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THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO

Chapter 1
Marseilles -- The Arrival.

On the 24th of February, 1810, the |ook-out at Notre-Dane de
| a Garde signalled the three-master, the Pharaon from
Snyrna, Trieste, and Napl es.

As usual, a pilot put off inmmediately, and rounding the
Chateau d'If, got on board the vessel between Cape Morgion
and Rion island.

| medi ately, and according to custom the ranparts of Fort
Sai nt-Jean were covered with spectators; it is always an
event at Marseilles for a ship to cone into port, especially
when this ship, |ike the Pharaon, has been built, rigged,
and | aden at the old Phocee docks, and belongs to an owner
of the city.

The ship drew on and had safely passed the strait, which
some vol cani ¢ shock has nmade between the Cal asarei gne and
Jaros islands; had doubl ed Ponegue, and approached the

har bor under topsails, jib, and spanker, but so slowy and
sedately that the idlers, with that instinct which is the
forerunner of evil, asked one another what nisfortune could

have happened on board. However, those experienced in

navi gation saw plainly that if any accident had occurred, it
was not to the vessel herself, for she bore down with al

the evidence of being skilfully handled, the anchor
a-cockbill, the jib-boom guys already eased off, and
standi ng by the side of the pilot, who was steering the
Pharaon towards the narrow entrance of the inner port, was a
young man, who, with activity and vigilant eye, watched
every notion of the ship, and repeated each direction of the
pil ot.

The vague di squi etude which prevail ed anong the spectators
had so much affected one of the crowmd that he did not await
the arrival of the vessel in harbor, but junping into a
smal | skiff, desired to be pulled al ongsi de the Pharaon,
whi ch he reached as she rounded into La Reserve basin.

When the young man on board saw thi s person approach, he
left his station by the pilot, and, hat in hand, |eaned over
the ship's bul warks.

He was a fine, tall, slimyoung fell ow of eighteen or
twenty, with black eyes, and hair as dark as a raven's wi ng;
and his whol e appearance bespoke that cal mess and
resolution peculiar to nmen accustoned fromtheir cradle to
contend with danger.

"Ah, is it you, Dantes?" cried the man in the skiff. "Wat's

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO

the matter? and why have you such an air of sadness aboard?"

"A great msfortune, M Morrel," replied the young man, --
"a great msfortune, for ne especially! Of Civita Vecchia
we | ost our brave Captain Leclere.”

"And the cargo?" inquired the owner, eagerly.

"I's all safe, M Morrel; and | think you will be satisfied
on that head. But poor Captain Leclere -- "

"What happened to hin?" asked the owner, with an air of
consi derabl e resignati on. "What happened to the worthy
capt ai n?"

"He died."
"Fell into the sea?"

"No, sir, he died of brain-fever in dreadful agony." Then
turning to the crew, he said, "Bear a hand there, to take in
sail!"

Al'l hands obeyed, and at once the eight or ten seanen who
conposed the crew, sprang to their respective stations at
the spanker brails and outhaul, topsail sheets and hal yards,
the jib downhaul, and the topsail clewines and buntli nes.
The young sailor gave a |ook to see that his orders were
pronptly and accurately obeyed, and then turned again to the
owner .

"And how did this msfortune occur?" inquired the latter,
resunm ng the interrupted conversation.

"Alas, sir, in the nost unexpected manner. After a long talk
with the harbor-master, Captain Leclere |left Naples greatly
disturbed in mind. In twenty-four hours he was attacked by a
fever, and died three days afterwards. W performed the
usual burial service, and he is at his rest, sewn up in his
hammock with a thirty-six pound shot at his head and his
heels, off El Gglio island. We bring to his wi dow his sword
and cross of honor. It was worth while, truly," added the
young nman with a nelancholy snile, "to nmake war agai nst the
English for ten years, and to die in his bed at |ast, like
everybody el se. "

"Why, you see, Ednond," replied the owner, who appeared nore
conforted at every moment, "we are all nortal, and the old
must make way for the young. If not, why, there would be no
pronmotion; and since you assure ne that the cargo -- "

"I's all safe and sound, M Morrel, take my word for it; and
| advise you not to take 25,000 francs for the profits of
t he voyage."

Then, as they were just passing the Round Tower, the young
man shouted: "Stand by there to |lower the topsails and jib

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO

brail up the spanker!™

The order was executed as pronptly as it would have been on
board a man- of - war.

"Let go -- and clue up!" At this last command all the sails
were | owered, and the vessel noved al nbst inperceptibly
onwar ds.

“"Now, if you will cone on board, M Morrel," said Dantes,
observing the owner's inpatience, "here is your supercargo,
M Dangl ars, com ng out of his cabin, who will furnish you
with every particular. As for ne, | nust | ook after the
anchoring, and dress the ship in nourning."

The owner did not wait for a second invitation. He seized a
rope which Dantes flung to him and with an activity that
woul d have done credit to a sailor, clinbed up the side of
the ship, while the young man, going to his task, left the
conversation to Dangl ars, who now cane towards the owner. He
was a man of twenty-five or twenty-six years of age, of

unpr epossessi ng countenance, obsequious to his superiors,
insolent to his subordinates; and this, in addition to his
position as responsi bl e agent on board, which is always
obnoxious to the sailors, made himas nuch disliked by the
crew as Ednond Dantes was bel oved by them

"Well, M Morrel," said Danglars, "you have heard of the
m sfortune that has befallen us?”

"Yes -- yes: poor Captain Leclere! He was a brave and an
honest man."

"And a first-rate seanman, one who had seen | ong and

honor abl e service, as becane a nman charged with the
interests of a house so inportant as that of Mrrel & Son,"
replied Dangl ars.

"But," replied the owner, glancing after Dantes, who was

wat chi ng the anchoring of his vessel, "it seens to ne that a
sail or needs not be so old as you say, Danglars, to
understand hi s business, for our friend Ednond seens to
understand it thoroughly, and not to require instruction
from any one."

"Yes," said Danglars, darting at Ednond a | ook gleaning with
hate. "Yes, he is young, and youth is invariably

sel f-confident. Scarcely was the captain's breath out of his
body when he assunmed the conmmand wi t hout consulting any one,
and he caused us to lose a day and a half at the Island of

El ba, instead of naking for Marseilles direct."

"As to taking command of the vessel," replied Mrrel, "that
was his duty as captain's nmate; as to losing a day and a
hal f off the Island of Elba, he was wrong, unless the vesse
needed repairs."
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"The vessel was in as good condition as | am and as, | hope
you are, M Morrel, and this day and a half was |ost from
pure whim for the pleasure of going ashore, and nothing

el se. ™

"Dantes," said the shi powner, turning towards the young man
"conme this way!"
“I'n a nonent, sir," answered Dantes, "and |'mwth you."
Then calling to the crew, he said -- "Let go!"

The anchor was instantly dropped, and the chain ran rattling
t hrough the port-hole. Dantes continued at his post in spite
of the presence of the pilot, until this manoeuvre was

conpl eted, and then he added, "Half-nmast the colors, and
square the yards!"

"You see," said Danglars, "he fancies hinself captain
al ready, upon nmy word."

"And so, in fact, he is," said the owner.

"Except your signature and your partner's, M Morrel."

"And why shoul d he not have this?" asked the owner; "he is
young, it is true, but he seens to ne a thorough seaman, and
of full experience."

A cl oud passed over Danglars' brow. "Your pardon, M

Morrel ," said Dantes, approaching, "the vessel now rides at
anchor, and I am at your service. You hailed me, | think?"
Dangl ars retreated a step or two. "I wi shed to inquire why

you stopped at the Island of Elba?"

"I do not know, sir; it was to fulfil the last instructions
of Captain Leclere, who, when dying, gave nme a packet for
Mar shal Bertrand. ™

"Then did you see him Ednond?"

"Who?"

"The marshal . "

"Yes."

Morrel | ooked around him and then, drawi ng Dantes on one
si de, he said suddenly -- "And how is the enperor?"”

"Very well, as far as | could judge fromthe sight of him"
"You saw t he enperor, then?"
"He entered the marshal's apartnment while | was there."

"And you spoke to hinP"
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"Why, it was he who spoke to ne, sir,
sm | e.

said Dantes, with a

"And what did he say to you?"

"Asked ne questions about the vessel, the tinme she left
Marseill es, the course she had taken, and what was her
cargo. | believe, if she had not been | aden, and | had been
her master, he would have bought her. But | told himIl was
only mate, and that she belonged to the firmof Mrrel &
Son. " Ah, yes,' he said, | know them The Mrrels have been
shi powners fromfather to son; and there was a Mrrel who
served in the sane reginment with ne when | was in garrison
at Val ence.'"

"Pardieu, and that is true!" cried the owner, greatly
delighted. "And that was Policar Mrrel, ny uncle, who was
afterwards a captain. Dantes, you nust tell my uncle that
the emperor renenbered him and you will see it will bring
tears into the old soldier's eyes. Cone, cone," continued
he, patting Ednond's shoul der kindly, "you did very right,
Dantes, to follow Captain Leclere's instructions, and touch
at Elba, although if it were known that you had conveyed a
packet to the marshal, and had conversed with the enperor,
it mght bring you into trouble."

"How could that bring nme into trouble, sir?" asked Dantes;
"for I did not even know of what | was the bearer; and the
enperor nmerely made such inquiries as he would of the first
coner. But, pardon nme, here are the health officers and the
custons inspectors com ng alongside."” And the young man went
to the gangway. As he departed, Dangl ars approached, and
said, --

"Well, it appears that he has given you satisfactory reasons
for his |landing at Porto-Ferrajo?"

"Yes, nost satisfactory, ny dear Danglars."”

"Well, so nmuch the better," said the supercargo; "for it is
not pleasant to think that a conrade has not done his duty."

"Dantes has done his," replied the owner, "and that is not
saying much. It was Captain Leclere who gave orders for this
del ay."

"Tal king of Captain Leclere, has not Dantes given you a
letter from hinP"

"To me? -- no -- was there one?"

"I believe that, besides the packet, Captain Leclere
confided a letter to his care."

"Of what packet are you speaking, Dangl ars?”
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"Why, that which Dantes |left at Porto-Ferrajo.”

"How do you know he had a packet to | eave at Porto-Ferrajo?"
Dangl ars turned very red.

"I was passing close to the door of the captain's cabin,

whi ch was half open, and | saw him give the packet and

letter to Dantes."

"He did not speak to me of it," replied the shi powner; "but
if there be any letter he will give it to ne."

Dangl ars reflected for a nonment. "Then, M Morrel, | beg of
you," said he, "not to say a word to Dantes on the subject.
I may have been ni staken."

At this nonment the young man returned; Danglars w thdrew.

"Well, ny dear Dantes, are you now free?" inquired the
owner .
"Yes, sir."

"You have not been | ong detained."”

"No. | gave the custom house officers a copy of our bill of

| ading; and as to the other papers, they sent a man off with
the pilot, to whom| gave them"

"Then you have nothing nore to do here?"

"No -- everything is all right now"

"Then you can conme and dine with nme?"

"I really rmust ask you to excuse me, M Morrel. My first

visit is due to my father, though I amnot the less gratefu
for the honor you have done ne."

"Right, Dantes, quite right. | always knew you were a good
son. "
"And," inquired Dantes, with some hesitation, "do you know

how mmy father is?"

"Well, | believe, ny dear Ednond, though |I have not seen him
lately.”

"Yes, he likes to keep hinself shut up in his little room"

"That proves, at |east, that he has wanted for nothing
during your absence."

Dantes smiled. "My father is proud, sir, and if he had not a

neal left, | doubt if he would have asked anything from
anyone, except from Heaven."
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"Well, then, after this first visit has been made we shal
count on you."

"I nmust again excuse nyself, M Morrel, for after this first
visit has been paid | have another which |I am npst anxious
to pay."

"True, Dantes, | forgot that there was at the Catal ans sone
one who expects you no less inpatiently than your father --
the |l ovely Mercedes.™

Dant es bl ushed.

"Ah, ha," said the shipowner, "I amnot in the |east
surprised, for she has been to ne three tinmes, inquiring if
there were any news of the Pharaon. Peste, Ednond, you have
a very handsonme m stress!"”

"She is not nmy mstress,” replied the young sailor, gravely;
"she is ny betrothed."”

"Sonmetines one and the sane thing," said Morrel, with a
smle.

“"Not with us, sir," replied Dantes.

"Well, well, my dear Ednond," continued the owner, "don't
et me detain you. You have managed ny affairs so well that
I ought to allow you all the tinme you require for your own.
Do you want any noney?"

"No, sir; | have all nmy pay to take -- nearly three nonths
wages. "

"You are a careful fellow, Ednond."
"Say | have a poor father, sir."

"Yes, yes, | know how good a son you are, so now hasten away
to see your father. | have a son too, and | should be very
woth with those who detained himfromme after a three

nont hs' voyage. "

"Then | have your |eave, sir?"

"Yes, if you have nothing nore to say to ne."

"Not hi ng. "

"Captain Leclere did not, before he died, give you a letter
for nme?"

"He was unable to wite, sir. But that rem nds ne that |
nmust ask your |eave of absence for sone days."

"To get married?”
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"Yes, first, and then to go to Paris.”

"Very good; have what tinme you require, Dantes. It will take
quite six weeks to unload the cargo, and we cannot get you
ready for sea until three nonths after that; only be back
again in three nonths, for the Pharaon," added the owner,
patting the young sailor on the back, "cannot sail without
her captain."

"W thout her captain!" cried Dantes, his eyes sparkling with
ani mation; "pray mnd what you say, for you are touching on
the nost secret wishes of ny heart. Is it really your
intention to nmake ne captain of the Pharaon?"

"If | were sole owner we'd shake hands on it now, mny dear
Dantes, and call it settled; but | have a partner, and you
know the Italian proverb -- Chi ha conpagno ha padrone --
"He who has a partner has a master.' But the thing is at

| east half done, as you have one out of two votes. Rely on

me to procure you the other; | will do ny best.”
"Ah, M Morrel," exclainmed the young seaman, with tears in
his eyes, and grasping the owner's hand, "M Morrel, | thank

you in the name of ny father and of Mercedes."

"That's all right, Ednond. There's a providence that watches
over the deserving. Go to your father: go and see Mercedes,
and afterwards conme to ne."

"Shall 1 row you ashore?"

"No, thank you; | shall remain and | ook over the accounts
wi th Danglars. Have you been satisfied with himthis
voyage?"

"That is according to the sense you attach to the question
sir. Do you nean is he a good conrade? No, for | think he
never liked me since the day when | was silly enough, after
alittle quarrel we had, to propose to himto stop for ten
mnutes at the island of Monte Cristo to settle the dispute
-- a proposition which | was wong to suggest, and he quite
right to refuse. If you nmean as responsi bl e agent when you
ask me the question, | believe there is nothing to say
against him and that you will be content with the way in
whi ch he has perforned his duty.”

"But tell nme, Dantes, if you had command of the Pharaon
shoul d you be glad to see Dangl ars remai n?"

"Captain or mate, M Morrel, | shall always have the
greatest respect for those who possess the owners'
confidence."

"That's right, that's right, Dantes! | see you are a

t horoughly good fellow, and will detain you no |onger. Co,
for I see how inpatient you are.”
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"Then | have | eave?"

"Go, | tell you."

“"May | have the use of your skiff?"
"Certainly."

"Then, for the present, M Mdrrel, farewell, and a thousand
t hanks! ™"

"l hope soon to see you again, my dear Ednond. Good |uck to
you. "

The young sailor junped into the skiff, and sat down in the
stern sheets, with the order that he be put ashore at La
Canebi ere. The two oarsmen bent to their work, and the
little boat glided away as rapidly as possible in the m dst
of the thousand vessels which choke up the narrow way which
| eads between the two rows of ships fromthe nmouth of the
harbor to the Quai d' Ol eans.

The shi powner, sniling, followed himwith his eyes until he
saw him spring out on the quay and di sappear in the mdst of
the throng, which fromfive o' clock in the norning unti
nine o' clock at night, swarnms in the fanous street of La
Canebiere, -- a street of which the nodern Phocaeans are so
proud that they say with all the gravity in the world, and
with that accent which gives so nuch character to what is
said, "If Paris had La Canebiere, Paris would be a second
Marseilles." On turning round the owner saw Dangl ars behind
him apparently awaiting orders, but in reality also

wat chi ng the young sailor, -- but there was a great
difference in the expression of the two men who thus

foll omed the novenents of Ednond Dantes.

Chapter 2
Fat her and Son.

W will |eave Danglars struggling with the denon of hatred,
and endeavoring to insinuate in the ear of the shipowner
some evil suspicions against his conrade, and foll ow Dantes,
who, after having traversed La Canebiere, took the Rue de
Noai Il es, and entering a small house, on the left of the

Al'l ees de Meillan, rapidly ascended four flights of a dark
staircase, holding the baluster with one hand, while with
the other he repressed the beatings of his heart, and paused
before a hal f-open door, from which he could see the whole
of a small room

This room was occupi ed by Dantes' father. The news of the
arrival of the Pharaon had not yet reached the old man, who,
nounted on a chair, was anusing hinself by training with
trembling hand the nasturtiunms and sprays of clematis that
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cl anmbered over the trellis at his w ndow. Suddenly, he felt
an armthrown around his body, and a well-known voice behind
hi m excl ai med, "Father -- dear father!™

The old man uttered a cry, and turned round; then, seeing
his son, he fell into his arms, pale and trenbling.

"What ails you, ny dearest father? Are you ill?" inquired
t he young man, rnuch al ar nmed.

"No, no, ny dear Ednmond -- ny boy -- ny son! -- no; but I
did not expect you; and joy, the surprise of seeing you so
suddenly -- Ah, | feel as if | were going to die."

"Cone, cone, cheer up, ny dear father! 'Tis | -- really I!
They say joy never hurts, and so | cane to you without any
war ni ng. Come now, do snile, instead of |ooking at nme so
solemly. Here | am back again, and we are going to be

happy. "

"Yes, yes, ny boy, so we will -- so we will,"” replied the
old man; "but how shall we be happy? Shall you never | eave
me agai n? Cone, tell ne all the good fortune that has
befall en you."

"God forgive nme," said the young man, "for rejoicing at

happi ness derived fromthe msery of others, but, Heaven
knows, | did not seek this good fortune; it has happened,
and | really cannot pretend to lanent it. The good Captain
Leclere is dead, father, and it is probable that, with the
aid of M Morrel, | shall have his place. Do you understand,
father? Only imagine me a captain at twenty, with a hundred
| ouis pay, and a share in the profits! Is this not nore than
a poor sailor like me could have hoped for?"

"Yes, ny dear boy," replied the old man, "it is very
fortunate."
"Well, then, with the first noney | touch, | nmean you to

have a small house, with a garden in which to plant
clematis, nasturtiums, and honeysuckle. But what ails you,
father? Are you not well?"

"*Tis nothing, nothing; it will soon pass away" -- and as he
said so the old nman's strength failed him and he fel
backwar ds.

"Cone, cone," said the young man, "a glass of w ne, father
will revive you. Where do you keep your w ne?"

"No, no; thanks. You need not |ook for it; | do not want
it," said the old nan.

"Yes, yes, father, tell ne where it is,"”
or three cupboards.

and he opened two

"It is no use," said the old nman, "there is no wine."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

11



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO 12

"What, no wi ne?" said Dantes, turning pale, and |ooking
alternately at the hollow cheeks of the old man and the
enpty cupboards. "What, no w ne? Have you wanted nopney,
f at her ?"

"I want nothing now that | have you," said the old man.

"Yet," stamered Dantes, wi ping the perspiration from his
brow, -- "yet | gave you two hundred francs when | left,
t hree nont hs ago."

"Yes, yes, Ednond, that is true, but you forgot at that tinme
alittle debt to our neighbor, Caderousse. He rem nded ne of
it, telling ne if | did not pay for you, he would be paid by
M Morrel; and so, you see, |lest he mght do you an injury"

"Wl | ?"
"Why, | paid him"

"But," cried Dantes, "it was a hundred and forty francs |
owed Caderousse."

"Yes," stammered the old nman.
"And you paid himout of the two hundred francs | left you?"
The ol d man nodded.

"So that you have lived for three nonths on sixty francs,"
nmutt ered Ednond.

"You know how little | require," said the old man.

"Heaven pardon me," cried Ednond, falling on his knees
before his father.

"What are you doi ng?"
"You have wounded ne to the heart."

“"Never mind it, for I see you once nore," said the old man;
"and nowit's all over -- everything is all right again.”

"Yes, here | am" said the young man, "with a pronising
future and a little noney. Here, father, here!" he said,
"take this -- take it, and send for sonething i mediately."
And he enptied his pockets on the table, the contents

consi sting of a dozen gold pieces, five or six five-franc

pi eces, and sonme snmller coin. The countenance of old Dantes
bri ght ened.

"Whom does this belong to?" he inquired.

"To me, to you, to us! Take it; buy some provisions; be
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happy, and to-norrow we shall have nore."

"Cently, gently,"” said the old man, with a snmile; "and by
your leave | will use your purse noderately, for they would
say, if they saw ne buy too many things at a tine, that |
had been obliged to await your return, in order to be able
to purchase them"

"Do as you please; but, first of all, pray have a servant,
father. | will not have you left alone so long. | have some
smuggl ed coffee and nost capital tobacco, in a small chest
in the hold, which you shall have to-norrow. But, hush, here
cones sonebody. "

"' Tis Caderousse, who has heard of your arrival, and no
doubt cones to congratul ate you on your fortunate return."

"Ah, lips that say one thing, while the heart thinks
anot her," nurmured Ednond. "But, never mind, he is a
nei ghbor who has done us a service on a tine, so he's
wel cone. "

As Ednond paused, the black and bearded head of Caderousse
appeared at the door. He was a man of twenty-five or six,
and held a piece of cloth, which, being a tailor, he was
about to nake into a coat-Iining.

"What, is it you, Ednond, back again?" said he, with a broad
Mar sei | | ai se accent, and a grin that displayed his
ivory-white teeth.

"Yes, as you see, neighbor Caderousse; and ready to be
agreeable to you in any and every way," replied Dantes, but
ill-concealing his coldness under this cloak of civility.

"Thanks -- thanks; but, fortunately, | do not want for
anything; and it chances that at tinmes there are others who
have need of ne." Dantes made a gesture. "I do not allude to
you, my boy. No! -- no! | lent you noney, and you returned

it; that's like good neighbors, and we are quits."

"We are never quits with those who oblige us," was Dantes
reply; "for when we do not owe them nbney, we owe them
gratitude."

"What's the use of mentioning that? What is done is done.
Let us talk of your happy return, ny boy. | had gone on the
quay to match a piece of mulberry cloth, when | nmet friend
Dangl ars. “You at Marseilles?" -- "Yes,' says he.

"1 thought you were at Snyrna.' -- "| was; but am now back
again.'

"“And where is the dear boy, our little Ednond?

"“Why, with his father, no doubt,' replied Danglars. And so
| canme," added Caderousse, "as fast as | could to have the
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pl easure of shaking hands with a friend."

"Wort hy Caderousse!” said the old man, "he is so nuch
attached to us."

"Yes, to be sure | am | love and esteem you, because honest
folks are so rare. But it seens you have cone back rich, ny
boy," continued the tailor, |ooking askance at the handfu

of gold and silver which Dantes had thrown on the table.

The young man renmarked the greedy gl ance which shone in the
dark eyes of his neighbor. "Eh," he said, negligently. "this
nmoney is not mne. | was expressing to nmy father ny fears
that he had wanted many things in ny absence, and to
convince ne he enptied his purse on the table. Cone, father"
added Dantes, "put this noney back in your box -- unless

nei ghbor Caderousse wants anything, and in that case it is
at his service."

"No, ny boy, no," said Caderousse. "I amnot in any want,
thank God, my living is suited to my neans. Keep your nobney
-- keep it, | say; -- one never has too much; -- but, at the
same time, nmy boy, | am as nuch obliged by your offer as if

I took advantage of it."

"I't was offered with good will," said Dantes.
“"No doubt, ny boy; no doubt. Well, you stand well with M
Morrel | hear, -- you insinuating dog, you!"

"M Morrel has al ways been exceedingly kind to ne," replied
Dant es.

"Then you were wong to refuse to dine with him?"

"What, did you refuse to dine with hinP" said old Dantes;
"and did he invite you to di ne?"

"Yes, ny dear father,"” replied Ednond, smling at his
father's astonishnent at the excessive honor paid to his
son.

"And why did you refuse, my son?" inquired the old nman.

"That | m ght the sooner see you again, my dear father,"
replied the young man. "I was npbst anxious to see you."

"But it nust have vexed M Morrel, good, worthy man," said
Cader ousse. "And when you are | ooking forward to be captain,
it was wong to annoy the owner."

"But | explained to himthe cause of ny refusal,k"”
Dantes, "and | hope he fully understood it."

replied

"Yes, but to be captain one nust do a little flattery to
one's patrons."
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"I hope to be captain without that," said Dantes.

"So nuch the better -- so much the better! Nothing will give
greater pleasure to all your old friends; and I know one
down there behind the Saint Nicolas citadel who will not be

sorry to hear it."
"Mercedes?" said the old nan.

"Yes, ny dear father, and with your perm ssion, now | have
seen you, and know you are well and have all you require,
wi |l ask your consent to go and pay a visit to the
Cat al ans. ™

"Go, ny dear boy," said old Dantes: "and heaven bl ess you in
your wife, as it has blessed ne in ny son!"

"H's wife!" said Caderousse; "why, how fast you go on,
father Dantes; she is not his wife yet, as it seens to ne."

"So, but according to all probability she soon will be,"
replied Ednond.

"Yes -- yes," said Caderousse; "but you were right to return
as soon as possible, nmy boy."

“And why?"

"Because Mercedes is a very fine girl, and fine girls never
lack followers; she particularly has them by dozens."

"Real | y?" answered Ednond, with a smile which had in it
traces of slight uneasiness.

"Ah, yes," continued Caderousse, "and capital offers, too;
but you know, you will be captain, and who could refuse you
t hen?"

"Meaning to say,"” replied Dantes, with a smle which but
ill-concealed his trouble, "that if I were not a captain" --

"Eh -- eh!" said Caderousse, shaking his head.

"Cone, cone," said the sailor, "I have a better opinion than
you of woren in general, and of Mercedes in particular; and
| amcertain that, captain or not, she will remain ever
faithful to me."

"So much the better -- so nuch the better,"” said Caderousse.
"When one is going to be nmarried, there is nothing like
implicit confidence; but never mnd that, ny boy, -- go and
announce your arrival, and let her know all your hopes and
prospects.”

"I will go directly,"” was Ednond's reply; and, enbracing his
father, and nodding to Caderousse, he left the apartnent.
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Caderousse lingered for a nonent, then taking | eave of old
Dantes, he went downstairs to rejoin Danglars, who awaited
himat the corner of the Rue Senac.

"Well," said Danglars, "did you see hinP"

"I have just left him" answered Caderousse.

"Did he allude to his hope of being captain?"

"He spoke of it as a thing already decided."”

"I ndeed! " said Danglars, "he is in too nmuch hurry, it
appears to ne."

"Wy, it seems M Morrel has pronised himthe thing."

"So that he is quite el ated about it?"

"Why, yes, he is actually insolent over the matter -- has
al ready offered ne his patronage, as if he were a grand
personage, and proffered ne a | oan of nobney, as though he
were a banker."

"Whi ch you refused?"

"Most assuredly; although I might easily have accepted it,
for it was | who put into his hands the first silver he ever
earned; but now M Dantes has no | onger any occasion for
assistance -- he is about to becone a captain.”

"Pooh!" said Danglars, "he is not one yet."

“"Ma foi, it will be as well if he is not," answered
Caderousse; "for if he should be, there will be really no
speaking to him™"

"I'f we choose,"” replied Danglars, "he will renmain what he

is; and perhaps becone even |less than he is.™
"What do you nean?"

“"Nothing -- | was speaking to nyself. And is he still in
love with the Catal ane?"

"Over head and ears; but, unless | am nuch m staken, there
will be a stormin that quarter.”

"Explain yoursel f."
"Why shoul d | ?"

"It is nore inportant than you think, perhaps. You do not
i ke Dant es?"

"I never like upstarts.”
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"Then tell me all you know about the Catal ane.”

"I know nothing for certain; only | have seen things which

i nduce ne to believe, as | told you, that the future captain
will find some annoyance in the vicinity of the Vieilles
Infirmeries."

"What have you seen? -- cone, tell ne!"
"Well, every time | have seen Mercedes cone into the city
she has been acconpanied by a tall, strapping, black-eyed

Catal an, with a red conpl exion, brown skin, and fierce air
whom she calls cousin.”

"Real ly; and you think this cousin pays her attentions?"

"I only suppose so. \What el se can a strappi ng chap of
twenty-one nmean with a fine wench of seventeen?"

