
Alexandre Dumas’s CLASSICSCLASSICSCALICOCALICO

ADAP TE D BY:ADAP TE D BY:
Karen KellyKaren Kelly

I LLU STRATE D BY:I LLU STRATE D BY:
Eric Scott FisherEric Scott Fisher

Alexandre Dumas’s





CLASSICSCALICO
 

   
  

AAdapted by: Karen Kelly

Illustrated by: Eric Scott Fisher



visit us at www.abdopublishing.com

Published by Magic Wagon, a division of the ABDO Group, 
8000 West 78th Street, Edina, Minnesota 55439.  Copyright 
© 2011 by Abdo Consulting Group, Inc.  International copyrights
reserved in all countries.  All rights reserved.  No part of this 
book may be reproduced in any form without written permission 
from the publisher.

Calico Chapter Books™ is a trademark and logo of Magic Wagon.

Printed in the United States of America, Melrose Park, Illinois.
032010
092010

This book contains at least 10% recycled materials.

Original text by Alexandre Dumas
Adapted by Karen Kelly 
Illustrated by Eric Scott Fisher
Edited by Stephanie Hedlund and Rochelle Baltzer
Cover and interior design by Abbey Fitzgerald

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Kelly, Karen, 1962-
Alexandre Dumas's The Count of Monte Cristo / adapted by Karen

Kelly ; illustrated by Eric Scott Fisher.
p. cm. --  (Calico illustrated classics)

Summary: Sent to prison on a false accusation in 1815, Edmond
Dantes escapes many years later and finds a treasure which he uses to
exact his revenge.
ISBN 978-1-60270-744-3
[1. Revenge--Fiction. 2. France--History--19th century--Fiction. 3.
Adventure and adventurers--Fiction.]  I. Fisher, Eric Scott, ill. II.
Dumas, Alexandre, 1802-1870. Comte de Monte-Cristo. III. Title. IV.
Title: Count of Monte Cristo.
PZ7.K29632Al 2010
[Fic]--dc22

2010002613



CHAPTER 1: The Arrival  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 4

CHAPTER 2: Conspiracy  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 9

CHAPTER 3: The Marriage Feast  . . . . . . . . . . 12

CHAPTER 4: The Examination . . . . . . . . . . . . 16

CHAPTER 5: The Chateau D’If  . . . . . . . . . . . 20

CHAPTER 6: The Two Prisoners  . . . . . . . . . . 24

CHAPTER 7: Cemetery of Chateau D’If . . . . . 31

CHAPTER 8: The Smugglers  . . . . . . . . . . . . . 37

CHAPTER 9: The Secret Cave  . . . . . . . . . . . . 41

CHAPTER 10: The House of Morrel . . . . . . . . 46

CHAPTER 11: The Breakfast . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 55

CHAPTER 12: The Presentation  . . . . . . . . . . . 62

CHAPTER 13: The House of Auteuil  . . . . . . . 67

CHAPTER 14: The Telegraph  . . . . . . . . . . . . . 78

CHAPTER 15: Beauchamp  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 82

CHAPTER 16: The Trial  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 88

CHAPTER 17: The Contract  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 96

CHAPTER 18: Vampa’s Bill of Fare . . . . . . . . 104

Table of Contents



4

The Arrival

On February 24, 1815, the platform was
covered with spectators.  It was always an event
at Marseille for a ship to come into port.  One
man did not wait for the vessel to arrive but
jumped into a small boat.  

When the boat approached the Pharaon, a
fine, tall, young fellow with black eyes and hair
as dark as a raven’s wing came to the ship’s side.

“Ah, is it you, Dantes?” cried the man in the
boat.  “Why have you such an air of sadness
aboard?”

“A great misfortune, Monsieur Morrel,”
replied the young man.  “We lost our brave
Captain Leclere to brain fever.”
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Turning to the crew, he said, “Look out there!
All ready to drop anchor!”

All hands obeyed Edmond Dantes’s orders
promptly, as if they were on board a man-of-
war.

“The cargo?” asked the owner.
“Is all safe and I think you will be satisfied.

Now, if you will come aboard, I must dress the
ship in mourning.  Your cargo officer, Monsieur
Danglars, will furnish you with the particulars.”

The owner seized a rope and climbed up the
side of the ship as Monsieur Danglars
approached.  Danglars was as much disliked by
the crew as Dantes was beloved. 

“Monsieur Morrel,” said Danglars, “you have
heard of the tragedy that has befallen us?”

“Yes, poor Captain Leclere!  He was a brave
and honest man!”

“Yes,” said Danglars, casting an envious look
toward Dantes.  “And scarcely was the captain’s
breath out of his body than Dantes assumed the
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command without consulting anyone.  He
caused us to lose a day and a half by stopping at
the Isle of Elba.”

“Taking command of the vessel was his duty
as captain’s mate.  As for losing time . . . ,” the
shipowner paused to turn toward the young
man.  “Dantes, come this way!”

“You hailed me, Monsieur Morrel?”
Danglars retreated a step or two.
“I wish to inquire as to why you stopped at

the Isle of Elba,” Morrel said.
“I do not know, sir,” Dantes replied.  “It was

to fulfill a last instruction of Captain Leclere,
who gave me a packet to deliver to the marshal
there.”

“You did right, Dantes, to follow Captain
Leclere’s instructions and touch at the Isle of
Elba.  Although, if it were known you carried a
packet to the marshal, it might bring you
trouble.  But don’t let me keep you.  You have
managed my ship so well.”
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“I must ask your leave of absence for some
days,” Dantes replied.

“To marry the lovely Mercedes?”
“Yes, first, and then to go to Paris,” Dantes

said, blushing.
“Have what time you require, Dantes, only

be back again in three months.  The Pharaon
cannot sail without her captain.”

“Monsieur Morrel!” exclaimed the young
seaman.  “I thank you in the name of my father
and Mercedes.  May I have the use of your
boat?”

“Certainly.  Good luck to you!”  The smiling
shipowner watched Dantes until he
disappeared into the crowd on land.  Danglars
also watched the sailor, but he was not smiling. 
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Conspiracy

Later that day, Danglars and his neighbor
Caderousse sat sharing a bottle of  wine.
Caderousse called out to a young man he saw
rushing by them. 

“Hello, Fernand!  Where are you running to?”
Fernand Mondego stopped and wiped the

sweat from his brow.  “Good day,” he said.  He
fell down onto one of the seats at the table.

“You were running like a madman.  I was
afraid you would throw yourself into the sea,”
said Caderousse, laughing.

“You see, Danglars,” said Caderousse, winking
at his friend.  “Fernand is good and brave.  He is
in love with a very fine girl named Mercedes.
Unfortunately, the girl is in love with Dantes.
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The Pharaon has arrived today and Fernand has
been dismissed.”

“When is the wedding?” Danglars asked.
“It is not yet fixed,” murmured Mondego.
“No, but it will be,” said Caderousse, “as surely

as Dantes will be captain of the Pharaon.”
Danglars said to Mondego, “Here is a

marriage that does not make everybody happy.”
“It drives me to despair,” said Mondego.
“You appear a good sort of fellow and I

should like to help you,” Danglars said.  “If the
walls of a prison were between Edmond and
Mercedes, they would be separated.  Absence
serves as well as death.”

“Why should they put Dantes in prison?  He
has neither robbed, nor killed, nor murdered,”
asked Caderousse.

“Have you something to get Dantes
arrested?” asked Mondego.  “Find the means and
I will execute it, provided it does not kill him.”

“Waiter,” called Danglars, “bring pen, ink, and
paper.”  The waiter did as he was told.  Danglars
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wrote these lines with his left hand to disguise
his writing:

“Monsieur, the public prosecutor is informed by
a friend of the throne that Edmond Dantes, mate
of the ship Pharaon, has been entrusted with a
letter from the usurper for the Bonapartist
committee in Paris.  Proof of this crime will be
found on him, at his father’s apartment, or in his
cabin on board the ship.”

“Yes, that’s all settled.  Only it will be an
infamous shame!” exclaimed Caderousse.

“What I do and say is only in jest,”  Danglars
said as he squeezed the letter up and tossed it. 

“All right!” said Caderousse.  “Dantes is my
friend and I won’t have him ill-used.”

“Who thinks of doing so?” asked Danglars,
rising.  “Certainly neither I nor Fernand.  It is
time to return.”  Danglars led Caderousse away.
He glanced back to see Mondego pick up the
crumbled paper, put it in his pocket, and rush
away. 
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The Marriage Feast

A feast had been prepared at the hotel La
Reserve to celebrate the engagement of
Edmond and Mercedes.  The balcony was filled
with impatient guests dressed in their finest to
honor the day.  

The couple arrived with Dantes’s father and
Mondego, who was wearing his usual menacing
smile. 

Monsieur Morrel came forward to meet
them.  He escorted Mercedes up the wooden
steps to the chamber where the feast was
waiting. 

“Father,” said Mercedes to old Dantes, “sit on
my right.  On my left I will place he who has
been like a brother to me.”  She pointed to
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Mondego with a gentle smile and dancing, jet-
black eyes.  On the opposite side of the table,
Edmond joyfully seated Monsieur Morrel on his
right and Danglars on his left. 

In the midst of the celebration and feasting
came three sharp knocks on the chamber door.

“I demand admittance in the name of the
law!” said a loud voice.  The door opened and a
magistrate presented himself, followed by four
soldiers and a corporal.  “Who among you
answers to the name Edmond Dantes?”

Dantes advanced.  “I am he.”
“Edmond Dantes,” replied the magistrate, “I

arrest you in the name of the law!”
“Me!  What for, I pray?”
Old Dantes rushed forward to throw himself

at the feet of the magistrate and beg for mercy.
The officer kindly said, “My worthy friend, calm
your fear.  Your son has probably neglected
some form in registering his cargo.  It is likely he
will be set at liberty after he has given the
information required.”
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Dantes exchanged a cheerful handshake
with his friends and surrendered himself to the
officer. 

