there, he leaves this house empty.
[ am sure he will be robbed some day’

‘“Where does he keep his money?’ ‘asked Caderousse.

‘I don’t know, but I think he keeps it in a desk in a room on
the first floor.

‘Draw me a plan of the first floor, as you have drawn the one
of the ground floor, my boy’

“That’s very easy, said Andrea, taking the pen again.

‘On the first floor there is a bedroom and a dressing-room
here, and on that side we have a drawing-room, a library and a

study. The desk is here, in the dressin -room.’
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‘Is there a window in the dressing-room?’

“I'wo, one here and one there!

Andrea skctched two windows in the room. Caderousse
became thoughtful.

‘Does the Count often go to his country house?” he asked.

“Yes, tomorrow he is going there for two days.’

< ?

Are you sure?

‘Quite sure. The Count tells me everything. He is very fond
of me. I think he is'going to leave all his fortune to me when he
dies.

‘Ah, you lucky fellow!” said Caderousse.

“Yes,’ replied Andrea, ‘but when that happens, I shall
remember all my old friends.’

¢ . = i 3

You will? Well then, until that time, you can at least give

me a little present. Give me that diamond ring you hi_i\'(‘. on

your finger.’

Andrea took the ring off his finger and gave it to Caderousse.
Caderousse took it and scraped it across the lamp glass of
Andrea’s carriage. He found that it cut the glass.

‘It is a real diamond, he said. 3

‘Of course! What did you think?” said Andrea. ‘Now what
clse do you want from me?’

‘Nothing! I shall go home now. Goodbye, dear Benedetto!’

And Caderousse slipped away as quietly as he had come.
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CHAPTER 29

The Burglary

THi next day, Monte Cristo received a letter from an unknown

person. This is what it said:—
\

You are informed that a man will break into your house tonight. He

will }rlgr to steal some papers from your desk in the dressing-room.

Do not call the police, as it might harm me. As you are brave, you

need only hide yourself, wait for the burglar, and catch him. It .

" he better if there are no servants in the house. Send them to vr -+

country house! If the burglar sees servants in the house and is

ﬁfightened away, I might not get a second chance to warn you.

The Count thought this must be a thieves’ trick to keep him
in his house in Paris and then to rob his countrj’ house. But
then why should they ask him to send his servants to the country
house?

‘No," he thought again, ‘they want to get me alone in the
house and then kill me. Well, we shall sce who these enemies
are.

Monte Cristo ordered all the servants, except Ali, to go off
to his country house. Haydee went there too.

He and Ali then hid themselves in the bedroom in the Paris
house and waited for the burglar. There was a small spyhole in

the wall. The Count could see through it into the dressing
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room. He looked and waited, with a gun and two pistols at his
side.

The whole house was in darkness. Not a light burned
anywhere. The Count had removed the staple of the bolt on
the door in the dressing-room leading to his bedroom.

Now he got up and looked out of his bedroom window to

. see if he could sece anyone in the street. He could see nothing.
He went again to the little hole in the wall and looked through
it into the dreqsmg_room He had nothing to do but wait.

About midnight, Monte Cristo the ught he heard a scratching
noise in the drawing-room. Then there was a second scratching
noise, and a third, and a fourth. The Count knew that was
happening, Somebody was cutting the four sides of a pane of
glass with a diamond. Monte Cristo’s heart began to beat more
quickly for a few seconds. He wondered how many thieves
were breakiﬁg into the house, and he signalled to Ali to contea
little closer. He saw something white appearing at one of the
windows in the dressing-room. It was a sheet of paper being
stuck to the pane. Then the square of glass cracked without
falling. A hand came through the opening and unfastened the
window:. It opened slowly. A man came thro\‘ugh it into the room.
He was alone.

“That’s a daring rascal!’ thought the Count.

Ali touched Monte Cristo’s shoulder and pointed to the
bedroom window. The Count went over to it and looked into
the street. There was another man down there, looking at the
house.

‘Good!” said the Count to himself. ‘Now I know there are
two of them. One acts while the other watches.’

He made a sign to Ali to watch the man in the street and he

112



‘fd:'r
MONTE

mviti

went to the hole in the wall to watch the man in the dressing-
room.

The burglar was bolting all the doors in the dressing-room.
Now he thought that no one could disturb him and he could
safely break open the desk. He didn’t know that the Céiu_nt had
removed a staple from one of the bolts. He lifted the cover of
his lantern to look at the desk, to see how he could pick open
the lock. As he did this, the light fell on his face. The Count
was surprised.

‘Why, he whispered, ‘it is...!’

Ali raised his hatchet.

‘Put dopn your hatchet,” whispered the Count. Then he gave
Ali some instructions. Ali went away quietly. He soon came
back, carrying a priest’s dress, a long black wig and a false
beard. Quickly, Monte Cristo put these on and turned himself
into Father Busoni. Then, going again to the Windoi;v, he looked
once more into the street. The other man was still there,
standing under a street lamp with the light on his face. Now
Monte Cristo recognised him also. He understood everything.

‘Stay here, he whispered to Ali, ‘and don’t come into the
dressing-room unless I call you.

He lighted a candle and walked straight’ into the dressing-
room.

‘Good evening, dear Monsieur Caderousse,” said Monte

Cristo. “What are you doing here at this time of night?’
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CHAPTER 30

The Murder

‘Farter Busoni!’ cried Caderousse in surprise. He couldn’t
understand how the priest had come into the room when he
had so carefully bolted all the doors.

‘T am glad you recognise me,’ said Monte Cristo. ‘I see you
have not changed. Last time you were robbing a jeweller and
now you are robbing the Count of Monte Cristo. Why aren’t
you still in prison?’

T escaped.

‘So that you could rob people again? What a pity!’

‘Mercy, Father Busoni! You saved my life once. Please save
me again.’

‘How have you escaped from prison?’

‘We were working near Toulon. It was the hour of rest,
between noon and one o’clock-—

‘Prisoners having a nap after lunch!” interrupted Father
Busoni, ‘We may well pity the poor fellows.’

“We can’t work all the time. We are not dogs,’ said Caderousse.

‘So much the better for the dogs,’ said the priest. ‘Go on,
tell me what happened.’

‘While the others were sleeping, my friend and I escaped.

‘And who was this friend of yours?’

‘He called himself Benedetto. He didn’t know his real name,

because he never knew who his parents were
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“Where is he now?’

‘He is in Paris. The Count of Monte Cristo, who owns this
house, has‘ taken a fancy to him. He’s going to leave all his
money to Benedetto when he dies.

‘Oh, really?” said the priest. ‘And by what name does this
Benedetto call himself now?’

‘Andrea Cavalcanti.

‘But that’s the young man whom my friend the Count has )
been taking around Paris and who is also friendly with Baron
Danglars and his family. Lmust warn them about him.’

‘Oh no, don’t do that, Father Busoni. You would spoil
everything for Benedetto and for me!

‘What do I care about vou?” said the priest. ‘I must warn
them.

‘Oh no, you wont,’ said Caderousse, pulling out a long knife
and raising it in the air to stab the priest.

Father Busoni quickly scized Caderousse and twisted his wrist
with such force that the knife fell with a clatter to the floor,
Caderotisse cried out in pain and surprise as the priest twisted
his arm still further.

‘T ought to kill vou, said Busoni.

‘Mercy!” cried Caderousse.

‘Now you will write a letter to Baron Danglars,’ said the
priest. “Take this pen and paper and write what I tell you!’

Caderousse sat down and wrote;—

“Io Baron Danglars——The man who comes to your house, cah’r’ng
him.s‘e]f‘ﬂmfrca Cavalcanti, is really an esmped prisoner, named
Bcncdctto, who ran away ﬁom the priﬁon at Toulon with me.

Si gneu‘---- —(FASPARD CADEROUSSE

115



The priest took the letter. ‘Now go!” he said.

Caderousse climbed out of the window and started to go
down the ladder which he had placed there. Father Busoni held
out his candle, so that anyone standing in the street could see
that he was getting out of the window.

‘Put the light out. Someone might see me, cried Caderousse.

Monte Cristo went back to his bedroom and looked out of
the i el Caderousse take his ladder and put it
against the garden wall. The man waiting outside in the street

ran towards the place. Caderousse climbed slowly and looked
over the top of the wall to see if all was quiet. Everything seemed
to be safe. '

Caderousse sat on the wall and pulled his ladder over, letting
it down on the other side. He began to climb down to the
street. Too late, he noticed a man spring from the shadows. A
long dagger glinted in the light from a street lamp. Before
Caderousse could defend himself the knife was struck into his
back. He fell to the ground, crying, ‘Help! murder!’ The other
man grabbed him by the hair and stabbed him a second and a
third time in the chest. Then, seeing that he no longer called
out and that his eyes were closed, the man ran quickly away.

4

He began to climb down to the street.
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CHAPTER 31

Looking for the Murderer

AcGaN Caderousse called for help. This time, Father Busoni and
Ali appeared with lights. The priest sent Ali away quickly to
fetch the State Prosecutor and a doctor. ‘
Did you recognise who stabbed vou?” said Father Busoni
‘\’_Y("Q‘ it Wwas Renpr‘l(\tfn Tt wrad bie who aove e il 1 r
‘ ; HO. AL AVas e wio gave me tie 1):&11 Ol
this house. I suppose he hoped I'd kill the Count and then he
would get all his money, or that the Count would kill me, and
then I'd be out of his way. When he saw me coming out of the
house, he decided to kill me. | must report him.
‘ I'd better write something down for you to sign, in case the
State Prosecutor doesn’t get here in time.
“Yes, yes, quickly,” said Caderousse.