"And you say that Dantes has gone to the Catal ans?"
"He went before | cane down."

"Let us go the same way; we will stop at La Reserve, and we
can drink a glass of La Malgue, whilst we wait for news."

"Cone al ong," said Caderousse; "but you pay the score."

"Of course,"” replied Danglars; and going quickly to the
desi gnated place, they called for a bottle of w ne, and two
gl asses.

Pere Panphil e had seen Dantes pass not ten m nutes before;
and assured that he was at the Catal ans, they sat down under
t he budding foliage of the planes and sycanores, in the
branches of which the birds were singing their welcome to
one of the first days of spring.

Chapter 3
The Cat al ans.

Beyond a bare, weather-worn wall, about a hundred paces from
the spot where the two friends sat | ooking and listening as
they drank their wine, was the village of the Catal ans. Long
ago this nysterious colony quitted Spain, and settled on the
tongue of land on which it is to this day. Wence it canme no
one knew, and it spoke an unknown tongue. One of its chiefs,
who understood Provencal, begged the conmmune of Marseilles
to give themthis bare and barren pronontory, where, like
the sailors of old, they had run their boats ashore. The
request was granted; and three nonths afterwards, around the
twelve or fifteen small vessels which had brought these
gypsies of the sea, a small village sprang up. This village,
constructed in a singular and picturesque manner, half
Moorish, half Spanish, still remains, and is inhabited by
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descendants of the first comers, who speak the |anguage of
their fathers. For three or four centuries they have

remai ned upon this small pronontory, on which they had
settled like a flight of seabirds, without m xing with the
Mar sei | | ai se popul ation, intermarrying, and preserving their
original customs and the costune of their nother-country as
they have preserved its | anguage.

Qur readers will follow us along the only street of this
little village, and enter with us one of the houses, which
is sunburned to the beautiful dead-leaf color peculiar to

t he buildings of the country, and within coated with
whi t ewash, |ike a Spanish posada. A young and beautifu

girl, with hair as black as jet, her eyes as velvety as the
gazelle's, was | eaning with her back agai nst the wainscot,
rubbing in her slender delicately noulded fingers a bunch of
heat h bl ossons, the flowers of which she was picking off and
strewing on the floor; her arns, bare to the el bow, brown,
and nodel |l ed after those of the Arlesian Venus, nmoved with a
kind of restless inpatience, and she tapped the earth with
her arched and supple foot, so as to display the pure and
full shape of her well-turned leg, inits red cotton, gray
and bl ue clocked, stocking. At three paces from her, seated
in a chair which he balanced on two | egs, |eaning his el bow
on an old wormeaten table, was a tall young man of twenty,
or two-and-twenty, who was | ooking at her with an air in

whi ch vexation and uneasi ness were mngled. He questioned
her with his eyes, but the firmand steady gaze of the young
girl controlled his |ook.

"You see, Mercedes," said the young man, "here is Easter
cone round again; tell nme, is this the nonent for a
weddi ng?"

"I have answered you a hundred tinmes, Fernand, and really
you nust be very stupid to ask ne again."

"Well, repeat it, -- repeat it, | beg of you, that | nay at
| ast believe it! Tell me for the hundredth tinme that you
refuse ny | ove, which had your nother's sanction. Make ne
understand once for all that you are trifling with ny

happi ness, that ny |ife or death are nothing to you. Ah, to
have dreaned for ten years of being your husband, Mercedes,
and to | ose that hope, which was the only stay of ny

exi stence! "

"At least it was not | who ever encouraged you in that hope,
Fernand, " replied Mercedes; "you cannot reproach nme with the
slightest coquetry. | have always said to you, | love you
as a brother; but do not ask fromnme nore than sisterly
affection, for nmy heart is another's.' Is not this true,

Fer nand?"

"Yes, that is very true, Mercedes," replied the young man,

"Yes, you have been cruelly frank with nme; but do you forget
that it is anong the Catalans a sacred law to intermarry?"
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"You nistake, Fernand; it is not a law, but nmerely a custom

and, | pray of you, do not cite this customin your favor.
You are included in the conscription, Fernand, and are only
at liberty on sufferance, |iable at any nonment to be called

upon to take up arnms. Once a soldier, what would you do with
me, a poor orphan, forlorn, wi thout fortune, wi th nothing
but a half-ruined hut and a few ragged nets, the m serable

i nheritance left by nmy father to my nother, and by my nother
to me? She has been dead a year, and you know, Fernand, |
have subsisted alnpst entirely on public charity. Sometines
you pretend I amuseful to you, and that is an excuse to
share with nme the produce of your fishing, and | accept it,
Fernand, because you are the son of ny father's brother
because we were brought up together, and still nore because
it would give you so nuch pain if | refuse. But | feel very
deeply that this fish which | go and sell, and with the
produce of which | buy the flax |I spin, -- | feel very
keenly, Fernand, that this is charity."

"And if it were, Mercedes, poor and |one as you are, you
suit me as well as the daughter of the first shipowner or
the richest banker of Marseilles! What do such as we desire
but a good wi fe and careful housekeeper, and where can

| ook for these better than in you?"

"Fernand," answered Mercedes, shaking her head, "a wonman
beconmes a bad manager, and who shall say she will remain an
honest woman, when she | oves another man better than her
husband? Rest content with my friendship, for | say once
nmore that is all | can promse, and | will prom se no nore
than I can bestow "

"I understand," replied Fernand, "you can endure your own
wr et chedness patiently, but you are afraid to share nine.
Well, Mercedes, beloved by you, | would tenpt fortune; you
woul d bring me good |uck, and | should becone rich. | could
extend ny occupation as a fisherman, mght get a place as
clerk in a warehouse, and becone in tine a dealer nyself."

"You could do no such thing, Fernand; you are a soldier, and
if you remain at the Catalans it is because there is no war;
so remain a fishernman, and contented with ny friendship, as

I cannot give you nore."

"Well, I will do better, Mercedes. | will be a sailor;

i nstead of the costume of our fathers, which you despise, |
will wear a varnished hat, a striped shirt, and a bl ue
jacket, with an anchor on the buttons. Wuld not that dress
pl ease you?"

"What do you nean?" asked Mercedes, with an angry gl ance, --
"what do you nean? | do not understand you?"

"I nmean, Mercedes, that you are thus harsh and cruel wth
me, because you are expecting sone one who is thus attired;
but perhaps he whom you await is inconstant, or if he is
not, the seais soto him"”
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"Fernand," cried Mercedes, "I believed you were

good- hearted, and | was mi staken! Fernand, you are w cked to
call to your aid jealousy and the anger of God! Yes, | will
not deny it, | do await, and | do | ove him of whom you
speak; and, if he does not return, instead of accusing him
of the inconstancy which you insinuate, | will tell you that
he died loving ne and nme only." The young girl made a

gesture of rage. "I understand you, Fernand; you would be
revenged on him because | do not |ove you; you would cross
your Catalan knife with his dirk. What end woul d t hat
answer? To | ose you ny friendship if he were conquered, and
see that friendship changed into hate if you were victor
Believe me, to seek a quarrel with a man is a bad nethod of
pl easi ng the wonman who | oves that man. No, Fernand, you wil |
not thus give way to evil thoughts. Unable to have ne for
your wife, you will content yourself with having nme for your
friend and sister; and besides," she added, her eyes
troubl ed and noi stened with tears, "wait, wait, Fernand; you
said just now that the sea was treacherous, and he has been
gone four nonths, and during these four nonths there have
been sone terrible storms.”

Fernand made no reply, nor did he attenpt to check the tears
whi ch fl owed down the cheeks of Mercedes, although for each
of these tears he woul d have shed his heart's bl ood; but
these tears flowed for another. He arose, paced a while up
and down the hut, and then, suddenly stopping before
Mercedes, with his eyes gl owing and his hands clinched, --
"Say, Mercedes," he said, "once for all, is this your fina
determ nati on?”

"I love Ednmond Dantes," the young girl calmy replied, "and

none but Ednond shall ever be ny husband."

“And you will always |ove hin®"

"As long as | live."

Fernand let fall his head |like a defeated man, heaved a sigh
that was |ike a groan, and then suddenly | ooking her full in
the face, with clinched teeth and expanded nostrils, said,

-- "But if he is dead" --

"I'f he is dead, | shall die too."

"If he has forgotten you" --

"Mercedes!" called a joyous voice fromwthout, --
"“Mercedes! "

"Ah," exclainmed the young girl, blushing with delight, and
fairly leaping in excess of |ove, "you see he has not
forgotten ne, for here he is!" And rushing towards the door
she opened it, saying, "Here, Ednond, here | am"”

Fernand, pale and trenbling, drew back, |like a traveller at
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the sight of a serpent, and fell into a chair beside him
Ednmond and Mercedes were cl asped in each other's arns. The
burni ng Marseilles sun, which shot into the roomthrough the
open door, covered themwith a flood of light. At first they
saw not hi ng around them Their intense happiness isol ated
themfromall the rest of the world, and they only spoke in
broken words, which are the tokens of a joy so extrene that
they seemrather the expression of sorrow. Suddenly Ednmond
saw the gl oony, pale, and threatening countenance of

Fernand, as it was defined in the shadow. By a novenent for
whi ch he could scarcely account to hinself, the young
Catal an placed his hand on the knife at his belt.

"Ah, your pardon,"” said Dantes, frowning in his turn; "I did
not perceive that there were three of us." Then, turning to
Mer cedes, he inquired, "Who is this gentlenan?"

"One who will be your best friend, Dantes, for he is ny
friend, ny cousin, nmy brother; it is Fernand -- the man
whom after you, Ednond, | |ove the best in the world. Do
you not renenber hinP"

"Yes!" said Dantes, and wi thout relinquishing Mercedes hand
clasped in one of his own, he extended the other to the
Catalan with a cordial air. But Fernand, instead of
responding to this am able gesture, renmined nmute and
trembling. Ednond then cast his eyes scrutinizingly at the
agitated and enbarrassed Mercedes, and then again on the

gl oony and nenaci ng Fernand. This ook told himall, and his
anger waxed hot.

"I did not know, when | cane with such haste to you, that |
was to neet an eneny here."

"An eneny!" cried Mercedes, with an angry | ook at her
cousin. "An eneny in my house, do you say, Ednond! If |

bel i eved that, |I would place nmy armunder yours and go with
you to Marseilles, leaving the house to return to it no
nore."

Fernand's eye darted lightning. "And should any m sfortune
occur to you, dear Ednond," she continued with the sane

cal mess which proved to Fernand that the young girl had
read the very innernost depths of his sinister thought, "if
m sfortune should occur to you, | would ascend the highest
poi nt of the Cape de Morgion and cast nyself headl ong from
it."

Fernand becane deadly pale. "But you are deceived, Ednond,"
she continued. "You have no eneny here -- there is no one
but Fernand, ny brother, who will grasp your hand as a
devoted friend."

And at these words the young girl fixed her inperious | ook
on the Catal an, who, as if fascinated by it, came slowy
towar ds Ednmond, and offered himhis hand. His hatred, like a
power | ess though furious wave, was broken agai nst the strong
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ascendancy whi ch Mercedes exercised over him Scarcely,
however, had he touched Ednond's hand than he felt he had
done all he could do, and rushed hastily out of the house.

"Ch," he exclaimed, running furiously and tearing his hair
-- "Oh, who will deliver ne fromthis man? Wetched --
wretched that | am"”

"Hal l o, Catal an! Hallo, Fernand! where are you running to?"
excl aimed a voice

The young man stopped suddenly, |ooked around him and
percei ved Caderousse sitting at table with Dangl ars, under
an arbor.

"Well", said Caderousse, "why don't you conme? Are you really
in such a hurry that you have no tinme to pass the tinme of
day with your friends?"

"Particularly when they have still a full bottle before
them " added Dangl ars. Fernand | ooked at them both with a
stupefied air, but did not say a word.

"He seens besotted," said Danglars, pushing Caderousse with
his knee. "Are we mistaken, and is Dantes triunphant in
spite of all we have believed?"

"Why, we nust inquire into that," was Caderousse's reply;
and turning towards the young man, said, "Well, Catal an
can't you make up your m nd?"

Fernand wi ped away the perspiration steanming fromhis brow,
and slowy entered the arbor, whose shade seened to restore
somewhat of cal mess to his senses, and whose cool ness
somewhat of refreshnment to his exhausted body.

"CGood-day," said he. "You called ne, didn't you?" And he
fell, rather than sat down, on one of the seats which
surrounded the table.

"I called you because you were running |like a madman, and
was afraid you would throw yourself into the sea," said
Cader ousse, |aughing. "Wiy, when a man has friends, they are
not only to offer hima glass of w ne, but, noreover, to
prevent his swallow ng three or four pints of water
unnecessarily!"

Fernand gave a groan, which resenbled a sob, and dropped his
head into his hands, his el bows | eaning on the table.

"Well, Fernand, | nust say," said Caderousse, beginning the
conversation, with that brutality of the common people in
which curiosity destroys all diplomacy, "you | ook unconmonly
like a rejected lover;" and he burst into a hoarse | augh

"Bah!" said Danglars, "a |ad of his nake was not born to be
unhappy in love. You are laughing at him Caderousse.”
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"No," he replied, "only hark how he sighs! Cone, cone,
Fernand, " said Caderousse, "hold up your head, and answer
us. It's not polite not to reply to friends who ask news of
your health."

"My health is well enough," said Fernand, clinching his
hands wi thout raising his head.

"Ah, you see, Danglars," said Caderousse, w nking at his
friend, "this is howit is; Fernand, whom you see here, is a
good and brave Catal an, one of the best fishermen in
Marseilles, and he is in love with a very fine girl, naned
Mer cedes; but it appears, unfortunately, that the fine girl
isinlove with the mate of the Pharaon; and as the Pharaon
arrived to-day -- why, you understand!"

“No; | do not understand," said Dangl ars.
"Poor Fernand has been dism ssed,"” continued Caderousse.

"Wel |, and what then?" said Fernand, lifting up his head,
and | ooki ng at Caderousse |ike a man who | ooks for sone one
on whomto vent his anger; "Mercedes is not accountable to
any person, is she? Is she not free to | ove whonsoever she
will?"

"Oh, if you take it in that sense," said Caderousse, "it is
anot her thing. But | thought you were a Catal an, and they
told me the Catal ans were not men to allow thensel ves to be
suppl anted by a rival. It was even told nme that Fernand,
especially, was terrible in his vengeance."

Fernand smled piteously. "A lover is never terrible," he
sai d.

"Poor fellow " remarked Danglars, affecting to pity the
young man fromthe bottom of his heart. "Wy, you see, he
did not expect to see Dantes return so suddenly -- he

t hought he was dead, perhaps; or perchance faithless! These
t hi ngs al ways cone on us nore severely when they cone
suddenly. "

"Ah, ma foi, under any circunstances," said Caderousse, who
drank as he spoke, and on whomthe funes of the wi ne began
to take effect, -- "under any circunstances Fernand is not
the only person put out by the fortunate arrival of Dantes;
i s he, Dangl ars?"

“"No, you are right -- and | should say that would bring him
ill-luck."

"Well, never mnd," answered Caderousse, pouring out a glass
of wine for Fernand, and filling his own for the eighth or
ninth time, while Danglars had nmerely sipped his. "Never
mnd -- in the neantine he marries Mercedes -- the lovely
Mercedes -- at |east he returns to do that."
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During this time Danglars fixed his piercing glance on the
young man, on whose heart Caderousse's words fell Iike
nmol ten | ead.

"And when is the wedding to be?" he asked.
"COh, it is not yet fixed!" murnured Fernand.

"No, but it will be," said Caderousse, "as surely as Dantes
will be captain of the Pharaon -- eh, Dangl ars?"

Dangl ars shuddered at this unexpected attack, and turned to
Cader ousse, whose countenance he scrutinized, to try and
detect whether the bl ow was preneditated; but he read
not hi ng but envy in a countenance already rendered bruta
and stupid by drunkenness.

"Well," said he, filling the glasses, "let us drink to
Capt ai n Ednond Dantes, husband of the beautiful Catal ane!"

Cader ousse raised his glass to his nouth with unsteady hand,
and swal | owed the contents at a gul p. Fernand dashed his on
t he ground.

"Eh, eh, eh!" stammered Caderousse. "What do | see down
there by the wall, in the direction of the Catal ans? Look
Fernand, your eyes are better than mine. | believe | see
doubl e. You know wine is a deceiver; but | should say it was
two | overs wal ki ng side by side, and hand in hand. Heaven
forgive ne, they do not know that we can see them and they
are actually enbracing!"”

Dangl ars did not | ose one pang that Fernand endured.

"Do you know them Fernand?" he said.
"Yes," was the reply, in a low voice. "It is Ednond and
Mer cedes! "

"Ah, see there, now " said Caderousse; "and | did not
recogni ze them Hallo, Dantes! hello, |ovely damsel! Cone
this way, and | et us know when the wedding is to be, for
Fernand here is so obstinate he will not tell us."

"Hol d your tongue, will you?" said Danglars, pretending to
restrain Caderousse, who, with the tenacity of drunkards,

| eaned out of the arbor. "Try to stand upright, and let the
| overs make | ove without interruption. See, |ook at Fernand,
and follow his exanple; he is well-behaved!"

Fernand, probably excited beyond bearing, pricked by

Dangl ars, as the bull is by the bandilleros, was about to
rush out; for he had risen fromhis seat, and seenmed to be
collecting himself to dash headl ong upon his rival, when
Mer cedes, smiling and graceful, lifted up her |ovely head,
and | ooked at themwi th her clear and bright eyes. At this

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO 25

Fernand recol |l ected her threat of dying if Ednond di ed, and
dropped again heavily on his seat. Dangl ars | ooked at the
two nmen, one after the other, the one brutalized by |iquor
the ot her overwhelnmed with | ove.

"I shall get nothing fromthese fools," he nuttered; "and
amvery nmuch afraid of being here between a drunkard and a
coward. Here's an envious fellow nmaking hinsel f boozy on

wi ne when he ought to be nursing his wath, and here is a
fool who sees the woman he | oves stolen fromunder his nose
and takes on like a big baby. Yet this Catal an has eyes that
glisten like those of the vengeful Spaniards, Sicilians, and
Cal abri ans, and the other has fists big enough to crush an
ox at one bl ow. Unquestionably, Ednond's star is in the

ascendant, and he will marry the splendid girl -- he will be
captain, too, and |laugh at us all, unless" -- a sinister
sm | e passed over Danglars' lips -- "unless | take a hand in

the affair," he added.

"Hal l o!'" continued Caderousse, half-rising, and with his
fist on the table, "hallo, Ednond! do you not see your
friends, or are you too proud to speak to thenP"

"No, ny dear fellowl" replied Dantes, "I am not proud, but |
am happy, and happi ness blinds, | think, nore than pride."
"Ah, very well, that's an explanation!" said Caderousse.

"How do you do, Madane Dant es?"

Mer cedes courtesied gravely, and said -- "That is not ny
name, and in ny country it bodes ill fortune, they say, to
call a young girl by the nane of her betrothed before he
becomes her husband. So call me Mercedes, if you please.”

"We nust excuse our worthy nei ghbor, Caderousse," said
Dantes, "he is so easily nistaken."

"So, then, the wedding is to take place i mediately, M
Dantes," said Danglars, bowing to the young couple.

"As soon as possible, M Danglars; to-day all prelimnaries

will be arranged at nmy father's, and to-norrow, or next day
at latest, the wedding festival here at La Reserve. My
friends will be there, | hope; that is to say, you are

invited, M Danglars, and you, Caderousse."

"“And Fernand," said Caderousse with a chuckle; "Fernand,
too, is invited!"

"My wife's brother is ny brother," said Ednond; "and we,
Mercedes and |, should be very sorry if he were absent at
such a tine."

Fernand opened his nouth to reply, but his voice died on his
lips, and he could not utter a word.

"To-day the prelimnaries, to-norrow or next day the
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cerenony! You are in a hurry, captain!”
"Dangl ars," said Edmond, smiling, "I will say to you as
Mer cedes said just now to Caderousse, “Do not give ne a
title which does not belong to ne'; that may bring nme bad
luck."

"Your pardon," replied Danglars, "I nmerely said you seened
in a hurry, and we have lots of tine; the Pharaon cannot be
under wei gh again in | ess than three nonths."

"We are always in a hurry to be happy, M Danglars; for when
we have suffered a long time, we have great difficulty in
believing in good fortune. But it is not selfishness al one
that makes nme thus in haste; | nust go to Paris.”

"Ah, really? -- to Paris! and will it be the first tine you
have ever been there, Dantes?"

"Yes. "
"Have you busi ness there?"

"Not of nmy own; the | ast commi ssion of poor Captain Leclere;

you know to what | allude, Danglars -- it is sacred.
Besides, | shall only take the time to go and return.”
"Yes, yes, | understand," said Danglars, and then in a | ow

tone, he added, "To Paris, no doubt to deliver the letter
whi ch the grand marshal gave him Ah, this letter gives nme
an idea -- a capital idea! Ah; Dantes, ny friend, you are
not yet registered nunber one on board the good ship
Pharaon;" then turning towards Ednond, who was wal ki ng away,
"A pleasant journey," he cried.

"Thank you," said Ednond with a friendly nod, and the two
| overs continued on their way, as calmand joyous as if they
were the very el ect of heaven.

Chapter 4
Conspi racy.

Dangl ars fol |l owed Ednmond and Mercedes with his eyes unti

the two | overs di sappeared behi nd one of the angles of Fort
Sai nt Nicolas, then turning round, he perceived Fernand, who
had fallen, pale and trenmbling, into his chair, while

Cader ousse stamrered out the words of a drinking-song.

"Well, ny dear sir," said Danglars to Fernand, "here is a
marri age whi ch does not appear to nake everybody happy."

"It drives ne to despair," said Fernand.

"Do you, then, |ove Mercedes?"
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"l adore her!™

"For | ong?"

"As long as | have known her -- al ways."

"And you sit there, tearing your hair, instead of seeking to
remedy your condition; | did not think that was the way of
your people."

"What woul d you have me do?" said Fernand.

"How do | know? Is it my affair? | amnot in love with
Madenpi sel | e Mercedes; but for you -- in the words of the
gospel, seek, and you shall find."

"I have found al ready."

"What ?"

"I would stab the man, but the woman told me that if any
m sfortune happened to her betrothed, she would kil

hersel f."

"Pooh! Wbnen say those things, but never do them™

"You do not know Mercedes; what she threatens she will do."

"lIdiot!" nuttered Dangl ars; "whether she kill herself or
not, what matter, provided Dantes is not captain?”

"Before Mercedes should die," replied Fernand, with the

accents of unshaken resolution, "I would die nyself!"
"That's what | call love!" said Caderousse with a voice nore
tipsy than ever. "That's love, or | don't know what | ove
is."”

"Cone," said Danglars, "you appear to me a good sort of
fellow, and hang ne, | should like to help you, but" --

"Yes," said Caderousse, "but how?"

"My dear fellow, " replied Danglars, "you are three parts
drunk; finish the bottle, and you will be conpletely so
Drink then, and do not neddle with what we are discussing,
for that requires all one's wit and cool judgnent."

"l -- drunk!" said Caderousse; "well that's a good one! |
could drink four nore such bottles; they are no bigger than
col ogne flasks. Pere Panphile, nmore wi ne!" and Caderousse
rattled his glass upon the table.

"You were saving, sir" -- said Fernand, awaiting with great
anxiety the end of this interrupted remark

"What was | saying? | forget. This drunken Caderousse has
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made ne | ose the thread of ny sentence.”

"Drunk, if you like; so nuch the worse for those who fear

wine, for it is because they have bad thoughts which they

are afraid the liquor will extract fromtheir hearts;" and
Caderousse began to sing the two last lines of a song very
popul ar at the tine, --

“Tous | es nmechants sont beuveurs d'eau;
C est bien prouve par |e deluge."'*

* "The wi cked are great drinkers of water
As the flood proved once for all."

"You said, sir, you would like to help ne, but" --

"Yes; but | added, to help you it would be sufficient that
Dantes did not marry her you | ove; and the marri age may
easily be thwarted, nethinks, and yet Dantes need not die."

"Death al one can separate them " remarked Fernand.

"You talk like a noodle, ny friend," said Caderousse; "and
here is Danglars, who is a w de-awake, clever, deep fell ow,
who will prove to you that you are wong. Prove it

Dangl ars. | have answered for you. Say there is no need why
Dantes should die; it would, indeed, be a pity he shoul d.
Dantes is a good fellow, | |ike Dantes. Dantes, your

heal th."

Fernand rose inpatiently. "Let himrun on," said Dangl ars,
restrai ning the young man; "drunk as he is, he is not nmuch
out in what he says. Absence severs as well as death, and if
the walls of a prison were between Ednond and Mercedes they
woul d be as effectually separated as if he lay under a
tombst one. "

"Yes; but one gets out of prison," said Caderousse, who,
with what sense was left him listened eagerly to the
conversation, "and when one gets out and one's nane is
Ednond Dantes, one seeks revenge" --

"What matters that?" nmuttered Fernand.

“And why, | should like to know, " persisted Caderousse,
"should they put Dantes in prison? he has not robbed or
killed or murdered."

"Hol d your tongue!" said Dangl ars.

"I won't hold nmy tongue!" replied Caderousse; "I say | want
to know why they should put Dantes in prison; | |ike Dantes;
Dantes, your health!" and he swal | owed anot her gl ass of

Wi ne.

Dangl ars saw in the nuddl ed | ook of the tailor the progress
of his intoxication, and turning towards Fernand, said,
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"Well, you understand there is no need to kill him"

"Certainly not, if, as you said just now, you have the neans
of having Dantes arrested. Have you that neans?”

"It is to be found for the searching. But why should
nmeddl e in the matter? it is no affair of mne.";

"I know not why you neddle," said Fernand, seizing his arm
"but this |I know, you have sonme notive of personal hatred
agai nst Dantes, for he who hinmself hates is never m staken
in the sentinments of others.”

"I'' -- notives of hatred agai nst Dantes? None, on nmy word! |
saw you were unhappy, and your unhappi ness interested ne;
that's all; but since you believe | act for ny own account,
adi eu, ny dear friend, get out of the affair as best you
may; " and Danglars rose as if he meant to depart.

"No, no," said Fernand, restraining him "stay! It is of
very little consequence to nme at the end of the matter
whet her you have any angry feeling or not against Dantes.

hate him | confess it openly. Do you find the nmeans, | wll
execute it, provided it is not to kill the man, for Mercedes
has declared she will kill herself if Dantes is killed."

Caderousse, who had |l et his head drop on the table, now
raised it, and |ooking at Fernand with his dull and fishy

eyes, he said, -- "Kill Dantes! who tal ks of killing Dantes?
I won't have himkilled -- I won't! He's nmy friend, and this
nmorni ng offered to share his noney with ne, as | shared m ne
with him | won't have Dantes killed -- | won't!"

"And who has said a word about killing him nuddl ehead?"
replied Danglars. "W were nmerely joking; drink to his
health," he added, filling Caderousse's glass, "and do not
interfere with us."

"Yes, yes, Dantes' good health!" said Caderousse, enptying
his glass, "here's to his health! his health -- hurrah!”

"But the means -- the means?" said Fernand.

"Have you not hit upon any?" asked Dangl ars.

"No! -- you undertook to do so."

"True," replied Danglars; "the French have the superiority
over the Spaniards, that the Spaniards rum nate, while the
French invent."

"Do you invent, then," said Fernand inpatiently.

"Waiter," said Danglars, "pen, ink, and paper."

"Pen, ink, and paper,"” muttered Fernand.
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"Yes; | am a supercargo; pen, ink, and paper are ny tools,
and without ny tools | amfit for nothing."

"Pen, ink, and paper, then," called Fernand | oudly.

"There's what you want on that table," said the waiter

"Bring them here." The waiter did as he was desired.

"When one thinks," said Caderousse, letting his hand drop on

the paper, "there is here wherewithal to kill a man nore
sure than if we waited at the corner of a wood to
assassinate him | have always had nore dread of a pen, a

bottle of ink, and a sheet of paper, than of a sword or
pi stol ."

"The fellowis not so drunk as he appears to be," said

Dangl ars. "G ve him sonme nore wi ne, Fernand." Fernand filled
Caderousse's gl ass, who, like the confirmed toper he was,
lifted his hand fromthe paper and seized the gl ass.

The Catal an watched hi muntil Caderousse, al nbst overcone by
this fresh assault on his senses, rested, or rather dropped,
his gl ass upon the table.

"Wel I!'" resurmed the Catal an, as he saw the final glimer of
Caderousse' s reason vani shing before the | ast glass of w ne.

"Well, then, | should say, for instance,” resunmed Dangl ars,
"that if after a voyage such as Dantes has just made, in

whi ch he touched at the Island of Elba, sone one were to
denounce himto the king's procureur as a Bonapartist agent"

"I will denounce him" exclainmed the young man hastily.