“Adieu!  Dearest Edmond!” cried Mercedes,
stretching her arms to him.

“Good-bye, my sweet Mercedes!  We shall
soon meet again!”  A carriage awaited him at
the door.  Dantes, the magistrate, and two
soldiers got in and the vehicle drove off toward
Marseille.
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“Poor Dantes,” said Caderousse.  “No one can
deny his being a noble-hearted young fellow.”

“In the midst of our trouble,” said Monsieur
Morrel, “we must not forget the Pharaon now
has no captain.”

“Since we cannot leave port for three
months, let us hope Dantes will be set at liberty
by then,” replied Danglars. 

“I have no doubt of that.  But in the
meantime, what are we to do?”

“I am entirely at your service, Monsieur
Morrel,” answered Danglars.  “You know I am
capable of managing a ship.  Upon Dantes’s
release from prison, no further change will be
needed than for he and I to resume our regular
posts.”

“Excellent idea.  I authorize you to assume
command and look carefully to the unloading
of her freight.  Private misfortune must never
cause us to neglect public affairs.”
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The Examination

Gerard de Villefort, the deputy prosecutor,
was as happy as a man can be.  At the age of
only twenty-seven he was already rich and held
a high official position.  He took the packet a
policeman offered him and said, “Bring in the
prisoner.” 

An instant later Dantes entered.  He was
pale but calm and saluted his judge with easy
politeness.

“It is reported your political opinions are
extreme,” said Villefort, who had not heard
anything of the kind.

“Sir, I never had any political opinions,”
replied Dantes.  “I am hardly nineteen.  All my
opinions are summed up in these three: I love
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my father.  I respect Monsieur Morrel.  And I
adore my fiancée, Mercedes.”

Every word the lad spoke convinced
Villefort of his innocence.

“Sir, have you any enemies?”
“Enemies?  My position is not high enough

for that.”
“Here is the paper that accuses you.  Do you

know the writing?”  Villefort drew a letter from
his pocket and presented it to Dantes.  A cloud
passed over his brow as he read it.

“I am very fortunate to be examined by such
a man as you.  This envious person is a real
enemy.”

“What truth is there in the accusation
contained in this letter?”

“None at all,” Dantes replied.  “Captain
Leclere gave me a command when he was
dying.  I was to stop at the Isle of Elba, ask for
the grand-marshal, give him a letter, and
complete any further instructions they give me.
After delivering the letter to the grand-marshal,



he gave me a letter to carry on to a person in
Paris.  I intended to start for Paris tomorrow.”

Monsieur Villefort said, “This seems true.
Give me this letter you have brought from Elba
and go rejoin your friends.”

“You have it already.  It was taken from me
with some others that I see in that packet.”
Dantes took his hat and gloves to leave.

“Stop a moment,” said the deputy.  “To
whom is it addressed?”

“To Monsieur Noirtier, Rue Coq Heron,
Paris.”

Had a thunderbolt fallen into the room,
Villefort could not have looked more terrified.

“Do you know him?” asked Dantes.
“No,” replied Villefort.  “A faithful servant of

the king does not know traitors.  Have you
shown this letter to anyone?”

“To no one, on my honor.”
“Are you ignorant of its contents?”
“Yes,” Dantes stated.
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Villefort fell back in his chair.  “Oh, if he
knows the contents of this,” he murmured, “and
that Noirtier is my father, I am lost!”  He fixed
his eyes upon Dantes.

“Sir, I am no longer able to restore you
immediately to liberty.  I shall keep you until
this evening in the Palais de Justice.”  Villefort
approached the fire, cast the letter in, and
waited until it was consumed.  “Do not breathe
a word of this letter.”

“I promise.”
Villefort rang a bell and an agent of the

police entered.  Villefort whispered in his ear.
“Follow him,” said Villefort to Dantes.
Dantes saluted him and left. 
Villefort mumbled, “If the royal prosecutor

had been here, I would have been ruined.  Oh
my father, must your past career always
interfere with my successes?”
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The Chateau D�If

It was four o’clock when Dantes was locked
in a chamber.  Six hours later, the door opened.
By torchlight Dantes saw the glittering sabers
and the muskets of four policemen.  He was
escorted to a carriage waiting outside the main
door.  

Dantes was seated inside between two
policemen.  Then the carriage rolled heavily
over the stones to the port.  A dozen soldiers
came out of the guardhouse and formed a
passage from the carriage to the port. 

Can all this force be summoned on my
account? wondered Dantes.  He was escorted to
a boat and seated between two of the
policemen with the other two opposite him.  
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“Where are you taking me?” asked Dantes. 
“You will soon know.”
Dantes saw before him the black and

frowning rocks on which stood a gloomy
fortress.  “The Chateau d’If!” he cried.  “What
are we going there for?  It is only for political
prisoners.  I have committed no crime.”

A violent shock made the boat tremble.  One
of the sailers leaped to shore to secure the boat.
His escorts dragged Dantes to the steps that led
to the gate of the fortress. 

“Let the prisoner follow me,” said a voice.  “I
will conduct him to his room.”  The poorly
dressed, sullen jailer led him to a room almost
underground. 

“Here is your room for tonight.  There is
bread, water, and fresh straw.  That is all a
prisoner can wish for.”

Dantes passed the night standing, without
sleep.  The jailer returned.

“Have you not slept?” asked the jailer.
“I do not know,” replied Dantes.
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“Do you wish for anything?”
“I wish to see the governor.”
“Impossible.  If you are very well behaved,

you will be allowed to walk about and someday
you will meet the governor.”

“How long will I have to wait?” asked
Dantes.

“Ah!  A month, six months, a year.”
“That is too long.  I wish to see him at once.”
“Do not brood over what is impossible or

you will be mad within two weeks.  An abbé
became mad by always offering a million francs
to the governor for his freedom.  He was in this
chamber two years ago.”

“Was he liberated then?”
“No, he was put in a dungeon.”
“I will give you 100 crowns if you will go to

Marseille and seek out a girl named Mercedes at
the Catalans and give her a message from me.”

“I should be a great fool to run such a risk.”
“If you refuse to tell Mercedes I am here, I

will someday hide behind the door and dash
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out your brains with this stool.”  Dantes whirled
the stool over his head.

“You shall see the governor at once,” the
jailer said and left.  He returned in an instant
with several soldiers.  “By the governor’s orders,
take the prisoner to the dungeon.  We must put
the madman with the madmen.”

The soldiers seized Dantes.  They descended
fifteen steps and thrust him through the door of
a dungeon.
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The Two Prisoners

Nearly four years had passed when Dantes
said, “I wish to die.”  When his meals were
brought, he cast them out of the barred
window.  He continued until he lacked the
strength to go to the window.  The next day,
Dantes felt close to death. 

In the evening, he heard a hollow sound in
the wall.  So many disgusting animals lived in
the walls that sounds were normal.  But this was
a continual scratching, as if something was
attacking the stones. 

It lasted nearly three hours and then all was
silent.  Some hours later it began again, sounding
nearer.  Dantes thought some prisoner was
striving to gain freedom.  Full of hope, he
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swallowed a few mouthfuls of bread and water.
He found himself recovering his strength.

Dantes was determined to assist in the work.
He moved his bed and broke his water jug into
pieces.  Dantes hid two of the sharpest pieces
and left the rest on the floor.  After the jailer
delivered the morning food, he attacked the
plaster.    

Dantes worked on the wall for three days
until his jug pieces were broken to bits.  Then
he convinced the jailer to leave the iron
saucepan.  He used the iron handle to dig at the
wall.  

After three hours of work, Dantes came to a
barrier.  The iron handle made no impression
on the surface.  He would need to dig above or
under it.

“My God!  Have pity on me.  Do not let me
die in despair,” Dantes said.

“Who talks of God and despair at the same
time?” asked a voice that seemed to come from
beneath the earth.  Dantes’s hair stood on end. 



26

“A prisoner, Edmond Dantes.  How long have
you been here?”

“Since 1811.”
Dantes shuddered.  This man had been in

prison four years longer than he.  
The voice continued, “Do not work anymore

and stop up what you’ve done.  I will not forget
you.  Expect me.”

Dantes carefully restored the wall and
pushed his bed against it.  Through a day and a
night there was silence from his neighbor.  The
morning after, he heard three knocks.  He threw
himself on his knees.

“Is your jailer gone?” the voice asked.
“Yes,” said Dantes.  
“I can work then.”
A portion of the floor gave way with stone

and earth tumbling into a hole.  First, a head,
then the shoulders and body of a man appeared.
He was a man of small frame with thick, gray
eyebrows and a beard down to his chest.  He
dragged the table beneath the window.
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“Climb up,” he told Dantes.  The young man
obeyed.  The older man climbed onto the table,
then onto Dantes’s shoulders.  He managed to
slip his head through the top bar of the window
for a perfect view.  He hastily drew back his
head and slid from Dantes’s shoulders, saying, “I
thought so!”

“What?” asked Dantes.
“This side of your chamber looks out on a

gallery where patrols are always passing.”
“Who and what are you?” Dantes said.

“Never have I met so remarkable a person.” 
“I am Abbé Faria and have been imprisoned

here since 1811.”
“Why are you here?”
“Because in 1807 I thought of the very

scheme Napoleon wished to realize in 1811.  I
sought to form one large Italy instead of
allowing it to be split up into many petty
districts.  I was betrayed and imprisoned.”

“What did you do then?”
“I wrote or studied.”
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“Were you permitted pens, ink, and paper?”
“Oh no!” answered the abbé.  “I had none but

what I made for myself.”
“Do you mean to tell me,” exclaimed Dantes,

“you invented all those things?”
“I do indeed.  When you pay me a visit in my

cell, I will show you my work.”
“Can we go now?”
“Follow me,” said the abbé as he reentered

his passage.  Dantes followed.
Once they entered the abbé’s dungeon, he

showed Dantes his hidden items.  An old
fireplace provided a deep storage area behind a
long hearth stone.  Faria drew from its hiding
place rolls of linen.  They were covered with
writing in Italian that Dantes could easily read. 