Father Busoni wrote;-—
I die, murdered Q;r my ]&Huw prisoner, Benedetto.

He then gave the pen to Caderousse, who signed it.

‘And now you've not long to live, it’s time for you to repent,’
said the priest. ’ ’

‘What do you mean?’ asked Caderousse.

‘I mean that vou have lived a wicked life and God has
punished vou. Many years ago, vou betrayed a friend and God
began to warn you. You became poor. Later, | came to you with

a fortune, | gave you a diamond. This was more than vou had
o
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ever had before. But you were not satisfied. You wanted to
double it. So you murdered a man to get the money and the
diamond. Once more, God spared your life, but you had a
warning, You were sent to prison. Now you have escaped and
committed another crime. But God will not spare your life
again. Thetefore I say to you, you must repent.

“Who are you, that you know all about my past lite?’ said
Caderousse. ™

The priest leaned over and whispered in his ear, ‘Thave known
you for a long time, Caderousse; longer than you think.”

‘But who are you?’

‘I am Edmond Dantes. Do you remember?’

‘Edmond Dantes!’ repeated the dying man. ‘Ah, my God!
My God! Pardon me! Forgive me! I truly repent for all my
sins.’

He sank to the ground and became quict. As the priest looked
at the man, now dead, on the ground, he said quietly, ‘Number
one!’

% %k

Soon afterwards, the State Prosccutor and the police arrived.
Father Busoni showed them Caderousse’s body. He told them
that the Count of Monte Cristo was away in his countriy' home.
He had asked his friend the Count for permission to look at
some valuable books in the library while he was away. It was
when he had been in the library, looking at the books, he had
surprised the burglar, who ran away. Afterwards, he heard cries
for help outside the house. Running outside, he had found the

man lying on the ground, wounded. Father Busoni handed over
o g g ]

- to the police the note, signed by Caderousse, which said that

he had been stabbe_d by Benedetto.
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Caderousse’s knife, his lantern, a bunch of keys, and all his C H APTER 32

clothes except a waistcoat, which could not be found, were
taken away by the police.

They then began a search all over Paris for the murderer,
Benedetto. They did not know that Benedetto was Andrca
Cavalcanti. Benedetto could not be found.

Haydée 'S Story

e
ONE day, Albert Morcerf came to visit Monte Cristo.

As they were talking, the sound of music, like a guitar, was
heard coming from another room in the house.

“What do I hear?’ asked Albert.

‘It's Haydee, playing her gusla.’

‘Haydee! What a wonderful name! I have seen her with you
at the opera. Who is she?’

‘She’s a princess.’

‘A princess! Where does she come from?’

‘She comes from the East. I'll ask her to tell you her story
herself’ 7

‘I would love to meet her.

‘Come, let us go and talk to her’

The Count led Albert to Haydée’s room. Ha‘, rdée was sitting
on some cushions, playing her instrument. She was very
beautiful and her large eyes lit up with pleasure when she saw
Monte Cristo coming into the room.

The Count introduced her to Albert. Haydée asked a servant
to bring coffee, and Albert and the Count sat down on the
cushions beside her. When the coffee was served, Albert said
to Haydée, ‘I'm told by the Count that you come from the East

and that you are a princess.’

120 121



I T _ % LN T
HAYDEE'S STORY | MONTE CRISTO

‘Yes,’ replied Haydée, ‘T'm the daughter of Ali Tebelin, Pacha
of Janina, but I left my country when I was a little girl’

‘Do you remember it?’

‘es, | was very happy with my mother and father until I was
about four years old.

‘What happened then?’

‘“We were in the'.palace at Janina. One night my mother
suddenly picked me up from the cushions where I was sleeping.
[ opened my eyes and saw hers were filled with tears. I began
to cry too. ‘Silence, child!” she said. She carried me away quickly.
I found that we were running away from the palace. Many of
our servants were with us; also a guard of soldiers. They had
their guns and pistols. My father was'there, too. He came behind
the others, clothed in his splendid robes. He also was carrying
a gun. Soon we came to the edge of a lake with a small island in
the middle. On the island we could see a summer house. A
boat was waiting for us and we went across the lake to the
island.

‘I couldn’t understand why we were running away. My father
had always been an all-powerful prince. It didn’t seem right
that he should be running away now. Afterwards I learned that
the Sultan had sent an army to attack Janina and capture my
father. Our army in the fort at Janina did not seem to be able
to resist the attackers. So my father decided to call for a truce.
He sent a French officer, whom he trusted completely, to
negotiate with the Sultan. Then he took us all to the summer
house on the lake to await the result of the French officer’s
talks with the Sultan.

‘Here, my father had collected all his fortune, a vast quantity

of money in gold, in a cellar. There were also two hundred
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barrels of gunpowder. We went down into the cellar and 1y
father placed a guard named Selim near the gunpowder barrels.
Selim had a lighted torch in his hand and it was his duty to
guard the cellar day and night. He had orders to light the
gunpowder if a certain signal was given by my father. Then my
father, his f'gmi]y, and all his fortune would be blown up.

‘After a few days, my father told us that he was expecting
the French officer to return with a message from the Sultan.
At about four o’clock that afternoon the soldiers of the Sultan
arrived at the edge of the lake. The French officer was with
them. Ali Tebelin, my father; waited at the door of the summer
house for them to cross the lake. My mother and 1 were sent
down to the cellar. As soon as Ali Tebelin knew the Sultan's
reply, he would send the French officer to Selim with either a
dagger or aring. If it was a dagger, it would mean that the news
was bad and Selim would have to light the gunpowder. If he
sent the ring, it meant that we were pardoned and could go
free. Then Selim would put out his torch and we would go
upstairs to join my father.

“We could hear sounds above us. Soon there were footsteps
outside the cellar. Selim held his torch ready. The French ofﬁcer
appt,ared in the doorway.

““Long live the Sultan!” he cried. “He has pardoned Ali
Tebelin.”

““Who sent you here?” asked Selim.

‘“Ali Tebelin,” repliéd the officer.

““If you come from Ali Tebelin,” said Selim, “you know what
you must give me.”

‘“Yes,” said the officer, “I bring you his ring.”

‘He held up something in his hand, but he was too far away
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and the light was not good enough for Selim to see what it was.

““I cannot see what you have in your hand,” he said.

““Come here then,” said the French officer, “or I will come
to you if you prefer it.”

““No,” said Selim, “put it on the ground in that ray of light
and then go back while I come to look at it.”

“Very well,” said the officer. He put it on the ground and
went back to the doorway. Selim went up to it and saw that it
was a ring, He put out his torch. As he did this, the French
officer clapped his hands twice. At this signal, four of the Sultan’s
soldiers suddenly appeared. They stabbed Selim who fell to the
ground. We were betrayed! i

‘“The Sultan’s soldiers seized my father’s fortune and captured
my mother and myself. Upstairs, my father had already been
killed. The French officer was allowed to take a large portion
of my father’s gold for himself. He was also allowed to sell my
mother and me to some slave merchants who were on their
way to Constantinople. My mother died when we reached
there. I became the slave of the Sultan Mahmoud.

‘Happily for me, the Count of Monte Cristo bought me from
the Sultan. He has looked after me ever since and I have been
able to forget my past troubles.’

‘Come, finish your coffee,” said Monte Cristo to Albert. ‘The
story is ended.’

When they had left Haydee’s room, Albert turned to Monte
Cristo.

‘My father was once in the service of Ali Tebelin,” he said. ‘1
should have asked Haydée if she ever knew him.’

“You can ask her that another time,’ said the Count.
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CHAPTER 33

‘News from Janina

i

T~
IT was now nearly the end of the year 1838. Following the

advice of Monte Cristo, Danglars had written some weeks ago
to his agent in Janina, to find out about Fernand Mondego and
what had happened at the time of the downfall of Ali Tebelin.

When the reply came, Danglars read it carefully. The news
did not please him. He decided that Fernand’s son could not
possibly marry his daughter. But what excuse could he give the
Count Morcerf? He decided to send the report from Janina to
the newspapers.

‘When he reads it in the newspaper, thought Danglars, ‘1
shall not have to explain everything to him.’

The next morning everybody in Paris read the report in their

newspapers. It said:
A Correspondent writes from Janina:

A new fact has come to light about the histo_lr)f of Janina, which was
not known bgﬁ)re. In the year 1823, when Janina was attacked by
the Sultan’s troops, the - fort was given up to the attackers by a French
officer whom Prince Ali Tebelin had completely trusted. Ali Tebelin
was caught and killed. He had been betrayed by the same French
officer. The name of this officer was Fernand Mondego, but he now
calls himself the Count Morcerf and sits in the Upper House of our

Parliament.
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At this news there was an uproar in the French Parliament
which was meeting that day. When the Count Morcerf came to
take his scat in the Upper House, there were demands from all
sides for an inquiry. Morcerf was asked when he would be ready
to answer questions and be judged.