"Yes, but they will nmake you then sign your declaration, and
confront you with himyou have denounced; | wll supply you
wi th the means of supporting your accusation, for | know the
fact well. But Dantes cannot remain forever in prison, and
one day or other he will leave it, and the day when he cones
out, woe betide himwho was the cause of his incarceration!"

"Ch, | should wi sh nothing better than that he would cone
and seek a quarrel with ne."

"Yes, and Mercedes! Mercedes, who will detest you if you
have only the misfortune to scratch the skin of her dearly
bel oved Ednond!"

"True!" said Fernand.

“No, no," continued Danglars; "if we resolve on such a step
it would be much better to take, as | now do, this pen, dip
it intothis ink, and wite with the Ieft hand (that the
writing may not be recogni zed) the denunciation we propose.”
And Dangl ars, uniting practice with theory, wote with his
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left hand, and in a witing reversed fromhis usual style,
and totally unlike it, the follow ng lines, which he handed
to Fernand, and which Fernand read in an undertone: --

"The honorable, the king's attorney, is infornmed by a friend
of the throne and religion, that one Ednond Dantes, mate of
the ship Pharaon, arrived this norning from Snyrna, after
havi ng touched at Napl es and Porto-Ferrajo, has been
intrusted by Murat with a letter for the usurper, and by the
usurper with a letter for the Bonapartist commttee in
Paris. Proof of this crime will be found on arresting him
for the letter will be found upon him or at his father's,

or in his cabin on board the Pharaon."”

"Very good," resumed Dangl ars; "now your revenge |ooks |ike
common-sense, for in no way can it revert to yourself, and
the matter will thus work its own way; there is nothing to
do now but fold the letter as | am doing, and wite upon it,
"To the king's attorney,' and that's all settled." And

Dangl ars wote the address as he spoke.

"Yes, and that's all settled!" exclainmed Caderousse, who, by
a last effort of intellect, had followed the reading of the
letter, and instinctively conprehended all the m sery which
such a denunciation must entail. "Yes, and that's al

settled; only it will be an infamus shane;" and he
stretched out his hand to reach the letter

"Yes," said Danglars, taking it from beyond his reach; "and
as what | say and do is nerely in jest, and I, anongst the
first and forenost, should be sorry if anything happened to
Dantes -- the worthy Dantes -- | ook here!" And taking the

| etter, he squeezed it up in his hands and threw it into a
corner of the arbor.

"All right!" said Caderousse. "Dantes is ny friend, and
won't have himill-used."

"And who thinks of using himill? Certainly neither | nor
Fernand, " said Danglars, rising and | ooking at the young
man, who still renmined seated, but whose eye was fixed on
the denunci atory sheet of paper flung into the corner

“In this case," replied Caderousse, "let's have sonme nore
wine. I wish to drink to the health of Ednond and the |ovely
Mer cedes. "

"You have had too nuch al ready, drunkard," said Dangl ars;
"and if you continue, you will be conpelled to sleep here,
because unable to stand on your |egs."

"I ?" said Caderousse, rising with all the offended dignity
of a drunken man, "I can't keep on ny |legs? Wiy, |'Ill wager
I can go up into the belfry of the Accoul es, and wi thout

st aggeri ng, too!"

"Done!" said Danglars, "I'Il take your bet; but to-norrow --
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to-day it is time to return. Gve nme your arm and |let us

go. "
"Very well, let us go," said Caderousse; "but | don't want
your armat all. Cone, Fernand, won't you return to

Marseill es with us?"

"No," said Fernand; "I shall return to the Catal ans."
"You're wong. Come with us to Marseilles -- cone along.”
"I will not.”

"What do you nean? you will not? Well, just as you |like, ny

prince; there's liberty for all the world. Cone al ong,
Dangl ars, and |let the young gentlenman return to the Catal ans
if he chooses."

Dangl ars took advantage of Caderousse's tenper at the
monment, to take himoff towards Marseilles by the Porte
Sai nt-Victor, staggering as he went.

When they had advanced about twenty yards, Danglars | ooked
back and saw Fernand stoop, pick up the crunpled paper, and
putting it into his pocket then rush out of the arbor
towards Pill on.

"Well," said Caderousse, "why, what a lie he told! He said
he was going to the Catalans, and he is going to the city.
Hal | o, Fernand!"

"Ch, you don't see straight," said Danglars; "he's gone
ri ght enough.”

"Well," said Caderousse, "I should have said not -- how
treacherous wine is!"

"Come, cone," said Danglars to hinself, "now the thing is at
work and it will effect its purpose unassisted.”

Chapter 5
The Marri age- Feast.

The norning's sun rose clear and respl endent, touching the
foany waves into a network of ruby-tinted light.

The feast had been nmade ready on the second floor at La
Reserve, with whose arbor the reader is already famliar

The apartnent destined for the purpose was spaci ous and
lighted by a nunber of w ndows, over each of which was
written in golden letters for sonme inexplicable reason the
nanme of one of the principal cities of France; beneath these
wi ndows a wooden bal cony extended the entire |length of the
house. And al though the entertainment was fixed for twelve
o' cl ock, an hour previous to that time the bal cony was
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filled with inpatient and expectant guests, consisting of
the favored part of the crew of the Pharaon, and other
personal friends of the bride-groom the whole of whom had
arrayed thenselves in their choicest costunes, in order to
do greater honor to the occasion

Various runors were afloat to the effect that the owners of
t he Pharaon had promised to attend the nuptial feast; but
all seened unaninous in doubting that an act of such rare
and exceedi ng condescensi on coul d possibly be intended.

Dangl ars, however, who now made hi s appearance, acconpanied
by Caderousse, effectually confirmed the report, stating
that he had recently conversed with M Mrrel, who had

hi nsel f assured himof his intention to dine at La Reserve.

In fact, a monment later M Mrrel appeared and was sal uted
with an enthusiastic burst of applause fromthe crew of the
Pharaon, who hailed the visit of the shipowner as a sure

i ndi cation that the man whose weddi ng feast he thus
delighted to honor would ere long be first in comuand of the
ship; and as Dantes was universally bel oved on board his
vessel, the sailors put no restraint on their tunultuous joy
at finding that the opinion and choice of their superiors so
exactly coincided with their own.

Wth the entrance of M Morrel, Danglars and Caderousse were
despatched in search of the bride-groomto convey to himthe
intelligence of the arrival of the inportant personage whose
com ng had created such a lively sensation, and to beseech
himto make haste.

Dangl ars and Caderousse set off upon their errand at ful
speed; but ere they had gone nmany steps they perceived a
group advanci ng towards them conposed of the betrothed
pair, a party of young girls in attendance on the bride, by
whose side wal ked Dantes' father; the whole brought up by
Fernand, whose |ips wore their usual sinister smle

Nei t her Mercedes nor Ednond observed the strange expression
of his countenance; they were so happy that they were
conscious only of the sunshine and the presence of each

ot her.

Havi ng acquitted thensel ves of their errand, and exchanged a
hearty shake of the hand with Ednond, Danglars and
Caderousse took their places beside Fernand and ol d Dantes,
-- the latter of whom attracted universal notice. The old
man was attired in a suit of glistening watered silKk,
trimmed with steel buttons, beautifully cut and polished.
His thin but wiry legs were arrayed in a pair of richly
enbr oi dered cl ocked stockings, evidently of English
manufacture, while fromhis three-cornered hat depended a

| ong streamni ng knot of white and blue ribbons. Thus he cane
al ong, supporting hinself on a curiously carved stick, his
aged countenance lit up with happiness, |ooking for all the
world Iike one of the aged dandies of 1796, parading the
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new y opened gardens of the Tuileries and Luxenbourg. Beside
hi m gl i ded Caderousse, whose desire to partake of the good

t hi ngs provided for the weddi ng-party had i nduced himto
becone reconciled to the Dantes, father and son, although
there still lingered in his mnd a faint and unperfect

recoll ection of the events of the preceding night; just as
the brain retains on waking in the norning the dimand m sty
outline of a dream

As Dangl ars approached t he di sappointed | over, he cast on
him a | ook of deep meaning, while Fernand, as he slowy
paced behind the happy pair, who seened, in their own

unm xed content, to have entirely forgotten that such a
bei ng as hinself existed, was pal e and abstracted;
occasionally, however, a deep flush would overspread his
count enance, and a nervous contraction distort his features,
while, with an agitated and restl ess gaze, he would gl ance
in the direction of Marseilles, |ike one who either

antici pated or foresaw sonme great and inportant event.

Dantes hinsel f was sinply, but becomingly, clad in the dress
peculiar to the nerchant service -- a costune sonmewhat
between a nmilitary and a civil garb; and with his fine
countenance, radiant with joy and happi ness, a nore perfect
speci men of manly beauty could scarcely be inmgi ned.

Lovely as the Greek girls of Cyprus or Chios, Mercedes
boasted the same bright flashing eyes of jet, and ripe,
round, coral lips. She noved with the light, free step of an
Arl esienne or an Andal usian. One nore practiced in the arts
of great cities would have hid her blushes beneath a veil

or, at least, have cast down her thickly fringed | ashes, so
as to have concealed the liquid lustre of her ani mated eyes;
but, on the contrary, the delighted girl |ooked around her
with a snile that seened to say: "If you are ny friends,
rejoice with ne, for I amvery happy."

As soon as the bridal party came in sight of La Reserve, M
Morrel descended and cane forth to neet it, followed by the
sol diers and sailors there assenbled, to whom he had
repeated the promi se already given, that Dantes should be
the successor to the late Captain Leclere. Ednond, at the
approach of his patron, respectfully placed the armof his
affianced bride within that of M Morrel, who, forthwith
conducting her up the flight of wooden steps |leading to the
chanber in which the feast was prepared, was gayly followed
by the guests, beneath whose heavy tread the slight
structure creaked and groaned for the space of severa

m nut es.

"Fat her," said Mercedes, stopping when she had reached the

centre of the table, "sit, | pray you, on my right hand; on
my left I will place himwho has ever been as a brother to
me," pointing with a soft and gentle snile to Fernand; but

her words and | ook seenmed to inflict the direst torture on
him for his |ips becane ghastly pale, and even beneath the
dark hue of his conplexion the blood m ght be seen
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retreating as though sonme sudden pang drove it back to the
heart.

During this time, Dantes, at the opposite side of the table,
had been occupied in simlarly placing his nost honored
guests. M Morrel was seated at his right hand, Danglars at
his left; while, at a sign from Ednond, the rest of the
conpany ranged thensel ves as they found it npbst agreeable.

Then they began to pass around the dusky, piquant, Arlesian
sausages, and |lobsters in their dazzling red cuirasses,
prawns of |arge size and brilliant color, the echinus with
its prickly outside and dainty norsel within, the clovis,
esteened by the epicures of the South as nore than rivalling
the exquisite flavor of the oyster, -- all the delicacies,
in fact, that are cast up by the wash of waters on the sandy
beach, and styled by the grateful fishernen "fruits of the
sea."

"A pretty silence truly!" said the old father of the

bri de-groom as he carried to his lips a glass of w ne of

t he hue and brightness of the topaz, and which had just been
pl aced before Mercedes hersel f. "Now, would anybody think
that this room contained a happy, nerry party, who desire
not hi ng better than to | augh and dance the hours away?"

"Ah," sighed Caderousse, "a nman cannot always feel happy
because he is about to be married."

"The truth is,” replied Dantes, "that | amtoo happy for
noisy mrth; if that is what you nmeant by your observation
nmy worthy friend, you are right; joy takes a strange effect
at tines, it seens to oppress us alnost the sanme as sorrow. "

Dangl ars | ooked towards Fernand, whose excitable nature
recei ved and betrayed each fresh inpression

"Why, what ails you?" asked he of Ednond. "Do you fear any
approaching evil? | should say that you were the happiest
man alive at this instant.”

"And that is the very thing that alarns nme," returned
Dantes. "Man does not appear to ne to be intended to enjoy
felicity so unm xed; happiness is |like the enchanted pal aces
we read of in our childhood, where fierce, fiery dragons
defend the entrance and approach; and nmonsters of all shapes
and kinds, requiring to be overcone ere victory is ours.

own that | amlost in wonder to find nyself pronoted to an
honor of which I feel nyself unworthy -- that of being the
husband of Mercedes."

"Nay, nay!" cried Caderousse, smling, "you have not

attai ned that honor yet. Mercedes is not yet your wfe. Just
assune the tone and manner of a husband, and see how she
will rem nd you that your hour is not yet cone!"

The bride blushed, while Fernand, restless and uneasy,
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seenmed to start at every fresh sound, and fromtime to tine
wi ped away the | arge drops of perspiration that gathered on
hi s brow

"Well, never mnd that, neighbor Caderousse; it is not worth
while to contradict me for such a trifle as that. 'Tis true
that Mercedes is not actually nmy wife; but," added he,
drawi ng out his watch, "in an hour and a half she will be."

A general exclamation of surprise ran round the table, with
the exception of the el der Dantes, whose | augh di splayed the
still perfect beauty of his large white teeth. Mercedes

| ooked pl eased and gratified, while Fernand grasped the
handl e of his knife with a convul sive clutch

“I'n an hour?" inquired Danglars, turning pale. "How is that,
nmy friend?"

"Why, thus it is," replied Dantes. "Thanks to the influence
of M Mrrel, to whom next to ny father, | owe every

bl essing I enjoy, every difficulty his been renmoved. W have
purchased perm ssion to waive the usual delay; and at

hal f-past two o' clock the mayor of Marseilles will be
waiting for us at the city hall. Now, as a quarter-past one
has al ready struck, | do not consider | have asserted too
much in saying, that, in another hour and thirty m nutes
Mercedes will have becone Madanme Dantes."

Fernand cl osed his eyes, a burning sensation passed across
his brow, and he was conpelled to support hinself by the
table to prevent his falling fromhis chair; but in spite of
all his efforts, he could not refrain fromuttering a deep
groan, which, however, was lost amd the noisy felicitations
of the conpany.

“Upon nmy word," cried the old man, "you nmeke short work of
this kind of affair. Arrived here only yesterday norning,
and married to-day at three o' clock! Comrend ne to a sailor
for going the quick way to work!"

"But," asked Danglars, in atimd tone, "how did you nanage
about the other formalities -- the contract -- the

settl enent ?"
"The contract," answered Dantes, laughingly, "it didn't take
long to fix that. Mercedes has no fortune; | have none to
settle on her. So, you see, our papers were quickly witten
out, and certainly do not cone very expensive." This joke
elicited a fresh burst of appl ause.

"So that what we presuned to be nerely the betrothal feast
turns out to be the actual wedding dinner!" said Dangl ars.

"No, no," answered Dantes; "don't imagine | am going to put

you off in that shabby nmanner. To-nmorrow nmorning | start for
Paris; four days to go, and the sane to return, with one day
to di scharge the commi ssion intrusted to ne, is all the tine
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I shall be absent. | shall be back here by the first of
March, and on the second | give ny real nmarriage feast."

This prospect of fresh festivity redoubled the hilarity of
the guests to such a degree, that the el der Dantes, who, at
the commencenent of the repast, had commented upon the
silence that prevailed, now found it difficult, amd the
general din of voices, to obtain a monment's tranquillity in
which to drink to the health and prosperity of the bride and
bri de- groom

Dantes, perceiving the affectionate eagerness of his father,
responded by a | ook of grateful pleasure; while Mercedes

gl anced at the clock and nade an expressive gesture to
Ednond.

Around the table reigned that noisy hilarity which usually
prevails at such a tinme anmong people sufficiently free from
t he demands of social position not to feel the trammels of
etiquette. Such as at the conmencenent of the repast had not
been able to seat thenselves according to their inclination
rose uncerenoni ously, and sought out nore agreeable

conpani ons. Everybody tal ked at once, without waiting for a
reply and each one seened to be contented with expressing
his or her own thoughts.

Fernand' s pal eness appeared to have conmunicated itself to
Dangl ars. As for Fernand hinself, he seenmed to be enduring
the tortures of the dammed; unable to rest, he was anong the
first to quit the table, and, as though seeking to avoid the
hilarious mirth that rose in such deafening sounds, he
continued, in utter silence, to pace the farther end of the
sal on.

Cader ousse approached himjust as Danglars, whom Fernand
seenmed nmost anxious to avoid, had joined himin a corner of
t he room

"Upon ny word," said Caderousse, from whose mnd the
friendly treatnent of Dantes, united with the effect of the
excel l ent wi ne he had partaken of, had effaced every feeling
of envy or jealousy at Dantes' good fortune, -- "upon ny
word, Dantes is a downright good fellow, and when | see him
sitting there beside his pretty wife that is so soon to be.

I cannot help thinking it would have been a great pity to
have served himthat trick you were planning yesterday."

"Ch, there was no harm nmeant,"” answered Dangl ars; "at first
| certainly did feel somewhat uneasy as to what Fernand

m ght be tenpted to do; but when | saw how conpl etely he had
mastered his feelings, even so far as to beconme one of his

rival's attendants, | knew there was no further cause for
apprehensi on." Caderousse | ooked full at Fernand -- he was
ghastly pale.

"Certainly," continued Danglars, "the sacrifice was no

trifling one, when the beauty of the bride is concerned.
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Upon ny soul, that future captain of mne is a |lucky dog!
Gad, | only wish he would let ne take his place.”

"Shall we not set forth?" asked the sweet, silvery voice of
Mer cedes; "two o' clock has just struck, and you know we are
expected in a quarter of an hour."

"To be sure! -- to be sure!" cried Dantes, eagerly quitting
the table; "let us go directly!"

Hi s words were re-echoed by the whole party, with vociferous
cheers.

At this nonment Dangl ars, who had been incessantly observing
every change in Fernand's | ook and manner, saw hi m stagger
and fall back, with an al nost convul sive spasm against a
seat placed near one of the open wi ndows. At the sane

i nstant his ear caught a sort of indistinct sound on the
stairs, followed by the nmeasured tread of soldiery, with the
cl anking of swords and military accoutrenents; then cane a
hum and buzz as of many voices, so as to deaden even the
noisy mrth of the bridal party, anpong whom a vague feeling
of curiosity and apprehension quelled every disposition to
tal k, and al nost instantaneously the nost deathlike
stillness prevail ed.

The sounds drew nearer. Three bl ows were struck upon the
panel of the door. The conmpany | ooked at each other in
consternati on.

"I demand admittance,” said a | oud voi ce outside the room
"in the name of the lawl" As no attenpt was nmade to prevent
it, the door was opened, and a nmmgistrate, wearing his
official scarf, presented hinself, followed by four soldiers
and a corporal. Uneasiness now yielded to the nost extrene
dread on the part of those present.

“"May | venture to inquire the reason of this unexpected
visit?" said M Morrel, addressing the magistrate, whom he
evidently knew, "there is doubtless sone m stake easily
expl ai ned. "

"If it be so," replied the nmagistrate, "rely upon every
reparati on being nade; neanwhile, | amthe bearer of an
order of arrest, and although | nost reluctantly performthe
task assigned ne, it nust, nevertheless, be fulfilled. Wo
anong the persons here assenbl ed answers to the nanme of
Ednond Dant es?" Every eye was turned towards the young man
who, spite of the agitation he could not but feel, advanced
with dignity, and said, in a firmvoice, "I amhe; what is
your pleasure with nme?"

"Ednond Dantes," replied the magistrate, "I arrest you in
the nane of the law"

"Me!" repeated Ednmond, slightly changing color, "and

wherefore, | pray?”
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"I cannot informyou, but you will be duly acquainted with
t he reasons that have rendered such a step necessary at the
prelimnary examn nation."

M Morrel felt that further resistance or renonstrance was
usel ess. He saw before himan officer delegated to enforce
the law, and perfectly well knew that it would be as
unavailing to seek pity froma magi strate decked with his
official scarf, as to address a petition to some cold marble
effigy. Od Dantes, however, sprang forward. There are
situations which the heart of a father or a nother cannot be
made to understand. He prayed and supplicated in terns so
novi ng, that even the officer was touched, and, although
firmin his duty, he kindly said, "My worthy friend, let ne
beg of you to cal myour apprehensions. Your son has probably
negl ected sone prescribed formor attention in registering
his cargo, and it is nore than probable he will be set at
liberty directly he has given the information required,

whet her touching the health of his crew, or the value of his
freight.”

"What is the neaning of all this?" inquired Caderousse,
frowni ngly, of Danglars, who had assuned an air of utter
surprise.

"How can | tell you?" replied he; "I am 1like yourself,
utterly bewildered at all that is going on, and cannot in
the | east make out what it is about." Caderousse then | ooked
around for Fernand, but he had di sappeared.

The scene of the previous night now cane back to his mnd
with startling clearness. The painful catastrophe he had
just witnessed appeared effectually to have rent away the
veil which the intoxication of the evening before had raised
bet ween hi nsel f and his nmenory.

"So, so," said he, in a hoarse and choking voice, to

Dangl ars, "this, then, | suppose, is a part of the trick you
were concerting yesterday? Al | can say is, that if it be
so, 'tis an ill turn, and well deserves to bring double evi

on those who have projected it."

"Nonsense, " returned Danglars, "I tell you again | have
not hi ng whatever to do with it; besides, you know very wel
that | tore the paper to pieces."”

"No, you did not!" answered Caderousse, "you nerely threw it
by -- I saw it lying in a corner."

"Hol d your tongue, you fool! -- what should you know about
it? -- why, you were drunk!"

"Where is Fernand?" inquired Caderousse.

"How do | know?" replied Danglars; "gone, as every prudent
man ought to be, to look after his own affairs, nost likely.
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Never mind where he is, let you and I go and see what is to
be done for our poor friends."

During this conversation, Dantes, after having exchanged a
cheerful shake of the hand with all his synpathizing
friends, had surrendered hinself to the officer sent to
arrest him nerely saying, "Make yourselves quite easy, ny
good fellows, there is sonme little mstake to clear up
that's all, depend upon it; and very likely | may not have
to go so far as the prison to effect that."

"Oh, to be sure!" responded Dangl ars, who had now approached
the group, "nothing nore than a nmistake, | feel quite
certain."

Dant es descended the staircase, preceded by the magi strate,
and followed by the soldiers. A carriage awaited himat the
door; he got in, followed by two soldiers and the

magi strate, and the vehicle drove off towards Marseilles.

"Adi eu, adi eu, dearest Ednond!" cried Mercedes, stretching
out her arns to himfromthe bal cony.

The prisoner heard the cry, which sounded like the sob of a
broken heart, and |leaning fromthe coach he called out,

"Good- by, Mercedes -- we shall soon neet again!" Then the
vehi cl e di sappeared round one of the turnings of Fort Saint
Ni chol as.

"Wait for nme here, all of you!" cried M Morrel; "I wll
take the first conveyance | find, and hurry to Marseilles,
whence | will bring you word how all is going on."

"That's right!" exclained a nultitude of voices,
return as quickly as you can!"

go, and

This second departure was followed by a long and fearfu
state of terrified silence on the part of those who were

| eft behind. The old father and Mercedes remmi ned for some
time apart, each absorbed in grief; but at length the two
poor victins of the same blow raised their eyes, and with a
si mul taneous burst of feeling rushed into each other's arns.

Meanwhi | e Fernand rmade hi s appearance, poured out for
himsel f a glass of water with a trenbling hand; then hastily
swallowing it, went to sit down at the first vacant pl ace,
and this was, by nere chance, placed next to the seat on

whi ch poor Mercedes had fallen half fainting, when rel eased
fromthe warm and affectionate enmbrace of ol d Dantes.
Instinctively Fernand drew back his chair

"He is the cause of all this msery -- | amquite sure of
it," whispered Caderousse, who had never taken his eyes off
Fernand, to Dangl ars.

"I don't think so," answered the other; he's too stupid to
i magi ne such a scheme. | only hope the nmischief will fall
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upon the head of whoever wought it.

"You don't mention those who ai ded and abetted the deed,"”
sai d Caderousse.

"Surely," answered Dangl ars, "one cannot be held responsible
for every chance arrow shot into the air.'

"You can, indeed, when the arrow |lights point downward on
sonebody' s head."

Meantime the subject of the arrest was being canvassed in
every different form

"What think you, Danglars," said one of the party, turning
towards him "of this event?"

"Why," replied he, "I think it just possible Dantes nmay have
been detected with sone trifling article on board ship
consi dered here as contraband.”

"But how could he have done so wi thout your know edge,
Dangl ars, since you are the ship's supercargo?"

"Why, as for that, | could only know what | was told
respecting the nerchandi se with which the vessel was | aden.

| know she was | oaded with cotton, and that she took in her
freight at Al exandria from Pastret's warehouse, and at
Snmyrna from Pascal's; that is all | was obliged to know, and
I beg I may not be asked for any further particulars.”

"Now | recollect,"” said the afflicted old father; "ny poor
boy told ne yesterday he had got a snmall case of coffee, and
anot her of tobacco for ne!"

"There, you see," exclainmed Danglars. "Now the mischief is
out; depend upon it the custom house people went runmagi ng
about the ship in our absence, and di scovered poor Dantes

hi dden treasures.™

Mer cedes, however, paid no heed to this explanation of her
lover's arrest. Her grief, which she had hitherto tried to
restrain, now burst out in a violent fit of hysterica
sobbi ng.

"Come, cone," said the old man, "be conforted, ny poor
child; there is still hope!"

"Hope!" repeat ed Dangl ars.

"Hope!" faintly murmured Fernand, but the word seened to die
away on his pale agitated |ips, and a convul sive spasm
passed over his countenance.

"Good news! good news!" shouted forth one of the party

stationed in the balcony on the | ookout. "Here comes M
Morrel back. No doubt, now, we shall hear that our friend is
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rel eased!"

Mercedes and the old man rushed to neet the shi powner and
greeted himat the door. He was very pale.

"What news?" exclaimed a general burst of voices.
"Alas, ny friends," replied M Mrrel, with a mournful shake

of his head, "the thing has assuned a nore serious aspect
than | expected."

"Ch, indeed -- indeed, sir, he is innocent!" sobbed forth
Mer cedes.

"That | believe!" answered M Morrel; "but still he is
char ged" --

"Wth what ?" inquired the el der Dantes.

"Wth being an agent of the Bonapartist faction!" Many of
our readers may be able to recollect how form dabl e such an
accusation became in the period at which our story is dated.

A despairing cry escaped the pale |lips of Mercedes; the old
man sank into a chair

"Ah, Dangl ars!" whi spered Caderousse, "you have deceived ne
-- the trick you spoke of |ast night has been played; but I
cannot suffer a poor old man or an innocent girl to die of
grief through your fault. | amdetermined to tell them all
about it."

"Be silent, you sinpleton!" cried Danglars, grasping him by
the arm "or | will not answer even for your own safety. Wo
can tell whether Dantes be innocent or guilty? The vesse

did touch at El ba, where he quitted it, and passed a whole
day in the island. Now, should any letters or other
docunents of a comprom sing character be found upon him

will it not be taken for granted that all who uphold himare
hi s acconplices?”

Wth the rapid instinct of selfishness, Caderousse readily
perceived the solidity of this node of reasoning; he gazed,
doubtfully, wistfully, on Danglars, and then caution
suppl ant ed generosity.

"Suppose we wait a while, and see what cones of it," said
he, casting a bewi | dered | ook on his conpanion

"To be sure!" answered Danglars. "Let us wait, by all neans.
If he be innocent, of course he will be set at liberty; if
guilty, why, it is no use involving ourselves in a
conspiracy."

"Let us go, then. | cannot stay here any |onger."

"Wth all ny heart!" replied Danglars, pleased to find the

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

42



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO 43

other so tractable. "Let us take ourselves out of the way,
and |l eave things for the present to take their course.”

After their departure, Fernand, who had now agai n becone the
friend and protector of Mercedes, led the girl to her hone,
while the friends of Dantes conducted the now hal f-fainting
man back to his abode.

The runor of Ednond arrest as a Bonapartist agent was not
slow in circulating throughout the city.

"Could you ever have credited such a thing, my dear

Dangl ars?" asked M Mdrrel, as, on his return to the port
for the purpose of gleaning fresh tidings of Dantes, from M
de Villefort, the assistant procureur, he overtook his
supercargo and Caderousse. "Could you have believed such a
t hi ng possi bl e?"

"Why, you know I told you," replied Danglars, "that |
considered the circunstance of his having anchored at the
I sl and of El ba as a very suspicious circunstance."”

"And did you nention these suspicions to any person beside
nmysel f ?"

"Certainly not!" returned Danglars. Then added in a | ow
whi sper, "You understand that, on account of your uncle, M
Policar Morrel, who served under the other governnent, and
who does not al together conceal what he thinks on the

subj ect, you are strongly suspected of regretting the

abdi cati on of Napoleon. | should have feared to injure both
Ednond and yourself, had | divul ged ny own apprehensions to
a soul. I amtoo well aware that though a subordinate, |ike

nmysel f, is bound to acquaint the shi powner with everything
that occurs, there are many things he ought nost carefully
to conceal fromall else."