“Now let me see the curious pens.”
“Look!” said Faria, showing a slender stick

about six inches long.  Attached was a pointed
piece of something that was divided at the nib
like a regular pen.  “I make the nibs from the
bones of the fish they sometimes serve us.”
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Dantes admired the sharp point.
“You are wondering where I found my

penknife, are you?  I made it, as well as this
larger knife, out of an old candlestick.” 

“How have you gotten the ink?”
“When I arrived, the fireplace was thickly

covered with soot.  I dissolved the soot in a
portion of the wine brought to me every
Sunday.”  Seeing the look on Dantes’s face, he
asked, “What are you thinking?”

“You are blessed, indeed, to possess the
knowledge you have.  You must teach me a
small part of what you know,” said Dantes.

“It will only take two years to communicate
to you the store of knowledge I possess.”

That very evening the prisoners created a
plan of education to begin the following day.
Dantes possessed a tremendous memory and a
quick mind.  At the end of six months he began
to speak Spanish, English, and German.  After
a year Dantes was a new man.
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Cemetery of Chateau D�If

One night fifteen months later, Dantes heard
Faria call out.  He rushed to Faria and found him
standing, pale as death with his hands clenched
together.  Dantes carried him to the bed.  

A violent fit struck the abbé and lasted for
more than two hours.  Another hour passed
before Faria was awake, but he lay helpless.

“Your strength will return,” said Dantes.  
The abbé shook his head.  “I can move

neither my right arm nor leg.  The next fit will
kill me.  Tomorrow I have something of great
importance to tell you.”

Dantes returned the next morning to his
friend’s chamber.  Faria held out a rolled piece
of paper to Dantes. 



32

“What is this?” Dantes asked.
“This paper is my treasure.  From this day

forth, one-half belongs to you.”
Here was the topic that had earned Faria the

reputation of being mad.  Dantes turned his
head away with a sigh. 

“I see you require proofs.”  Faria gave Dantes
two scraps of paper, one of which had been
burnt.  “Put the two pieces together and judge
for yourself.”

The pieces read:
“This 25th day of April, 1498, I declare to

Guido Spada, my sole heir, that I have buried in
the caves of the island of Monte Cristo all I possess.
Gold, money, and jewels will be found on raising
the twentieth rock from the small creek to the east.
The treasure is in the farthest angle of the second
cave.  This treasure I leave entirely to him.”

“The family is extinct.  The last Comte de
Spada made me his heir.”

“This treasure belongs to you,” replied
Dantes.  “I am no relation to you.”



“You are the child of my captivity, Dantes!”
exclaimed the old man.  “You are my son.”

The days passed quickly.  Faria compelled
Dantes to memorize the letter, which he easily
did.  One night Dantes awoke suddenly.  The
sound of a pitiful voice reached him.

Dantes moved his bed, took up a stone, and
rushed into the passage.  He found the old man
pale with another fit.  Dantes fell to his knees,
leaning his head on the bed.

“I wish you all the happiness and prosperity
you so well deserve.  My son, I bless you!”
Raising himself with one final effort, Faria said,
“Forget not Monte Cristo!”  Then he fell back
on the bed and spoke no more. 

When daylight came into the dungeon,
Dantes saw he was alone with a corpse.  He
needed to go, for it was time for the jailer to
come.  This morning he began at Dantes’s and
then went to Faria’s dungeon to take him
breakfast and some linen.  Dantes slipped into
the secret passageway and listened. 
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Soon, he heard the shouts of the turnkey.
The doctor and governor were sent for and the
doctor declared the abbé dead.  “I hope,
Monsieur Governor, you will show him all
proper respect.”

“Yes, yes.  He will be buried in the newest
sack we can find,” the governor assured the
doctor.  “This evening about ten o’clock.”

When all was silent, Dantes reentered the
chamber.  He sat next to the body of his friend
wrapped in a coarse sack.  He passed quickly
from despair to a deep desire for life and liberty. 

“I must not forget I have my enemies to
punish and some friends to reward.  Ah!  Since
none but the dead pass freely from this
dungeon, let me take the place of the dead!”

Dantes bent over the sack and opened it
with Faria’s knife.  He carried the corpse to his
own chamber and laid it on his cot.  Covering
it with his own clothes, he turned the abbé’s
head toward the wall with the hope the jailer
would believe it was Dantes sleeping. 
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Returning to the abbé’s cell, he took a needle
and thread from its hiding place.  He got inside
the sack and sewed it up from the inside. 

After an agony of waiting, footsteps were
heard on the stairs.  Summoning all his courage,
he held his breath.  Two grave diggers entered,
while another held a torch at the door.  The two
men each took the sack by its edges.

“He’s heavy for an old, thin man,” said one, as
he raised the head.

“They say every year adds half a pound to
the weight of the bones,” said the other, lifting
the feet.

The men carried Dantes on a stretcher.  He
felt the fresh night air.  The grave diggers carried
him twenty paces, then stopped and put the
stretcher on the ground.  

Dantes heard something heavy laid down
beside him and at the same time a cord was
tightened around his feet.  The men picked him
up again and advanced fifty more paces.

“Here we are at last,” said one of them. 
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“A little farther,” said the other.  “You know
the last one was dashed on the rocks and the
governor called us careless fellows.”

Dantes felt them swing him to and fro.
“One!  Two!  Three, and away!”
Dantes felt himself flung into the air.  He

entered the ice-cold water, dragged to the
depths by a thirty-six-pound weight tied to his
feet.  The sea was the cemetery of Chateau d’If.
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The Smugglers

Dantes kept hold of his knife and cut the
sack while holding his breath.  He bent his body
and desperately cut the cord that bound his legs
to the weight.  He rose to the surface, took a
breath, and dived again to avoid being seen. 

The isles of Tiboulen and Lemaire were
three miles from the Chateau d’If.  How could
he find his way in the darkness?

Dantes noticed the lighthouse of Plenier
before him like a brilliant star.  By keeping this
light on his right, he knew he would find
Tiboulen a little to the left.  

His captivity had taken away nothing of his
power.  He was still a master swimmer.  An hour
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passed as Dantes continued to split the waves,
excited by the feeling of freedom. 

Before him rose a mass of rocks that was the
Isle of Tiboulen.  Dantes rose, advanced a few
steps, and stretched out on the granite.  He fell
into the deep sleep of one worn by fatigue.
When Dantes awoke, he knew he had to find a
way to escape those who would search for him. 

As Dantes uttered a prayer, he saw a small
boat skimming like a bird over the sea.  His eyes
searched the rocks of the island and found some
wreckage of a fishing vessel.  A sailor’s red cap
hung from a point of a rock.  Dantes swam to
the cap and then seized one of the beams that
floated near it.  He set out to reach the path the
boat was taking. 

“I am saved,” he murmured.  When he came
closer to the boat, he used the last of his
strength to rise half out of the water and shout.
His arms and legs grew stiff, and he was almost
breathless.  He felt himself sink.  The water
passed over his head, and he fainted.
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Dantes opened his eyes to find himself on
the deck of the Young Amelia. 

“Who are you?” asked the captain in bad
French.

“I am a Maltese sailor,” replied Dantes in bad
Italian.  “We were wrecked on the rocks.  You
have saved my life and I thank you.”

“Now what are we to do with you?”
“I am a good sailor.  Leave me at the first port

and I shall be sure to find work.”
The captain tested him by telling Dantes to

take the helm and sail around the island of
Rion.  Dantes guided the swift boat so skillfully
that the captain asked him to join the crew.  

A sailor named Jacopo gave him a shirt, a
pair of trousers, a piece of bread, and something
to drink.  At the moment Dantes lifted the
drink to his mouth, the faint sound of a gunshot
was heard from the Chateau d’If.

It was February 28, 1829.  Dantes was
nineteen when he entered the prison.  He was
thirty-three when he escaped.
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The Young Amelia soon reached the port of
Leghorn.  Dantes went to the barber to have his
beard and hair cut.  He smiled when he saw
himself.  It would be impossible for anyone to
recognize him, for he did not recognize himself!

The smuggling vessel lost little time in port.
The captain needed only a week to fill the boat
with muslims, cotton, English powder, and
tobacco.  They set sail again.  In the next two
and a half months, Dantes formed an
acquaintance with all of the smugglers on the
coast. 

Dantes passed the Isle of Monte Cristo
twenty times with no opportunity to land there.
Then, the matter of a cargo of Turkish carpets
and cashmere was discussed by the ship’s
patron.  If successful, the profit would be
enormous.  It was vital to find a neutral place on
which the exchange could be made.  The patron
proposed the Isle of Monte Cristo.
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The Secret Cave

The night before the boat sailed for Monte
Cristo, wild dreams haunted Dantes.  He
entered caves paved with emeralds, where
rubies covered the walls and diamonds sparkled
on the ceilings.  Dantes filled his pockets with
the gems, only to find them change to pebbles
when he pulled them out again. 

The trip was smooth and quick.  They
arrived at night and went on land the next day.
Dantes declared the desire to hunt some wild
goats for his shipmates’ meals.  

Jacopo insisted on following him, so Dantes
quickly killed a goat and asked Jacopo to take it
back to be prepared.  Making his way alone
between two walls of rock, Dantes thought he
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could see marks on certain rocks that were
made by man.  

Dantes sprang from rock to rock, catching
the attention of his shipmates.  He slipped his
foot off the edge of a rock and fell from their
view.  They all rushed to where he lay bleeding.
Dantes convinced them he was not physically
able to leave. 

“What are we to do?” asked the captain.
Jacopo wanted to stay and care for Dantes, but
Dantes wouldn’t hear of it.

“Leave me a small supply of biscuits, a gun,
powder, and balls.  Return when you can.”