"The sooner the better,” he replied. ‘Let it be this evening’

At eight o’clock in the evening, the enquiry began. Questions
were asked, and Morcerf showed documents to prove that
Prince Ali Tebelin had trusted him right up to the time of his
death. The prince had asked him to negotiate with the Sultan,
There was the ring, with Ali Tebelin’s scal, which had been
given to Morcerf as an author ity to come and 1 go in the palace,
or anywhere else, as he pleased.

‘Unfortunately,” said Morcerf, ‘my negotiations with the
Sultan failed and, when I returned to defend Ali Tebelin, he

was dead. But the prince trusted me so greatly that, on this
death bed, he left a message that I should look after his wife

and daughter. Again luck was against me. When 1 came beck to
Janina, Ali Tebelin’s wife, and his daughter, had disappeared. 1
wasn’t a rich man and I couldn’t go in search of them. I don’t
know what happened to them. I only wish I could have found
them so that [ could have looked after them .’

‘Have you anything else to say?’ asked the President of the
Upper House.

‘Only that I don’t know who wrote the false report in the
newspapers, but as no witnesses have come here to speak against
me, I 'say that this is proof enough that I am innocent.

The members of the Upper House murmurcd their
agreement. They were now ready to vote in favour of the Count
Morcerf and to declare that the newspapcr report must be false,
But the President said,
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‘Gentlemen, I have just received a note from an important
witness. Here it is. After what the Count Morcerf has told us,
we can be sure that this witness has only come here to help to
prove his innocence. Shall we read the letter, or shall we pass it
by?’ )

« When he heard this, the Count Morcerf turned pale and
clenched his fists. He waited for the answer which the Upper
House would give.

There were shouts from the members, ‘Read the paper!”
‘“We must hear what it says!’

So the President read in a loud voice:

Monsieur the President— I was there when Ali Tebelin, Pacha of
Janina, died. I know what became of his wife and his daughter. If the
Upper House would like to hear me, I shall be outside, in the lobby,

when this note is handed to you.

Morcerf sat in his scat and listened to this with his heart
beating”“fhriouslv. Who could this be?
“Would the House like to hear this witness?’ the President

asked.
“Yes, yes!” they all said.



|
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CHAPTER 34

The l)cnunciation

I['HE President of the Upper House called the doo
Is there anyone outside in the lobby?’ he saiq.
Yes, sir,’ replied the doorkeeper ‘there i a wo p

‘ I 2 Man “'lth .

S€rvant. :

There was a little gasp of surprise in the House
heard that the witness was a Woman,

‘Show her in!’ said the President.
When the Woman came in

The President asked her to sit down_ She

“Yes
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the certificate of the sale of my mother and

¢ | “'l\.l“',

If as glaves.
St

h.mth“l these documents, which were written in Arabic
’

n

]
She
president. He saw that the seals were genuine. Then an

thu

rer came forw ard to read the papers to the House

' l\l\
had translated the birth certificate, he read out the

inte

When he
ale u'l'lif'it'dtv,

[ El Kobbir, slave merchant to his Highness the Sultan of Turkey,
confirm that I have this day sold to the Count of Monte Cristo, in
exchange. for an emerald valued at eight hundred thousand francs,
the young slave named Haydee, daughter of the late Prince Ali Tebelin,
Pacha Q[ Janina. This slave was sold to me, with her mother, for - four
hundred thousand francs, by a French colonel in the service of Prince

Al Tebelin, named Fernand Mondego. Her mother died on arrival at

Constantinople.

Signed———EL KoBBIR

Next to the merchant’s signature, there was the seal of the

Sultan of Turkey.
The President now spoke to
‘Do you recognise this lady
‘No, 1 do not, said Morcer
plot, made up by my enemies, to ruin me.
cerf before he stood up,

Haydée, who had not noticed Mor
now looked at him and said, ‘You say you do not know me, but
unfortunately I know you. You are Fernand Mondego, the
French officer who commanded the troops of my noble father!
the fort of Janina! It is you who
saying that my

the Count Morcerf.
as the daughter of Ali Tebelin?’
f, standing up. “This must be a

It is you who surrendered
came back from the Sultan with a false message,
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father was Plrilnnr({' It is you w ho killed e father! It ISy
W hn orde rul the u)Hl(‘r\ to Ll“ \hm' It 1S }'UU \\’h() S(,ld‘

: e :
mother and me to the merchant, El Kobbir! Assassin! Assa-‘sinl

Assassin! You have still your master's blood on vour brow! l-Dok’
gentlemen, all!’
’ Haydée pointed to him and all eyes were turned on the CO“m
Morcerf’s forchead. He himself passed his hand across his bTOw,
as if he felt Ali Tebelin's blood still upon it.

“You recognise the Count Morcerf as the officer Fernang
Mondego?’ asked the President.

‘Indeed I do!” replied Haydée. ‘After my father’s death, my
mother told me to look well at that man. She said to me, “You
were free; you had a beloved father; you would have been almost
a queen. That man has made you a slave. He has murdered your
father. He has sold us into misery. Look at him! Look wel] at
his right hand. It has a large scar. If you forget his face, you will
always know him by that hand, into which have fallen, one by
one, the golden coins of the merchant, El Kobbir!” Let him say

now, if he does not recognise me.’

Every word she spoke fell like a dagger on Morcerf. He tried
to hide his scarred hand inside his coat.

‘Count Morcerf,’ said the President, ‘would you like us to
continue with this inquiry? Do you wish to answer the charges
made by this young lady?

‘No," said Morcerf.

‘“Then she has spoken the truth?’

Morcerf said nothing. He tore open his coat which seemed
to stifle him, and he ran out of the room like a madman.

‘Gentlemen,’ the President said, ‘do you find the Count

guilty?’

e




Yes, cried the meml :
1 )t\ - | .
rs, ‘Guilty! Guilty!”

WwWhet

over her face
House. Then she lef
e . Then she left the room with
out sayin
g another
word

1 tl‘(‘ ll‘{t 1 . y rew T Ve

and bowed
to the President and the
members
of
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CHAPTER 39

The Challcnge

Albert Morcerf was broken off whep the
disgraced.

Soon afterwards, Andrea Cavalcantj asked Permijs.:
SSlOn to

ased, readily agreeg
itable husbang forhi;'

€Came Cngaged ¢, i

marry Eugénie. Baron Danglars, very ple
He thought Cavalcanti would be a very sy
daughter, and so Eugénie and Andrea b
married.

, said Danglars, ‘1 i not my fault M’“

father is disgraced.’

It ,
8 g fault, replied Albert. ‘You are the cause of it"
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oW ) !
li | the NEWS come trom?/
(e

\ hert . ' )
\ Jspapers told yvou; from Janina!
\ S ) _

!‘l‘-‘ XS . ’n
. \\“\‘\‘ to l\"\”\«\.

But wh .
ertainly. When my daughter is about to marry a

1\\]\4‘\

st 1 think I have the |-ighl to find out (‘\'(\r\/thi.ng about
JOURE #Fas ;

VJI\WIl\'

you must have written knowing what answer you would

m.\llt”.lm\l} did not. I would never have thought of writing
0 Janina if the Count of Monte Cristo had not suggcstod it. |
was asking him how 1 could find out information about your
bxther. He asked me where your father got his fortune. I told
him, in Janina. “Then write to Janina!” he said.’

‘Aha!’ said Albert. "So he advised you to write to Janina, did
he?

Havdée was living in Monte Cristo’s house, therefore Monte
» rist<') himself must already have known the full story when he
advised Danglars to write to Janina. He must have known all
Jbout it even when he invited Albert to hear Haydée’s story,
that day when they had drunk coffee together. What treachery!

Monte Cristo must be his father’s real enemy!

Albert rushed away from Danglars’s house. He found Monte
Cristo at home.

‘Good afternoon, Albert, said Monte Cristo. ‘1 hope you
are well!’

Tve not come here to exchange false words of politeness
and friendship,’ replied Albert. ‘I've come to demand an
explanation.’ )

‘An explanation!” said the Count. ‘I think I should first have

one from vou.
d
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"There is no need for me to explain to you that you are My
father’s enemy, that you have caused his disgrace, and [ want to
know why, or I shall kill you.’ o

'I see you've come here to quarrel with me, said the Count,
‘but I don’t understand why. I only know that you are ShOUﬁﬂg
at me in my own home. Please let me tell you that I am the
only person who has the right to raise his voice above another’s
in this house. So you had better leave immediately.’

‘Ah! I know how to make you leave your home,’ said Albert
angrily, pulling his glove off his hand and throwing it at the
Count.

‘So you are 'chal]enging me to a ducl,’ said Monte Cristo,
with icy calm “You shall have your glove returned to you around
a bullet, tomorrow morning at eight o’clock, in the Forest of

- Vincennes. Now leave this house at once, or
servants to throw you out,’

[ will cal] my
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PTER 36

cHA

£dmond and Mercedes

Albert had gone, Monte Cristo sat in his room for some
C - o

VHEN r g
3 lecp iD thought. Then he called to Ali.
ame, & : 5

Rring me MY spccial pistols in the ivory case, Ali," he said.
Rring : y

yJi brought the box to his master. Monte Cristo looked
[ly at them. They were pistols which he had had made

C are t.ll
hooting indoors. He took one in his hand

ﬂ\m allv for practicc S

;nd aimed itata small target on the wall. Monte Cristo was an
- -~

expert shot, second to none, but tomorrow morning his life

1d depend on how well he could shoot. It would still be a

wou
s00d thing to have a little practice now.