"'Tis well, Danglars -- '"tis well!" replied M Morrel. "You
are a worthy fellow, and | had al ready thought of your
interests in the event of poor Ednond havi ng becone captain
of the Pharaon."

"I's it possible you were so kind?"

"Yes, indeed; | had previously inquired of Dantes what was
his opinion of you, and if he should have any reluctance to
continue you in your post, for sonehow | have perceived a
sort of cool ness between you."

"And what was his reply?"

"That he certainly did think he had given you offence in an
affair which he nerely referred to without entering into
particul ars, but that whoever possessed the good opinion and
confidence of the ship's owner would have his preference

al so. "
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"The hypocrite!" nurnured Dangl ars.

"Poor Dantes!"™ said Caderousse. "No one can deny his being a
nobl e- hearted young fellow "

"But nmeanwhile," continued M Morrel, "here is the Pharaon
Wit hout a captain."”

"Oh," replied Danglars, "since we cannot |eave this port for
the next three nmonths, let us hope that ere the expiration
of that period Dantes will be set at liberty."

"No doubt; but in the neantine?"

"I amentirely at your service, M Morrel," answered

Dangl ars. "You know that | am as capabl e of nanaging a ship
as the nost experienced captain in the service; and it wll
be so far advantageous to you to accept ny services, that
upon Ednond's rel ease fromprison no further change will be
requi site on board the Pharaon than for Dantes and nyself
each to resune our respective posts.”

"Thanks, Danglars -- that will snpboth over all difficulties.
I fully authorize you at once to assune the conmand of the
Pharaon, and | ook carefully to the unloading of her freight.
Private nmisfortunes nmust never be allowed to interfere with
busi ness. "

"Be easy on that score, M Morrel; but do you think we shal
be permtted to see our poor Ednond?”

"I will let you know that directly | have seen M de
Villefort, whom| shall endeavor to interest in Ednond's
favor. | amaware he is a furious royalist; but, in spite of

that, and of his being king's attorney, he is a man |ike
ourselves, and | fancy not a bad sort of one.”

"Perhaps not," replied Danglars; "but | hear that he is
ambitions, and that's rather against him"

"Well, well," returned M Mrrel, "we shall see. But now
hasten on board, | will join you there ere long." So saying,
the worthy shi powner quitted the two allies, and proceeded
in the direction of the Palais de Justice.

"You see," said Dangl ars, addressi ng Caderousse, "the turn
t hi ngs have taken. Do you still feel any desire to stand up
in his defence?"

"Not the slightest, but yet it seens to me a shocking thing
that a mere joke should | ead to such consequences.”

"But who perpetrated that joke, let me ask? neither you nor
nmysel f, but Fernand; you knew very well that | threw the
paper into a corner of the room-- indeed, | fancied |I had
destroyed it."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO

"COh, no," replied Caderousse, "that | can answer for, you
did not. | only wish | could see it now as plainly as | saw
it lying all crushed and crunpled in a corner of the arbor.”

"Well, then, if you did, depend upon it, Fernand picked it
up, and either copied it or caused it to be copied; perhaps,
even, he did not take the trouble of recopying it. And now I
think of it, by Heavens, he may have sent the letter itself!
Fortunately, for ne, the handwiting was disguised."

"Then you were aware of Dantes being engaged in a
conspi racy?"

"Not |I. As | before said, | thought the whole thing was a
j oke, nothing nore. It seens, however, that | have
unconsci ously stunbl ed upon the truth."

"Still," argued Caderousse, "|I would give a great deal if
not hi ng of the kind had happened; or, at l|least, that | had
had no hand in it. You will see, Danglars, that it will turn
out an unlucky job for both of us."

"Nonsense! If any harmcone of it, it should fall on the

gui lty person; and that, you know, is Fernand. How can we be
inmplicated in any way? All we have got to do is, to keep our
own counsel, and remain perfectly quiet, not breathing a
word to any living soul; and you will see that the storm
will pass away without in the |least affecting us."

"Amen!" responded Caderousse, waving his hand in token of
adi eu to Dangl ars, and bending his steps towards the All ees
de Meillan, moving his head to and fro, and nuttering as he
went, after the manner of one whose m nd was overcharged

wi th one absorbing idea.

"So far, then," said Danglars, nmentally, "all has gone as |
woul d have it. | am tenporarily, comrander of the Pharaon
with the certainty of being permanently so, if that fool of
a Caderousse can be persuaded to hold his tongue. My only
fear is the chance of Dantes being rel eased. But, there, he
is in the hands of Justice; and," added he with a smile
"she will take her own." So saying, he | eaped into a boat,
desiring to be rowed on board the Pharaon, where M Morre
had agreed to neet him

Chapter 6
The Deputy Procureur du Roi.

In one of the aristocratic mansions built by Puget in the
Rue du Grand Cours opposite the Medusa fountain, a second
marri age feast was being cel ebrated, al nost at the same hour
with the nuptial repast given by Dantes. In this case,
however, although the occasion of the entertai nnent was
simlar, the conmpany was strikingly dissimlar. Instead of a
rude m xture of sailors, soldiers, and those belonging to
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the hunbl est grade of life, the present assenbly was
conposed of the very flower of Marseilles society, --

magi strates who had resigned their office during the
usurper's reign; officers who had deserted fromthe inperia
arnmy and joined forces with Conde; and younger nenbers of
fam lies, brought up to hate and execrate the man whom five
years of exile would convert into a martyr, and fifteen of
restoration elevate to the rank of a god.

The guests were still at table, and the heated and energetic
conversation that prevailed betrayed the viol ent and

vi ndi ctive passions that then agitated each dweller of the
Sout h, where unhappily, for five centuries religious strife
had | ong given increased bitterness to the violence of party
feeling.

The enmperor, now king of the petty Island of Elba, after
havi ng hel d sovereign sway over one-half of the world,
counting as his subjects a snmall popul ation of five or six

t housand souls, -- after having been accustonmed to hear the
"Vive Napol eons” of a hundred and twenty mllions of human
beings, uttered in ten different |anguages, -- was | ooked

upon here as a ruined man, separated forever fromany fresh
connection with France or claimto her throne.

The magi strates freely discussed their political views; the
mlitary part of the conpany tal ked unreservedly of Mbscow
and Leipsic, while the wonen commented on the divorce of
Josephine. It was not over the downfall of the man, but over
the defeat of the Napol eonic idea, that they rejoiced, and
inthis they foresaw for thensel ves the bright and cheering
prospect of a revivified political existence.

An ol d man, decorated with the cross of Saint Louis, now
rose and proposed the health of King Louis XVIII. It was the
Mar qui s de Saint-Meran. This toast, recalling at once the
patient exile of Hartwell and the peace-loving King of
France, excited universal enthusiasm glasses were el evated
inthe air al'Anglais, and the | adies, snatching their
bouquets fromtheir fair bosonms, strewed the table with
their floral treasures. In a word, an al nost poetical fervor
prevail ed.

"Ah," said the Marquise de Saint-Meran, a woman with a
stern, forbidding eye, though still noble and distingui shed
i n appearance, despite her fifty years -- "ah, these

revol utioni sts, who have driven us fromthose very
possessi ons they afterwards purchased for a nere trifle
during the Reign of Terror, would be conpelled to own, were
they here, that all true devotion was on our side, since we
were content to follow the fortunes of a falling nonarch,
while they, on the contrary, nmade their fortune by

wor shi pping the rising sun; yes, yes, they could not help
adm tting that the king, for whom we sacrificed rank

weal th, and station was truly our “Louis the well-beloved,"
while their wetched usurper his been, and ever will be, to
themtheir evil genius, their ~Napol eon the accursed.' Am |
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not right, Villefort?"

"I beg your pardon, madane. | really nmust pray you to excuse
me, but -- in truth -- | was not attending to the
conversation."

“Mar qui se, marqui se!" interposed the old nobl eman who had
proposed the toast, "let the young people alone; let nme tel
you, on one's wedding day there are nore agreeabl e subjects
of conversation than dry politics."

"Never m nd, dearest nmother,"” said a young and |lovely girl,
with a profusion of light brown hair, and eyes that seened
to float in liquid crystal, "'tis all my fault for seizing
upon M de Villefort, so as to prevent his listening to what
you said. But there -- now take him-- he is your own for as
long as you like. M Villefort, | beg to rem nd you ny

not her speaks to you."

"If the marquise will deign to repeat the words | but
i nperfectly caught, | shall be delighted to answer,” said M
de Villefort.

"Never nmind, Renee," replied the marquise, with a | ook of
tenderness that seened out of keeping with her harsh dry
features; but, however all other feelings may be withered in
a worman's nature, there is always one bright smling spot in
the desert of her heart, and that is the shrine of materna
love. "I forgive you. What | was saying, Villefort, was,

t hat the Bonapartists had not our sincerity, enthusiasm or
devotion.™

"They had, however, what supplied the place of those fine
qualities," replied the young nan, "and that was fanaticism
Napol eon is the Mahonet of the West, and is worshi pped by
hi s commonpl ace but anbitions foll owers, not only as a

| eader and | awgi ver, but also as the personification of
equality.”

"He!" cried the marqui se: "Napol eon the type of equality!
For mercy's sake, then, what would you call Robespierre?
Conme, cone, do not strip the latter of his just rights to
bestow them on the Corsican, who, to nmy m nd, has usurped
qui te enough. "

"Nay, madane; | would place each of these heroes on his

ri ght pedestal -- that of Robespierre on his scaffold in the
Pl ace Louis Quinze; that of Napol eon on the colum of the

Pl ace Vendone. The only difference consists in the opposite
character of the equality advocated by these two nen; one is
the equality that elevates, the other is the equality that
degrades; one brings a king within reach of the guillotine,
the other elevates the people to a level with the throne.

bserve," said Villefort, smling, "I do not nean to deny
that both these nen were revol utionary scoundrels, and that
the 9th Therm dor and the 4th of April, in the year 1814,

were lucky days for France, worthy of being gratefully
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remenbered by every friend to nonarchy and civil order; and
that explains how it comes to pass that, fallen, as | trust

he is forever, Napol eon has still retained a train of
parasitical satellites. Still, marquise, it has been so with
ot her usurpers -- Cromwell, for instance, who was not half

so bad as Napol eon, had his partisans and advocates."

"Do you know, Villefort, that you are talking in a nost
dreadfully revolutionary strain? But | excuse it, it is

i npossible to expect the son of a Grondin to be free froma
smal | spice of the old | eaven." A deep crinmson suffused the
countenance of Villefort.

"'Tis true, madane," answered he, "that ny father was a

G rondin, but he was not anong the nunber of those who voted
for the king's death; he was an equal sufferer with yourself
during the Reign of Terror, and had well-nigh |Iost his head
on the sane scaffold on which your father perished."

"True," replied the marqui se, without wincing in the
slightest degree at the tragic remenbrance thus called up
"but bear in mnd, if you please, that our respective
parents underwent persecution and proscription from
dianetrically opposite principles; in proof of which I may
remark, that while ny famly remai ned anong t he stanchest
adherents of the exiled princes, your father lost no tinme in
joining the new governnment; and that while the Citizen
Noirtier was a G rondin, the Count Noirtier became a

senat or."
"Dear nother," interposed Renee, "you know very well it was
agreed that all these di sagreeable rem ni scences should
forever be laid aside."

"Suffer nme, also, madane," replied Villefort, "to add ny
earnest request to Madenoiselle de Saint-Meran's, that you
will kindly allow the veil of oblivion to cover and concea
the past. What avails recrimnation over matters wholly past
recall? For my own part, | have | aid aside even the name of
my father, and al together disown his political principles.
He was -- nay, probably may still be -- a Bonapartist, and
is called Noirtier; |, on the contrary, ama stanch
royalist, and style nyself de Villefort. Let what may renmmin
of revolutionary sap exhaust itself and die away with the
old trunk, and condescend only to regard the young shoot

whi ch has started up at a distance fromthe parent tree

wi t hout having the power, any nore than the wish, to
separate entirely fromthe stock fromwhich it sprung.”

"Bravo, Villefort!" cried the marquis; "excellently wel
sai d! Cone, now, | have hopes of obtaining what | have been
for years endeavoring to persuade the marqui se to prom se
nanmely, a perfect ammesty and forgetful ness of the past."

"Wth all nmy heart,"” replied the marquise; "let the past be
forever forgotten. | promse you it affords nme as little
pl easure to revive it as it does you. Al | ask is, that
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Villefort will be firmand inflexible for the future in his
political principles. Remenber, also, Villefort, that we
have pl edged ourselves to his mpjesty for your fealty and
strict loyalty, and that at our recomrendati on the Kking
consented to forget the past, as | do" (and here she

extended to himher hand) -- "as | now do at your entreaty.
But bear in mind, that should there fall in your way any one
guilty of conspiring against the governnent, you will be so

much the nore bound to visit the offence with rigorous
puni shment, as it is known you belong to a suspected
famly."

"Al as, madane," returned Villefort, "my profession, as wel
as the tines in which we live, conpels nme to be severe.
have al ready successfully conducted several public
prosecutions, and brought the offenders to nerited

puni shment. But we have not done with the thing yet."

"Do you, indeed, think so?" inquired the marquise.

"I am at least, fearful of it. Napoleon, in the Island of
El ba, is too near France, and his proximty keeps up the
hopes of his partisans. Marseilles is filled with hal f-pay
officers, who are daily, under one frivol ous pretext or
other, getting up quarrels with the royalists; from hence
ari se continual and fatal duels anmobng the higher classes of
persons, and assassinations in the |ower."

"You have heard, perhaps,"” said the Conte de Sal vi eux, one
of M de Saint-Meran's oldest friends, and chanberlain to
the Conte d" Artois, "that the Holy Alliance purpose renoving
him fromthence?"

"Yes; they were tal king about it when we left Paris," said
M de Saint-Meran; "and where is it decided to transfer
hi mP"

"To Saint Helena.”
"For heaven's sake, where is that?" asked the marquise.

"An island situated on the other side of the equator, at
| east two thousand | eagues from here," replied the count.

"So much the better. As Villefort observes, it is a great
act of folly to have left such a man between Corsica, where
he was born, and Naples, of which his brother-in-lawis
king, and face to face with Italy, the sovereignty of which
he coveted for his son.™

"Unfortunately," said Villefort, "there are the treaties of
1814, and we cannot nol est Napol eon without breaking those
conpacts. "

"Ch, well, we shall find some way out of it," responded M

de Sal vi eux. "There wasn't any trouble over treaties when it
was a question of shooting the poor Duc d' Enghien.™
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"Well," said the marquise, "it seens probable that, by the
aid of the Holy Alliance, we shall be rid of Napol eon; and
we nust trust to the vigilance of M de Villefort to purify
Marseilles of his partisans. The king is either a king or no
king; if he be acknow edged as soverei gn of France, he

shoul d be upheld in peace and tranquillity; and this can
best be effected by enploying the nost inflexible agents to
put down every attenpt at conspiracy -- 'tis the best and

surest means of preventing m schief."

"Unfortunately, madane,"” answered Villefort, "the strong arm
of the lawis not called upon to interfere until the evi
has taken pl ace."

"Then all he has got to do is to endeavor to repair it.

"Nay, madanme, the law is frequently powerless to effect
this; all it can do is to avenge the wong done."

"OCh, M de Villefort," cried a beautiful young creature,
daughter to the Come de Sal vieux, and the cherished friend
of Madenvi sell e de Saint-Meran, "do try and get up sone

famous trial while we are at Marseilles. | never was in a
lawcourt; | amtold it is so very anusing!"
"Amusing, certainly," replied the young man, "inasmuch as,

i nstead of shedding tears as at the fictitious tale of woe
produced at a theatre, you behold in a |lawcourt a case of

real and genuine distress -- a drama of |ife. The prisoner
whom you there see pale, agitated, and alarnmed, instead of
-- as is the case when a curtain falls on a tragedy -- going

home to sup peacefully with his family, and then retiring to
rest, that he nmay recommence his minmic woes on the norrow,

-- is removed fromyour sight nerely to be reconducted to
his prison and delivered up to the executioner. | |eave you
to judge how far your nerves are calculated to bear you

t hrough such a scene. O this, however, be assured, that
shoul d any favorable opportunity present itself, I will not
fail to offer you the choice of being present.”

"For shame, M de Villefort!" said Renee, becoming quite

pal e; "don't you see how you are frightening us? -- and yet
you | augh. "
"What woul d you have? 'Tis like a duel. | have already

recorded sentence of death, five or six tines, against the
novers of political conspiracies, and who can say how nmany
daggers may be ready sharpened, and only waiting a favorable
opportunity to be buried in ny heart?"

"Gracious heavens, M de Villefort," said Renee, beconi ng
nore and nore terrified; "you surely are not in earnest."

"Indeed | am" replied the young magi strate with a smle

"and in the interesting trial that young lady is anxious to
Wi t ness, the case would only be still nore aggravated.
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Suppose, for instance, the prisoner, as is nore than
probabl e, to have served under Napoleon -- well, can you
expect for an instant, that one accustomed, at the word of
his commander, to rush fearlessly on the very bayonets of
his foe, will scruple nmore to drive a stiletto into the
heart of one he knows to be his personal eneny, than to

sl aughter his fellowcreatures, nerely because bidden to do
so by one he is bound to obey? Besides, one requires the
excitement of being hateful in the eyes of the accused, in
order to lash one's self into a state of sufficient
vehemence and power. | would not choose to see the man

agai nst whom | pleaded snile, as though in nockery of ny
words. No; my pride is to see the accused pale, agitated,
and as though beaten out of all conposure by the fire of ny
el oquence." Renee uttered a snothered excl amation.

"Bravo!" cried one of the guests; "that is what | cal
tal king to sonme purpose."

"Just the person we require at a tinme like the present,”
said a second

"What a splendid business that |ast case of yours was, ny
dear Villefort!" remarked a third; "I nean the trial of the
man for murdering his father. Upon my word, you killed him
ere the executioner had laid his hand upon him"

"Oh, as for parricides, and such dreadful people as that,"
i nterposed Renee, "it matters very little what is done to
them but as regards poor unfortunate creatures whose only
crime consists in having m xed thenselves up in politica
intrigues" --

"Why, that is the very worst offence they could possibly
commit; for, don't you see, Renee, the king is the father of
hi s people, and he who shall plot or contrive aught agai nst
the life and safety of the parent of thirty-two mllions of
souls, is a parricide upon a fearfully great scal e?"

"l don't know anything about that," replied Renee; "but, M
de Villefort, you have prom sed ne -- have you not? --
al ways to show nmercy to those | plead for."

"Make yourself quite easy on that point," answered
Villefort, with one of his sweetest sniles; "you and | will
al ways consult upon our verdicts."

"My love," said the marqui se, "attend to your doves, your

| ap-dogs, and enbroidery, but do not neddle with what you do
not understand. Nowadays the military profession is in
abeyance and the magi sterial robe is the badge of honor
There is a wise Latin proverb that is very nuch in point."
"Cedant arma togae," said Villefort with a bow

"I cannot speak Latin," responded the marquise.
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"Well," said Renee, "I cannot help regretting you had not
chosen sonme ot her profession than your own -- a physician
for instance. Do you know | always felt a shudder at the
i dea of even a destroyi ng angel ?"

"Dear, good Renee," whispered Villefort, as he gazed with
unutterabl e tenderness on the | ovely speaker

"Let us hope, ny child," cried the marquis, "that M de
Villefort may prove the noral and political physician of
this province; if so, he will have achieved a noble work."

"And one which will go far to efface the recollection of his
father's conduct," added the incorrigible marquise.

"Madane," replied Villefort, with a mournful smile, "I have
al ready had the honor to observe that my father has -- at

| east, | hope so -- abjured his past errors, and that he is,
at the present nonent, a firmand zealous friend to religion
and order -- a better royalist, possibly, than his son; for
he has to atone for past dereliction, while |I have no other
i mpul se than warm deci ded preference and conviction."”
Having made this well-turned speech, Villefort |ooked
carefully around to mark the effect of his oratory, nmuch as
he woul d have done had he been addressing the bench in open
court.

"Do you know, mnmy dear Villefort," cried the Conte de

Sal vieux, "that is exactly what | nyself said the other day
at the Tuileries, when questioned by his majesty's principal
chamberl ain touching the singularity of an alliance between
the son of a Grondin and the daughter of an officer of the
Duc de Conde; and | assure you he seened fully to conprehend
that this node of reconciling political differences was
based upon sound and excellent principles. Then the king,
who, without our suspecting it, had overheard our
conversation, interrupted us by saying, “Villefort' --
observe that the king did not pronounce the word Noirtier
but, on the contrary, placed considerable enphasis on that

of Villefort -- “Villefort,' said his majesty, “is a young
man of great judgnent and discretion, who will be sure to
make a figure in his profession; | |like himmnuch, and it

gave ne great pleasure to hear that he was about to becone
the son-in-law of the Marquis and Marqui se de Saint-Meran. |
shoul d mysel f have recomrended the natch, had not the noble
mar qui s antici pated my w shes by requesting ny consent to
it.""

"Is it possible the king could have condescended so far as
to express hinself so favorably of ne?" asked the enraptured
Villefort.

"I give you his very words; and if the marquis chooses to be
candid, he will confess that they perfectly agree with what
his majesty said to him when he went six nonths ago to
consult himupon the subject of your espousing his
daughter.™
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"That is true," answered the marquis.

"How much do | owe this gracious prince! What is there
woul d not do to evince ny earnest gratitude!"

"That is right," cried the marquise. "I |love to see you
thus. Now, then, were a conspirator to fall into your hands,
he woul d be nost wel cone.”

"For ny part, dear mother." interposed Renee, "I trust your
wi shes will not prosper, and that Providence will only
permt petty offenders, poor debtors, and niserable cheats
to fall into M de Villefort's hands, -- then | shall be

contented. "

"Just the same as though you prayed that a physician m ght
only be called upon to prescribe for headaches, neasles, and
the stings of wasps, or any other slight affection of the
epiderms. If you wish to see ne the king's attorney, you
must desire for nme sone of those violent and dangerous

di seases fromthe cure of which so much honor redounds to

t he physician."

At this nonent, and as though the utterance of Villefort's
wi sh had sufficed to effect its acconplishnent, a servant
entered the room and whispered a few words in his ear
Villefort immediately rose fromtable and quitted the room
upon the plea of urgent business; he soon, however,

returned, his whole face beami ng with delight. Renee
regarded himwth fond affection; and certainly his handsone
features, |it up as they then were with nore than usual fire
and ani mati on, seened forned to excite the innocent
admration with which she gazed on her graceful and
intelligent |over.

"You were wishing just now," said Villefort, addressing her
"that | were a doctor instead of a lawer. Well, | at |east
resenbl e the disciples of Esculapius in one thing -- that of
not being able to call a day nmy own, not even that of ny
betrothal . "

"And wherefore were you called away just now?" asked
Madenpi sel | e de Saint-Meran, with an air of deep interest.

"For a very serious matter, which bids fair to make work for
t he executioner.™

"How dreadful!" excl ai ned Renee, turning pale.

"I's it possible?" burst sinultaneously fromall who were
near enough to the nagistrate to hear his words.

"Why, if ny information prove correct, a sort of Bonaparte
conspi racy has just been discovered."

"Can | believe nmy ears?" cried the marquise.
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"I will read you the letter containing the accusation, at
| east,” said Villefort: --

"“The king's attorney is inforned by a friend to the throne
and the religions institutions of his country, that one
nanmed Ednond Dantes, nate of the ship Pharaon, this day
arrived from Snyrna, after having touched at Naples and
Porto- Ferraj o, has been the bearer of a letter from Mirat to
t he usurper, and again taken charge of another letter from
the usurper to the Bonapartist club in Paris. Anple
corroboration of this statenment nmay be obtained by arresting
t he above-nenti oned Ednond Dantes, who either carries the
letter for Paris about with him or has it at his father's
abode. Should it not be found in the possession of father or
son, then it will assuredly be discovered in the cabin

bel onging to the said Dantes on board the Pharaon.'"

"But," said Renee, "this letter, which, after all, is but an
anonynous scrawl, is not even addressed to you, but to the
king's attorney."

"True; but that gentleman being absent, his secretary, by
his orders, opened his letters; thinking this one of

i mportance, he sent for me, but not finding ne, took upon
himself to give the necessary orders for arresting the
accused party."

"Then the guilty person is absolutely in custody?" said the
mar qui se

"Nay, dear nother, say the accused person. You know we
cannot yet pronounce himguilty."

"He is in safe custody," answered Villefort; "and rely upon
it, if the letter is found, he will not be likely to be
trusted abroad again, unless he goes forth under the
especi al protection of the headsnman.™

"And where is the unfortunate bei ng?" asked Renee.

"He is at my house."

"Cone, cone, ny friend," interrupted the marquise, "do not
negl ect your duty to linger with us. You are the king's
servant, and nust go wherever that service calls you."
"OVillefort!" cried Renee, clasping her hands, and | ooking
towards her |lover with piteous earnestness, "be nerciful on
this the day of our betrothal."

The young man passed round to the side of the table where
the fair pleader sat, and | eaning over her chair said

tenderly, --

"To give you pleasure, my sweet Renee, | prom se to show al
the lenity in ny power; but if the charges brought agai nst
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this Bonaparti st hero prove correct, why, then, you really
must give me |leave to order his head to be cut off." Renee
shudder ed.

"Never mind that foolish girl, Villefort," said the

mar qui se. "She will soon get over these things." So saying,
Madanme de Sai nt-Meran extended her dry bony hand to
Villefort, who, while inprinting a son-in-law s respectfu
salute on it, |ooked at Renee, as nmuch as to say, "I mnust
try and fancy 'tis your dear hand | kiss, as it should have
been. ™"

"These are nournful auspices to acconpany a betrothal,"”
si ghed poor Renee.

"Upon nmy word, child!" exclainmed the angry marqui se, "your
folly exceeds all bounds. | should be glad to know what
connection there can possi bly be between your sickly
sentimentality and the affairs of the state!"”

"O not her!" nurnured Renee.

"Nay, madanme, | pray you pardon this little traitor.

prom se you that to nmake up for her want of loyalty, | wll
be nmost inflexibly severe;" then casting an expressive

gl ance at his betrothed, which seened to say, "Fear not, for
your dear sake ny justice shall be tenpered with nmercy," and
receiving a sweet and approving smile in return, Villefort
quitted the room

Chapter 7
The Exam nati on.

No sooner had Villefort left the salon, than he assuned the
grave air of a man who hol ds the bal ance of life and death
in his hands. Now, in spite of the nobility of his

count enance, the command of which, like a finished actor, he
had carefully studied before the glass, it was by no nmeans
easy for himto assune an air of judicial severity. Except
the recollection of the line of politics his father had
adopted, and which might interfere, unless he acted with the
greatest prudence, with his own career, Gerard de Villefort
was as happy as a man could be. Already rich, he held a high
of ficial situation, though only twenty-seven. He was about
to marry a young and charm ng woman, whom he | oved, not

passi onately, but reasonably, as becane a deputy attorney of
the king; and besides her personal attractions, which were
very great, Madenpiselle de Saint-Meran's fam |y possessed
consi derabl e political influence, which they would, of
course, exert in his favor. The dowy of his w fe anpunted
to fifty thousand crowns, and he had, besides, the prospect
of seeing her fortune increased to half a million at her
father's death. These considerations naturally gave
Villefort a feeling of such conplete felicity that his mnd
was fairly dazzled in its contenplation.
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At the door he nmet the conm ssary of police, who was waiting
for him The sight of this officer recalled Villefort from
the third heaven to earth; he conposed his face, as we have
bef ore described, and said, "I have read the letter, sir

and you have acted rightly in arresting this man; now i nform
me what you have di scovered concerning himand the
conspiracy."

"We know not hing as yet of the conspiracy, nonsieur; all the
papers found have been seal ed up and placed on your desk.
The prisoner himself is named Ednond Dantes, mate on board
the three-master the Pharaon, trading in cotton with

Al exandria and Smyrna, and belonging to Morrel & Son, of
Marseilles."

"Bef ore he entered the nmerchant service, had he ever served
in the mari nes?"

"Ch, no, nonsieur, he is very young."
"How ol d?"
"Ni neteen or twenty at the nost."

At this nmonment, and as Villefort had arrived at the corner
of the Rue des Conseils, a man, who seened to have been
waiting for him approached; it was M Morrel

"Ah, M de Villefort,"” cried he, "I amdelighted to see you.
Sonme of your people have committed the strangest ni stake --
they have just arrested Ednond Dantes, nate of ny vessel."