The smugglers supplied what Dantes
requested and set sail.  As soon as the vessel was
out of sight, Dantes rose, limber as the island
goats.  Using the pickax and powder from his
gun, the treasure-seeker uncovered a square
flagstone with an iron ring.  He lifted the stone
and went down the steps he found under it. 

Dantes passed through the first cave,
remembering that the treasure was in the
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farthest angle of the second opening.  The
second cave was lower and gloomier.  

Dantes advanced to the corner and attacked
the ground with the pickax.  He struck against
iron.  More frantic digging revealed an oak chest
with steel trim.  The crest of the Spada family
was engraved on the lid.

Dantes inserted the sharp end of the pickax
between the chest and the lid and pressed with
all his strength.  The fastenings burst open and
three compartments stood before him.  
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In the first compartment, piles of golden
coins blazed.  Bars of unpolished gold were
stacked in the second.  Dantes grasped handfuls
of diamonds, pearls, and rubies from the third.
They sounded like hail against glass as he let
them fall back on one another in the chest.  

Dantes saw daylight disappearing and left
the cave.  He ate a piece of biscuit and some
wine for his supper.  He snatched a few hours of
sleep near the mouth of the cave.  

At daylight, Dantes filled his pockets with
precious gems and restored the treasure’s hiding
place to its original condition.  This done, he
impatiently waited for the return of his
companions. 

On the sixth day, the smugglers returned.
When the Young Amelia arrived at Leghorn,
Dantes visited a dealer of precious stones.  He
sold four of his smallest diamonds for 5,000
francs each. 

The following day, Dantes presented Jacopo
with a new vessel and money to hire a suitable
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crew and supplies.  He said his new wealth was
from an inheritance. 

Dantes charged Jacopo with an errand.
Jacopo was to sail directly to Marseille and
inquire after an old man named Louis Dantes
and a young female named Mercedes, who lived
in the Catalan village.  

The next day, Jacopo left.  He had directions
to rejoin Dantes at the island of Monte Cristo
after his errand. 

Dantes departed for Genoa and bought a
yacht there after being struck by its beauty and
capability.  He sailed the yacht to Monte Cristo.
The isle was deserted, and his treasure was just
as he had left it.  

The following morning, Dantes began
moving his riches to the yacht.  By nightfall, the
whole of his immense wealth was stored in
secret compartments. 
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The House of Morrel

A week later, Jacopo’s vessel anchored beside
the yacht.  A mournful answer was brought
back to Dantes.  Old Dantes was dead and
Mercedes had disappeared. 

On a fine morning, Dantes’s yacht boldly
entered the port of Marseille.  He coolly
presented an English passport he had purchased
in Leghorn to the port officers.  

Under the name Lord Wilmore, Dantes
entered the town of his youth.  He disguised
himself as various identities from an abbé to a
businessman.  In these disguises, he gathered
information about his friends and his foes.

He discovered Monsieur Morrel had pleaded
for Dantes twenty times before Monsieur de
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Villefort and had tried to help old Dantes.
Morrel had been mistreated for his efforts and
was on the edge of ruin after losing five ships
in two years.  

Dressed in a bright blue frock coat and light
yellow trousers, Dantes hurried to the Morrel
house.  Instead of the feeling of life, comfort,
and happiness that had once filled the air there,
Dantes sensed sadness and gloom. 

Where once there had been many clerks
bustling with work, only two remained.  One
was a young man, Emmanuel, who was in love
with Monsieur Morrel’s daughter.  The other
was an old one-eyed cashier named Cocles. 

Dantes said to Emmanuel, “Please announce
the clerk of the house of Thomson and French
of Rome to Monsieur Morrel.”  Emmanuel
sighed and then summoned Cocles to bring the
visitor to Monsieur Morrel’s office.

Monsieur Morrel offered a seat to the
stranger and took his own chair behind a table
upon which rested a large accounting ledger.
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Fourteen years had turned his hair white, and
sorrow had plowed deep grooves on his brow. 

“Monsieur, you wish to speak to me?” he
said.

“The house of Thomson and French has
charged me to present the bills bearing your
signature as they come due and use the money
elsewhere,” Dantes explained in an English
accent.  

“What is the amount?”
“In all, 287,000 francs.  Will you pay

promptly?”
“I shall pay, if my vessel arrives safely,” Morrel

sighed.  “If not, I fear I shall be forced to
suspend my payments.”

At this instant the door opened and Julie,
Morrel’s seventeen-year-old daughter, appeared.

“Oh, father!” she said.  “Forgive your child
for being the messenger of ill.”  She threw
herself into her father’s arms.

“The Pharaon has perished?” asked Morrel in
a hoarse voice.
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Julie did not speak, but nodded her head
against her father’s chest.

“And the crew?” 
“Saved.”
“Thanks, my God.”  Morrel sank into his

chair.  “Well, sir, you have heard.”
“I see a fresh misfortune has overwhelmed

you.  This only increases my desire to serve you.
Do you wish time to pay?  How long a delay
do you wish for?”

“Two months.”
“I will give you three.  On the fifth of

September at eleven o’clock I shall come to
receive the money.”

“I shall pay you,” returned Morrell, “or I shall
be dead.”

After taking his leave of his former employer,
Dantes met Julie on the stairs.

“Mademoiselle, one day you will receive a
letter signed ‘Sinbad the Sailer.’  Do exactly as
the letter bids you, however strange it may
appear.”
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“I will,” Julie promised.
“It is well.  Adieu, mademoiselle!” 
July and August rolled by with increasing

efforts by Morrel to renew his business.  On
August 20, he took a seat in the mail coach to
Paris.  

As a last chance Morrel had thought of
Danglars, who was now very rich.  If Danglars
was willing merely to give his word for a loan,
Morrel was saved.  He returned home weighed
down by the shame of Danglars’s refusal.

On his arrival home, Morrel said not one
harsh word.  He embraced his weeping wife
and daughter and went to his private room.

“We are indeed ruined,” said the two females
to Emmanuel.

On the morning of September 5, a man
brought a letter to Julie.

“Are you Mademoiselle Julie Morrel?” asked
the man in a strong Italian accent.

“Yes, sir,” replied Julie with hesitation.  “What
is your pleasure?”
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“Read this letter.  It concerns the best
interests of your father.”

Julie opened the letter quickly and read:

“Go this moment to the Allees de Meillan, enter
the house No. 15.  Ask the porter for the key to the
room on the fifth floor.  Enter it and take from the
fireplace mantel a red silk purse.  Give it to your
father.  He must receive it by eleven o’clock.
Remember your oath.

Sinbad the Sailor”   

The girl uttered a joyful cry and hurried to
find Emmanuel.  She showed him the letter.

“You must go, mademoiselle,” he said.  “I will
accompany you.”

“But I must go alone.”
“I will wait for you at the street corner.”
“Oh, come then.  Come!” Julie cried.
Julie’s father had walked to his office with a

brace of pistols under his coat.  He wrote letters
to those he loved most.  The clock gave its
warning to strike eleven o’clock.  Monsieur
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Morrel placed the muzzle of a pistol between
his teeth.

He heard his daughter cry out.  The pistol
fell from his hand.

“You are saved!” gasped Julie.  She held out
a red silk purse.

Morrel took the purse.  Inside was the bill
for the 287,000 francs marked as “paid” and a
diamond as large as a hazelnut.  A slip of
parchment with it read: JULIE’S DOWRY.
Monsieur Morrel was marveling at the contents
when Emmanuel entered.

“The Pharaon!” he cried joyfully.
“Are you mad, Emmanuel?  You know the

vessel is lost,” responded Morrel.   
Maximilian, Morrel’s son, came in.  “Father,

the watchtower has signaled the Pharaon.  They
say she is now coming into port!”  The entire
Morrel family, Emmanuel, and Cocles left the
house.  In an instant they were among the
crowd on the pier.
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In front of the tower of Saint-Jean was a ship
bearing these words in white letters: The
Pharaon, Morrel and Son, of Marseille.  It
precisely resembled the other Pharaon and was
loaded with the same profitable goods.  Captain
Gaumand was giving orders on deck. 

As Morrel and his son embraced on the pier,
a man with his face disguised by a black beard
watched the scene with delight.  He said softly,
“Be blessed for all the good you have done.” 

He walked down steps to the water’s edge
and shouted, “Jacopo!  Jacopo!”  A boat took
him out to his yacht.  The man once again
looked toward Morrel.   

“And now, farewell kindness and gratitude.  I
have rewarded the good, now to punish the
wicked!”  He gave a signal and the yacht put out
to sea.
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The Breakfast

In the Rue du Helder stood the large,
fashionable dwelling of the Count and
Countess de Morcerf.  Their son, Albert, lived in
a pavilion situated in a corner of the Morcerf
court.  On the morning of May 21, 1838,
preparation was being made in the pavilion for
visitors.  Albert’s valet, Germain, entered the
reception room to consult with him. 

“At what o’clock, sir, do you breakfast?”
Germain asked.

“At half-past ten.  It is the hour I told the
count.  Tell Madame la Countess I shall have
the honor of seeing her about three o’clock and
wish to introduce someone to her.”
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The valet left the room.  Albert threw
himself down on a couch and looked at the
day’s newspapers until a servant announced his
guests.  Monsieur Lucien Debray, Monsieur
Beauchamp, Monsieur de Chateau-Renaud, and
Monsieur Maximilian Morrel, all accomplished
young men, joined him.

“Gentlemen,” said Albert, “I am going to
amuse you by introducing you to a new
acquaintance today.”

“Where does he come from?” asked Debray,
who was tall with light hair and gray eyes.

“When I invited him three months ago, he
was in Rome.  Since then, who knows where he
may have gone!” Albert replied.

“You think him capable of being exact?”
demanded Debray.

“I think him capable of anything.  I will tell
you something about my guest.”