Just as he was about to shoot, a servant came into the room
to sav that there was a visitor. Behind the servant, outside the
door" stood a veiled woman. She saw Monte Cristo holding the
pistol in his hand, and she rushed into the room. The Count
made a sign for the servant to go.

‘Who are you, madame?’ said Monte Cristo.

The woman fell to her knees before the Count.

‘Edmond, you will not kill my son!’

Monte Cristo stepped back in surprise.

‘Madame Morcerf, what name did you use just now?’

“Your name, she cried, throwing off her veil. ‘The name
which 1, alone, have not forgotten. Edmond, it is not Madame

Ni()r y o 8 \
cerf who has come to you now; it is Mercédes.
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‘Mercédeés is alive, Edmond, and only she remembcrs you.'
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| madame, said Monte Cristo. ] know of no

l‘ <18 (l"'“

res \
¥ ! that nare

< alive, | dmond, and only she remembers you,

| was you as soon as she saw you, She has been
N knew 4 all the time you have been in Paris. She knows
vatt s T‘)‘“.n Morcerf has been (lisgra('(-(l_’
s (
}  wh) \;wlll‘l «ay Fernand, madame," replied Monte Cristo.
-\‘vll .

rvnu'mlwrin&’ names, let us remember them all’

» are o ” ¥ .

If w tl . see, | am not mistaken. That is why I am asking you
‘Ah, '\( . ) ;

10 spare my son.
‘It 18
other way a

cour son who has challenged me, madame; not the

round.
Because he sees in vou the cause of his father’s misfortunes.’

‘Madame, you are mistaken. They are not misfortunes. They
are 8 Punishmcnt. I am not striking your husband; it is God
who is punishing him.’

‘Do you think you represent God?’ cried Mercédes. ‘“Why
do you Jrcmember what everyone else has forgotten?.

\’Vhat does it matter to you what happened in Janina? Fernand
Mondego did you no harm then.

“You are right, madame. That is no concern of mine. That is
2 matter between the French officer and Haydée, the daughter
| of AliTebelin. But I am not revenging myself on Colonel Fernand
Mondego, nor on Fernand the Count Morcerf, but on Fernand
of Marseilles, the husband of Mercédes!

“Then it is me you should punish, not my husband. It's my
fault that I wasn’t brave enough to wait alone for you when
you were away.’

‘But why was 1 away and why were you alone?’

_‘BCCause you had been arrested, Edmond, and were a
prisoner!’

§
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"An } why was [ arrested W av was |
LI\3 s | V e

i \':,\‘E'\‘: Lv."._\\\\_. sard \‘\‘r\’\'\!\‘\

You do not, madame; at least, | j

ope n b e o
you :
The Count went to a desk. He umo\,-“d G
letter from a drawer. It was the same e hick ay ook
\A_ 2 ‘_\.‘:‘At~
when he was disguised as Lord Wilmore. had s iy
- e “adud ;A.K(r: \ >
prison register on the day he visited the Inspector . "
«1 < CAC | \:\t ! s, o
Marseilles. }

&
<

“The reason I was arrested and made a

PrlS\\ner‘ \\‘L( k‘ :
a man named Danglars wrote this

letter.
posted it,” he said.

*®

and Ferpg,, d hing,

Mercedes trembling took the letter. It was yellow yw; &
but she could still read it- - ut, -]

The state prosecutor is informed that Edmond Danges,
ship Pharaon, which arrived at Marseilles this mo
touched the island cf Elba, has been given a Je
addressed to the Bonapartist committee in Par
this letter will be found either on him or at his
his cabin on the Pharaon.

mate C-‘::(
T m‘ng Jﬁ;a M,:\
tte from Napolon
is. If he is arrexed
father’s house, or :

She looked at Monte Cristo. ‘And because of this letter vou
were arrested? she said. |

“Yes, madame,’ replied the C ount, ‘and for fourteen years!
remained in a cell in the Chateau d'If. You didn't know that
did you?You also didn’t know that, every day of those tourtl"‘“
years, | vowed to take my revenge. When 1 came out Old:
prison, I found that you had married Fernand, and that ™
father had died of hunger.' Mercédés

"And now you are taking your revenge, whispered 2

“Yes,’ said Monte Cristo. ‘I am taking my revenge:

B
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The Meeting

¢ begged Monte Cristo to spare Albert’s life.
ow yOU've suffered,’ she said, ‘but, Edmond, I too have

o haven't suffered for your father dying of hunger. You
, seen the one you loved giving her hand to your rival
_ vou rotted in a prison cell,’ said Monte Cristo.
“\ she said ‘but I've seen him whom 1 loved on the point
{ murdering my son.’
« She said this so sadly that Monte Cristo, at last, gave in.
“Verv well,’ he said, ‘I forgive your son. I won't kill him
t:mon;o“'- He'll kill me instead’’
Mercedes started, and looked at Monte Cristo in surprise.
‘But no!” she said. ‘If you forgive him, there won’t be a duel
‘Of course there will,’ said Monte Cristo. ‘He has challenged
me, and if I'm not there tomorrow at eight o’clock, I'll be
disgraced before the world. No, Mercedes, there will be a duel,
but I'll aim my pistol so as not to hit him. Instead of your son’s
blood staining the ground, it will be mine.’
‘Oh no, Edmond, I trust in God as I trust you. Do 1 have
vour word that you will spare Albert tomorrow morning?’
Monte Cristo nodded. ‘You have my promise.’
Thank you, Edmond!’ said Mercédes. ‘I see you're still as
noble as | always knew you to be and I have faith also that God
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The Suicide

1. he travelled home in his carriage, Monte Cristo thought of
Lo courage of Mercedes. He had offered to sacrifice his own
50 that her son should not die. Now she had saved the
Count’s life by telling Albert the dreadful family secret which
must destroy all that young man’s love for his father.

Not long after he arrived home, there was a knock at his
door. A servant said that the Count Morcerf was there.

‘Show him in!” said Monte Cristo.

When Morcerf entered, Monte Cristo exclaimed, “Well it
really is the Count Morcerf. I thought my servant must have
made 2 mistake when he said it was you.

Yes, itis I, replied Morcerf. ‘I've just heard that, instead of
ﬁghting you, my son apologised to you this morning.’

‘That is right’

| ‘lfhewillnotﬁghtyouformyhonom',ldnnhvttntbl
- myself. Don’t you agree?’
| Certainly, replied Monte Cristo, ‘and I am ready at any
time
Let’s go now then; we don't need anyone else, do we?’
‘Oh no! After all, we know one another so well.’
Just the opposite!” replied Morcerf. “We know almost
"othing about each other’
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‘Ha!' said Monte Cristo. ‘Let me see! .\rvn't vou th(.

Fernand who ran awav at the battle of Waterloo?

Soldje,

Aren 1 Yoy

the Licutenant Fernand who, with his friend Dan

A "
: : : : élarsv St”l(‘
money from the French Army in Spain? Aren't you

the C“Plain
master Al; TCbclim

d Lieutcnant-(}cncra] |

Fernand who betrayed and murdered his

And aren't all these Fernands now calle
the Count Morcerf?’

Morcerf shrank away, as if branded by a hot iron.
"Wretch!” he said. “Who are vou, that vou know

SO mych
about me? Tell me vour real name!’

T will, if you'll wait here a minute,’ replied Monte Cristo,
He disappeared into another room, where he quickly took
his tie, his coat and his waistcoat. In a few s

sailor’s jacket and hat and returned to ther
was standing.

‘Now YOou must recognise me,’ said Monte Cristo.

} ‘Surely you have thought about me many tim

marriage with Mercédes; the girl I should have

Morcerf leaned against the wall,
amazement.

off

econds, he Put on 3

oom where Morcerf

es after your
married .’

gasping with fear and

from the Count of Monte Cristo, then turned and ran outside.

He fell into his carriage and told the coachman to drive home.
He could hardly believe what he had just seen.

Still shocked, he staggered out of his carriage when he arrived
home and opened the front door. As he did so, he heard two

people coming down the stairs, so he hid behind a curtain. He
did not want them to see him.

Mercedes and Albe

rt were leaving the house. Morcerf, behind
the curtain, heard Albert say to his mother as they passed him,
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CHAPTER 39

The Telegraph

THE Count of Monte Cristo was walking on a hillside, a few
miles outside Paris. On the top of the hill there was a tower.
It had big black arms sticking out from it on both sides and
it looked very much like a large beetle. This was a telegraph
tower.

A long line of such telegraph towers stretched right across
the country. Each tower had a man in it, who could see the
next tower in front of him and the next one behind him. If
the tower in front signalled a message with its huge black
arms, he had to pass on the same message to the tower behind
him. In this way, news could be sent across the country very
quickly.

Monte Cristo walked to the top of the hill until he came to
the telegraph tower. It had a little garden around it. The
telegraph man was there, picking strawberries.

‘Good morning,’ said Monte Cristo. ‘Are you the telegraph
man?’

‘Yes,’ replied the man.

‘Don’t you have to stay in the tower to look out for
messages?’

‘Oh, there’ll be nothing coming through for the next five
minutes. Would you like to come up there, sir, and see how it

works?’
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“That would be very interestin g. I'd like to come,’ said Monte
Cristo.