"I know it, nonsieur,"
going to examne him?"

replied Villefort, "and | am now

"Oh," said Morrel, carried away by his friendship, "you do
not know him and | do. He is the nobst estimable, the nost

trustworthy creature in the world, and I will venture to
say, there is not a better seaman in all the nerchant
service. Oh, M de Villefort, | beseech your indul gence for
him"

Villefort, as we have seen, belonged to the aristocratic
party at Marseilles, Morrel to the plebeian; the first was a
royalist, the other suspected of Bonapartism Villefort

| ooked disdainfully at Morrel, and replied, --

"You are aware, nonsieur, that a man nmay be esti mabl e and
trustworthy in private life, and the best seanman in the

mer chant service, and yet be, politically speaking, a great
criminal. Is it not true?"

The magi strate laid enphasis on these words, as if he wi shed
to apply themto the owner hinself, while his eyes seened to
plunge into the heart of one who, interceding for another

had hi msel f need of indul gence. Mrrel reddened, for his own
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consci ence was not quite clear on politics; besides, what
Dantes had told himof his interview with the grand-marshal
and what the enperor had said to him enbarrassed him He
replied, however, --

"I entreat you, M de Villefort, be, as you always are, kind
and equitable, and give himback to us soon." This give us
sounded revol utionary in the deputy's ears.

"Ah, ah," nmurmured he, "is Dantes then a nenber of sone
Carbonari society, that his protector thus enploys the
collective forn? He was, if | recollect, arrested in a
tavern, in conpany with a great many others." Then he added,
"Monsi eur, you may rest assured | shall performny duty
impartially, and that if he be innocent you shall not have
appealed to nme in vain; should he, however, be guilty, in
this present epoch, inmpunity would furnish a dangerous
exanple, and | nust do my duty."

As he had now arrived at the door of his own house, which
adj oi ned the Pal ais de Justice, he entered, after having,
coldly saluted the shipowner, who stood, as if petrified, on
the spot where Villefort had left him The ante-chanber was
full of police agents and gendarnes, in the m dst of whom
carefully watched, but calmand smling, stood the prisoner
Villefort traversed the ante-chanber, cast a side glance at
Dantes, and taking a packet which a gendarne offered him

di sappeared, saying, "Bring in the prisoner."

Rapid as had been Villefort's glance, it had served to give
hi man idea of the man he was about to interrogate. He had
recogni zed intelligence in the high forehead, courage in the
dark eye and bent brow, and frankness in the thick Iips that
showed a set of pearly teeth. Villefort's first inpression
was favorable; but he had been so often warned to m strust
first impulses, that he applied the maximto the inpression
forgetting the difference between the two words. He stifled,
therefore, the feelings of conpassion that were rising,
conposed his features, and sat down, grim and sonbre, at his
desk. An instant after Dantes entered. He was pale, but calm
and collected, and saluting his judge with easy politeness,

| ooked round for a seat, as if he had been in M Mrrel's
salon. It was then that he encountered for the first time
Villefort's |ook, -- that | ook peculiar to the magi strate,
who, while seenming to read the thoughts of others, betrays
not hi ng of his own.

"Who and what are you?" demanded Villefort, turning over a
pil e of papers, containing information relative to the
prisoner, that a police agent had given to himon his entry,
and that, already, in an hour's tinme, had swelled to
vol umi nous proportions, thanks to the corrupt espionage of
whi ch "the accused" is always made the victim

"My name is Ednond Dantes," replied the young man calmy; "I
am mate of the Pharaon, belonging to Messrs. Mrrrel & Son."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO

"Your age?" continued Villefort.
"Ni neteen," returned Dantes.

"What were you doing at the nonent you were arrested?"

"I was at the festival of ny nmarriage, nmonsieur," said the
young man, his voice slightly trenul ous, so great was the
contrast between that happy nonent and the painful cerenony
he was now undergoi ng; so great was the contrast between the
sonbre aspect of M de Villefort and the radiant face of

Mer cedes.

"You were at the festival of your marriage?" said the
deputy, shuddering in spite of hinself.

"Yes, nonsieur; | amon the point of marrying a young girl |
have been attached to for three years." Villefort, inpassive
as he was, was struck with this coincidence; and the

tremul ous voice of Dantes, surprised in the mdst of his
happi ness, struck a synpathetic chord in his own bosom -- he
al so was on the point of being married, and he was sunmobned
fromhis own happiness to destroy that of another. "This
phil osophic reflection," thought he, "will make a great
sensation at M de Saint-Meran's;" and he arranged nental ly,
whil e Dantes awaited further questions, the antithesis by
whi ch orators often create a reputation for el oquence. \Wen
this speech was arranged, Villefort turned to Dantes.

"CGo on, sir," said he.

"What woul d you have ne say?"

"Gve all the information in your power."

"Tell me on which point you desire information, and | will
tell all I know, only," added he, with a smle, "I warn you
I know very little."

"Have you served under the usurper?”

"I was about to be nustered into the Royal Marines when he
fell."

"It is reported your political opinions are extrene," said
Villefort, who had never heard anything of the kind, but was
not sorry to make this inquiry, as if it were an accusation

"My political opinions!" replied Dantes. "Alas, sir, | never
had any opinions. | amhardly nineteen; | know nothing; I
have no part to play. If | obtain the situation | desire, |
shall owe it to M Mrrel. Thus all nmy opinions -- | wll
not say public, but private -- are confined to these three
sentiment, -- | love ny father, | respect M Morrel, and
adore Mercedes. This, sir, is all | can tell you, and you

see how uninteresting it is." As Dantes spoke, Villefort
gazed at his ingenuous and open countenance, and recollected
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the words of Renee, who, without knowi ng who the culprit
was, had besought his indulgence for him Wth the deputy's
knowl edge of crinme and crimnals, every word the young man
uttered convinced himnmore and more of his innocence. This
| ad, for he was scarcely a man, -- sinple, natural, eloquent
with that el oquence of the heart never found when sought
for; full of affection for everybody, because he was happy,
and because happi ness renders even the wi cked good --
extended his affection even to his judge, spite of
Villefort's severe | ook and stern accent. Dantes seened ful
of ki ndness.

"Pardieu," said Villefort, "he is a noble fellow | hope
shall gain Renee's favor easily by obeying the first conmmand
she ever inposed on ne. | shall have at |east a pressure of

the hand in public, and a sweet kiss in private." Full of
this idea, Villefort's face becanme so joyous, that when he
turned to Dantes, the latter, who had watched the change on
hi s physi oghony, was smling al so.

"Sir," said Villefort, "have you any enem es, at |east, that
you know. "

"I have enem es?" replied Dantes; "ny position is not
sufficiently elevated for that. As for ny disposition, that
i s, perhaps, sonewhat too hasty; but | have striven to
repress it. | have had ten or twelve sailors under ne, and
if you question them they will tell you that they |ove and
respect me, not as a father, for I amtoo young, but as an
el der brother."

"But you nmay have excited jeal ousy. You are about to becone
captain at nineteen -- an elevated post; you are about to
marry a pretty girl, who | oves you; and these two pieces of
good fortune may have excited the envy of sonme one."

"You are right; you know nen better than | do, and what you
say may possibly be the case, | confess; but if such persons
are anong ny acquai ntances | prefer not to know it, because
then I should be forced to hate them™

"You are wrong; you should always strive to see clearly
around you. You seema worthy young man; | will depart from
the strict line of nmy duty to aid you in discovering the
author of this accusation. Here is the paper; do you know
the witing?" As he spoke, Villefort drew the letter from
his pocket, and presented it to Dantes. Dantes read it. A
cl oud passed over his brow as he said, --

"No, nonsieur, | do not know the witing, and yet it is
tolerably plain. Woever did it wites well. | amvery
fortunate," added he, |ooking gratefully at Villefort, "to
be exam ned by such a man as you; for this envious person is
a real eneny." And by the rapid glance that the young man's
eyes shot forth, Villefort saw how much energy lay hid
beneath this nildness.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO 60

“"Now, " said the deputy, "answer nme frankly, not as a

pri soner to a judge, but as one man to anot her who takes an
interest in him what truth is there in the accusation
contained in this anonynous letter?" And Villefort threw

di sdainfully on his desk the letter Dantes had just given
back to him

“"None at all. | will tell you the real facts. | swear by ny
honor as a sailor, by nmy Iove for Mercedes, by the life of
nmy father" --

"Speak, monsieur,"” said Villefort. Then, internally, "If
Renee could see ne, | hope she would be satisfied, and woul d

no longer call ne a decapitator.”

"Well, when we quitted Naples, Captain Leclere was attacked
with a brain fever. As we had no doctor on board, and he was
so anxious to arrive at Elba, that he would not touch at any
ot her port, his disorder rose to such a height, that at the
end of the third day, feeling he was dying, he called nme to
him "My dear Dantes,' said he, “swear to performwhat | am
going to tell you, for it is a matter of the deepest

i mportance."'

"1 swear, captain,' replied I

""Well, as after my death the command devol ves on you as
mat e, assume the conmand, and bear up for the Island of

El ba, disenbark at Porto-Ferrajo, ask for the grand-marshal
give himthis letter -- perhaps they will give you another
letter, and charge you with a comm ssion. You will
acconplish what | was to have done, and derive all the honor
and profit fromit.

"I will do it, captain; but perhaps | shall not be admtted
to the grand marshal's presence as easily as you expect?

"“Here is a ring that will obtain audience of him and
remove every difficulty,' said the captain. At these words
he gave ne a ring. It was tinme -- tw hours after he was
delirious; the next day he died."

"And what did you do then?"

"What | ought to have done, and what every one would have
done in ny place. Everywhere the |last requests of a dying
man are sacred; but with a sailor the last requests of his
superior are commnds. | sailed for the Island of Elba,
where | arrived the next day; | ordered everybody to remain
on board, and went on shore alone. As | had expected, |
found sone difficulty in obtaining access to the
grand-marshal ; but | sent the ring | had received fromthe
captain to him and was instantly adnitted. He questioned ne
concerning Captain Leclere's death; and, as the latter had
told me, gave ne a letter to carry on to a person in Paris.
| undertook it because it was what ny captain had bade ne
do. | landed here, regulated the affairs of the vessel, and
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hastened to visit ny affianced bride, whom!| found nore

| ovely than ever. Thanks to M Mrrel, all the forns were
got over; in a wrd |l was, as | told you, at ny

marri age-feast; and | should have been married in an hour
and to-norrow | intended to start for Paris, had | not been
arrested on this charge which you as well as | now see to be
unj ust."

"Ah," said Villefort, "this seenms to nme the truth. If you
have been cul pable, it was inprudence, and this inprudence
was in obedience to the orders of your captain. Gve up this
letter you have brought from El ba, and pass your word you

wi || appear should you be required, and go and rejoin your
friends.

"I amfree, then, sir?" cried Dantes joyfully.
"Yes; but first give me this letter."

"You have it already, for it was taken fromme with sone
ot hers which | see in that packet."

"Stop a nmonent," said the deputy, as Dantes took his hat and
gl oves. "To whomis it addressed?”

"To Monsieur Noirtier, Rue Cog-Heron, Paris." Had a

t hunderbolt fallen into the room Villefort could not have
been nore stupefied. He sank into his seat, and hastily
turning over the packet, drew forth the fatal letter, at
whi ch he gl anced with an expression of terror

"M Noirtier, Rue Cog-Heron, No. 13," murnured he, grow ng
still paler.

"Yes," said Dantes; "do you know hi nP"

"No," replied Villefort; "a faithful servant of the king
does not know conspirators.”

"It is a conspiracy, then?" asked Dantes, who after
believing hinself free, now began to feel a tenfold alarm
"I have, however, already told you, sir, | was entirely

i gnorant of the contents of the letter."

"Yes; but you knew the nanme of the person to whomit was
addressed, " said Villefort.

"I was forced to read the address to know to whomto give
it."

"Have you shown this letter to any one?" asked Villefort,
becom ng still nore pale.

"To no one, on ny honor."

"Everybody is ignorant that you are the bearer of a letter
fromthe Island of Elba, and addressed to M Noirtier?"
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"Everybody, except the person who gave it to ne."

"And that was too nuch, far too nuch,” murmured Villefort.
Villefort's brow darkened nore and nore, his white |lips and
clinched teeth filled Dantes with apprehension. After
reading the letter, Villefort covered his face with his
hands.

"Oh," said Dantes timdly, "what is the matter?" Villefort
made no answer, but raised his head at the expiration of a
few seconds, and again perused the letter

"And you say that you are ignorant of the contents of this
letter?"

"I give you nmy word of honor, sir," said Dantes; "but what
is the matter? You are ill -- shall | ring for assistance?
-- shall 1| call?"

"No," said Villefort, rising hastily; "stay where you are.
It is for me to give orders here, and not you."
“"Monsieur," replied Dantes proudly, "it was only to summon
assi stance for you."

"I want none; it was a tenporary indisposition. Attend to
yoursel f; answer me." Dantes waited, expecting a question
but in vain. Villefort fell back on his chair, passed his
hand over his brow, noist with perspiration, and, for the
third tine, read the letter

"Ch, if he knows the contents of this!" nmurnmured he, "and
that Noirtier is the father of Villefort, | amlost!" And he
fixed his eyes upon Ednond as if he woul d have penetrated
hi s thoughts.

"Ch, it is inpossible to doubt it," cried he, suddenly.

"I'n heaven's nane!" cried the unhappy young man, "if you
doubt ne, question me; | will answer you." Villefort nmade a
violent effort, and in a tone he strove to render firm --

"Sir," said he, "I amno |longer able, as | had hoped, to
restore you imediately to liberty; before doing so, | nust
consult the trial justice; what my own feeling is you

al ready know. "
"Ch, nonsieur,”
than a judge."

cried Dantes, "you have been rather a friend

"Well, | nust detain you sone tine longer, but | will strive
to make it as short as possible. The principal charge
against you is this letter, and you see" -- Villefort
approached the fire, cast it in, and waited until it was

entirely consuned.
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"You see, | destroy it?"
"Ch," exclained Dantes, "you are goodness itself."

"Listen," continued Villefort; "you can now have confidence
in me after what | have done."

"Ch, conmand, and | will obey."
"Listen; this is not a command, but advice | give you."
"Speak, and I will follow your advice."

"I shall detain you until this evening in the Palais de
Justice. Should any one else interrogate you, say to him
what you have said to ne, but do not breathe a word of this
letter."

"I promise." It was Villefort who seemed to entreat, and the
pri soner who reassured him

"You see,"” continued he, glancing toward the grate, where
fragnents of burnt paper fluttered in the flames, "the
letter is destroyed; you and | al one know of its existence;
shoul d you, therefore, be questioned, deny all know edge of
it -- deny it boldly, and you are saved."

"Be satisfied; I will deny it."
"It was the only letter you had?"

"It was."

"Swear it.
"I swear it."

Villefort rang. A police agent entered. Villefort whispered
some words in his ear, to which the officer replied by a
notion of his head.

"Follow him" said Villefort to Dantes. Dantes sal uted
Villefort and retired. Hardly had the door closed when
Villefort threw hinself half-fainting into a chair

"Alas, alas," murmured he, "if the procureur hinself had
been at Marseilles | should have been ruined. This accursed
letter would have destroyed all ny hopes. Oh, ny father
must your past career always interfere with nmy successes?"”
Suddenly a |ight passed over his face, a snmle played round
his set mouth, and his haggard eyes were fixed in thought.

"This will do," said he, "and fromthis letter, which m ght
have ruined nme, | will nmake ny fortune. Now to the work
have in hand." And after having assured hinself that the
pri soner was gone, the deputy procureur hastened to the
house of his betrothed.
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Chapter 8
The Chateau D I f.

The conmi ssary of police, as he traversed the ante-chanber,
made a sign to two gendarnes, who placed thensel ves one on
Dantes' right and the other on his left. A door that

conmuni cated with the Palais de Justice was opened, and they
went through a |ong range of gloomy corridors, whose
appearance m ght have made even the bol dest shudder. The

Pal ai s de Justice comrunicated with the prison, -- a sonbre
edifice, that fromits grated wi ndows | ooks on the

cl ock-tower of the Accoul es. After nunberl ess w ndi ngs,
Dantes saw a door with an iron w cket. The comm ssary took
up an iron nmallet and knocked thrice, every blow seenming to
Dantes as if struck on his heart. The door opened, the two
gendarnmes gently pushed him forward, and the door closed
with a | oud sound behind him The air he inhaled was no

| onger pure, but thick and mephitic, -- he was in prison. He
was conducted to a tol erably neat chanber, but grated and
barred, and its appearance, therefore, did not greatly alarm
him besides, the words of Villefort, who seemed to interest
hi mrsel f so nmuch, resounded still in his ears like a prom se
of freedom It was four o'clock when Dantes was placed in
this chanmber. It was, as we have said, the 1st of March, and
the prisoner was soon buried in darkness. The obscurity
augnented the acuteness of his hearing; at the slightest
sound he rose and hastened to the door, convinced they were
about to liberate him but the sound di ed away, and Dantes
sank again into his seat. At |ast, about ten o'clock, and
just as Dantes began to despair, steps were heard in the
corridor, a key turned in the lock, the bolts creaked, the
massy oaken door flew open, and a flood of light fromtwo
torches pervaded the apartnment. By the torchlight Dantes saw
the glittering sabres and carbines of four gendarmes. He had
advanced at first, but stopped at the sight of this display
of force.

"Are you cone to fetch me?" asked he.
"Yes," replied a gendarne.
"By the orders of the deputy procureur?”

"I believe so." The conviction that they cane from M de

Villefort relieved all Dantes' apprehensions; he advanced
cal My, and placed hinself in the centre of the escort. A
carriage waited at the door, the coachman was on the box,
and a police officer sat beside him

"I's this carriage for ne?" said Dantes.

"It is for you," replied a gendarne.

Dant es was about to speak; but feeling hinmself urged
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forward, and having neither the power nor the intention to
resist, he nounted the steps, and was in an instant seated
i nsi de between two gendarmes; the two others took their

pl aces opposite, and the carriage rolled heavily over the
st ones.

The prisoner glanced at the windows -- they were grated; he
had changed his prison for another that was conveyi ng him he
knew not whither. Through the grating, however, Dantes saw

t hey were passing through the Rue Caisserie, and by the Rue
Sai nt-Laurent and the Rue Taramis, to the port. Soon he saw
the Iights of La Consigne.

The carriage stopped, the officer descended, approached the
guar dhouse, a dozen sol diers cane out and forned thensel ves
in order; Dantes saw the reflection of their nuskets by the
light of the |anps on the quay.

"Can all this force be sunmmoned on nmy account?" thought he.

The officer opened the door, which was | ocked, and, wi thout
speaki ng a word, answered Dantes' question; for he saw

bet ween the ranks of the soldiers a passage formed fromthe
carriage to the port. The two gendarnes who were opposite to
hi m descended first, then he was ordered to alight and the
gendarnes on each side of himfollowed his exanple. They
advanced towards a boat, which a custom house officer held
by a chain, near the quay.

The sol diers | ooked at Dantes with an air of stupid
curiosity. In an instant he was placed in the stern-sheets
of the boat, between the gendarnes, while the officer
stationed hinself at the bow, a shove sent the boat adrift,
and four sturdy oarsnen inpelled it rapidly towards the
Pilon. At a shout fromthe boat, the chain that closes the
mout h of the port was lowered and in a second they were, as
Dantes knew, in the Frioul and outside the inner harbor

The prisoner's first feeling was of joy at again breathing
the pure air -- for air is freedom but he soon sighed, for
he passed before La Reserve, where he had that norning been
so happy, and now t hrough the open wi ndows cane the | aughter
and revelry of a ball. Dantes folded his hands, raised his
eyes to heaven, and prayed fervently.

The boat continued her voyage. They had passed the Tete de
Morte, were now off the Anse du Pharo, and about to double
the battery. This manoeuvre was inconprehensible to Dantes.
"Wither are you taking nme?" asked he.

“"You will soon know. "

"But still" --

"We are forbidden to give you any explanation." Dantes,
trained in discipline, knew that nothing would be nore
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absurd than to question subordinates, who were forbidden to
reply; and so he renmined silent.

The nost vague and wild thoughts passed through his m nd.
The boat they were in could not nake a | ong voyage; there
was no vessel at anchor outside the harbor; he thought,
perhaps, they were going to | eave himon sonme di stant point.
He was not bound, nor had they nmade any attenpt to handcuff
him this seened a good augury. Besides, had not the deputy,
who had been so kind to him told himthat provided he did
not pronounce the dreaded nane of Noirtier, he had nothing
to apprehend? Had not Villefort in his presence destroyed
the fatal letter, the only proof against hinP

He waited silently, striving to pierce through the darkness.

They had left the Ile Ratonneau, where the |ighthouse stood,
on the right, and were now opposite the Point des Catal ans.
It seened to the prisoner that he could distinguish a

fem nine formon the beach, for it was there Mercedes dwelt.
How was it that a presentinment did not warn Mercedes that
her |l over was within three hundred yards of her?

One light alone was visible; and Dantes saw that it cane
from Mercedes' chanber. Mercedes was the only one awake in
the whole settlenent. A loud cry could be heard by her. But
pride restrained himand he did not utter it. Wat would his
guards think if they heard himshout |ike a madmn?

He remained silent, his eyes fixed upon the |ight; the boat
went on, but the prisoner thought only of Mercedes. An

i ntervening elevation of land hid the |ight. Dantes turned
and perceived that they had got out to sea. Wile he had
been absorbed in thought, they had shipped their oars and
hoi sted sail; the boat was now nmoving with the wi nd.

In spite of his repugnance to address the guards, Dantes
turned to the nearest gendarme, and taking his hand, --

"Conrade," said he, "I adjure you, as a Christian and a
soldier, to tell nme where we are going. | am Captain Dantes,
a loyal Frenchman, thought accused of treason; tell ne where
you are conducting ne, and | prom se you on ny honor | will
subnmit to ny fate."

The gendarne | ooked irresolutely at his conpani on, who
returned for answer a sign that said, "I see no great harm
in telling himnow, " and the gendarme replied, --

"You are a native of Marseilles, and a sailor, and yet you
do not know where you are goi ng?"

"On ny honor, | have no idea."
"Have you no idea whatever?"

"None at all."
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"That is inmpossible.”
"l swear to you it is true. Tell me, | entreat."”
"But ny orders."

"Your orders do not forbid your telling me what | nust know
in ten mnutes, in half an hour, or an hour. You see
cannot escape, even if | intended."

"Unl ess you are blind, or have never been outside the
har bor, you nust know. "

“I do not."

"Look round you then." Dantes rose and | ooked forward, when
he saw rise within a hundred yards of himthe black and
frowni ng rock on which stands the Chateau d'If. This gl oony
fortress, which has for nore than three hundred years

furni shed food for so many wild | egends, seened to Dantes
like a scaffold to a mal efactor

"The Chateau d'I1f?" cried he, "what are we going there for?"
The gendarne sm | ed.

"I am not going there to be inprisoned," said Dantes; "it is
only used for political prisoners. | have committed no
crinme. Are there any mmgistrates or judges at the Chateau
dIf?"

"There are only," said the gendarnme, "a governor, a
garrison, turnkeys, and good thick walls. Cone, conme, do not
| ook so astonished, or you will nake nme think you are
laughing at me in return for my good nature." Dantes pressed
t he gendarne's hand as though he would crush it.

"You think, then," said he, "that | amtaken to the Chateau
dIf to be inprisoned there?"

"It is probable; but there is no occasion to squeeze so
hard. "

"Wt hout any inquiry, wthout any formality?"

"All the formalities have been gone through; the inquiry is
al ready made."

"And so, in spite of M de Villefort's prom ses?"

"I do not know what M de Villefort prom sed you," said the
gendarnme, "but | know we are taking you to the Chateau d'|If.
But what are you doi ng? Hel p, conrades, help!"

By a rapid novenent, which the gendarne's practiced eye had

percei ved, Dantes sprang forward to precipitate hinmself into
the sea; but four vigorous arns seized himas his feet
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quitted the bottom of the boat. He fell back cursing with
rage.

"Good!" said the gendarne, placing his knee on his chest;
"bel i eve soft-spoken gentlenen again! Harkye, nmy friend, |
have di sobeyed ny first order, but I will not disobey the
second; and if you nove, | will blow your brains out." And
he I evelled his carbine at Dantes, who felt the nuzzle
agai nst his tenple.

For a moment the idea of struggling crossed his mind, and of
so endi ng the unexpected evil that had overtaken him But he
bet hought himof M de Villefort's prom se; and, besides,
death in a boat fromthe hand of a gendarne seened too
terrible. He renmmi ned notionless, but gnashing his teeth and
wringing his hands with fury.

At this nonent the boat canme to a landing with a viol ent
shock. One of the sailors | eaped on shore, a cord creaked as
it ran through a pulley, and Dantes guessed they were at the
end of the voyage, and that they were nooring the boat.

Hi s guards, taking himby the arns and coat-collar, forced

himto rise, and dragged himtowards the steps that lead to
the gate of the fortress, while the police officer carrying
a musket with fixed bayonet followed behind.

Dant es made no resistance; he was like a man in a dream he
saw sol diers drawn up on the enbanknent; he knew vaguely
that he was ascending a flight of steps; he was conscious

t hat he passed through a door, and that the door cl osed
behind him but all this indistinctly as through a mst. He
did not even see the ocean, that terrible barrier against
freedom which the prisoners | ook upon with utter despair

They halted for a minute, during which he strove to coll ect
his thoughts. He | ooked around; he was in a court surrounded
by high walls; he heard the neasured tread of sentinels, and
as they passed before the light he saw the barrels of their
nmusket s shi ne.

They waited upwards of ten mnutes. Certain Dantes could not
escape, the gendarnes rel eased him They seenmed awaiting
orders. The orders cane.

"Where is the prisoner?" said a voice

"Here," replied the gendarnes.

"Let himfollownme; | will take himto his cell."

"Go!" said the gendarnmes, thrusting Dantes forward.

The prisoner followed his guide, who led himinto a room

al nost under ground, whose bare and reeking walls seened as

t hough i npregnated with tears; a |anp placed on a stoo
illumned the apartment faintly, and showed Dantes the
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features of his conductor, an under-jailer, ill-clothed, and
of sullen appearance.

"Here is your chanber for to-night,"” said he. "It is |ate,
and the governor is asleep. To-norrow, perhaps, he may
change you. In the nmeantine there is bread, water, and fresh
straw, and that is all a prisoner can w sh for. Goodnight."
And before Dantes could open his nouth -- before he had

noti ced where the jailer placed his bread or the water --
before he had gl anced towards the corner where the straw
was, the jailer disappeared, taking with himthe |lanp and
closing the door, |eaving stanped upon the prisoner's mnd
the dimreflection of the dripping walls of his dungeon

Dantes was alone in darkness and in silence -- cold as the
shadows that he felt breathe on his burning forehead. Wth
the first dawn of day the jailer returned, with orders to

| eave Dantes where he was. He found the prisoner in the sane
position, as if fixed there, his eyes swollen wi th weeping.
He had passed the night standing, and w thout sleep. The
jailer advanced; Dantes appeared not to perceive him He
touched himon the shoul der. Ednond started.

"Have you not slept?" said the jailer.

"I do not know," replied Dantes. The jailer stared.
"Are you hungry?" continued he.

"I do not know. "

"Do you wi sh for anything?"

"I wish to see the governor." The jailer shrugged his
shoul ders and | eft the chanber

Dantes followed himwi th his eyes, and stretched forth his
hands towards the open door; but the door closed. Al his
enotion then burst forth; he cast hinmself on the ground,
weeping bitterly, and asking hinmself what crine he had
committed that he was thus punished.

The day passed thus; he scarcely tasted food, but wal ked

round and round the cell like a wild beast in its cage. One
thought in particular tornmented him nanely, that during his
journey hither he had sat so still, whereas he m ght, a

dozen tinmes, have plunged into the sea, and, thanks to his
powers of swi nm ng, for which he was fanous, have gai ned the
shore, conceal ed hinself until the arrival of a Genoese or
Spani sh vessel, escaped to Spain or Italy, where Mercedes
and his father could have joined him He had no fears as to
how he should live -- good seanen are wel come everywhere. He
spoke Italian |ike a Tuscan, and Spanish like a Castilian

he woul d have been free, and happy with Mercedes and his
father, whereas he was now confined in the Chateau d'If,

that inpregnable fortress, ignorant of the future destiny of
his father and Mercedes; and all this because he had trusted
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to Villefort's pronise. The thought was maddeni ng, and
Dantes threw hinself furiously down on his straw. The next
norni ng at the sanme hour, the jailer came again

"Well," said the jailer, "are you nore reasonabl e to-day?"
Dant es made no reply.

"Cone, cheer up; is there anything that | can do for you?"
"I wish to see the governor."

"I have already told you it was inpossible.”

"Wy so?"

"Because it is against prison rules, and prisoners nust not
even ask for it."