“Are there any materials for an article in this
telling?” asked Beauchamp, who was a
newspaper editor. 
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“Yes, and for a most curious one.”
“Go on, then.”
“I was in Rome for the last Carnival,” Albert

began.
“We know that,” said Beauchamp.
“What you don’t know is I was carried off by

bandits,” Albert continued.  “They were ugly
enough to frighten me.  I was informed I was a
prisoner until I paid the sum of 4,000 Roman
crowns.  I had not above 1,500 left.  I wrote to
Franz that if he did not come with the money
before six, I would be killed.  The chief of the
bandits, Luigi Vampa, would have kept his
word.”

“But Franz did come with the 4,000 crowns,”
said Chateau-Renaud.

“No, he arrived with the guest I am going to
present to you.”

“He paid your ransom?”
“He said two words to Vampa and I was free.

His name is the Count of Monte Cristo.”
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“There are no Italian banditti!” said Debray.
“No Count of Monte Cristo!  There is half-past
ten striking, Albert.” 

“Confess you have dreamed this and let us
sit down to breakfast,” continued Beauchamp.

Before the sound of the clock died away,
Germain entered and announced, “His
Excellency the Count of Monte Cristo.”

The count appeared, dressed simply but
with every piece of clothing made by the best
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makers.  He advanced smiling into the center of
the room.  Albert held out his hand to him and
introduced the other men.

Albert said last in his introduction,
“Monsieur Maximilian Morrel, captain of the
Spahis.”  The count stepped forward and a slight
tinge of red colored his pale cheeks.

“Gentlemen, Germain informs me breakfast
is ready.  My dear count, allow me to show you
the way,” Albert said.  They passed into the
breakfast room. 

“Permit me to make a confession,” said the
count, seating himself.  “This is the first time I
have ever been to Paris.  I beg you to excuse
anything in me that is too Turkish, too Italian, or
too Arabian.”

“What a way of speaking,” muttered
Beauchamp.  “He is decidedly a great man.”

“Count, I know not how you inspired so
much respect among the bandits of Rome.  I
assure you Franz and I were lost in admiration,”
commented Albert.
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“It is very simple,” answered the count.
“When the famous Vampa was quite a child and
only a shepherd, he showed me the way to a
place.  I gave him some gold coins for it.  In
gratitude Vampa gave me a dagger with a hilt
that he had carved himself. 

“Some years later he and his band tried to
capture me, but it was I who captured them.  I
might have handed him over to the Rome
justice, but I did not.  I let them depart with the
simple condition that they should respect
myself and my friends.”

“Bravo!” said Chateau-Renaud.
“Gentlemen, we must find suitable living

quarters for the Count of Monte Cristo,” Albert
proposed.  “Where shall we lodge this new
guest in our great capital?”

“My lodging is already prepared.  I sent my
valet here a week ago.  He knows my tastes and
wants.  This paper has the address of my new
abode.”  Monte Cristo passed the paper to
Albert, who showed it to the others.
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“That is original,” said Beauchamp.
“The Champs-Elysees.  Very princely,” added

Chateau-Renaud.
At half-past two, Debray rose from his seat.

“My dear Albert, your guest is charming, but I
must return to government.  Au revoir,
gentlemen.”

“I have something better to offer my readers
than a speech of Monsieur Danglars,” said
Beauchamp to Albert.

“He is one of the most extraordinary men I
ever saw in my life.  Are you coming, Morrel?”
asked Chateau-Renaud.

“As soon as I have given my card to the
count, who has promised to pay us a visit at my
sister’s house.”

“Be sure I shall not fail to do so,” returned the
count, bowing.

The men left, leaving Monte Cristo alone
with Albert.
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The Presentation

Albert turned to Monte Cristo, “Count, pray
accompany me to the rooms of Monsieur de
Morcerf.  The count and countess desire to
thank you in person.”  

Passing through various rooms on the way to
Count Morcerf’s apartment, they came to a
wall with a single portrait.  Monte Cristo
stopped before it.  It was a young woman of
twenty-six with lustrous eyes.  She wore the
costume of a Catalan fisherwoman in black and
red.  Monte Cristo gazed intently at the picture.

“You do not know my mother.  It is she
whom you see here,” said Albert.  “This portrait
displeases my father.  So, my mother gave it to
me for my rooms.”  

12
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The two men walked on until they reached
a door with a family shield hung above it.
Albert opened the door to his father’s gathering
room.

Another door opened on the other side of
the room and the Count of Monte Cristo found
himself opposite to the Count de Morcerf.
Although younger, the Count de Morcerf
looked at least fifty.  His black mustache and
eyebrows looked strange with his almost white
hair.

“Father,” said Albert, “I have the honor to
present Monsieur the Count of Monte Cristo.”

“You are most welcome,” said Albert’s father
with a salute.  “Monsieur has done our house a
service which earns him our eternal gratitude.”

“It is a great honor for me to meet a man
whose merit equals his reputation,” returned
Monte Cristo.  “Has not Paris a marshal’s staff to
offer you?”

“I have hung up my sword and cast myself
into politics.”
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“Ah, here is my mother,” announced Albert.
Monte Cristo turned hastily and saw

Madame de Morcerf at the entrance of the
room.  She stood pale and motionless.

“Good heavens, Madame,” said Monte
Cristo. “Is the heat of the room affecting you?”

“Are you ill, Mother?” cried Albert, springing
toward her.

She smiled.  “No, but I feel some emotion on
seeing the man who saved us from sorrow.
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Monsieur, I owe you the life of our son and for
this I bless you.”

The count bowed low.  His face was even
more pale than Mercedes’s. 

“Madame, you reward me too generously for
a simple deed,” he replied.

“It is very fortunate for my son that he found
such a friend.  Will you do us the honor of
passing the rest of the day with us?” asked the
countess. 

“Madame, I feel most grateful for your
kindness, but I just arrived in Paris this
morning,” answered Monte Cristo.

“I will not keep you, then.”
When Monte Cristo was escorted to the

main door of the Morcerf home, he found his
new carriage waiting for him.  After bidding
him farewell, Albert returned to his mother.
She was reclining in a large velvet armchair
with her face covered by a veil. 

“Mother, have you been unwell during my
absence?” Albert said. 



“No.  Albert, do you think the count is really
what he appears to be?  A man of high
distinction?” Mercedes asked.

“The Count of Monte Cristo is a remarkable
man.  He will have the greatest success in Paris.
This very morning he made his entry amongst
us and struck every man with amazement—
even Chateau-Renaud.”

“I only ask that you be prudent, Albert.”  The
countess became deep in thought and her eyes
closed.  Thinking her asleep, Albert left the
apartment on tiptoe.

“I said this man would create a sensation
here.  My mother has noticed him and,
therefore, he must be remarkable,” he muttered,
shaking his head.
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The House of Auteuil

The curtain rose as usual to an almost empty
opera house.  In Paris, the fashion was to never
appear at the opera until after the performance
had begun.  The first act was played with the
noise of opening and shutting doors and the
buzz of many conversations. 

Albert and Chateau-Renaud reached their
seats to find the whole audience gazing toward
the box formerly owned by the ambassador of
Russia.  The young men noticed a man of about
forty who was accompanied by a young,
beautiful woman dressed in rich magnificence. 

“By heavens!” said Albert.  “It is Monte Cristo
with his fair Greek!”  The second act passed
with a continuous sound of voices as people
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discussed the lovely woman and her splendid
jewels.  

When the third act began, Albert’s father
paid a visit to the box of Madame Danglars.
The quick eye of Monte Cristo marked the
Count de Morcerf’s arrival, and he proceeded at
once to Madame Danglars’s box. 

“Welcome, Monsieur Count!” Madame
Danglars exclaimed. 

“May I beg of you, Madame la Baroness, to
honor me with an introduction to your
charming daughter?”

“Eugenie,” said the baronness, “this is the
Count of Monte Cristo.”

“You have a charming young person with
you tonight, Monsieur Count,” said Eugenie.
“Your daughter, I presume?”

“No, indeed.  She is a poor unfortunate
Greek left under my care.  Her name is Haidee.”

“A Greek?” murmured Count de Morcerf.  “I
was inspector-general of Ali Tebelen’s troops.”



“Look, there!” said Monte Cristo.  He took
Morcerf’s arm and leaned over the front of the
box with him.  Haidee caught sight of them,
uttered a faint cry, and threw herself in her seat.

The count returned to Haidee.  As soon as
she saw him she seized his hand.

“With whom was my lord speaking a few
minutes since?” she asked in a trembling voice.

“The Count de Morcerf,” answered Monte
Cristo.  “He tells me he served your father.”

“Cowardly traitor!” exclaimed Haidee, her
eyes flashing with rage.  “It was he who sold my
beloved parent to the Turks.  His fortune was
the price of his treachery!  Let us go, I beseech
you.  I feel it would kill me to remain longer
near that dreadful man.”

Haidee and the count left their box just as
the fourth act was beginning.    

Soon, Monte Cristo planned a small dinner
party at his new country house in Auteuil.  The
house had been owned by the de Villefort

69



70

family.  In only a few days, his servant Bertuccio
tastefully furnished the house and planted
poplars and sycamores to shade different parts
of the lawn. 

At precisely six o’clock on Saturday,
Monsieur Morrel arrived with Monsieur Debray,
Monsieur and Madame Danglars, and Monsieur
and Madame de Villefort.  Monsieur de Villefort
entered his former home looking disturbed.

Baptistin announced more guests.  “Major
Bartolomeo Cavalcanti and Count Andrea
Cavalcanti.”  The major wore his uniform
ornamented with three medals and five crosses.
Dressed in entirely new clothes, the son
advanced into the room smiling. 

“These Italians are well named and badly
dressed,” said Chateau-Renaud.

“Those clothes on the younger are well cut
and quite new,” replied Debray.  “He appears to
be well dressed for the first time in his life.”

“Who are these gentlemen?” Danglars asked
Monte Cristo.



“Italian nobility.  The Cavalcanti are all
descended from princes.”

“Have they any fortune?
“An enormous one.  They have some business

with you from what they told me.”  Monte
Cristo noticed Bertuccio glide into the next
room.  He went to him.