The telegraph man led the way into the tower, On the ground
floor there were only gardening implements, such as spades,
rakes and watering-pots. On the next floor was the man’s living
room, with two chairs, a table, a bed and a stove, and on the
top floor there was the telegraph room.

The man showed Monte Cristo the two iron handles which
worked the telegraph.

‘What are your wages for this job?’ asked Monte Cristo.

‘“Three thousand francs a year.”

‘And do you get a pension?’

“Yes, in fifteen years’ time I shall retire and receive a small
pension of a hundred crowns.’

‘Poor man!’ murmured Monte Cristo.

“What did you say, sir?’ asked the man.

I said it is very interesting. And do you understand all the
signals?’

‘Oh no, sir. I just pass on what I receive from the other man.
I only understand a few signals’

‘But look!” said Monte Cristo. ‘The man in front is signalling
now. Do you understand it?’

‘Yes, he’s asking if I'm ready.’

‘And how do you reply?’

‘With a signal which says “yes” to the man in front and asks
the man behind if he is ready’

‘It’s very clever, said the Count. -

“You’ll see, said the man proudly” ‘In two minutes he will
signal a message to me which I shall have to pass on.’

‘That gives me two minutes to do what I have to do,’ said
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THE TELEGRAPH

Monte Cristo to himself, Then, speaking aloud to the man, he
said, ‘“What would happen if you should turn your head away
when the other man is signalling to you?’

‘I would miss the signal and wouldn’t be able to pass it on.’

‘And then what would happen?’

‘They would fine me a hundred francs.

‘But, suppose you were to alter the signal and send a wrong
message?’

‘Ah, that would be another thing, Then [ should be discharged
and I'd losc my pension. So you see, sir, I'm not likely to do
anything like that.’

‘Not even for fifteen years’ wages? Fifteen thousand francs!
That would be worth thinking about, wouldn’t it?’

“You frighten me, sir.

‘Am I frightening you with fifteen thousand francs?’

‘Please sir, let me see the telegraph tower in front. He’s
signalling to me now.

‘Don’t look at him! Look at these little papers.’

‘Bank notes!’

“Yes, there are fifteen of them. They are all yours if you like.

‘Oh sir, the man in front is signalling. You’ve taken my
attention away. I'll be fined!’ cried the man.

“That will cost you a hundred francs; so you see, you'd better
take my bank notes.’ The Count placed the notes in the man’s
hand. ‘But this isn’t all,’ he said. ‘You can’t live on your fifteen
thousand francs. Here are ten thousand more. That makes
twenty-five thousand altogether. You can buy a pretty little
house, with two acres of land, for five thousand. The remaining
twenty thousand will bring you in a thousand francs a year in
interest.’

‘A garden with two acres of land! Oh, heavens!’
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‘And a house and a thousand francs a year. Come, take them!”
said Monte Cristo forcing the notes into the man’s hand.

‘What am I to do?’

Monte Cristo gave the man a piece of paper on which three
signals were drawn. ‘Just send these signals! There are only
three of them, so it won’t take long,’ he said.

“Yes, but—’

‘Do this and you'll have all you wish for.

The telegraph man could resist no longer. He made the signals
which the Count had written on the paper. When the man in
front saw these signals he became very excited, He thought
the telegraph man must have gone mad. But the man hehind
faithfully passed them on to the next telegraph tower, and so
on until the wrong message reached Paris.

When the message reached Paris, it was passed on to the
Minister of the Interior. The Minister was a friend of Baron
Danglars. He immediately wrote a note to the baron, saying
that if he had any Spanish bonds he should sell them quickly,
because Don Carlos, the King of Spain, had escaped from prison
in France and had returned to Spain. There was a revolution in
Spain.

The baron had the largest part of his fortune, about six
millions worth, invested in Spanish bonds; for, as we know, he

had made his fortune years ago in Spain. Now he rushed to the

“stock exchange to sell his bonds quickly before the price

dropped. But he was too late. The news of the return of Don
Carlos to Spain and a revolution in Barcelona had already
reached the stock exchange. Danglars’s bonds were worth
almost nothing when he sold them. He had lost most of his
fortunc in less than an hour.
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The next morning the newspapers said that it had been a false C H APT E R 40
report about the king returning to Spain, and there was no
revolution there, The price of the Spanish bonds went up to
more than they had been before. If Danglars had only held on A Weddlng Pal‘ty Y A galn
to his bonds, he would have made a big profit. Instead, he had
lost nearly everything he had.

Dantés was still taking his revenge!

TuE home of Baron Danglars was brightly lighted and gaily
decorated for the betrothal party of Andrea Cavalcanti and
Eugénie Danglars. The baron had decided, now that he had
lost nearly all his money, that Eugénie and Cavalcanti must
marry as soon as possible. Then he would be able to borrow
money from his son-in-law, whom he imagined to be a very
rich man. With this money, he could try to get back some of
the fortune he had lost.

Eugénie was at the party, wearing a simple white dress. She
wore no jewellery; her only ornament was a white rose, half
hidden in her black hair, Andrea was also there, smartly dressed
and looking very pleased with himself. He didn’t know of the
large losses the baron had suffered on the stock exchange. If he
had, he might not have looked so happy. The Count of Monte
Cristo, and all Danglars’s friends, except one, were there. The
missing guest was' Villefort. Someone asked why he had not
come,

‘Ah, said Monte Cristo, ‘I'm afraid it’s my fault.’

“Your fault?’ said Madame Danglars. ‘What do you mean?’

Andrea pricked up his cars.

‘Yes, it’s my fault,’ replied Monte Cristo, ‘but I couldn’t help

it. Do you remember 1 had a burglar in my house some time
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ago? He was stabbed to death when running away. Just before he
died, he signed a note saying that he had been stabbed by a man
named Benedetto. But the police haven’t been able to find this
Benedetto anywhere.” Andrea was still listening, but he began
to edge away a little. Now Danglars came closer.

‘Are you talking about the burglar who was murdered outside
your house, Count?’ he said.

‘Yes, replied Monte Cristo, ‘he was a man named
Caderousse, who had been a prisoner’

Danglars turned pale when he heard the name of the man
he had known long ago in Marseilles.

‘When the police examined his wounds,” said Monte Cristo,
‘they threw his clothes into a corner. Afterwards they took
away cverything excepf a waistcoat which they didn’t notice.
This waistcoat was found only today in my house. One of my
servants brought it to me. It was covered with blood, so I'knew
it must be the waistcoat of this Caderousse. There was a letter
inone ofthe pockets. It was addressed to you, Baron Danglars.’

"l me!” said Danglars.

“Yes, indeed! I could just read your name under all the blood
covering the letter’

" “Where is it? What did it say?” asked Danglars.

‘I could see it had some connection with the murder, so I
didn’t read it, but handed it over to the police.”

Andrea Cavalcanti now began to move to the other side of
the room.

‘So you see, went on Monte Cristo, ‘that’s why the State
Prosecutor, Monsicur Villefort, couldn’t come here today. He
has been called by the police to look at the letter”

Now Andrea had disappeared into another room.
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A few seconds later, to everyone’s surprise, a group of soldiers
marched into the room and guards were placed at the doors, so
that nobody could escape.

‘What is this?” said Danglars. ‘What are you doing here, in
my house?’

‘Which of you gentlemen is Andrea Cavalcanti?’ said the
officer in charge of the soldiers.

Everyone looked around the room. Andrea was not to be
seen.

‘Why do you want Andrea Cavalcanti?’ asked Danglars.

‘He is an escaped prisoner and he is wanted for the murder
ot a man named Caderousse.’

Madame Danglars fainted, and all the guests cried out in
horror,

Danglars felt as though his world was falling to pieces.

He had lost money and now he was losing his rich son-in-
law.

The soldiers could not find Andrea in the house, but he was
caught by the guards outside, just as he was getting into his

carriage, He was arrested and taken to prison.
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CHAPTER 41

Andrea and His Father

ANDREA had been in prison for a few days when he was told
that there was a visitor to see him.

Poor Andrea! He had been thinking about his sudden turn
of bad luck and he had made up his mind that it wouldn't last
much longer. ‘After all; he told himself, ‘T am protected by

some powerful person. Everything proves it—the sudden’

fortune I was given; all the noble and wealthy people I met;
the splendid marriage I was about to enter into with the
daughter of a wealthy banker—all these things show that
someone is interested in me. Who is it? It must be the Count of
Monte Cristo. Why is he interested in me? I think he must be
my real father; the father whom I never knew in my childhood.
Now someone has come here to talk to me. I am sure it will be
to tell me that the Count is arranging my release from this
prison.’

With these thoughts in mind, Andrea went along to the room
where his visitor was waiting to see him.

His surprise could hardly have been greater when he faced a
man whom he had not seen for about ten years. It was Bertuccio.

‘Good morning, Benedetto, said Bertuccio.

“You! You!” said the young man, looking about in alarm.

‘Aren’t you pleased to see me?’

‘Why have you come here? Who sent you?’
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‘No one.

‘How did you know I was in prison?’

‘I recognised you, some time ago, when you came to the
house of the Count of Monte Cristo. I am the Count’s steward”

‘Ah, so you’ve been sent here by the Count of Monte Cristo,
said Andrea, feeling at once happier. ‘Let’s talk about my father
now.’

‘But who am I then?’ said Bertuccio.