"What is allowed, then?"

"Better fare, if you pay for it, books, and | eave to wal k
about . "

"I do not want books, | amsatisfied with my food, and do
not care to wal k about; but | wish to see the governor."

"If you worry me by repeating the sane thing, | will not
bring you any nore to eat."

"Well, then," said Ednond, "if you do not, | shall die of
hunger -- that is all."

The jailer saw by his tone he would be happy to die; and as
every prisoner is worth ten sous a day to his jailer, he
replied in a nore subdued tone.

"What you ask is inpossible; but if you are very wel
behaved you will be allowed to wal k about, and sone day you
will nmeet the governor, and if he chooses to reply, that is
his affair.”

"But," asked Dantes, "how |ong shall | have to wait?"
"Ah, a nonth -- six nonths -- a year."
"It istoolong atine. I wish to see himat once."

"Ah," said the jailer, "do not always brood over what is
i npossible, or you will be mad in a fortnight."

“You think so?"
"Yes; we have an instance here; it was by always offering a
mllion of francs to the governor for his liberty that an

abbe becanme mad, who was in this chanber before you."

"How | ong has he left it?"
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"Two years."
"Was he |iberated, then?"

"No; he was put in a dungeon."”

"Listen!" said Dantes. "I am not an abbe, | am not nmad;
perhaps | shall be, but at present, unfortunately, | am not.
I will make you another offer."

"What is that?"

"I do not offer you a mllion, because | have it not; but |
will give you a hundred crowns if, the first time you go to
Marseilles, you will seek out a young girl nanmed Mercedes,

at the Catal ans, and give her two lines fromne."

"If I took them and were detected, | should | ose ny place,
which is worth two thousand francs a year; so that | should
be a great fool to run such a risk for three hundred.”

"Well," said Dantes, "mark this; if you refuse at least to
tell Mercedes | amhere, | will sonme day hide nyself behind
the door, and when you enter | will dash out your brains

with this stool."

"Threats!" cried the jailer, retreating and putting hinself
on the defensive; "you are certainly going mad. The abbe
began |i ke you, and in three days you will be like him ned
enough to tie up; but, fortunately, there are dungeons
here." Dantes whirled the stool round his head.

"All right, all right," said the jailer; "all right, since
you will have it so. | will send word to the governor."
"Very well," returned Dantes, dropping the stool and sitting
on it as if he were in reality mad. The jailer went out, and
returned in an instant with a corporal and four soldiers.

"By the governor's orders," said he, "conduct the prisoner
to the tier beneath."

"To the dungeon, then," said the corporal

"Yes; we nust put the madman with the madnmen." The sol diers

sei zed Dantes, who followed passively.

He descended fifteen steps, and the door of a dungeon was
opened, and he was thrust in. The door closed, and Dantes
advanced with outstretched hands until he touched the wall
he then sat down in the corner until his eyes becane
accustoned to the darkness. The jailer was right; Dantes
wanted but little of being utterly mad.
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Chapter 9
The Evening of the Betrothal

Villefort had, as we have said, hastened back to Madane de
Saint-Meran's in the Place du Grand Cours, and on entering
the house found that the guests whom he had |left at table
were taking coffee in the salon. Renee was, with all the
rest of the conpany, anxiously awaiting him and his
entrance was followed by a general exclamation.

"Well, Decapitator, Guardian of the State, Royalist, Brutus,
what is the matter?" said one. "Speak out.”

"Are we threatened with a fresh Reign of Terror?" asked
anot her .

"Has the Corsican ogre broken | oose?" cried a third.

"Marquise," said Villefort, approaching his future

nmot her-in-law, "l request your pardon for thus |eaving you.
W Il the marquis honor ne by a few noments' private
conversation?"

"Ah, it is really a serious matter, then?" asked the
mar qui s, remarking the cloud on Villefort's brow.

"So serious that | nmust take |eave of you for a few days;
so," added he, turning to Renee, "judge for yourself if it
be not inmportant.™

"You are going to |l eave us?" cried Renee, unable to hide her
enotion at this unexpected announcenent.

"Alas," returned Villefort, "I mnust!"
"Where, then, are you goi ng?" asked the marqui se.

"That, nmadane, is an official secret; but if you have any
commi ssions for Paris, a friend of mne is going there
to-night, and will with pleasure undertake them" The guests
| ooked at each other.

"You wish to speak to ne al one?" said the marquis.

"Yes, let us go to the library, please.'
his arm and they left the sal on

The marqui s t ook

"Well," asked he, as soon as they were by thenselves, "tel
me what it is?"

"An affair of the greatest inportance, that demands ny
i medi ate presence in Paris. Now, excuse the indiscretion
mar qui s, but have you any | anded property?"

"Al'l my fortune is in the funds; seven or eight hundred
t housand francs."
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"Then sell out -- sell out, marquis, or you will lose it
all."

"But how can | sell out here?"

"You have it broker, have you not?"

"Yes."

"Then give ne a letter to him and tell himto sell out

wi t hout an instant's del ay, perhaps even now | shall arrive

too late."

"The deuce you say!" replied the marquis, "let us |ose no
time, then!"

And, sitting down, he wote a letter to his broker, ordering
himto sell out at the market price.

"Now, then," said Villefort, placing the letter in his
pocket book, "I nust have another!"”

"To whon?"

"To the king."

"To the king?"

"Yes."

"l dare not wite to his nmajesty.”

"I do not ask you to wite to his nmpjesty, but ask M de
Salvieux to do so. | want a letter that will enable me to
reach the king's presence without all the formalities of
demandi ng an audi ence; that would occasion a | oss of
precious tine."

"But address yourself to the keeper of the seals; he has the
right of entry at the Tuileries, and can procure you

audi ence at any hour of the day or night."

"Doubt| ess; but there is no occasion to divide the honors of
nmy discovery with him The keeper would | eave ne in the

background, and take all the glory to hinself. | tell you,
marqui s, ny fortune is nade if | only reach the Tuileries
the first, for the king will not forget the service | do
him ™"

“I'n that case go and get ready. | will call Salvieux and

make himwite the letter."

"Be as quick as possible, | nust be on the road in a quarter
of an hour."

"Tell your coachman to stop at the door."
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"You will present ny excuses to the marqui se and
Madenpi sel | e Renee, whom | | eave on such a day with great
regret.”

"You will find them both here, and can nmake your farewells
in person.”

"“A thousand thanks -- and now for the letter."

The marqui s rang, a servant entered.

"Say to the Conte de Salvieux that | would like to see him™
“"Now, then, go," said the nmarquis.

"I shall be gone only a few nonents."

Villefort hastily quitted the apartnent, but reflecting that
the sight of the deputy procureur running through the
streets would be enough to throw the whole city into
confusion, he resumed his ordinary pace. At his door he
perceived a figure in the shadow that seenmed to wait for

him It was Mercedes, who, hearing no news of her |over, had
conme unobserved to inquire after him

As Villefort drew near, she advanced and stood before him
Dant es had spoken of Mercedes, and Villefort instantly
recogni zed her. Her beauty and hi gh bearing surprised him
and when she inquired what had becone of her lover, it
seemed to himthat she was the judge, and he the accused.

"The young man you speak of," said Villefort abruptly, "is a
great crimnal. and | can do nothing for him nadenoiselle."
Mer cedes burst into tears, and, as Villefort strove to pass

her, again addressed him

"But, at least, tell me where he is, that | may know whet her
he is alive or dead," said she.

"l do not know, he is no longer in ny hands," replied
Villefort.

And desirous of putting an end to the interview, he pushed
by her, and closed the door, as if to exclude the pain he
felt. But renobrse is not thus banished; like Virgil's
wounded hero, he carried the arrow in his wound, and,
arrived at the salon, Villefort uttered a sigh that was

al nrost a sob, and sank into a chair

Then the first pangs of an unending torture seized upon his
heart. The man he sacrificed to his ambition, that innocent
victiminmml ated on the altar of his father's faults,
appeared to him pale and threatening, |eading his affianced
bri de by the hand, and bringing with himrenorse, not such
as the ancients figured, furious and terrible, but that slow
and consum ng agony whose pangs are intensified from hour to
hour up to the very nonent of death. Then he had a nonent's

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO

hesitation. He had frequently called for capital punishnment
on crimnals, and owing to his irresistible el oquence they
had been condemed, and yet the slightest shadow of renprse
had never clouded Villefort's brow, because they were
guilty; at least, he believed so; but here was an innocent
man whose happi ness he had destroyed: in this case he was
not the judge, but the executioner

As he thus reflected, he felt the sensation we have
descri bed, and which had hitherto been unknown to him arise

in his bosom and fill himw th vague apprehensions. It is
thus that a wounded man trenbles instinctively at the
approach of the finger to his wound until it be heal ed, but

Villefort's was one of those that never close, or if they
do, only close to reopen nore agoni zing than ever. If at
this nmoment the sweet voice of Renee had sounded in his ears
pl eading for nercy, or the fair Mercedes had entered and
said, "In the nane of God, | conjure you to restore ne ny

af fi anced husband,” his cold and trenbling hands woul d have
signed his release; but no voice broke the stillness of the
chanmber, and the door was opened only by Villefort's valet,
who cane to tell himthat the travelling carriage was in
readi ness.

Villefort rose, or rather sprang, fromhis chair, hastily
opened one of the drawers of his desk, enptied all the gold
it contained into his pocket, stood notionless an instant,
his hand pressed to his head, nuttered a few inarticul ate
sounds, and then, perceiving that his servant had placed his
cl oak on his shoul ders, he sprang into the carriage,
ordering the postilions to drive to M de Saint-Meran's. The
hapl ess Dantes was dooned.

As the marquis had promised, Villefort found the nmarquise
and Renee in waiting. He started when he saw Renee, for he
fanci ed she was again about to plead for Dantes. Al as, her
enmoti ons were wholly personal: she was thinking only of
Villefort's departure.

She loved Villefort, and he left her at the nonent he was
about to become her husband. Villefort knew not when he
shoul d return, and Renee, far from pl eadi ng for Dantes,
hat ed the nman whose crine separated her from her | over.

Meanwhi | e what of Mercedes? She had net Fernand at the
corner of the Rue de |la Loge; she had returned to the
Cat al ans, and had despairingly cast herself on her couch
Fernand, kneeling by her side, took her hand, and covered it
with kisses that Mercedes did not even feel. She passed the
ni ght thus. The lanp went out for want of oil, but she paid
no heed to the darkness, and dawn canme, but she knew not
that it was day. Grief had made her blind to all but one

obj ect -- that was Ednond.

"Ah, you are there," said she, at length, turning towards
Fer nand.
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"I have not quitted you since yesterday," returned Fernand
sorrowful l'y.

M Morrel had not readily given up the fight. He had | earned
that Dantes had been taken to prison, and he had gone to al
his friends, and the influential persons of the city; but
the report was already in circulation that Dantes was
arrested as a Bonapartist agent; and as the npbst sangui ne

| ooked upon any attenpt of Napol eon to renmount the throne as
i mpossi ble, he net with nothing but refusal, and had
returned hone in despair, declaring that the matter was
serious and that nothing nore could be done.

Caderousse was equally restless and uneasy, but instead of
seeking, like M Morrel, to aid Dantes, he had shut hinself
up with two bottles of black currant brandy, in the hope of
drowni ng reflection. But he did not succeed, and becane too
intoxicated to fetch any nore drink, and yet not so

i ntoxicated as to forget what had happened. Wth his el bows
on the table he sat between the two enpty bottles, while
spectres danced in the light of the unsnuffed candle --
spectres such as Hof fmann strews over his punch-drenched
pages, |like black, fantastic dust.

Dangl ars al one was content and joyous -- he had got rid of
an eneny and nmade his own situation on the Pharaon secure.
Dangl ars was one of those nmen born with a pen behind the
ear, and an inkstand in place of a heart. Everything with
himwas nultiplication or subtraction. The life of a man was
to himof far |ess value than a numeral, especially when, by
taking it away, he could increase the sumtotal of his own
desires. He went to bed at his usual hour, and slept in
peace.

Villefort, after having received M de Sal vi eux' letter
enbraced Renee, kissed the marquise's hand, and shaken t hat
of the marquis, started for Paris along the Aix road.

O d Dantes was dying with anxiety to know what had beconme of
Ednond. But we know very well what had becone of Ednond.

Chapter 10

The King's Closet at the Tuileries.

W will leave Villefort on the road to Paris, travelling --
thanks to trebled fees -- with all speed, and passing

through two or three apartnents, enter at the Tuileries the
little roomwith the arched wi ndow, so well known as having
been the favorite closet of Napol eon and Louis XVIII., and

now of Louis Philippe.

There, seated before a wal nut table he had brought with him

fromHartwell, and to which, fromone of those fancies not
uncommon to great people, he was particularly attached, the
king, Louis XVIIl., was carelessly listening to a man of
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fifty or fifty-two years of age, with gray hair

aristocratic bearing, and exceedingly gentlemanly attire,
and neanwhil e making a margi nal note in a volune of
Gryphius's rather inaccurate, but much sought-after, edition
of Horace -- a work which was nuch indebted to the sagaci ous
observations of the phil osophical nopnarch.

"You say, sir" -- said the king.
"That | am exceedingly disquieted, sire."

"Real |y, have you had a vision of the seven fat kine and the
seven | ean ki ne?"

"No, sire, for that would only betoken for us seven years of
pl enty and seven years of scarcity; and with a king as ful
of foresight as your nmjesty, scarcity is not a thing to be
feared. "

"Then of what other scourge are you afraid, my dear Bl acas?"

"Sire, | have every reason to believe that a stormis
brewing in the south."

"Well, ny dear duke," replied Louis XVIII., "I think you are
wrongly informed, and know positively that, on the contrary,
it is very fine weather in that direction." Man of ability

as he was, Louis XVIII. liked a pleasant jest.

"Sire," continued M de Blacas, "if it only be to reassure a
faithful servant, will your mmjesty send into Languedoc,
Provence, and Dauphine, trusty nmen, who will bring you back

a faithful report as to the feeling in these three
provi nces?"

"Cani nus surdis," replied the king, continuing the
annotations in his Horace.

"Sire," replied the courtier, laughing, in order that he

m ght seemto conprehend the quotation, "your nmjesty may be
perfectly right in relying on the good feeling of France,

but | fear | am not altogether wong in dreadi ng sone
desperate attenpt."”

"By whonf"
"By Bonaparte, or, at l|least, by his adherents.”

"My dear Blacas," said the king, "you with your al arns
prevent nme from working."

"And you, sire, prevent ne from sleeping with your
security."

"Wait, ny dear sir, wait a nmonment; for | have such a

delightful note on the Pastor quumtraheret -- wait, and
will listen to you afterwards.”
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There was a brief pause, during which Louis XVIII. wote, in
a hand as snal| as possible, another note on the margin of
his Horace, and then | ooking at the duke with the air of a
man who thi nks he has an idea of his own, while he is only
commenti ng upon the idea of another, said, --

"Go on, ny dear duke, go on -- | listen."

"Sire," said Blacas, who had for a nonent the hope of
sacrificing Villefort to his own profit, "I amconpelled to
tell you that these are not mere runors destitute of
foundati on which thus disquiet me; but a serious-m nded nman
deserving all nmy confidence, and charged by me to watch over
the south" (the duke hesitated as he pronounced these
words), "has arrived by post to tell me that a great peri
threatens the king, and so | hastened to you, sire."

“"Mal a ducis avi domum" continued Louis XVIII., stil
annot ati ng.

"Does your majesty wish me to drop the subject?”

"By no neans, ny dear duke; but just stretch out your hand."
“Vhi ch?"

"Whi chever you please -- there to the left."

"Here, sire?”

"I tell you to the left, and you are looking to the right; |
mean on mmy left -- yes, there. You will find yesterday's
report of the minister of police. But here is M Dandre

hi msel f;" and M Dandre, announced by the
chanber |l ai n-i n-wai ti ng, entered.

"Cone in," said Louis XVIl1l., with repressed smle, "cone
in, Baron, and tell the duke all you know -- the |atest news
of M de Bonaparte; do not conceal anything, however
serious, -- let us see, the Island of Elba is a vol cano, and
we nmay expect to have issuing thence flam ng and bristling
war -- bella, horrida bella." M Dandre | eaned very

respectfully on the back of a chair with his two hands, and
said, --

"Has your mmjesty perused yesterday's report?”
"Yes, yes; but tell the duke hinself, who cannot find
anyt hing, what the report contains -- give himthe

particul ars of what the usurper is doing in his islet."

“"Monsi eur," said the baron to the duke, "all the servants of
his maj esty nmust approve of the latest intelligence which we

have fromthe |Island of Elba. Bonaparte" -- M Dandre | ooked
at Louis XVIII., who, enployed in witing a note, did not
even raise his head. "Bonaparte," continued the baron, "is
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nortally wearied, and passes whol e days in watching his
m ners at work at Porto-Longone.”

"And scratches hinself for anmusenent,"” added the Kking.

"Scratches hinsel f?" inquired the duke, "what does your
maj esty nmean?"

"Yes, indeed, ny dear duke. Did you forget that this great
man, this hero, this demigod, is attacked with a nmal ady of
t he skin which worries himto death, prurigo?”

"And, noreover, ny dear duke," continued the mnister of
police, "we are al nost assured that, in a very short tine,
the usurper will be insane.”

"l nsane?"

"Raving mad; his head becomes weaker. Sonetines he weeps
bitterly, sometinmes |aughs boisterously, at other time he
passes hours on the seashore, flinging stones in the water
and when the flint makes "~ duck-and-drake' five or six tines,
he appears as delighted as if he had gai ned anot her Marengo
or Austerlitz. Now, you nust agree that these are

i ndubi tabl e synptons of insanity."

"Or of wisdom nmy dear baron -- or of wisdom" said Louis
XVII1., laughing; "the greatest captains of antiquity amused
t hemsel ves by casting pebbles into the ocean -- see

Plutarch's life of Scipio Africanus.”

M de Bl acas pondered deeply between the confident nopnarch
and the truthful mnister. Villefort, who did not choose to
reveal the whole secret, |est another should reap all the
benefit of the disclosure, had yet communi cated enough to
cause himthe greatest uneasiness.

"Well, well, Dandre,” said Louis XVIII., "Blacas is not yet
convinced; let us proceed, therefore, to the usurper's
conversion."” The m nister of police bowed.

"The usurper's conversion!" nurnmured the duke, |ooking at
the ki ng and Dandre, who spoke alternately, like Virgil's
shepherds. "The usurper converted!"

"Deci dedly, my dear duke."

"I'n what way converted?"

"To good principles. Tell himall about it, baron."

"Why, this is the way of it," said the mnister, with the
gravest air in the world: "Napoleon |lately had a review, and
as two or three of his old veterans expressed a desire to
return to France, he gave themtheir disnissal, and exhorted

themto “serve the good king.' These were his own words, of
that 1 amcertain.”
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"Well, Blacas, what think you of this?" inquired the king
triunphantly, and pausing for a nmonent from the vol unm nous
schol i ast before him

"I say, sire, that the mnister of police is greatly
deceived or | am and as it is inpossible it can be the

m ni ster of police as he has the guardi anship of the safety
and honor of your mpjesty, it is probable that | amin
error. However, sire, if | mght advise, your nmajesty wll

i nterrogate the person of whom | spoke to you, and | will
urge your mmjesty to do himthis honor."

"Most willingly, duke; under your auspices | will receive
any person you pl ease, but you nust not expect ne to be too
confiding. Baron, have you any report nore recent than this

dated the 20th February. -- this is the 4th of March?"

"No, sire, but I amhourly expecting one; it nay have
arrived since | left my office.”

"Go thither, and if there be none -- well, well,"” continued
Louis XVIIl., "nmake one; that is the usual way, is it not?"

and the king | aughed facetiously.

"COh, sire," replied the mnister, "we have no occasion to
i nvent any; every day our desks are | oaded with npst
circumstanti al denunciations, comng from hosts of people
who hope for sonme return for services which they seek to
render, but cannot; they trust to fortune, and rely upon
sone unexpected event in sone way to justify their
predictions."

"Well, sir, go"; said Louis XVIII., "and renenber that | am
waiting for you."

"I will but go and return, sire; | shall be back in ten

m nutes. "

"And I, sire," said M de Blacas, "will go and find ny
messenger. "

"Wait, sir, wait," said Louis XVIIl. "Really, M de Bl acas,
I nmust change your arnorial bearings; | will give you an

eagle with outstretched wings, holding in its claws a prey
which tries in vain to escape, and bearing this device --

Tenax. "

"Sire, | listen," said De Blacas, biting his nails with

i mpati ence.

"I wish to consult you on this passage, "Ml li fugiens
anhelitu," you know it refers to a stag flying froma wol f.
Are you not a sportsman and a great wol f-hunter? Well, then,
what do you think of the nolli anhelitu?”

"Admirable, sire; but ny nmessenger is like the stag you
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refer to, for he has posted two hundred and twenty | eagues
in scarcely three days."

"Whi ch is undergoing great fatigue and anxiety, ny dear

duke, when we have a tel egraph which transmts nessages in
three or four hours, and that without getting in the |east
out of breath."

"Ah, sire, you reconpense but badly this poor young man, who
has come so far, and with so nmuch ardor, to give your

maj esty useful information. If only for the sake of M de
Sal vi eux, who recommends himto nme, | entreat your majesty
to receive himgraciously."

"M de Salvieux, my brother's chanberl ain?"

“Yes, sire."

"He is at Marseilles."

"And wites nme thence.”

"Does he speak to you of this conspiracy?”

"No; but strongly recomends M de Villefort, and begs ne to
present himto your mmjesty."

"M de Villefort!" cried the king, "is the nessenger's nane
M de Villefort?"

"Yes, sire."
"And he cones from Marseill es?"
"I n person.”

"Why did you not mention his name at once?" replied the
ki ng, betrayi ng sone uneasi ness.

"Sire, | thought his nanme was unknown to your nmjesty."”
"No, no, Blacas; he is a man of strong and el evated
under st andi ng, anbitious, too, and, pardieu, you know his
father's nanme!"

"Hi s father?"

"Yes, Noirtier."

“"Noirtier the Grondin? -- Noirtier the senator?"

"He hinsel f."

"And your mmjesty has enployed the son of such a nan?"

"Bl acas, ny friend, you have but |limted conprehension. |
told you Villefort was anmbitions, and to attain this
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ambition Villefort would sacrifice everything, even his
fat her."

"Then, sire, may | present hinP"
"This instant, duke! Were is he?"
"Waiting below, in my carriage."

"Seek him at once."
"I hasten to do so." The duke left the royal presence with
the speed of a young man; his really sincere royalism mde
hi m yout hful again. Louis XVIII. renmi ned al one, and turning
his eyes on his hal f-opened Horace, nuttered, --

"Justum et tenacem propositi virum"

M de Bl acas returned as speedily as he had departed, but in
t he ante-chanber he was forced to appeal to the king's
authority. Villefort's dusty garb, his costune, which was
not of courtly cut, excited the susceptibility of M de
Breze, who was all astonishment at finding that this young
man had the audacity to enter before the king in such
attire. The duke, however, overcane all difficulties with a
word -- his majesty's order; and, in spite of the
protestations which the master of cerenonies made for the
honor of his office and principles, Villefort was

i ntroduced.

The king was seated in the sane place where the duke had
left him On opening the door, Villefort found hinself
facing him and the young magistrate's first inpulse was to
pause.

"Cone in, M de Villefort," said the king, "come in."
Villefort bowed, and advancing a few steps, waited until the
ki ng should interrogate him

"M de Villefort," said Louis XVIII., "the Duc de Bl acas
assures nme you have sone interesting information to
communi cat e.

"Sire, the duke is right, and | believe your majesty wll
think it equally inportant.”

“In the first place, and before everything else, sir, is the
news as bad in your opinion as | am asked to believe?”

"Sire, | believe it to be nost urgent, but |I hope, by the
speed | have used, that it is not irreparable.”

"Speak as fully as you please, sir," said the king, who
began to give way to the enotion which had showed itself in
Bl acas's face and affected Villefort's voice. "Speak, sir,
and pray begin at the beginning; | like order in
everything."
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"Sire," said Villefort, "I will render a faithful report to
your mmjesty, but | nust entreat your forgiveness if ny

anxi ety |l eads to sone obscurity in ny |anguage.” A glance at
the king after this discreet and subtle exordium assured
Villefort of the benignity of his august auditor, and he
went on: --

"Sire, | have cone as rapidly to Paris as possible, to

i nformyour majesty that | have discovered, in the exercise
of ny duties, not a conmmonpl ace and insignificant plot, such
as is every day got up in the | ower ranks of the people and
in the army, but an actual conspiracy -- a storm which
menaces no | ess than your mpjesty's throne. Sire, the
usurper is armng three ships, he neditates sone project,

whi ch, however mad, is yet, perhaps, terrible. At this
nmonment he will have left Elba, to go whither | know not, but
assuredly to attenpt a |landing either at Naples, or on the
coast of Tuscany, or perhaps on the shores of France. Your
maj esty is well aware that the sovereign of the Island of

El ba has nmaintained his relations with Italy and France?"

"I am sir," said the king, nuch agitated; "and recently we
have had information that the Bonapartist clubs have had
nmeetings in the Rue Saint-Jacques. But proceed, | beg of
you. How did you obtain these detail s?"

"Sire, they are the results of an exam nation which | have
made of a man of Marseilles, whom | have watched for sone
time, and arrested on the day of ny departure. This person
a sailor, of turbulent character, and whom | suspected of
Bonapartism has been secretly to the Island of Elba. There
he saw the grand-nmarshal, who charged himwith an ora
nmessage to a Bonapartist in Paris, whose nanme | could not
extract fromhim but this mssion was to prepare nmen's
mnds for a return (it is the man who says this, sire) -- a
return which will soon occur."

"And where is this man?"

“I'n prison, sire."

"And the matter seens serious to you?"

"So serious, sire, that when the circunstance surprised ne
in the mdst of a famly festival, on the very day of ny
betrothal, | left ny bride and friends, postponing
everything, that | might hasten to lay at your mmjesty's
feet the fears which inpressed nme, and the assurance of ny
devotion."

"True," said Louis XVIIl., "was there not a nmarriage
engagenent between you and Madenoi sell e de Saint-Meran?"

"Daughter of one of your mpjesty's nost faithful servants.”

"Yes, yes; but let us talk of this plot, M de Villefort."
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"Sire, | fear it is nore than a plot; | fear it is a
conspiracy."

"A conspiracy in these tinmes," said Louis XVIIIl., smling,
"is a thing very easy to neditate, but nmore difficult to
conduct to an end, inasmuch as, re-established so recently
on the throne of our ancestors, we have our eyes open at
once upon the past, the present, and the future. For the

| ast ten nonths ny ninisters have redoubled their vigilance,
in order to watch the shore of the Mediterranean. If
Bonaparte | anded at Naples, the whole coalition would be on
foot before he could even reach Pionoino; if he land in
Tuscany, he will be in an unfriendly territory; if he |and
in France, it nmust be with a handful of men, and the result
of that is easily foretold, execrated as he is by the
popul ati on. Take courage, sir; but at the sane tinme rely on
our royal gratitude."

"Ah, here is M Dandre!"” cried de Blacas. At this instant
the mnister of police appeared at the door, pale,
trenbling, and as if ready to faint. Villefort was about to
retire, but M de Blacas, taking his hand, restrained him

Chapter 11
The Corsican Qgre.

At the sight of this agitation Louis XVIII. pushed from him
violently the table at which he was sitting.

"What ails you, baron?" he exclainmed. "You appear quite
aghast. Has your uneasiness anything to do with what M de
Bl acas has told ne, and M de Villefort has just confirnmed?"
M de Bl acas noved suddenly towards the baron, but the
fright of the courtier pleaded for the forbearance of the
statesman; and besides, as matters were, it was nuch nore to
his advantage that the prefect of police should triunph over
hi m than that he should humliate the prefect.

"Sire" -- stammered the baron.

"Well, what is it?" asked Louis XVIII. The mnister of
police, giving way to an inpul se of despair, was about to
throw hinself at the feet of Louis XVIII., who retreated a

step and frowned

"Wl you speak?" he said.

"Ch, sire, what a dreadful msfortune! | am indeed, to be
pitied. | can never forgive nyself!"
“"Monsi eur," said Louis XVIII., "I commnd you to speak."

"Well, sire, the usurper left Elba on the 26th February, and
| anded on the 1st of March."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO 85

"And where? In Italy?" asked the king eagerly.

"In France, sire, -- at a small port, near Antibes, in the
aul f of Juan."

"The usurper | anded in France, near Antibes, in the Gulf of
Juan, two hundred and fifty | eagues from Paris, on the 1st
of March, and you only acquired this information to-day, the
4th of March! Well, sir, what you tell ne is inpossible. You
must have received a false report, or you have gone med."