“What do you want, Monsieur Bertuccio?”
“Your excellency has not stated the number

of guests for dinner.”
“True.  Count for yourself.”
Bertuccio glanced through the door.  “Good

heavens!” he exclaimed.
“What is the matter?” asked the count.
“That woman with the white dress.”
“Madame Danglars?”
“I do not know her name.  She is the woman

of the garden!  . . . And him!”
“Him?  Monsieur de Villefort, the royal

prosecutor?  Yes, I see him.”
“Then I did not kill him!”
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“No.  Life is very stubborn in these lawyers.
Calm yourself and count the guests.”

“Eight!” said Bertuccio.
“Stop.  You forget one of my guests.  Look at

Monsieur Andrea Cavalcanti, that young man.”
“Benedetto!  Fatality!”
“Half-past six has just struck,” said the count

severely.  “I ordered dinner for that time.”
Five minutes later Bertuccio announced,

“The dinner waits.”
The count offered his arm to Madame de

Villefort.  “Monsieur de Villefort, will you
escort the Baroness Danglars?” he asked.

They passed into the dining room and sat
down to a magnificent feast.

“All this is extraordinary,” said Chateau-
Renaud.  “Is it not true you only bought this
house five or six days ago?”

“Certainly not longer.”
“It is ten years since the house has been

occupied.  It was quite gloomy to look at.  If
the house had not belonged to the father-in-law



of the royal prosecutor, one might think it some
cursed place where a horrible crime had been
committed.” 

“There was one room hung with red, which
seems quite dramatic to me.  It seemed to
breathe sadness.  I will show it to you and then
we will take coffee in the garden.”  Everyone
rose from their seats except Madame Danglars
and Monsieur de Villefort. 

“Did you hear?” said Madame Danglars.
“We must go,” replied Villefort.
They began walking through many rooms, all

beautifully redecorated.  They came to the
room that was dark and not redecorated.

“Look at those two portraits.  Do they not
seem to say with their pale lips and staring eyes,
‘We have seen’?” asked Monte Cristo.

“What else is there?” said Danglars.  “I cannot
say I have seen anything extraordinary.”

“Well, it is my belief a crime has been
committed in this house,” said Monte Cristo.
“Come this way, Monsieur de Villefort.  A
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declaration should be made before competent
authorities.”  He took Villefort’s arm and
dragged him out to a tree in the garden.  The
other guests followed.

“Here in this very spot I had the earth dug
up and fresh fertilizer put in to refresh these
trees,” said Monte Cristo.  “My gardener was
digging and found the iron frame of a box.  In
it was the skeleton of a newly born infant.”

“A newly born infant!” repeated Debray.
“This becomes serious!”

“Who said it was a crime?  Who said it was
buried alive?” asked Villefort with great effort.

“Why bury it there?  This garden has never
been a cemetery,” answered the count. 

“What is done with such criminals?” asked
Major Cavalcanti.

“Their heads are soon cut off,” said Danglars.
Monte Cristo saw that the two persons for

whom he had prepared this scene could bear
no more.
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“Come, we seem to have forgotten the
coffee.”  He escorted the guests back to the
table on the lawn.  

The rest of the evening passed quietly.
Danglars spent much time talking with the
Cavalcantis.  He was charmed by the size of
their fortune.  He invited the major to ride
home in his carriage.  

Count Andrea called for his own.  Just as he
placed a polished boot on the carriage step, a
hand touched his shoulder.  Turning, he saw a
strange, sunburned face covered in a beard.  A
red handkerchief covered the man’s gray head.

“What do you want of me?” Andrea asked.
“I want you to take me up in your fine

carriage and carry me back to Paris.” 
Andrea turned pale and said nothing.
“Do you understand, Master Benedetto?”  At

these words Andrea turned to his groom and
dismissed him.

“Come, step in,” said the young man.  Andrea
drove past the last house in the village before
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saying, “Now, why have you come to disturb my
peace, Master Caderousse?” 

“You do not speak affectionately, Benedetto,
my old friend.  Take care or I may become
troublesome.”

“Between folks like us threats are out of
place,” the young man responded.  “What do
you want?”

“With 150 francs I should be quite happy.”
“Here are 200,” said Andrea.  He placed gold

coins in Caderousse’s hand.  “The first day of
each month you will receive the same amount
as long as I receive my income.”

“I shall remain in Paris and rent a room in a
respectable house. I shall look like a retired
baker.  This is my wish.”

At the first cross street, Andrea stopped his
horses and Caderousse leaped out.

“Au revoir, Benedetto!”  Running into a court,
he disappeared.

“Alas,” said Andrea, sighing.  “One cannot be
completely happy in this world!”
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The Telegraph

A few days later, Monte Cristo rode out of
Paris until he reached the tower of Montlhery.
At the foot of the hill, he dismounted and
climbed a winding path.  At the summit, he
found a hedge surrounding a little garden.  

Monte Cristo stepped back and struck
himself against something crouching behind a
wheelbarrow.  A man of about fifty years rose
with an exclamation.

“Excuse me, sir!” said the man.  “Did you
come to see the telegraph?”

“Yes, if it is not contrary to the rules.  Does
it require much study to learn the art of
telegraphing?” asked Monte Cristo as he
followed the man into the tower.

14
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“The study does not take long.”
“What do they pay you?”
“A thousand francs, sir.”  They passed into the

room with the telegraph.  Monte Cristo looked
at the machine. 

“It is very interesting, but it must be
tiresome for a lifetime,” he commented.

“Yes, but we have our hours of recreation
and holidays.”

“Holidays?  When?”
“When we have fog.  They are indeed

holidays to me.  I plant, trim, prune, and kill
insects all day long.”

“Look, is not your machine putting itself into
motion?”

“Ah, yes.  Thank you, sir.  It signals that in
five minutes it will speak.”

“Would you be pleased to have a garden of
two acres, instead of twenty feet?”

“Sir, I would make an earthly paradise of it.”
“Suppose you were to alter a signal and

substitute another?”



“I would be fired and lose my pension.  I am
not likely to do those things.”

“Not even for fifteen years’ wages?”
“Sir, you are tempting me!”
“Just so.”  Monte Cristo put a packet filled

with 15,000 francs in the man’s hands.
“What are you proposing?”
“A jest.  Here are 15,000 francs.  Five

thousand to buy a little house with two acres
of land and the rest to add to your yearly
income.”

“What am I to do?”
“Repeat these signs.”  Monte Cristo took a

paper from his pocket.  “There, you see it will
not take long.”

While large drops fell from his brow, the
man made the three signs on the paper.  The
next telegraph man repeated those same signals
to be carried to the Minister of the Interior. 

“Now you are rich,” said Monte Cristo.
“Yes,” replied the man, “but at what price?”
“I swear you have benefitted mankind.”
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Five minutes later, the new telegraph
reached the minister.  Debray had the horses
put to his carriage and drove to the Danglars’
home.

“Has your husband any Spanish bonds?” he
asked the baroness.

“Indeed!  He has 6 millions’ worth.”
“He must sell them at any price.  Don Carlos

has fled from Bourges and returned to Spain.”
The baroness ran to her husband, who

immediately ordered his agent to sell the bonds.
The same evening the newspaper reported Don
Carlos had returned to Spain.  Those who had
kept their bonds thought themselves ruined. 

The next morning another newspaper
announced: “Don Carlos has not left Bourges
and the area is enjoying profound peace.  A
telegraphic signal was improperly intercepted
because of fog.”

The bonds rose higher than before they had
fallen.  This made a loss of 1 million francs to
Danglars.
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15

Beauchamp

Monsieur Beauchamp was in his office.  It
was a gloomy, dusty apartment as journalists’
offices have always been.  The servant
announced Monsieur Albert de Morcerf.
Beauchamp exclaimed as his friend trampled
the newspapers scattered around the room. 

“My dear Albert!” he said.  “Are you out of
your senses?”

“An announcement has been made in your
journal which concerns the honor of a family
member.”

“Surely you must be mistaken,” said
Beauchamp, much surprised. 

“It is an article titled Yanina.  Here, I brought
my copy with me.”
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Beauchamp took the paper and read: 
“A correspondent at Yanina informs us the

castle that protected the town was given up to the
Turks by a French officer named Fernand.  The
Grand Vizier, Ali Tebelen, had possessed the
greatest trust in the officer.”

“Is the officer mentioned a relation of yours?”
asked the journalist.

“Yes.  You will print a denial of the statement,
will you not?”

“The thing is worth looking into.  I will take
pains to investigate the matter thoroughly.  I
will need three weeks.  If I find the statement is
false, I will print a denial.”  Beauchamp bowed
coldly to Albert and left him to go to his
printing room. 

When the delay demanded by Beauchamp
had nearly expired, Albert was wakened by his
servant.  The servant announced Beauchamp
was waiting to speak to him.  After dressing
quickly, Albert found Beauchamp pacing the
room where the servant had placed him.
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“Albert,” said Beauchamp with a look of
sorrow, “let us sit down and talk.”

“What does this mean?” asked Albert.
“I have just returned from Yanina.  My friend,

I would gladly make an apology but the
paragraph was correct,” Beauchamp declared.

“What!  The traitor who surrendered the
castle of the man in whose service he was—”

“That man was your father!  Here is a proof
of it.”  Albert opened the paper the journalist
handed him.  It was a declaration of four noble
men who lived in Yanina.  It proved Fernand
Mondego had surrendered the castle for 2
million crowns.  Albert tottered and fell into a
chair. 

“Albert, the faults of the father cannot be
pressed on the children in this changing world.
Do you wish these proofs to be destroyed?”

Albert seized them, tore them into pieces,
and put the pieces to fire until they were
consumed. 



“I am brokenhearted.  How shall I approach
my father?  My poor mother!” Albert moaned.

“Let us go out, Albert,” Beauchamp
suggested.  “A ride will refresh you.”