“You are my adopted father, replied Andrea, ‘but I imagine.
it was not you who gave me a hundred thousand francs in the
last few months. It wasn’t you who introduced me to everyone
in Paris. And you aren’t going to pay the bail to get me out of
this prison. It will be the Count of Monte Cristo; my rcal father’

‘Do not joke, said Bertuccio, ‘and don’t dare again to say
that the Count of Monte Cristo is your father. The Count is far
too good and noble a man to be the father of a wretch like
you.

“These are fine words, but I don’t believe you—-'

“You will believe me when you hear what I am going to tell
y()u.’ 4

‘T want to know who my real father is. [ have a right to know,
said Andrea.

“You shall know;” replied Bertuccio. ‘Listen—

He told him the story of many years ago; of how he had
followed Villefort to Auteuil, near Paris, with the intention of
killing him; how he had stabbed him one night in his garden,
and how he had taken away a small bundle, thinking it contained
some treasure.

When Andrea heard what Bertuccio had found in the bundle,
he knew the name of his real father.
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CHAPTER 42

The Trial

Tue Law Court in Paris was crowded with people who had come
to hear the trial of Andrea Cavalcanti. Villefort, the State
Prosecutoer, was speaking, He told the jury about the early life
of the prisoner; how he had become a criminal when still very
young; how he had been put in prison; how he had later escaped
from prison; how he had come to Paris pretending to be a rich
Italian, and how, in the end, he had one night waylaid his former
fellow prisoner, Caderousse, and stabbed him to death outside
the home of the Count of Monte Cristo. All this took a very
long time, and when Viliefort had finished speaking, everyone
in the court was sure that Andrea must be found guilty. Villefort
himself was quite pleased. He thought he had made a very good
case against Andrea and there would be no hope for him.

But Andrea did not seem to be worried. Nothing that Villefort
said about him made him lower his eyes. He stared calmly at
the State Prosecutor all the time. Villefort sat down when he
had finished speaking, and the judge asked the accused to give
his name.

‘Excuse me, sir, said Andrea. ‘I would like to answer that a
little later.

The judge was astonished, and so was everyone clse in the
court.

“Your age,” he said. ‘Will you at least answer that question?’
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a'nswer é il ons., i ’1e ORI Villefort became more and more nervous. He moved his
that I wish to give my name a little later. : ; X
4 ; : papers about, on the table, with trembling hands.
Your age?’ rcpeated the judge. e ) A i !
o : Then give your father’s name!” said the judge.
I'm almost twenty-two years old. [ was born on the night | %
of September the 27%, 1817
Villefort, who was busy taking down some notes, looked up
when he heard this date.

‘Where were you born?’ asked the judge.

There was not a sound in the court. Everyone was listening.

'My father is the State Prosecutor, said Andrea calmly.

‘The State Prosecutor?’ repeated the judge. He looked at
Villefort and saw a look of agony on that man’s face.

; ol ! i 5 “Yes,’ said Andrea, ‘and if you wish to know his name I will
At Auteull, just outside Paris.

AgainVillefort raised his head and stared at Andrea. Although

it was twenty-tw;o years ago, he still remembered vividly what

tell it to you. His name is Villefort.’

happened at Auteuil on the night of the 27" of September,
1817. And now, his heart began to beat quickly. Was something
going wrong? That night, over twenty years ago, the bundle he
was burying had been taken away. The thief had never come
back to accuse him of murder, or to demand money from him
for keeping quict about the dead child. Perhaps the child was
not dead! He looked again at Andrea, who calmly pulled a silk
handkerchief from his pocket and gracefully wiped his lips with
" it. Now the judge spoke again.

“Your profession?” he said.

‘First I was a forger, answered Andrea. ‘Then I became a
thief and not long ago I became a murderer.

Everyone gasped with surprise. Villefort put his hand to his
forehead.

‘And now;’ said the judge, ‘will you please tell us your name?
I have the feeling that you have been keeping that back for some
special reason.’

‘Inever had a real name,’ said Andrea, ‘but I know my father’s

name and I can give it to you.
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CHAPTER 43

Villefort’s Downfall

WI‘—lEN Andrea said this, there was an outcry from all sides.
jUdezu are insulting the court by saying such a thing,” said the

:I wouldn’t dare to insult the court,’ replied Andrea.

I erpeat, my father’s name is Villefort and 1 am ready to
prove' it. On the night when I was born at No. 28, Rue de la
Fontaine my father told my mother that I was dead. He then
wrapped me in a cloth, and buried me in his garden. I can
show you the piece of cloth to prove it. It is embroidere.d with
the letters ‘H and N”. Somebody, hiding in the garden, saw my
father burying the bundle. He picked me up out of m,y graveJ

thinking that he had found some tre: B ) I
SUAUC WCdsurc. but wnen he
unwrapped the bundle he found me inside and he saw that I
was still hvmg. He took me to his home in the south and he
beca.me a father to me. He tried to bring me up as a good boy
but it was no use, When I grew older [ began to lie and steai
an(‘i in the end I robbed him and ran away from his house.’
Where are the proofs of all this?’ said the judge.
ik Andrea laughed. ‘If you want proofs,’ he said, ‘just look at
onsieur Villefort ’ i
e ort and then tell me whether you still need
A Everyone now looked at the State Prosecutor. His bowed
ead was in his hands. He dug his fingernails into his hair,
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‘Father!’ said Andrea. ‘I am asked for proofs. Shall I give
them?’

‘No, no’ moaned Villefort, ‘it is useless.’

‘What is useless?’ said the judge. “What do you mean?

‘I mean that what he says is true, whispered Villefort,
staggering towards the door of the courtroom. He fled from
the court as though he were running away from a nightmare.

“The trial is postponed,’ said the judge. ‘We shall look into
the case again and there will be a new trial.’

Andrea was taken away by two policemen.

% % %

Villefort reached his home. He was soon followed there by the

Count of Monte Cristo.
‘Why have you come here in my hour of shame?’ said -

Villefort.

“To ask you to pray to God to forgive you, as I forgive you
now, replied Monte Cristo.

“You forgive me?’ said Villefort. ‘I’'ve never done you any
harm.’

‘Yes, you have,’ said the Count. “Think back for about twenty-
three years. You condemned me to a horrible, slow death. You
caused my father to die. You took life, love and happiness away
from me.

“This isn’t true! Who are you?’
‘I'm the ghost of the wretch you buried in the Chateau d’If.

When, at last, I came out of those dungeons, God gave me the
title of the Count of Monte Cristo and covered me with riches,

so that you wouldn’t recognise me until today.
‘Ah! Now I recognise you, cried Villefort. ‘You are....
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VILLEFORT’S DOWNFALL

‘Yes, I am Edmond Dantes.

With a shriek of terror, Villefort rushed from his house.

An hour later, when two policemen came to arrest him for
havihg tried to kill his son, twenty-two years before, they found
him wildly digging in the garden. He told them he was looking
for his son. ‘

They took him away to prison, to await his trial. But there
could be no trial for Villefort. He had gone mad. He was released
from prison and spent the rest of his days in a home for the

insane.
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CHAPTER 44

Danglars in Rome

BaroN Danglars was alone. Nearly all his money had gone. There
was no rich young man to marry his daughter, As a matter of
fact, there was no daughter. When Andrea Cavalcanti was
arrested, Madame Danglars and Eugénie decided they had had
enough of the baron and they went away to live with friends.
Now he was sitting alone in his office, looking at his accounts.
Although he had lost all his own money, he still held money
belonging to others because he was a banker. There were about
five million francs in his safe, belonging to a hospital. The
hospital would soon be drawing out all this money to build a
big new building.

Danglars decided to steal the five million francs and flee to
Italy. There, he would start a new life and with the stolen money,
he would build up another business for himself, He would soon

be rich again, he thought.

A few days later, Danglars arrived in Italy. He travelled to Rome,
and there he lodged in an hotel. He took a good room, ate a
fine dinner and went to bed. He slept soundly, happy that he
had plenty of money with him. Tomorrow, he would look
around Rome and, the day after that, he would see about his
new business.

161
cMC (1)



DANGLARS IN ROME

The next day the sun was shining. It was a good day for sight
seeing. The baron ordered a carriage. When it came, he put all
his stolen money in his wallet, slipped it into a pocket inside
his overcoat and stepped outside where the carriage was waiting
for him. He spent the morning riding around Rome.

Although he could speak no Italian, Danglars managed fairly
well. The only Italian words he knew were some terms of music
which he made to fit into everything he wanted to say to the
coachman. When the carriage was going slowly uphill and he
wanted it to go a little faster, he would call out ‘Allegro!’ 1f it
was going too fast down-hill, he would cry ‘“Moderato! Moderato!’

At midday he came back to the hotel, had another good meal,
and went tc; sleep, carefully putting the wallet with the money
in it under his pillow.

When he awoke, it was late in the afternoon. He dressed,
put all his money in his pocket again, and went downstairs. At
the door of his hotel, there was a guide who had seen him go
out in the morning,

‘Now that you have seen something of our city, your
Excellency, said the guide, ‘you should see our famous ruins
outside Rome.” Danglars, who had always been happy to be
called ‘Your Excellency’ felt very flattered. He handed some
coins to the man, who would have been quite ready to call him
“Your Highness’ for a little more money.