"Alas, sire, it is but too true!" Louis nmade a gesture of

i ndescri babl e anger and alarm and then drew hinmself up as
if this sudden blow had struck himat the same nonent in
heart and countenance.

“I'n France!" he cried, "the usurper in France! Then they did
not watch over this man. Who knows? they were, perhaps, in
| eague with him™

"Oh, sire," exclained the Duc de Blacas, "M Dandre is not a
man to be accused of treason! Sire, we have all been blind,
and the mnister of police has shared the general blindness,
that is all."

"But" -- said Villefort, and then suddenly checki ng hinself,
he was silent; then he continued, "Your pardon, sire," he
said, bowi ng, "ny zeal carried ne away. WII your nmmjesty
deign to excuse ne?"

"Speak, sir, speak boldly," replied Louis. "You al one
forewarned us of the evil; nowtry and aid us with the
remedy. "

"Sire," said Villefort, "the usurper is detested in the
south; and it seenms to nme that if he ventured into the
south, it would be easy to rai se Languedoc and Provence
agai nst him"

"Yes, assuredly,” replied the mnister; "but he is advancing
by Gap and Sisteron."

"Advancing -- he is advancing!" said Louis XVIII. "Is he
t hen advanci ng on Paris?" The minister of police maintained
a silence which was equivalent to a conplete avowal .

"And Dauphine, sir?" inquired the king, of Villefort. "Do
you think it possible to rouse that as well as Provence?"

"Sire, | amsorry to tell your nmmjesty a cruel fact; but the
feeling in Dauphine is quite the reverse of that in Provence
or Languedoc. The nount ai neers are Bonapartists, sire."

"Then," murnured Louis, "he was well informed. And how nany
men had he with hinm?"
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"I do not know, sire," answered the ninister of police.

"What, you do not know! Have you neglected to obtain
information on that point? OF course it is of no
consequence," he added, with a withering smle

"Sire, it was inpossible to |earn; the despatch sinply
stated the fact of the landing and the route taken by the
usur per."

"And how did this despatch reach you?" inquired the king.
The m ni ster bowed his head, and while a deep col or
overspread his cheeks, he stamrered out, --

"By the telegraph, sire." -- Louis XVIII. advanced a step,
and folded his arnms over his chest as Napol eon woul d have
done.

"So then," he exclained, turning pale with anger, "seven
conjoined and allied arm es overthrew that man. A nmiracle of
heaven replaced nme on the throne of ny fathers after
five-and-twenty years of exile. | have, during those
five-and-twenty years, spared no pains to understand the
peopl e of France and the interests which were confided to
me; and now, when | see the fruition of ny wi shes al npost
within reach, the power | hold in nmy hands bursts, and
shatters ne to atoms!"

"Sire, it is fatality!"™ nmurnmured the minister, feeling that
t he pressure of circunstances, however light a thing to
destiny, was too nuch for any human strength to endure.

"What our enenies say of us is then true. W have | earnt
not hi ng, forgotten nothing! If | were betrayed as he was, |
woul d consol e myself; but to be in the midst of persons

el evated by nyself to places of honor, who ought to watch
over ne nore carefully than over thenselves, -- for ny
fortune is theirs -- before me they were nothing -- after ne
they will be nothing, and perish mserably fromincapacity
-- ineptitude! Ch, yes, sir, you are right -- it is
fatality!"

The m nister quailed before this outburst of sarcasm M de
Bl acas wi ped the noisture fromhis brow Villefort snled
within himself, for he felt his increased inportance.

"To fall," continued King Louis, who at the first glance had
sounded the abyss on which the nonarchy hung suspended, --
"to fall, and learn of that fall by telegraph! GCh, | would
rat her nount the scaffold of my brother, Louis XVI., than
thus descend the staircase at the Tuileries driven away by
ridicule. Ridicule, sir -- why, you know not its power in
France, and yet you ought to know it!"

"Sire, sire," murmured the mnister, "for pity's" --

"Approach, M de Villefort," resuned the king, addressing
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t he young man, who, notionless and breathless, was |istening
to a conversation on which depended the destiny of a

ki ngdom "Approach, and tell nonsieur that it is possible to
know beforehand all that he has not known.™

"Sire, it was really inpossible to |learn secrets which that
man conceal ed fromall the world."

"Real ly inpossible! Yes -- that is a great word, sir
Unfortunately, there are great words, as there are great
men; | have nmeasured them Really inpossible for a mnister

who has an office, agents, spies, and fifteen hundred

t housand francs for secret service noney, to know what is
going on at sixty |eagues fromthe coast of France! Well
then, see, here is a gentlemn who had none of these

resources at his disposal -- a gentlenman, only a sinple
magi strate, who |learned nmore than you with all your police,
and who woul d have saved nmy crown, if, |ike you, he had the

power of directing a telegraph.” The | ook of the mnister of
police was turned with concentrated spite on Villefort, who
bent his head in nodest triunph.

"I do not nmean that for you, Blacas," continued Louis
XVIll.; "for if you have discovered nothing, at |east you
have had the good sense to persevere in your suspicions. Any
ot her than yourself would have considered the disclosure of
M de Villefort insignificant, or else dictated by vena
ambition,"” These words were an allusion to the sentinents
which the minister of police had uttered with so much
confidence an hour before.

Villefort understood the king's intent. Any other person
woul d, perhaps, have been overcone by such an intoxicating
draught of praise; but he feared to make for hinself a
nortal enemy of the police mnister, although he saw that
Dandre was irrevocably lost. In fact, the mnister, who, in
the plenitude of his power, had been unable to unearth
Napol eon's secret, might in despair at his own downfal
interrogate Dantes and so |ay bare the notives of
Villefort's plot. Realizing this, Villefort canme to the
rescue of the crest-fallen mnister, instead of aiding to
crush him

"Sire," said Villefort, "the suddenness of this event nust
prove to your nmjesty that the issue is in the hands of
Provi dence; what your mmjesty is pleased to attribute to ne
as profound perspicacity is sinply owing to chance, and
have profited by that chance, |ike a good and devoted
servant -- that's all. Do not attribute to me nore than
deserve, sire, that your nmjesty may never have occasion to
recall the first opinion you have been pleased to form of
me." The mnister of police thanked the young nman by an

el oquent | ook, and Villefort understood that he had
succeeded in his design; that is to say, that without
forfeiting the gratitude of the king, he had made a friend
of one on whom in case of necessity, he mght rely.
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"*Tis well," resumed the king. "And now, gentlenen," he
continued, turning towards M de Blacas and the m nister of
police, "I have no further occasion for you, and you may
retire; what now remains to do is in the departnment of the
m ni ster of war."

"Fortunately, sire," said M de Blacas, "we can rely on the
army; your nmgjesty knows how every report confirns their
| oyalty and attachnent."

"Do not nmention reports, duke, to nme, for | know now what
confidence to place in them Yet, speaking of reports,
baron, what have you learned with regard to the affair in
the Rue Saint-Jacques?"

"The affair in the Rue Saint-Jacques!" exclainmed Villefort,
unabl e to repress an exclamation. Then, suddenly pausing, he
added, "Your pardon, sire, but my devotion to your ngjesty
has made ne forget, not the respect | have, for that is too
deeply engraved in my heart, but the rules of etiquette.”
"Go on, go on, sir," replied the king; "you have to-day
earned the right to nmake inquiries here."

"Sire," interposed the minister of police, "I cane a nonent
ago to give your majesty fresh information which | had
obtai ned on this head, when your mpjesty's attention was
attracted by the terrible event that has occurred in the
gul f, and now these facts will cease to interest your

maj esty. "

"On the contrary, sir, -- on the contrary,"” said Louis
XVII1., "this affair seems to ne to have a deci ded
connection with that which occupies our attention, and the
deat h of General Quesnel will, perhaps, put us on the direct

track of a great internal conspiracy." At the nane of

General Quesnel, Villefort trenbled.

"Everything points to the conclusion, sire," said the

m ni ster of police, "that death was not the result of

sui cide, as we first believed, but of assassination. Genera
Quesnel, it appears, had just left a Bonapartist club when
he di sappeared. An unknown person had been with hi mthat
nor ni ng, and nmade an appointnment with himin the Rue

Sai nt-Jacques; unfortunately, the general's valet, who was
dressing his hair at the nonment when the stranger entered,
heard the street nentioned, but did not catch the nunber.”
As the police mnister related this to the king, Villefort,
who | ooked as if his very life hung on the speaker's lips,
turned alternately red and pale. The king | ooked towards
hi m

"Do you not think with me, M de Villefort, that Genera
Quesnel, whom they believed attached to the usurper, but who
was really entirely devoted to ne, has perished the victim
of a Bonapartist ambush?”
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"It is probable, sire," replied Villefort. "But is this al
that is known?"

"They are on the track of the man who appointed the neeting
with him™"

"On his track?" said Villefort.

"Yes, the servant has given his description. He is a nman of
fromfifty to fifty-two years of age, dark, with black eyes
covered with shaggy eyebrows, and a thick nustache. He was
dressed in a blue frock-coat, buttoned up to the chin, and
wore at his button-hole the rosette of an officer of the
Legi on of Honor. Yesterday a person exactly corresponding
with this description was followed, but he was |ost sight of
at the corner of the Rue de |a Jussienne and the Rue
Cog-Heron." Villefort |eaned on the back of an armchair

for as the minister of police went on speaking he felt his

| egs bend under him but when he | earned that the unknown
had escaped the vigilance of the agent who followed him he
br eat hed agai n.

"Continue to seek for this man, sir," said the king to the
m ni ster of police; "for if, as | amall but convinced,
CGeneral Quesnel, who would have been so useful to us at this
nonment, has been nurdered, his assassins, Bonapartists or
not, shall be cruelly punished." It required all Villefort's
cool ness not to betray the terror with which this

decl aration of the king inspired him

"How strange," continued the king, with sonme asperity; "the
police think that they have di sposed of the whole matter
when they say, A nmurder has been commtted,' and especially
so when they can add, "And we are on the track of the guilty
persons.'"

"Sire, your majesty will, | trust, be anply satisfied on
this point at |east."

"We shall see. | will no | onger detain you, M de Villefort,
for you nust be fatigued after so long a journey; go and
rest. Of course you stopped at your father's?" A feeling of
fai nt ness came over Villefort.

"No, sire," he replied, "I alighted at the Hotel de Madrid,
in the Rue de Tournon."

"But you have seen hin®"

"Sire, 1 went straight to the Duc de Bl acas."
"But you will see him then?"

"I think not, sire."

"Ah, | forgot," said Louis, smling in a manner which proved
that all these questions were not nmade without a motive; "I
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forgot you and M Noirtier are not on the best termns
possi bl e, and that is another sacrifice nmade to the roya
cause, and for which you should be reconpensed.”

"Sire, the kindness your nmmjesty deigns to evince towards ne
is a reconpense which so far surpasses ny utnost anbition
that | have nothing nore to ask for."

"Never mind, sir, we will not forget you; make your mind
easy. In the nmeanwhile" (the king here detached the cross of
t he Legi on of Honor which he usually wore over his blue
coat, near the cross of St. Louis, above the order of

Not r e- Danme- du- Mont - Carnel and St. Lazare, and gave it to
Villefort) -- "in the neanwhile take this cross."

"Sire," said Villefort, "your mpjesty mistakes; this is an
officer's cross."

“"Ma foi," said Louis XVIII., "take it, such as it is, for
have not the tine to procure you another. Blacas, let it be
your care to see that the brevet is made out and sent to M
de Villefort."” Villefort's eyes were filled with tears of
joy and pride; he took the cross and kissed it.

"And now," he said, "may | inquire what are the orders with
whi ch your mmjesty deigns to honor nme?"

"Take what rest you require, and renenber that if you are
not able to serve nme here in Paris, you nmay be of the
greatest service to ne at Marseilles.”

"Sire," replied Villefort, bowing, "in an hour | shall have
quitted Paris."

"Go, sir," said the king; "and should I forget you (kings
menories are short), do not be afraid to bring yourself to
my recollection. Baron, send for the mnister of war.

Bl acas, remain.”

"Ah, sir," said the mnister of police to Villefort, as they
left the Tuileries, "you entered by |uck's door -- your
fortune is nade."

"WIIl it be long first?" nmuttered Villefort, saluting the
m ni ster, whose career was ended, and | ooking about him for
a hackney-coach. One passed at the nmoment, which he hail ed;
he gave his address to the driver, and springing in, threw
hi msel f on the seat, and gave | oose to dreans of anbition

Ten minutes afterwards Villefort reached his hotel, ordered
horses to be ready in two hours, and asked to have his
breakfast brought to him He was about to begin his repast
when the sound of the bell rang sharp and | oud. The val et
opened the door, and Villefort heard some one speak his
name.

"Who could know that | was here already?" said the young
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man. The val et entered.

"Well," said Villefort, "what is it? -- Who rang? -- Who
asked for nme?"

"A stranger who will not send in his nane."

"A stranger who will not send in his nanme! \Wat can he want
with me?"

"He wi shes to speak to you."

"To me?"

"Yes."

"Did he nmention nmy name?"

"Yes."

"What sort of person is he?"
"Why, sir, a man of about fifty."
“Short or tall?"

"About your own height, sir."

"Dark or fair?"

"Dark, -- very dark; with black eyes, black hair, black
eyebrows. "

"And how dressed?" asked Villefort quickly.

“I'n a blue frock-coat, buttoned up close, decorated with the
Legi on of Honor."

"It is hel"™ said Villefort, turning pale.

"Eh, pardieu," said the individual whose description we have
twice given, entering the door, "what a great deal of
ceremony! Is it the customin Marseilles for sons to keep
their fathers waiting in their anteroons?"

"Father!" cried Villefort, "then | was not deceived; | felt
sure it nust be you."

"Well, then, if you felt so sure,” replied the new coner,
putting his cane in a corner and his hat on a chair, "allow
me to say, ny dear Gerard, that it was not very filial of
you to keep ne waiting at the door."

"Leave us, Germain," said Villefort. The servant quitted the
apartment with evident signs of astonishnent.
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Chapter 12
Fat her and Son.

M Noirtier -- for it was, indeed, he who entered -- | ooked
after the servant until the door was cl osed, and then
fearing, no doubt, that he m ght be overheard in the

ant e- chanmber, he opened the door again, nor was the
precauti on usel ess, as appeared fromthe rapid retreat of
Germai n, who proved that he was not exenpt fromthe sin

whi ch ruined our first parents. M Noirtier then took the
trouble to close and bolt the ante-chanmber door, then that
of the bed-chanber, and then extended his hand to Villefort,
who had followed all his notions with surprise which he
coul d not conceal

"Well, now, nmy dear Cerard," said he to the young man, with
a very significant |ook, "do you know, you seemas if you
were not very glad to see nme?"

"My dear father,"” said Villefort, "I am on the contrary,
delighted; but | so little expected your visit, that it has
somewhat overconme me."

"But, ny dear fellow," replied M Noirtier, seating hinself,
"I mght say the same thing to you, when you announce to ne
your wedding for the 28th of February, and on the 3rd of
March you turn up here in Paris."

"And if | have come, my dear father," said Gerard, draw ng
closer to M Noirtier, "do not conplain, for it is for you
that | came, and ny journey will be your salvation."

"Ah, indeed!" said M Noirtier, stretching hinself out at
his ease in the chair. "Really, pray tell ne all about it,
for it must be interesting.”

"Fat her, you have heard speak of a certain Bonapartist club
in the Rue Saint-Jacques?"

"No. 53; yes, | amvice-president."

"Fat her, your cool ness makes ne shudder."

"Why, ny dear boy, when a man has been proscribed by the
nount ai neers, has escaped from Paris in a hay-cart, been
hunted over the plains of Bordeaux by Robespierre's

bl oodhounds, he beconmes accustoned to nost things. But go
on, what about the club in the Rue Saint-Jacques?"

"Why, they induced General Quesnel to go there, and Cenera
Quesnel, who quitted his own house at nine o'clock in the
eveni ng, was found the next day in the Seine."

"And who told you this fine story?"

"The king hinself."
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"Well, then, in return for your story," continued Noirtier
"I will tell you another.”
"My dear father, | think | already know what you are about

to tell nme.
"Ah, you have heard of the |landing of the enperor?"

"Not so loud, father, I entreat of you -- for your own sake
as well as mne. Yes, | heard this news, and knew it even
before you could; for three days ago | posted from
Marseilles to Paris with all possible speed, hal f-desperate
at the enforced delay."

"Three days ago? You are crazy. Wy, three days ago the
enperor had not | anded."

"No matter, | was aware of his intention."

"How did you know about it?"

"By a letter addressed to you fromthe Island of Elba."

"To nme?"

"To you; and which | discovered in the pocket-book of the
messenger. Had that letter fallen into the hands of another
you, ny dear father, would probably ere this have been
shot."” Villefort's father |aughed.

"Come, cone," said he, "will the Restoration adopt inperia
met hods so pronptly? Shot, ny dear boy? What an idea! Where
is the letter you speak of? I know you too well to suppose

you would all ow such a thing to pass you."

"I burnt it, for fear that even a fragnment should remain
for that letter nust have led to your condemmation."

"And the destruction of your future prospects,” replied
Noirtier; "yes, | can easily conprehend that. But | have
nothing to fear while | have you to protect ne."

"I do better than that, sir -- | save you."

"You do? Why, really, the thing becomes nore and nore
dramatic -- explain yourself."

"I nmust refer again to the club in the Rue Saint-Jacques."”
"It appears that this club is rather a bore to the police.
Why didn't they search nore vigilantly? they woul d have
found" --

"They have not found; but they are on the track."

"Yes, that the usual phrase; | amquite famliar with it.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

93



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO

When the police is at fault, it declares that it is on the
track; and the governnment patiently awaits the day when it
comes to say, with a sneaking air, that the track is lost."

"Yes, but they have found a corpse; the general has been
killed, and in all countries they call that a nurder."

"A nurder do you call it? why, there is nothing to prove
that the general was nurdered. People are found every day in
t he Seine, having thrown themselves in, or having been
drowned from not knowi ng how to swim'

"Fat her, you know very well that the general was not a man
to drown hinself in despair, and people do not bathe in the
Seine in the nonth of January. No, no, do not be deceived;
this was nmurder in every sense of the word."

"And who thus designated it?"
"The king hinself."
"The king! | thought he was phil osopher enough to allow that

there was no nmurder in politics. In politics, my dear
fellow, you know, as well as | do, there are no nmen, but

ideas -- no feelings, but interests; in politics we do not
kill a man, we only renmove an obstacle, that is all. Wuld
you |like to know how matters have progressed? Well, | will

tell you. It was thought reliance might be placed in Genera
Quesnel ; he was recomrended to us fromthe Island of El ba;
one of us went to him and invited himto the Rue

Sai nt - Jacques, where he would find some friends. He cane
there, and the plan was unfolded to himfor |eaving Elba,
the projected | anding, etc. When he had heard and
conprehended all to the fullest extent, he replied that he
was a royalist. Then all |ooked at each other, -- he was
made to take an oath, and did so, but with such an ill grace
that it was really tenpting Providence to swear him and
yet, in spite of that, the general was allowed to depart

free -- perfectly free. Yet he did not return hone. What
could that nean? why, my dear fellow, that on | eaving us he
lost his way, that's all. A nurder? really, Villefort, you

surprise me. You, a deputy procureur, to found an accusation
on such bad premi ses! Did | ever say to you, when you were

fulfilling your character as a royalist, and cut off the
head of one of ny party, "My son, you have comritted a
nmurder?' No, | said, “Very well, sir, you have gai ned the
victory; to-norrow, perchance, it will be our turn.'"

"But, father, take care; when our turn cones, our revenge
will be sweeping.”

"I do not understand you."
"You rely on the usurper's return?"

"We do."
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"You are nistaken; he will not advance two | eagues into the
interior of France without being followed, tracked, and
caught like a wild beast."

"My dear fellow, the enperor is at this noment on the way to
Grenoble; on the 10th or 12th he will be at Lyons, and on
the 20th or 25th at Paris."

"The people will rise.”
"Yes, to go and neet him?"

"He has but a handful of nen with him and armes will be
despat ched against him?"

"Yes, to escort himinto the capital. Really, mnmy dear
Gerard, you are but a child; you think yourself wel

i nformed because the tel egraph has told you, three days
after the landing, “~The usurper has |anded at Cannes with
several nmen. He is pursued.' But where is he? what is he
doi ng? You do not know at all, and in this way they wll
chase himto Paris, wthout drawing a trigger."

"Grenoble and Lyons are faithful cities, and will oppose to
hi m an i npassabl e barrier."

"Grenoble will open her gates to himwi th enthusiasm-- al
Lyons will hasten to welcone him Believe ne, we are as wel

i nformed as you, and our police are as good as your own.
Would you like a proof of it? well, you wi shed to concea
your journey fromne, and yet | knew of your arrival half an
hour after you had passed the barrier. You gave your
direction to no one but your postilion, yet | have your
address, and in proof | am here the very instant you are
going to sit at table. Ring, then, if you please, for a
second knife, fork, and plate, and we will dine together."

"Indeed!" replied Villefort, looking at his father with
astoni shnment, "you really do seemvery well inforned."

"Eh? the thing is sinple enough. You who are in power have
only the neans that nobney produces -- we who are in
expectation, have those which devotion pronpts.”

"Devotion!" said Villefort, with a sneer

"Yes, devotion; for that is, | believe, the phrase for
hopeful anbition.™

And Villefort's father extended his hand to the bell-rope,
to summon the servant whom his son had not called. Villefort
caught his arm

"Wait, ny dear father," said the young man, "one word nore."

"Say on."
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"However stupid the royalist police nay be, they do know one
terrible thing."

"What is that?"

"The description of the man who, on the norning of the day
when CGeneral Quesnel disappeared, presented hinself at his
house. "

"Ch, the admirable police have found that out, have they?
And what may be that description?”

"Dark conpl exion; hair, eyebrows, and whiskers, black; blue
frock-coat, buttoned up to the chin; rosette of an officer

of the Legion of Honor in his button-hole; a hat with wi de

brim and a cane."

"Ah, ha, that's it, is it?" said Noirtier; "and why, then,
have they not |aid hands on hinP"

"Because yesterday, or the day before, they |ost sight of
hi mat the corner of the Rue Coq-Heron."

"Didn't | say that your police were good for nothing?"
"Yes; but they may catch himyet."

"True," said Noirtier, |ooking carelessly around him "true,
if this person were not on his guard, as he is;" and he
added with a smle, "He will consequently make a few changes
in his personal appearance."” At these words he rose, and put
off his frock-coat and cravat, went towards a table on which
lay his son's toilet articles, |lathered his face, took a
razor, and, with a firmhand, cut off the conpronising

whi skers. Villefort watched himw th alarm not devoid of
admiration.

Hi s whiskers cut off, Noirtier gave another turn to his
hair; took, instead of his black cravat, a col ored
neckerchief which lay at the top of an open portmant eau; put
on, in lieu of his blue and high-buttoned frock-coat, a coat
of Villefort's of dark brown, and cut away in front; tried
on before the glass a narrow brinmred hat of his son's, which
appeared to fit himperfectly, and, leaving his cane in the
corner where he had deposited it, he took up a small banboo
switch, cut the air with it once or twi ce, and wal ked about
with that easy swagger which was one of his principa
characteristics.

"Well," he said, turning towards his wondering son, when
this disguise was conpleted, "well, do you think your police
will recognize ne now. "

"No, father," stammered Villefort; "at |least, | hope not."
"And now, ny dear boy," continued Noirtier, "I rely on your
prudence to renove all the things which | |eave in your
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care."
"COh, rely on nme," said Villefort.

"Yes, yes; and now | believe you are right, and that you
have really saved ny life; be assured | will return the
favor hereafter." Villefort shook his head.

"You are not convinced yet?"

"I hope at least, that you may be ni staken.”

"Shall you see the king again?"

" Per haps. "

"Wbul d you pass in his eyes for a prophet?"

"Prophets of evil are not in favor at the court, father."

"True, but some day they do them justice; and supposing a
second restoration, you would then pass for a great man."

"Well, what should | say to the king?"

"Say this to him “Sire, you are deceived as to the feeling
in France, as to the opinions of the towns, and the

prejudi ces of the army; he whomin Paris you call the
Corsican ogre, who at Nevers is styled the usurper, is

al ready saluted as Bonaparte at Lyons, and enperor at
Grenoble. You think he is tracked, pursued, captured; he is
advancing as rapidly as his own eagles. The soldiers you
believe to be dying with hunger, worn out with fatigue,
ready to desert, gather like atons of snow about the rolling
ball as it hastens onward. Sire, go, |leave France to its
real master, to himwho acquired it, not by purchase, but by
ri ght of conquest; go, sire, not that you incur any risk,
for your adversary is powerful enough to show you nercy, but
because it would be humliating for a grandson of Saint
Louis to owe his life to the man of Arcol a, Marengo,
Austerlitz.' Tell himthis, Gerard; or, rather, tell him
not hi ng. Keep your journey a secret; do not boast of what
you have come to Paris to do, or have done; return with al
speed; enter Marseilles at night, and your house by the
back-door, and there remain, quiet, subm ssive, secret, and,
above all, inoffensive; for this time, | swear to you, we
shal | act |ike powerful men who know their enenmies. Go, ny
son -- go, my dear Cerard, and by your obedience to ny
paternal orders, or, if you prefer it, friendly counsels, we
will keep you in your place. This will be," added Noirtier
with a snle, "one neans by which you may a second tinme save
me, if the political balance should sone day take another
turn, and cast you aloft while hurling ne down. Adieu, ny
dear Gerard, and at your next journey alight at my door."
Noirtier left the roomwhen he had finished, with the same
cal mess that had characterized himduring the whole of this
remar kabl e and trying conversation. Villefort, pale and
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agitated, ran to the w ndow, put aside the curtain, and saw
hi m pass, cool and collected, by two or three ill-Iooking
men at the corner of the street, who were there, perhaps, to
arrest a man with bl ack whi skers, and a blue frock-coat, and
hat with broad brim

Villefort stood watching, breathless, until his father had
di sappeared at the Rue Bussy. Then he turned to the various
articles he had left behind him put the black cravat and

bl ue frock-coat at the bottom of the portmanteau, threw the
hat into a dark closet, broke the cane into small bits and
flung it in the fire, put on his travelling-cap, and calling
his valet, checked with a | ook the thousand questi ons he was
ready to ask, paid his bill, sprang into his carriage, which
was ready, |earned at Lyons that Bonaparte had entered
Grenoble, and in the mdst of the tunult which prevailed
along the road, at length reached Marseilles, a prey to al
the hopes and fears which enter into the heart of man with
ambition and its first successes.

Chapter 13
The Hundred Days.

M Noirtier was a true prophet, and things progressed
rapidly, as he had predicted. Every one knows the history of
the fanmbus return from El ba, a return which was
unprecedented in the past, and will probably remain w thout
a counterpart in the future.

Louis XVIIIl. made but a faint attenpt to parry this
unexpected bl ow, the nonarchy he had scarcely reconstructed
tottered on its precarious foundation, and at a sign from
the enmperor the incongruous structure of ancient prejudices
and new ideas fell to the ground. Villefort, therefore,

gai ned not hing save the king's gratitude (which was rather
likely to injure himat the present tinme) and the cross of
t he Legi on of Honor, which he had the prudence not to wear
al though M de Blacas had duly forwarded the brevet.

Napol eon woul d, doubtl ess, have deprived Villefort of his
office had it not been for Noirtier, who was all powerful at
court, and thus the Grondin of '93 and the Senator of 1806
protected himwho so lately had been his protector. Al
Villefort's influence barely enabled himto stifle the
secret Dantes had so nearly divul ged. The king' s procureur
al one was deprived of his office, being suspected of
royal i sm

However, scarcely was the inperial power established -- that
is, scarcely had the enperor re-entered the Tuileries and
begun to issue orders fromthe closet into which we have

i ntroduced our readers, -- he found on the table there Louis
XVIIl."s half-filled snuff-box, -- scarcely had this
occurred when Marseilles began, in spite of the authorities,
to rekindle the flanes of civil war, always snmouldering in
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the south, and it required but little to excite the popul ace
to acts of far greater violence than the shouts and insults
with which they assailed the royalists whenever they

vent ured abroad.

Owing to this change, the worthy shi powner becane at that
nmoment -- we will not say all powerful, because Morrel was a
prudent and rather a timd man, so nmuch so, that many of the
nost zeal ous partisans of Bonaparte accused hi m of
"moderation" -- but sufficiently influential to nmake a
demand in favor of Dantes.

Villefort retained his place, but his marriage was put off
until a nore favorable opportunity. If the enperor remained
on the throne, Gerard required a different alliance to aid

his career; if Louis XVIII. returned, the influence of M de
Sai nt-Meran, like his own, could be vastly increased, and
the marriage be still nore suitable. The deputy-procureur

was, therefore, the first magistrate of Marseilles, when one
norni ng his door opened, and M Morrel was announced.