“I think exercise would do me good.  Let us
walk.”

During their walk, Beauchamp suggested
they visit the Count of Monte Cristo.  The
count was delighted to receive his two friends.
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He invited them to travel with him to
Normandy.  

Albert accepted the offer, but Beauchamp
decided to remain in Paris to watch the papers.
Monte Cristo and Albert departed at five
o’clock that very day.

As in every spot where the count stopped,
all was comfort in Normandy.  Life became easy
as they went hunting and fishing.  They dined
overlooking the ocean and took tea in the
library.  

Toward evening on the third day, Albert was
sleeping in an armchair near the window.
Suddenly the sound of a horse at high speed
woke him.  He was surprised to see his own
servant. 

“Florentin!” he cried.  “Is my mother ill?”  He
hastened to the door.  The valet drew a small
sealed parcel from his pocket, which contained
a newspaper and a letter.

“From Monsieur Beauchamp,” Florentin
answered.



Albert opened the letter, shrieked after
reading the first line, and grabbed the
newspaper.

“I will return,” said Albert.  “Woe to the
infamous knave!  Count, I thank you for your
hospitality but I must return to Paris.”

Monte Cristo instantly went to the window
and called, “Ali, a horse for Monsieur Morcerf!
Quick, he is in a hurry.”

“Thank you!” Albert threw himself on the
horse.  “When I am gone, read the paper so you
will not be a witness to my anger.”  He put spurs
to the horse and started like an arrow.  He had
completely disappeared when Monte Cristo
picked up the paper and read:

“The French officer written about three weeks
ago called himself at that time Fernand.  He has
since added to his name a title of nobility and a
family name.  He now calls himself the Count de
Morcerf.”

Thus, the terrible secret appeared again.
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16

The Trial

At eight o’clock the next morning, Albert
arrived at Beauchamp’s door.  “Tell me the
particulars of this shameful plot,” insisted
Albert.

Beauchamp explained how he went to the
House of Peers.  There was a great stir among
the usually calm groups of the noble assembly.
The count was no favorite with his associates.
He had chosen to act extremely self-important
in order to maintain his position.  He arrived
completely ignorant of the news against him. 

Eventually, an honorable peer went to the
front of the assembly and all became silent.  The
count did not notice the introduction until he
heard the names Yanina and Colonel Fernand.
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He turned so pale that every member
shuddered.  

The speaker called for an examination of the
facts.  The president put the proposal to a vote
and it was decided the examination would take
place.

“I demand the examination take place as
soon as possible.  I will furnish the House with
all necessary information,” Morcerf said once
his courage had returned.  The examination was
set to begin at eight o’clock that evening.  

All were in their places promptly for the
examination.  Morcerf entered as the clock
struck the last stroke of eight.

“You are at liberty to speak, Monsieur de
Morcerf,” said the president.  The count began
his defense.

He produced documents that proved the
chief officer Ali Tebelen had honored Fernand
with all his confidence.  Ali Tebelen had trusted
him to mediate with the emperor on his behalf.
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Unfortunately, Morcerf claimed, the mediation
had failed.  When Morcerf returned to defend
his patron, he was dead.

“So great was Ali Tebelen’s confidence in me,
that on his deathbed he placed his favorite wife
and daughter in my care,” concluded the count.

“Have you any idea what became of them?”
asked the president.

“Yes, sir.  I heard they fell victim to sorrow
and poverty.  My life was in constant danger.  I
could not seek them, to my great regret.”

The assembly approved of the count’s
witness, but the president had more to say.
“One who calls himself a very important
witness has just presented himself by letter.  He
claims the honor of being heard.”  

The assembly agreed to hear the witness.
The doorkeeper appeared and behind him
walked a female enveloped in a large veil.
When she put aside her veil, all could see she
was dressed in a Grecian costume and was
remarkably beautiful.



Morcerf looked at this lady with terror.
“Madame, you have stated you were an

eyewitness to the events at Yanina.”
“I was indeed!” said the stranger with a tone

of sweet sadness.  “I was four years old, but not
a single detail has escaped my memory.  I am
Haidee, the daughter of Ali Tebelen and Vasiliki,
his beloved wife.  

“Here is the register of my birth.  And the
record of the sale of myself and my mother to
the slave merchant by the French officer.  He
sold us for 400,000 francs.”  Haidee calmly
handed the record of the sale to the president.

“Monsieur de Morcerf,” said the president,
“do you recognize this lady as the daughter of
Ali Tebelen?”

“No, it is a base plot invented by my
enemies,” answered Morcerf.

“Well, I recognize you!  You are Fernand
Mondego.  It is you who surrendered the castle
of Yanina.  It is you who sold my mother and
me to the merchant!  Murderer!” 
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Every eye in the room was fixed on the
count.  “Has the daughter of Ali Tebelen spoken
the truth?” the president asked him.

The count looked around him and then flew
from the room like a madman.

“Gentlemen, is Monsieur Count de Morcerf
convicted of felony, treason, and outrage?”

“Yes,” replied every member.
“I took the opportunity to leave the room

without being seen,” Beauchamp finished his
story.  “May I give you friendly counsel?”
Beauchamp continued.  “Set out for a calm
country so you may return peacefully to France
after a few years.”

“I shall follow your advice,” replied Albert.
Albert held his head in his hands, his face red
with shame.  “Farewell.”  

A quarter of an hour later, Albert entered his
apartment and took his mother’s portrait off
the wall.  Going through his drawers, Albert
wrote a list of all his jewels, weapons, china,
silver, and bronze pieces.  
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As he was finishing his task, he heard the
wheels of a carriage and went to the window.
His father got in the carriage and then it drove
away.

Albert bent his steps to his mother’s room.
Mercedes was doing the same in her rooms as
he had just done.

“Mother!  I have come to warn you that I bid
farewell to your house.”

“I also am going,” replied Mercedes.  “I
depended on you to accompany me.  Have I
deceived myself?”

“I will fulfill your wishes, dear mother.  But
let us act promptly.  He went out half an hour
ago.”  Albert ran downstairs to hire a coach.  As
the coach stopped at the door, Bertuccio gave
Albert a letter.

“From the Count of Monte Cristo,” said
Bertuccio.  

Albert took the letter to his mother and
together they read:
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“Albert, You are free.  Leave the count’s house
and take your mother.  Spare her the trial of
poverty.  Twenty-four years ago I was betrothed to
a lovely girl.  I was bringing her 150 gold louis,
earned by ceaseless toil.  I buried our treasure
under a fig tree in the little garden of the house on
the Allees de Meillan in Marseille.  This money,
which was to provide comfort to the woman I
adored, may be devoted to the same use now.”

Mercedes turned her eyes toward heaven.  “I
accept it,” she said. “I shall take it with me to
some convent.”  She took her son’s arm and
they left the house. 

Mercedes and Albert did not hear Morcerf
return as they read the letter.  He hid in a
cabinet as they walked down the stairs and out
the door.  He then darted to his bedroom to
watch his wife and son drive away. 

The moment the wheels of the coach
crossed the gateway, a shot was heard and thick
smoke escaped through the bedroom window.
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17

The Contract

It was not long before Caderousse’s monthly
income no longer seemed sufficient.  “In eating
the appetite grows,” Caderousse said, grinning.
“You will raise my monthly income to 500
francs.  You are, after all, going to marry the rich
Mademoiselle Danglars!”

“It is very hard on me.  You take advantage.”
Andrea thought of a way to rid himself of his
burden.  “But at the house of Monte Cristo
money is as plentiful as fruit in an orchard.”

“I must see it.  Trace the plan of the house on
paper, my boy.”

Andrea traced the garden, the court, and the
house.  “I said to him yesterday, ‘You are unwise,
count.  When you go to Auteuil, the house is
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unprotected.’ Tomorrow he is going to spend
the night there.”  Andrea then took his leave.
Caderousse carefully began to study the plan
he had left on the table.

The following day, Monte Cristo set out for
Auteuil.  Shortly after he arrived, Baptistin
brought him a letter that warned him that his
house was going to be burglarized that very
night.  “They are not robbers, but murderers.” 

Monte Cristo ordered all the servants out of
the Paris house.  After sunset, he and his servant
Ali slipped aside a movable panel in his
bedroom and entered a hidden compartment.
Near midnight they heard a grinding sound as
the intruder cut through a window.

Monte Cristo recognized Caderousse.  He
interrupted the thief while he was attempting
to pry open a locked drawer.

“What are you doing?” said Monte Cristo.
“I am forced by poverty,” Caderousse

claimed.  Caderousse drew a knife from his
waistcoat and struck the count in the chest.  To



his surprise, the knife flew back useless.  The
count seized his wrist and wrung it until the
knife fell from his fingers.

Caderousse put his legs out the window and
went down to the ground.  As he began a quick
slide to the street, a man came out of the
shadows.  Before Caderousse could defend
himself, he was struck in the back.  Three blows
and the murderer disappeared.

Caderousse cried, “Murder!  Help!”  Ali and
his master were quickly on the spot with lights.

“Did you recognize him?” the count asked.
“Yes.  It was Benedetto.”
“Shall I write your statement?  You can sign

it.”  Monte Cristo wrote: “I die murdered by the
Corsican Benedetto.”

Monte Cristo gave the pen to Caderousse.
He collected all his strength, signed it, and fell
back with a groan.  He was dead. 

The daring attempt to rob the count was the
topic of discussion in Paris for the next two
weeks.  Villefort was preparing his proofs with
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the same eagerness he exercised in all criminal
cases.  

Meanwhile, many of the finest families
gathered at the Danglars’ home to witness the
signing of the marriage contract between
Eugenie Danglars and Andrea Cavalcanti. 

The Baroness Danglars took the pen to sign
and said, “Is it not vexing that the murder and
theft at the home of the Count of Monte Cristo
denies us the pleasure of seeing Villefort?”