“Yes, I think I'll see the ruins,’ said Danglars, ‘but first [ must
go to the bank. Is there a carriage?’

‘Here is a coachman who will do anything you say, your
Excellency. I can recommend him, said the guide.

‘Please step into my carriage, your Excellency, said the

coachman, who had been listening to what the guide was saying.
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Danglars climbed into the carriage and told the man to drive
to a bank. When they arrived there, he got out and went inside
the bank, where he opened an account and left most of his
moncy. The bank gave him a cheque book, so that he could
draw out money when he wanted it.

Now Danglars was ready to go and see the ruins. The carriage
drove away quickly. Soon, they had passed through the outskirts
of Rome and were in the countryside. He noticed it was
beginning to get dark. He must have slept at the hotel longer
than he thought. He put his head out of the carriage window
and asked the coachman how long it would take to reach the
ruins.

‘Non capisco,” said the coachman, who scemed now only able
to speak Italian. After a while, the carriage stopped. It was
getting very dark. Danglars thought he could see some ruins at
the side of the road, so he opened the door to get out of the
carriage. A strong hand pushed him back and the carriage began
to move forward again. Danglars was quite surprised. ‘Eh!” he
said to the coachman, ‘eh, mio caro?” This was another little
piece of Italian Danglars had learned by listening to his daughter
singing Italian duets with Andrea Cavalcanti.

‘Eh, mio caro?” he repeated. But mio caro made no reply, so
the baron looked carefully through the window. He saw a
horseman galloping at the right hand side of the carriage. ‘A
policeman!” he exclaimed! ‘Perhaps the French police have
telegraphed to Italy, to have me arrested. Danglars turned to
the left. Another man on horseback was galloping on that side.

‘Oh dear!” gasped Danglars, ‘I am arrested. What will they

do with me? Send me back to France?’
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CHAPTER 45

Roman Bandits

DANGLARS sat back in the carriage and thought for a while.
‘Suddenly, as he looked at the countryside, he realised that he
was not being taken back to Rome. They were approaching
some caves.

"Good heavens!” he said to himseltf. ‘| have another idea. What
if they should be . . . ?’

His hair stood on end. He remembered those interesting
stories, that no one had believed in Paris, about the bandits of
Rome who had captured young Albert Morcerf.

‘Perhaps they are robbers,” he muttered. '

Just then, the man riding on the right-hand side said
something and the carriage stopped. At the same time, the door
on the left-hand side was opened.

‘Scendi I’ said a voice. Danglars quickly descended. Although
he did not yet speak Italian, he alrcady seemed to understand
it quite well.

The men now led him into the caves, and along many
underground passages. The baron did not doubt it any longer.
He was in the hands of bandits. After some time the narrow
passage opened out into a big cave. A sentinel stopped them at
the entrance, but let them pass through when he saw who they

WEre.
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Danglars was taken to the chief of the bandits, who was sitting
down in the cave, reading a book.

‘Is this the man?’ asked the bandit chief.

‘Yes, captain,’ said one of the men who had brought Danglars.

‘Let me see him!’

At this order, one of the guards, who was carrying a blazing
torch, raised it to Danglars’s face, so that his chief might see
him better. Danglars jumped back hastily, to avoid having his
eyebrows burned. He looked terrified as the light of the torch
shone upon him.

‘He looks tired, said the bandit chief. ‘Take him to his bed!’

‘Oh! oh!” thought Danglars. “They are going to kill me. My
“bed” will be a grave, I am sure.

He was taken away, along some more narrow passages, and
up some steep steps. Then, a low door opened in front of him.
Bending his head, he went into a small room cut out of the
rock. He was very surprised to see that he was not going to be
killed yet, for there was a bed, made of leaves and goatskins, in
the corner and he could lie down on it. The small door was
closed and a bolt grated. Danglars was a prisoner.

He remembered again the story that he had heard from Albert
Morcerf, after his adventures in Rome, and he was sure that
these were the same bandits. Albert’s description of the bandit
chief exactly described the man he. had scen sitting in the big
cave, reading a book.

Danglars felt happier. They were not going to kill him. He
remembered that they had asked to be paid something like four
thousand piastres to set Albert free. Even if they wanted twice
that amount this time, cight thousand piastres was forty-eight

thousand francs and he had about five million francs in the
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bank. With all that money he could certainly manage to free
himself. Feeling much better, he lay down on the rough bed

and went to sleep.
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CHAPTER 46

Danglars Orders a Meal

AFTER a good night’s sleep, Danglars awoke. He did not realise
at first where he was. Then he remembered.

‘Yes, yes,” he murmured, ‘I am in the hands of the same
bandits who captured Albert Morcerf. They haven’t killed or
wounded me yet, but perhaps they’ve robbed me.” He put his
hands in his pockets. The money he had with him was still there.

‘What peculiar bandits!” he exclaimed. “They have left me
with my money and my watch. Still, I suppose they’ll soon
demand money to set me free.’

He looked at his watch and saw that it was six o’clock in the
morning. He decided to wait and see what the bandits wanted.

At twelve o’clock, the guard outside his door went off duty
and another one came and sat down there. Danglars could see
him through a small hole in the door.

The man started eating some black bread, cheese, and onions.
‘I don’t know how he can eat such awful food, said Danglars
to himself.

But as he watched the man eating, Danglars also began to
feel hungry. k

‘Come!” he called to the man, ‘I think it’s time somebody
gave me something to eat also.

The man outside the door took no notice of him.

At four o’clock in the afternoon, another guard came on duty.
This man had brought with him some peas stewed with bacon,
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DANGLARS ORDERS A MEAL

a basket of grapes and a bottle of wine. Danglars‘l’s mouth began
to water. He tapped on the door of his cell and the guard came
to see what he wanted. Danglars noticed that he was the same
man who had told him so rudely, the evening before, to put his
head back inside the carriage. But he decided that this was not
the time for a quarrel. So, with a pleasant smilc, he said politely,
‘Excuse me, but aren’t they going to give me any dinner?’

‘Does your Excellency happen to be hungry?’ said the guard.

‘Happen to be hungry! That’s good, when I haven’t eaten
for twenty-four hours,’ muttered Danglars, but he said aloud,
‘Yes, I'm very hungry.’

‘And your Excellency would like to eat?’

‘Yes, and quickly, if that’s possible.’

‘Of course, your Excellency. Here you can have whatever
you wish for as long as you pay for it. That’s the custom among
all honest people.

‘Of course!” said Danglars, ‘although those who capture you
and imprison you ought at least to feed their prisoners.’

‘Ah, your Excellency, replied the guard, ‘that is not the
custom here. '

“That’s a poor reason,’ said Danglars, ‘but anyway bring me
something to cat.’

‘What would your Excellency like? Just give your orders!’

‘Have you kitchens and cooks here, then?’

‘Yes, very good ones.’

‘Why, it’s just like being in Paris,’ murmured Danglars. Then
he said to the guard, ‘Very well, then, bring me a roast chicken.’

The guard turned around and called out, ‘A roast chicken

for his Excellency -

In a minute, a young man appeared, carrying a roast chicken

In a minute, a young man appeared, carrying a roast chicken on a silver dish.

on a silver dish.
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‘Here, your Excellency!” said the guard, taking the chicken
and putting it on the table in the cell. Danglars asked for a
knife and fork.

‘Here, your Excellency!” said the guard, giving them to him.

Danglars took the knife in one hand and the fork in the other,
and was about to cut up the chicken.

‘Pardon me, your Fxcellency, said the guard. ‘People pay
here before thev cat. Otherwise, they might refuse to pay
afterwards.’

‘Ah!” thought Danglars. “This is no longer like Paris. But I'll
pay them well. Chickens can’t cost much here.” He gave the
guard one piastre, which he reckoned was enough to buy about
a hundred chickens in Rome. The guard took the piastre and
Danglars again‘preparcd to cut up the chicken with his knife
and fork.

‘Just a moment, your Excellency,’ said the guard, ‘you still
owe me something.’

‘How do I owe you anything?’ asked Danglars, surprised.

“Your Excellency has given me only one piastre.

‘Only one piastre for a chicken! Isn’t that more than enough?’

‘Oh no, your Excellency, you still owe me 16,666 piastres.’

Danglars opened his eyes wide when he heard this huge joke.

‘Ah! very funny, he murmured, ‘very funny!” He got ready
to cut the chicken again, but the guard seized his wrist with
one hand and held out his other hand for the money. ‘Come,’
said he.

‘Aren’t you joking?’ said Danglars.

‘We never joke, your Excellency, replied the guard.
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CHAPTER 47

The Bill of Fare

Danglars looked up in surprise at the bandit who was still
holding his wrist tightly.
“What! A hundred thousand francs for that chicken?’ he said.

“Your Excellency, you can’t imagine how difficult it is to

" raise chickens in these caves.’

‘Come, come,’ said Danglars, ‘that’s very funny-—very
amusing, I agree; but as 'm very hungry, please allow me to
cat. Anyway, there’s another piastre for you.

‘Now that leaves only 16,665 piastres you owe me,’ said the
guard calmly. ‘T shall get them all in time.

‘Ah! if you think that,’ shouted Danglars, now getting angry,
‘then you don’t know me. You’ll never get all that money out
of me.

The guard made a sign, and the man who had brought the
chicken hastily removed it. Danglars lay down on his bed in
the corner and the guard began eating his food again. Danglars
could smell the peas and bacon. He began to feel more and
more hungry. He waited for half an hour, which seemed to
him like a hundred years. Then he could stand it no more. He
got up and went to the door.

‘Come, said he to the guard, ‘don’t keep me starving here
any longer, but tell me what they want with me.’
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‘No, your Excellency! You must say what you want with us.
Give us your orders, and we will carry them out.’

“Then give me something to eat, quickly. I want to eat—to
eat; do you hear?’

‘What would your Excellency like to eat?’

‘A piece of dry bread, since the chickens are beyond all price
in this dreadful place’ ,

‘Very well, said the guard. He called out, ‘Some bread for
his Excellency.’

When the bread came, Danglars asked how much it would
cost him,

‘Only 1 +ha J.. ¢
nly, 1

res, said the guard; ‘you have ahxad)
paid two piastres in advance.

“What, a hundred thousand francs for a loaf?’

‘One hundred thousand francs’, said the guard.

‘But you only asked a hundred thousand francs for a chicken!’

‘We don’t charge according to the bill of fare. We serve only
at a fixed price. It makes no difference whether you eat a lot or
a little, whether you have ten dishes or one; it’s always the
same price.’ ’

‘What! Still keeping up this silly joke? My dear fellow, it is
stupid! You may as well tell me that you want me to die of
starvation.

‘Oh no, your Excellency, we don’t want you to do that. Pay
and eat!’

‘And what shall I pay with, fool? Do you think I carry a
hundred thousand francs in my pocket?’

“Your Excellency, you have a cheque book in your pocket
and five million francs in the bank. That’s enough for fifty

chickens at a hundred thousand francs each’’
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Danglars now understood that this was no joke, but part of
the ransom which the bandits were demanding for his release.
If I pay you a hundred thousand francs,” he said, ‘will you be

‘satisfied and let me eat in peace?’

‘Certainly,” said the guard.

Danglars decided to pay. He took out his cheque book and
asked for a pen and ink. When it was brought to him, he wrote
out a cheque for 16,665 piastres.

‘Here you are,’ he said, giving it to the guard.

‘And here is vour chicken,’ said the guard.

Danglars sighed when he cut up the chicken. It looked very
thin for the price it had cost him. As for the guard, he looked
carefully at the cheque, put it in his pocket, and continued

eating his peas and bacon.
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CHAPTER 48

The Starving Man

By noon the next day, Danglars was hungry again. So that he
would not have to spend more money that day, he had hidden
half the chicken and a piece of bread in his cell. But as soon as
he had eaten, he felt thirsty. He hadn’t thought of that. He
tried to hold out, but in the end he had to call the guard and
ask for something to drink. The guard made him pay twenty-
five thousand francs for a jug of water.

‘Why don’t you say now that you want to take all my money?
If that’s what you want, why not do it at once?” he said.

‘It’s possible that my master wants to take all your moncy. |
don’t know what he wants with you, replied the guard.

‘Who is your master?’

“The bandit chief whom you saw when you first came here.

‘Let me see him.

‘Certainly,’ said the guard. Very soon afterwards the chief of
the bandits appeared at Danglars’s cell.

‘How much do you want to set me free?’ said Danglars.

‘I want your five million francs.’

Danglars felt a pain in his heart. ‘But that’s all I have left in
the world out of an immense fortune,” he said. ‘If you take
that, take my life also.’

“We are not allowed to kill you.’

“Who doesn’t allow you?’
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‘Our chief’

‘But I thought you said you were the chief.

“Yes, I am the chief of these men, but there is another over

me.

Danglars thought for a moment. Then he said, “Why is your
chief doing this to me?’

‘I don’t know.

‘He will take away everything I have.

‘Probably’

‘Come, said Danglars, ‘I'll give you a million.’

‘No.

“Two millions? Three? Four? Come, Four! I'll give you four
million francs if you'll let me go.’

‘Why do you offer me four millions for what is worth five
millions? Why are you trying to bargain with me, banker?’

“Well then, I'll defy you. You can kill me if you like, but I
won'’t sign another cheque’

‘Just as you please, your Excellency, said the bandit chief,
and with that he left the cell.

Danglars’s resolve not to sign again lasted for two days. After
that, he offered a million for some food. The bandits sent him
a wonderful meal and took his million.

At the end of twelve days, Danglars reckoned his accounts
and found he had only fifty thousand francs left. He could not
bear to lose his last fifty thousand. Again he decided he wouldn’t
sign any cheques and he began to starve. He became delirious
and sometimes he imagined he saw a poor old man, lying on a
bed, dying of hunger.

He starved himself like this for five days. Then he began to
beg the guard to give him some food. He offered him a thousand
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FHE STARVING MAN

francs for a mouthful of bread. But the guard took no notice of
him. In the end, he asked to see the bandit chief once more.

When the chief came, Danglars fell to his knees.

“Take everything I have, he moaned, ‘only let me out of here.
Just let me go free with no money at all.

“You think you have suffered, but there are men who have
suffered more than you,’ said the chief.

‘Oh, I don’t think so.

‘Yes, there are those who have died of hunger’’

Danglars thought of the poor old man he had seen in his
dreams the last few days.

‘Yes, it’s true,” he said, ‘there have been some who have
suffered more than I have.

‘Do you repent?’ asked a deep voice, which caused Danglars’s
hair to stand on end.

‘Indeed, I'm sorry for the evil I have done,’ cried Danglars.

“Then I forgive you,’ said the voice. The man who had spoken
came up to the door of the cell and showed himself.

‘The Count of Monte Cristo!’ gasped Danglars.

“You are mistaken; I'm not the Count of Monte Cristo.’

‘Then who are you?’

‘Tam he whom you betrayed and dishonoured; I am he whose
betrothed you forced into marriage with another man; I am he
on whom you trampled so that you could raise yourself to a
better position; I am he whose father you caused to dic of
starvation. | am Edmond Dantes!’

Danglars cried out, and fell to the ground.

‘Rise,” said the Count. ‘I have forgiven you now. Keep the
fifty thousand francs which you have léft. The five million you
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robbed have been given back to the hospital. You can now have a
meal, and after that, you can go free.

When Danglars was set free from the caves, he found that
his hair had turned completely white.

Dantes’s revenge was complete!
g p
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CHAPTER 49

The End of the Story

IT will be remembered that, when Danteés found his fortune on
the island of Monte Cristo, he went to Marseilles calling himself
Lord Wilmore. There, he purchased the house in which his
father had lived; for this house was part of his youth and part
of that happy time when he and Mercédés were betrothed, the
time before he knew the agonies of life in the Chateau d’If.

It was here that he took Mercedes and Albert after they had
fled from the home of the Count of Morcerf. In this house,
Mercédés and her son found peace and solitude, away from the
distress which they had recently suffered.

Dantés came here to say farewell to Mercedes. He walked
through the house and into the garden beyond. He paused for
amoment and looked towards a tree covered with white jasmine
flowers. Under the tree a figure was sitting. It was Mercedes.
The tree and its white blossoms and the figure seated beneath
it formed a picture which seemed to hold Dantes so that he
was unable to move. Then Mercedes looked up and saw him.
She rose and came to him with her arms outstretched.

‘Edmond,’ she said and in her voice was all the sadness of
her life. ‘

Dantés took her hands and looked into her eyes.

‘I have come to say goodbyc, Mercedes.’

‘You are going away, Edmond?’
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THE END OF STORY

a woman in Eastern dress with a veil around her head. It was
Haydée. He ran up the gangway and on to the ship. Haydée
came towards him.

“You are leaving, my lord?’ she asked.

“Yes, Haydée, I am leaving. And you will stay here in France
and take your rightful place in the world. You will have money
and possessions, and all the things which are yours by right.
You will be treated as the princess which you are.You are young
and beautiful and you have a life of great happiness before you.’

Haydée turned towards him, an expression of longing on
her face.

‘There is no happiness without you, she said. ‘If you leave
me, I shall no longer wish to live. I shall die’

Dantes looked at her in amazement.

“Then you want to come with me?” he asked.

‘Yes, my lord, for I love ydu. I have loved you as a father and
a brother, but I also love you as a husband and master. I love
you as my own life.’

Edmond could hardly believe the words she spoke. He looked
for a long time at the beautiful young girl before him. Then he
sighed and took her hand.

“Then come with me! Come to Monte Cristo! Who knows,
perhaps your love will make me forget all I do not wish to

remember.

And so it happened that, about six o’clock the next evening, a
fine yacht was seen gliding out of the harbour of Marseilles. As
she sailed gracefully out to sea, the amber rays of the setting

sun seemed to turn her into a ship of fire.
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Standing on the deck and looking back at Marseilles, were a
tall dark man and a beautiful woman. They gazed at the church
of Notre Dame de la Garde. The gilded statue on the top of the
church glowed a brilliant red—gold which exactly matched the
flame colour of the yacht. Only these two objects, the statue
standing on high and the yacht out at sea were touchfed by the
rays of the sun as it began to sink behind the surrounding hills.
The statue seemed to be saying farewell to the yacht whilst the
rest of Marseilles was already shrouded in the approaching night.
The Chateau d’If, half hidden in growing darkness, was only
part of the evening shadow.

Edmond and Hay r{on now turned aw ay their eyes from
Marseilles and looked towards the east; towards the island of
Monte Cristo.

THE END
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