“The officers picked everything up for
evidence, with the exception of a waistcoat,”
explained Monte Cristo.  “My valet discovered
it today with a bloody hole over the heart and
a letter in the pocket.  I sent them to Monsieur
de Villefort to examine.”

Andrea looked steadily at Monte Cristo and
then disappeared into the second reception
room.  At the same instant, guests rushed
terrified into the main room.  An officer and
soldiers had entered the house.
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“Which of you gentlemen answers to the
name of Andrea Cavalcanti?” asked the officer.

“What crime has he committed?” asked
Danglars.

“He is accused of murdering the man
Caderousse, his former companion in prison.”

But Andrea was gone.
Shortly after the night of the arrest, Monte

Cristo again directed his coachman to bring him
to see Monsieur Danglars.  The banker saw the
carriage enter the courtyard and advanced to
meet him with a sad smile.

“I suppose you have come to sympathize
with me.  Myself, covered with mockery.  And
my daughter Eugenie has left us to travel!”  He
escorted the count into his home.

“Still, baron, family griefs are endurable to a
millionaire,” said Monte Cristo.

Danglars smiled at the good-natured
response of the count.  “I was just signing five
little bonds when you arrived.  Will you allow
me to finish them?”
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“Pray, do so.”
The noise of the banker’s pen was heard in

the moment of silence.
“Count, have you many pieces of paper of

this size, each worth a million?”
The count took the papers Danglars proudly

presented to him, and read: “To the Governor of
the Bank.  Please pay to my order, from my fund,
the sum of a million.  Baron Danglars.”

“Five million!” counted Monte Cristo.
“This is how I do business!”
Monte Cristo folded the five notes.  “I have

6 million in credit on you.  I have already drawn
900,000.  I will take these five scraps as bonds.
Here is a receipt in full.”  He placed the bonds
in his pocket with one hand and held out the
receipt he had prepared with the other.

Danglars could not have experienced more
terror.  He stammered, “But I owe the money to
the hospital.  I promised to pay this morning.”

“Oh!  Well, you can pay me in a different
form,” said Monte Cristo, holding out the bonds.
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Danglars made a violent effort to restrain
himself and gradually smiled.  “Keep the
money,” he said.

As Monte Cristo was leaving, Danglars’s
valet announced, “Monsieur de Boville,
receiver-general of the hospitals.”  Danglars
became pale but advanced to meet the man.

“The hospitals present themselves to you
through me.  I am to receive 5 million on behalf
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of the widows and orphans,” Monsieur de
Boville said.

“My dear Monsieur de Boville, your widows
and orphans must assist me by waiting twenty-
four hours.  Monsieur de Monte Cristo has just
carried off their 5 million.”

“The examination of our cash takes place
tomorrow at two o’clock!”

“Send at twelve,” said Danglars, smiling.
Monsieur de Boville said nothing, but

nodded his head.  He had scarcely left before
Danglars exclaimed, “Fool!”

He placed Monte Cristo’s receipt in a little
pocketbook and said to himself, “Yes, come at
twelve o’clock.  I shall then be far away.”  

Then he double-locked his door, emptied
out his drawers, collected about 50,000 francs,
and burned several papers.  By the next day he
was on his way to Rome to do business with the
banking house of Thomson and French.
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18

Vampa�s Bill of Fare

Villefort received a letter from the Minister
of the Interior.  He struck the letter with his
right hand.  “I had a forgery, three robberies, and
two arsons.  I only needed a murder and here it
is.  It will be a splendid session!”

The Benedetto affair had produced a
tremendous sensation.  People spared no
trouble to witness the trial.  The judges and jury
took their places in deep silence.  A door
opened and the accused appeared.

The president called for the accusation,
written by Villefort.  He read of the former life
of the prisoner and his transformation to Prince
Cavalcanti.  The president began questioning
the accused with, “Your age?”
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“I shall be twenty-one in a few days, as I was
born the night of September 27, 1817.”

Villefort raised his head at the mention of
this date.

“Where were you born?” 
“At Auteuil, near Paris.”
“Your profession?” 
“First I was a forger, then a thief, and lately a

murderer.”  A storm of indignation burst from
all parts of the room.

“Your name?” asked the president. 
“I do not know my name but I know my

father’s.”
“State your father’s name.”
“My father is the royal prosecutor.  He is

named Villefort and I am ready to prove it.”  All
eyes were turned toward the prosecutor, who
sat as still as a corpse.

“I was born in 28 Rue de la Fontaine.  My
father told my mother I was dead, wrapped me
in a napkin marked with an H and an N, and
buried me alive in the garden.”



“How have you come to know these details?”
asked the president.

“A man who had sworn revenge against my
father was hidden in the garden.  He saw my
father bury something.  He dug up the ground
and found me still living.  He left me at a
hospital and a woman came to claim me.  I was
raised in Corsica.  Father, do you wish to give
the proofs?” Benedetto said.

“Gentlemen, I know I am in the hands of an
avenging God!  We need no proofs.  Everything
relating to this young man is true.”  Villefort
staggered toward the door. 

The president announced to the astonished
crowd, “The sitting is ended.  The case will be
tried next session by another prosecutor.”

Monte Cristo rode to the Villefort home.  He
ran down the steps into the garden and saw
Villefort digging the earth with fury.

“It is not here!” he cried.  “I will find it!  I will
find him, though I dig forever!”
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Monte Cristo drew back in horror.  He said,
“He is mad!”  He rushed into the street, for the
first time doubting whether he had the right to
do as he had done. 

After obtaining a room and eating a meal at
a hotel in Rome, Danglars left in a hurry for the
offices of Thomson and French.  He did not
notice a man following him. 

Danglars announced himself to the clerk and
was ushered into a room.  The man who
followed him sat down on a bench in the front
room.  The clerk raised his head and said, “Aha!
Here you are, Peppino!”

After completing their business, a banker
accompanied Danglars to the door.  Peppino
followed Danglars, who sparkled with joy.
Danglars leaped into a carriage like a young
man.  At his hotel, he ordered new horses for a
journey to Venice and then Vienna.  

At three o’clock the next day Danglars
triumphantly entered his traveling coach.  The



108

sun set and Danglars dozed, thinking he would
wake up when the coach reached the first
posting-house.  When the coach finally stopped,
Danglars opened the door to dismount but a
strong hand pushed him back and the coach
rolled on. 

At a word from the man on horseback, the
carriage stopped.  Peppino led him to a pit
overhung by thick hedges and they disappeared
into a small opening.

There was no doubt.  Danglars was now in
the hands of Roman banditti.  Peppino took
Danglars by the collar and dragged him past a
guard to show his prize to his captain. 

“Is this the man?” asked the captain.  “He is
tired.  Take him to his bed.”

The guide pushed Danglars into a cell with
a bed and closed the door.  A bolt grated.
Danglars remembered Albert had been
ransomed for 4,000 crowns.  He considered
himself worth 8,000 crowns to the bandits and
assumed he would still have more than
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5 million francs left.  He stretched out on the
bed and fell asleep.

When Danglars awoke, he thrust his hands
in his pockets.  His money, his letter of credit
for 5 million, even his watch, were still there.
Odd bandits!

Every four hours a different bandit took a
turn guarding Danglars’s cell.  Eventually, it was
Peppino’s turn and he brought his meal with
him.  Danglars’s mouth watered.  He tapped
gently on his cell door.

“Sir, are they not going to give me any
dinner?” 

Peppino, turning around, shouted, “A fowl for
his excellency!”  A young man appeared
gracefully bearing a fowl.

“Here, excellency,” said Peppino.  He offered
him a little dull knife and wooden fork.
Danglars raised them to cut up the fowl.

“Pardon me,” said Peppino.  “People pay here
before they eat.  Your excellency owes me
5,000 louis.”
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Danglars threw himself back on his bed.  His
stomach felt so empty, it seemed impossible it
should ever be filled again.  He went back to
the door.

“Come, do not keep me starving any longer.
If I pay you 100,000 francs, will you allow me
to eat?”

“Certainly,” answered Peppino.  Danglars
sighed as he paid for and carved his fowl.  It
seemed very thin for the price it cost.

The next day Danglars had saved half of his
fowl, but he was thirsty.  Peppino informed him
a bottle of the cheapest wine would cost him
25,000 francs.  Danglars demanded to speak
with the captain.  The next moment Luigi
Vampa appeared. 

“How much do you require for my ransom?”
“Merely the 5 million you have.”
“This is all I have left out of an immense

fortune.  If you take that, take my life also.
Villains!  You shall not have my money again!” 
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“As your excellency pleases,” said Vampa, as
he left the cell.

Danglars’s resolve lasted two days.  He
offered a million for some food.  At the end of
twelve days he had only 50,000 francs left.  This
man who had forgotten God began to pray he
might be able to keep that amount.  

Three days passed.  He was dying of hunger.
In despair he called for the chief.

“What do you want?” asked Vampa.
“Take my last gold,” muttered Danglars.  “I

only ask to live.”
“You suffer a great deal?”
“Yes!  Cruelly!”
“There have been men who suffered more.

Those who have died of hunger.”
Danglars groaned.  “Yes, there have been

some who suffered more than I.”
“Do you repent of the evil you have done?”

asked a deep, solemn voice.  Danglars saw a
man behind Vampa, covered in a cloak.



“Yes!  I do repent.” 
“Then I forgive you,” said the man, dropping

his cloak.
“The Count of Monte Cristo!” said Danglars.
“You are mistaken.  I am he who you sold

and dishonored.  I am he whose father you
condemned to die of hunger.  Yet I forgive you
as he hopes to be forgiven.  I am Edmond
Dantes!”

Danglars uttered a cry and fell before him.
“Rise, your life is safe.  The same has not

happened to your partners in evil.  One is dead
and the other is mad.  Keep the 50,000 francs
you still have.  The 5 million you robbed from
the hospitals has been restored to them.”  The
count turned to the chief.

“Vampa, when this man has eaten, let him
be free.”  Vampa did as directed and Danglars
was left, well fed, by the main road. 
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