Any one el se woul d have hastened to receive him but
Villefort was a man of ability, and he knew this would be a
si gn of weakness. He made Morrel wait in the ante-chanber,
al t hough he had no one with him for the sinple reason that
the king's procureur always nmakes every one wait, and after
passing a quarter of an hour in reading the papers, he
ordered M Morrel to be adnitted.

Morrel expected Villefort would be dejected; he found him as
he had found him six weeks before, calm firm and full of
that glacial politeness, that nost insurnountable barrier
whi ch separates the well-bred fromthe vul gar nman.

He had entered Villefort's office expecting that the

magi strate would trenble at the sight of him on the
contrary, he felt a cold shudder all over hi mwhen he saw
Villefort sitting there with his el bow on his desk, and his
head | eaning on his hand. He stopped at the door; Villefort
gazed at himas if he had sonme difficulty in recognizing
him then, after a brief interval, during which the honest
shi powner turned his hat in his hands, --

"M Morrel, | believe?" said Villefort.

"Yes, sir.

"Come nearer," said the magistrate, with a patronizing wave
of the hand, "and tell nme to what circunstance | owe the
honor of this visit."

"Do you not guess, nonsieur?" asked Morrel

“"Not in the least; but if | can serve you in any way | shal
be delighted."

"Everyt hi ng depends on you."
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"Expl ain yourself, pray."

"Monsi eur," said Mrrel, recovering his assurance as he
proceeded, "do you recollect that a few days before the

| andi ng of his nmajesty the enperor, | cane to intercede for
a young man, the mate of ny ship, who was accused of being
concerned in correspondence with the Island of El ba? Wat
was the other day a crine is to-day a title to favor. You

then served Louis XVIII., and you did not show any favor --
it was your duty; to-day you serve Napol eon, and you ought
to protect him-- it is equally your duty; | cone,

therefore, to ask what has becone of hinf"

Villefort by a strong effort sought to control hinself.
"What is his nane?" said he. "Tell ne his name."

"Ednond Dantes."

Villefort would probably have rather stood opposite the
muzzl e of a pistol at five-and-twenty paces than have heard
this name spoken; but he did not blanch

"Dantes," repeated he, "Ednond Dantes."
"Yes, nonsieur." Villefort opened a | arge register, then
went to a table, fromthe table turned to his registers, and
then, turning to Murrel, --

"Are you quite sure you are not m staken, mnonsieur?" said
he, in the nost natural tone in the world.

Had Morrel been a nore quick-sighted man, or better versed
in these matters, he would have been surprised at the king's
procureur answering himon such a subject, instead of
referring himto the governors of the prison or the prefect
of the department. But Mrrel, disappointed in his
expectations of exciting fear, was conscious only of the

ot her's condescension. Villefort had cal culated rightly.

“"No," said Mdxrrel; "I amnot mistaken. | have known him for
ten years, the last four of which he was in ny service. Do
not you recollect, | cane about six weeks ago to plead for

clenmency, as | come to-day to plead for justice. You
received ne very coldly. Oh, the royalists were very severe
with the Bonapartists in those days."

"Monsieur," returned Villefort, "I was then a royalist,
because | believed the Bourbons not only the heirs to the

t hrone, but the chosen of the nation. The mracul ous return
of Napol eon has conquered ne, the legitimte nonarch is he
who is |oved by his people.™

"That's right!" cried Morrel. "I like to hear you speak
thus, and | augur well for Ednmond fromit."

"Wait a moment," said Villefort, turning over the |eaves of
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a register; "l have it -- a sailor, who was about to marry a
young Catalan girl. | recollect now, it was a very serious
charge. ™

"How so?"

"You know t hat when he |l eft here he was taken to the Pal ais
de Justice."

"Wl | 2"

"I made ny report to the authorities at Paris, and a week
after he was carried off."

"Carried off!" said Morrel. "What can they have done with
hi n?"

"Oh, he has been taken to Fenestrelles, to Pignerol, or to
t he Sainte-Marguerite islands. Some fine nmorning he wll
return to take conmand of your vessel."

"Come when he will, it shall be kept for him But howis it
he is not already returned? It seens to ne the first care of
government should be to set at liberty those who have
suffered for their adherence to it."

"Do not be too hasty, M Morrel," replied Villefort. "The
order of inprisonnent canme from high authority, and the
order for his liberation nust proceed fromthe sane source;
and, as Napol eon has scarcely been reinstated a fortnight,
the letters have not yet been forwarded."”

"But," said Mrrel, "is there no way of expediting all these
formalities -- of releasing himfromarrest?"

"There has been no arrest."”
" How?"

"It is sometines essential to government to cause a nman's
di sappearance wi thout |eaving any traces, so that no witten
forms or docunents may defeat their w shes."

“I't m ght be so under the Bourbons, but at present" --

"It has always been so, ny dear Morrel, since the reign of
Louis XIV. The enperor is nore strict in prison discipline
than even Louis hinself, and the nunber of prisoners whose
nanmes are not on the register is incalculable.” Had Mrre
even any suspicions, so nuch kindness woul d have dispelled

t hem
"Well, M de Villefort, how would you advise ne to act?"
asked he.

"Petition the mnister."
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"Oh, | know what that is; the nminister receives two hundred
petitions every day, and does not read three.”

"That is true; but he will read a petition countersigned and
presented by ne."

"And will you undertake to deliver it?"

"Wth the greatest pleasure. Dantes was then guilty, and now
he is innocent, and it is as much ny duty to free himas it
was to condemm him" Villefort thus forestalled any danger

of an inquiry, which, however inprobable it mght be, if it
did take place would | eave hi m defencel ess.

"But how shall | address the m nister?"

"Sit down there," said Villefort, giving up his place to
Morrel, "and wite what | dictate."

"WI!ll you be so good?"

"Certainly. But lose no tine;, we have | ost too nuch
al ready. "

"That is true. Only think what the poor fellow nay even now
be suffering." Villefort shuddered at the suggestion; but he
had gone too far to draw back. Dantes nust be crushed to
gratify Villefort's ambition.

Villefort dictated a petition, in which, froman excellent

i ntention, no doubt, Dantes' patriotic services were
exaggerated, and he was nade out one of the npbst active
agents of Napoleon's return. It was evident that at the
sight of this docunent the mnister would instantly rel ease
him The petition finished, Villefort read it al oud.

"That will do," said he; "leave the rest to ne."

"WIl the petition go soon?"

"To-day."

"Count ersi gned by you?"

"The best thing | can do will be to certify the truth of the
contents of your petition." And, sitting down, Villefort
wrote the certificate at the bottom

"What nore is to be done?"

"I will do whatever is necessary." This assurance delighted
Morrel, who took | eave of Villefort, and hastened to
announce to old Dantes that he would soon see his son.

As for Villefort, instead of sending to Paris, he carefully

preserved the petition that so fearfully conprom sed Dantes,
in the hopes of an event that seenmed not unlikely, -- that
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is, a second restoration. Dantes remai ned a prisoner, and
heard not the noise of the fall of Louis XVIII."s throne, or
the still nore tragic destruction of the enpire.

Twi ce during the Hundred Days had Morrel renewed his demand,
and twice had Villefort soothed himw th prom ses. At |ast
there was Waterl oo, and Mdrrel came no nore; he had done al
that was in his power, and any fresh attenpt would only
conprom se hinsel f usel essly.

Louis XVIII1. renpunted the throne; Villefort, to whom
Marseil |l es had becone filled with renorseful nenories,

sought and obtained the situation of king's procureur at

Toul ouse, and a fortnight afterwards he nmarried Madenoi selle
de Sai nt-Meran, whose father now stood higher at court than
ever.

And so Dantes, after the Hundred Days and after Waterl oo,
remai ned in his dungeon, forgotten of earth and heaven.
Dangl ars conmprehended the full extent of the wetched fate
t hat overwhel med Dantes; and, when Napol eon returned to
France, he, after the manner of nediocre mnds, terned the
coi nci dence, "a decree of Providence." But when Napol eon
returned to Paris, Danglars' heart failed him and he |ived
in constant fear of Dantes' return on a mission of
vengeance. He therefore informed M Mrrel of his wish to
quit the sea, and obtained a recommendation fromhimto a
Spani sh merchant, into whose service he entered at the end
of March, that is, ten or twelve days after Napoleon's
return. He then left for Madrid, and was no nore heard of.

Fer nand under stood not hi ng except that Dantes was absent.
What had beconme of himhe cared not to inquire. Only, during
the respite the absence of his rival afforded him he
reflected, partly on the neans of deceiving Mercedes as to
the cause of his absence, partly on plans of em gration and
abduction, as fromtime to tinme he sat sad and notionl ess on
the sumrit of Cape Pharo, at the spot from whence Marseilles
and the Catal ans are visible, watching for the apparition of
a young and handsome man, who was for himal so the nmessenger
of vengeance. Fernand's m nd was nmade up; he woul d shoot
Dantes, and then kill himself. But Fernand was nistaken; a
man of his disposition never kills hinself, for he
constantly hopes.

During this time the enpire made its |ast conscription, and
every man in France capable of bearing arns rushed to obey
the summns of the enperor. Fernand departed with the rest,
bearing with himthe terrible thought that while he was
away, his rival would perhaps return and marry Mercedes. Had
Fernand really neant to kill hinself, he would have done so
when he parted from Mercedes. His devotion, and the
conpassi on he showed for her msfortunes, produced the

ef fect they always produce on noble mnds -- Mercedes had
al ways had a sincere regard for Fernand, and this was now
strengt hened by gratitude.
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"My brother," said she as she placed his knapsack on his
shoul ders, "be careful of yourself, for if you are kill ed,
shall be alone in the world." These words carried a ray of
hope into Fernand's heart. Shoul d Dantes not return,

Mer cedes m ght one day be his.

Mercedes was |eft alone face to face with the vast plain

t hat had never seened so barren, and the sea that had never
seemed so vast. Bathed in tears she wandered about the
Catal an village. Sometimes she stood nute and notionl ess as
a statue, |ooking towards Marseilles, at other tinmes gazing
on the sea, and debating as to whether it were not better to
cast herself into the abyss of the ocean, and thus end her
woes. It was not want of courage that prevented her putting
this resolution into execution; but her religious feelings
cane to her aid and saved her. Caderousse was, |ike Fernand,
enrolled in the arny, but, being married and ei ght years

ol der, he was nerely sent to the frontier. O d Dantes, who
was only sustained by hope, lost all hope at Napol eon's
downfall. Five nonths after he had been separated fromhis
son, and al nost at the hour of his arrest, he breathed his
last in Mercedes' arms. M Morrel paid the expenses of his
funeral, and a few snall debts the poor old nman had
contracted.

There was nore than benevol ence in this action; there was
courage; the south was aflanme, and to assist, even on his
deat h-bed, the father of so dangerous a Bonapartist as
Dantes, was stigmatized as a crine.

Chapter 14

The Two Prisoners.

A year after Louis XVIII."'s restoration, a visit was nmade by
t he i nspector-general of prisons. Dantes in his cell heard
the noi se of preparation, -- sounds that at the depth where

he |ay woul d have been inaudible to any but the ear of a
prisoner, who could hear the plash of the drop of water that
every hour fell fromthe roof of his dungeon. He guessed
somet hi ng unconmon was passi ng anong the living; but he had
so long ceased to have any intercourse with the world, that
he | ooked upon hinsel f as dead.

The inspector visited, one after another, the cells and
dungeons of several of the prisoners, whose good behavior or
stupidity reconmmended themto the clenency of the
government. He inquired how they were fed, and if they had
any request to make. The universal response was, that the
fare was detestable, and that they wanted to be set free.

The inspector asked if they had anything else to ask for
They shook their heads. What could they desire beyond their
liberty? The inspector turned smilingly to the governor

"I do not know what reason governnent can assign for these
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usel ess visits; when you see one prisoner, you see all, --
al ways the same thing, -- ill fed and innocent. Are there
any ot hers?"

"Yes; the dangerous and nmad prisoners are in the dungeons."”
"Let us visit them" said the inspector with an air of

fatigue. "W nust play the farce to the end. Let us see the
dungeons. "

"Let us first send for two soldiers,” said the governor
"The prisoners sometimes, through nere uneasiness of life,
and in order to be sentenced to death, conmmt acts of

usel ess violence, and you mght fall a victim™"

"Take all needful precautions," replied the inspector

Two sol diers were accordingly sent for, and the inspector
descended a stairway, so foul, so hunmid, so dark, as to be
| oat hsome to sight, snell, and respiration

"Oh," cried the inspector, "who can live here?"

"A nost dangerous conspirator, a man we are ordered to keep
the nost strict watch over, as he is daring and resolute."”

"He is al one?"

"Certainly."

"How | ong his he been there?"

"Nearly a year."

"Was he placed here when he first arrived?"

“No; not until he attenpted to kill the turnkey, who took
his food to him?"

"To kill the turnkey?"

"Yes, the very one who is lighting us. Is it not true,
Ant oi ne?" asked the governor

"True enough; he wanted to kill ne!" returned the turnkey.

"He nmust be mad," said the inspector.

"He is worse than that, -- he is a devil!" returned the

t ur nkey.

“Shall 1 conplain of hinP" demanded the inspector.

"Ch, no; it is useless. Besides, he is alnbst nmad now, and
in another year he will be quite so."

"So nmuch the better for him -- he will suffer less," said
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the inspector. He was, as this remark shows, a man full of
phil anthropy, and in every way fit for his office.

"You are right, sir,"” replied the governor; "and this remark
proves that you have deeply considered the subject. Now we
have in a dungeon about twenty feet distant, and to which
you descend by another stair, an abbe, fornerly |eader of a
party in Italy, who has been here since 1811, and in 1813 he
went mad, and the change is astonishing. He used to weep, he
now | aughs; he grew thin, he now grows fat. You had better
see him for his madness is anusing."

"I will see themboth,"” returned the inspector; "I nust
conscientiously performny duty." This was the inspector's
first visit; he wished to display his authority.

"Let us visit this one first," added he.

"By all means," replied the governor, and he signed to the
turnkey to open the door. At the sound of the key turning in
the lock, and the creaking of the hinges, Dantes, who was
crouched in a corner of the dungeon, whence he could see the
ray of light that came through a narrow iron grating above,
rai sed his head. Seeing a stranger, escorted by two turnkeys
hol di ng torches and acconpani ed by two soldiers, and to whom
t he governor spoke bareheaded, Dantes, who guessed the
truth, and that the nonent to address hinself to the
superior authorities was conme, sprang forward with cl asped
hands.

The sol diers interposed their bayonets, for they thought
that he was about to attack the inspector, and the latter
recoiled two or three steps. Dantes saw that he was | ooked
upon as dangerous. Then, infusing all the humlity he
possessed into his eyes and voice, he addressed the

i nspector, and sought to inspire himwith pity.

The inspector listened attentively; then, turning to the

governor, observed, "He will becone religious -- he is
already nore gentle; he is afraid, and retreated before the
bayonets -- madnen are not afraid of anything; | nade sone

curious observations on this at Charenton." Then, turning to
the prisoner, "What is it you want?" said he.

"I want to know what crinme | have conmtted -- to be tried;
and if | amguilty, to be shot; if innocent, to be set at
liberty."

"Are you well fed?" said the inspector.

"I believe so; | don't know, it's of no consequence. Wat
matters really, not only to ne, but to officers of justice
and the king, is that an innocent nman should | anguish in
prison, the victimof an infanmus denunciation, to die here
cursing his executioners."

"You are very hunble to-day," remarked the governor; "you
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are not so always; the other day, for instance, when you
tried to kill the turnkey."

"It is true, sir, and | beg his pardon, for he his always
been very good to ne, but | was md."

"And you are not so any | onger?"

“No; captivity his subdued nme -- | have been here so long."
"So long? -- when were you arrested, then?" asked the
i nspector.

"The 28th of February, 1815, at half-past two in the
afternoon. "

"To-day is the 30th of July, 1816, -- why it is but
sevent een nont hs."

"Only seventeen nonths,"” replied Dantes. "Oh, you do not

know what is seventeen nonths in prison! -- seventeen ages
rather, especially to a man who, like nme, had arrived at the
summit of his ambition -- to a man, who, |ike ne, was on the
poi nt of marrying a woman he adored, who saw an honorabl e
career opened before him and who loses all in an instant --

who sees his prospects destroyed, and is ignorant of the
fate of his affianced wife, and whether his aged father be
still living! Seventeen nonths captivity to a sailor
accustoned to the boundl ess ocean, is a worse punishment
than human crine ever nmerited. Have pity on nme, then, and
ask for me, not intelligence, but a trial; not pardon, but a
verdict -- a trial, sir, | ask only for a trial; that,
surely, cannot be denied to one who is accused!"

"We shall see," said the inspector; then, turning to the
governor, "On ny word, the poor devil touches nme. You nust
show me the proofs against him"

"Certainly; but you will find terrible charges."

"Monsi eur," continued Dantes, "I know it is not in your
power to rel ease ne; but you can plead for me -- you can
have ne tried -- and that is all | ask. Let nme know ny

crinme, and the reason why | was condemed. Uncertainty is
worse than all."

"Co on with the lights," said the inspector

"Monsi eur," cried Dantes, "I can tell by your voice you are
touched with pity; tell me at |least to hope."

"I cannot tell you that," replied the inspector; "I can only
prom se to examine into your case."

"Oh, | amfree -- then | am saved!"

"Who arrested you?"
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"M Villefort. See him and hear what he says."

"M Villefort is no |longer at Marseilles; he is now at
Toul ouse. "

"I amno | onger surprised at ny detention," mnurnured Dantes,
"since ny only protector is renoved."

"Had M de Villefort any cause of personal dislike to you?"
"None; on the contrary, he was very kind to nme."

"I can, then, rely on the notes he has |eft concerning you?"

"Entirely."

"That is well; wait patiently, then." Dantes fell on his
knees, and prayed earnestly. The door closed; but this tine
a fresh inmate was left with Dantes -- hope.

"WIIl you see the register at once," asked the governor, "or
proceed to the other cell?"

"Let us visit themall," said the inspector. "If | once went
up those stairs. | should never have the courage to cone
down again."

"Ah, this one is not |like the other, and his nmadness is |ess
affecting than this one's display of reason.”

"What is his folly?"

"He fancies he possesses an i mense treasure. The first year
he offered governnent a mllion of francs for his rel ease;
the second, two; the third, three; and so on progressively.
He is nowin his fifth year of captivity; he will ask to
speak to you in private, and offer you five mllions."

"How curious! -- what is his nane?"
"The Abbe Faria."

"No. 27," said the inspector.

"It is here; unlock the door, Antoine." The turnkey obeyed,
and the inspector gazed curiously into the chanmber of the
"mad abbe. ™

In the centre of the cell, in acircle traced with a
fragnment of plaster detached fromthe wall, sat a man whose
tattered garnents scarcely covered him He was drawing in
this circle geonetrical |ines, and seenmed as nuch absorbed
in his problemas Archi nedes was when the sol dier of
Marcel | us sl ew him

He did not nobve at the sound of the door, and continued his
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calcul ations until the flash of the torches Iighted up with
an unwonted glare the sonbre walls of his cell; then

rai sing his head, he perceived with astoni shnent the nunber
of persons present. He hastily seized the coverlet of his
bed, and wrapped it round him

"What is it you want?" said the inspector

"I, nonsieur," replied the abbe with an air of surprise --
"I want nothing."

"You do not understand,” continued the inspector; "I am sent
here by governnment to visit the prison, and hear the
requests of the prisoners.”

"Ch, that is different," cried the abbe; "and we shal

under stand each other, | hope."

"There, now," whi spered the governor, "it is just as | told
you. "

"Monsi eur," continued the prisoner, "I amthe Abbe Faria,
born at Ronme. | was for twenty years Cardi nal Spada's
secretary; | was arrested, why, | know not, toward the

begi nni ng of the year 1811; since then | have demanded ny
liberty fromthe Italian and French governnent."

"Why fromthe French governnent?"

"Because | was arrested at Pionbino, and | presune that,
like MIlan and Fl orence, Pionbino has beconme the capital of
some French departnent.”

"Ah," said the inspector, "you have not the |atest news from
Italy?"

"My information dates fromthe day on which | was arrested,”
returned the Abbe Faria; "and as the enperor had created the
ki ngdom of Rone for his infant son, | presunme that he has
realized the dream of Machiavelli and Caesar Borgia, which
was to make Italy a united ki ngdom™

“"Monsi eur," returned the inspector, "providence has changed
this gigantic plan you advocate so warmy."

"It is the only neans of rendering Italy strong, happy, and
i ndependent . "

"Very possibly; only I amnot cone to discuss politics, but
to inquire if you have anything to ask or to conplain of."

"The food is the same as in other prisons, -- that is, very
bad; the lodging is very unhealthful, but, on the whole,
passabl e for a dungeon; but it is not that which | wish to
speak of, but a secret | have to reveal of the greatest

i mportance.”
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"We are conming to the point," whispered the governor

"It is for that reason | amdelighted to see you," continued
t he abbe, "although you have disturbed nme in a nost

i mportant cal culation, which, if it succeeded, would

possi bly change Newton's system Could you allow nme a few
words in private."

"What did | tell you?" said the governor
"You knew him" returned the inspector with a smle

"What you ask is inpossible, nonsieur,
addressing Fari a.

conti nued he,

"But," said the abbe, "I would speak to you of a |arge sum
anounting to five mllions."

"The very sum you naned," whispered the inspector in his
turn.
"However," continued Faria, seeing that the inspector was
about to depart, "it is not absolutely necessary for us to
be al one; the governor can be present."

"Unfortunately," said the governor, "I know beforehand what
you are about to say; it concerns your treasures, does it
not?" Faria fixed his eyes on himw th an expression that
woul d have convinced any one el se of his sanity.

"Of course,” said he; "of what else should | speak?”
"M . Inspector," continued the governor, "I can tell you the
story as well as he, for it has been dinned in nmy ears for
the last four or five years."

"That proves," returned the abbe, "that you are like those
of Holy Wit, who having ears hear not, and having eyes see
not."

"My dear sir, the governnent is rich and does not want your
treasures," replied the inspector; "keep themuntil you are
liberated." The abbe's eyes glistened; he seized the

i nspector's hand.

"But what if | amnot |iberated,"” cried he, "and am det ai ned

here until my death? this treasure will be |lost. Had not
governnment better profit by it? I will offer six nmllions,
and | will content nmyself with the rest, if they will only

give ne ny liberty."

"On ny word," said the inspector in a |lowtone, "had | not
been tol d beforehand that this man was mad, | shoul d believe
what he says."

"I amnot mad," replied Faria, with that acuteness of
hearing peculiar to prisoners. "The treasure | speak of
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really exists, and | offer to sign an agreenent with you, in
which | promise to | ead you to the spot where you shall dig;

and if | deceive you, bring ne here again, -- | ask no
nore."
The governor |aughed. "Is the spot far from here?"

"A hundred | eagues."

"It is not ill-planned," said the governor. "If all the
prisoners took it into their heads to travel a hundred

| eagues, and their guardi ans consented to acconpany them
t hey woul d have a capital chance of escaping.”

"The schene is well known," said the inspector; "and the
abbe's plan has not even the nerit of originality."

Then turning to Faria -- "I inquired if you are well fed?"
sai d he.

"Swear to me,"” replied Faria, "to free me if what | tell you
prove true, and | will stay here while you go to the spot."”

"Are you well fed?" repeated the inspector.

“Monsieur, you run no risk, for, as | told you, | will stay
here; so there is no chance of my escaping."”

"You do not reply to my question," replied the inspector
i mpatiently.

“"Nor you to mine," cried the abbe. "You will not accept ny
gold; I will keep it for nyself. You refuse me ny liberty;
God will give it me." And the abbe, casting away his
coverlet, resunmed his place, and continued his cal cul ati ons.

"What is he doing there?" said the inspector

"Counting his treasures,"” replied the governor.

Faria replied to this sarcasmwi th a gl ance of profound
contenpt. They went out. The turnkey cl osed the door behind
t hem

"He was weal thy once, perhaps?" said the inspector.

"Or dreamed he was, and awoke nmad."

"After all,"” said the inspector, "if he had been rich, he
woul d not have been here." So the matter ended for the Abbe
Faria. He remained in his cell, and this visit only
increased the belief in his insanity.

Caligula or Nero, those treasure-seekers, those desirers of
t he inpossible, would have accorded to the poor wetch, in

exchange for his wealth, the liberty he so earnestly prayed
for. But the kings of nodern tines, restrained by the linmts
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of nere probability, have neither courage nor desire. They
fear the ear that hears their orders, and the eye that
scrutinizes their actions. Fornerly they believed thensel ves
sprung from Jupiter, and shielded by their birth; but
nowadays they are not inviolable.

It has always been agai nst the policy of despotic
governnents to suffer the victins of their persecutions to
reappear. As the Inquisition rarely allowed its victins to
be seen with their linbs distorted and their flesh | acerated
by torture, so nadness is always concealed in its cell, from
whence, should it depart, it is conveyed to sone gl oony
hospital, where the doctor has no thought for man or mnd in
the nmutilated being the jailer delivers to him The very
madness of the Abbe Faria, gone mad in prison, condemed him
to perpetual captivity.

The inspector kept his word with Dantes; he exam ned the
regi ster, and found the foll owing note concerning him --

Ednond Dant es:

Vi ol ent Bonapartist; took an active part in the return from
El ba.

The greatest watchful ness and care to be exercised.

This note was in a different hand fromthe rest, which
showed that it had been added since his confinement. The
i nspector could not contend against this accusation; he
sinply wote, -- "Nothing to be done.”"

This visit had infused new vigor into Dantes; he had, til
then, forgotten the date; but now, with a fragnment of

pl aster, he wote the date, 30th July, 1816, and made a mark
every day, in order not to lose his reckoning again. Days
and weeks passed away, then nonths -- Dantes still waited;
he at first expected to be freed in a fortnight. This
fortnight expired, he decided that the inspector would do
nothing until his return to Paris, and that he would not
reach there until his circuit was finished, he therefore
fixed three nonths; three nonths passed away, then six nore.
Finally ten nonths and a half had gone by and no favorable
change had taken place, and Dantes began to fancy the

i nspector's visit but a dream an illusion of the brain.

At the expiration of a year the governor was transferred; he
had obtai ned charge of the fortress at Ham He took with him
several of his subordi nates, and anongst them Dantes

jailer. A new governor arrived; it would have been too

tedi ous to acquire the nanes of the prisoners; he | earned
their nunbers instead. This horrible place contained fifty
cells; their inhabitants were designated by the nunbers of
their cell, and the unhappy young man was no | onger call ed
Ednond Dantes -- he was now nunber 34
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Chapter 15
Nunber 34 and Nunber 27.

Dant es passed through all the stages of torture natural to
prisoners in suspense. He was sustained at first by that
pri de of conscious innocence which is the sequence to hope;
then he began to doubt his own innocence, which justified in
some nmeasure the governor's belief in his nmental alienation;
and then, relaxing his sentinent of pride, he addressed his
supplications, not to God, but to man. God is always the

| ast resource. Unfortunates, who ought to begin with God, do
not have any hope in himtill they have exhausted all other
means of deliverance.

Dant es asked to be renopved from his present dungeon into
anot her; for a change, however disadvantageous, was still a
change, and would afford hi msone anmusenment. He entreated to
be allowed to wal k about, to have fresh air, books, and
writing materials. H's requests were not granted, but he
went on asking all the sane. He accustomed hinmself to
speaking to the new jailer, although the |atter was, if
possible, nore taciturn than the old one; but still, to
speak to a man, even though mute, was sonething. Dantes
spoke for the sake of hearing his own voice; he had tried to
speak when al one, but the sound of his voice terrified him
Often, before his captivity, Dantes, mnd had revolted at
the idea of assenbl ages of prisoners, made up of thieves,
vagabonds, and nurderers. He now wi shed to be anobngst them
in order to see sone other face besides that of his jailer
he sighed for the galleys, with the infanpbus costune, the
chain, and the brand on the shoul der. The gall ey-sl aves
breathed the fresh air of heaven, and saw each other. They
were very happy. He besought the jailer one day to let him
have a conpanion, were it even the mad abbe.

The jailer, though rough and hardened by the constant sight
of so much suffering, was yet a man. At the bottom of his
heart he had often had a feeling of pity for this unhappy
young man who suffered so; and he laid the request of nunber
34 before the governor; but the latter sapiently inagined
that Dantes wi shed to conspire or attenpt an escape, and
refused his request. Dantes had exhausted all human
resources, and he then turned to Cod.

Al'l the pious ideas that had been so | ong forgotten,
returned; he recollected the prayers his nother had taught
him and di scovered a new neaning in every word; for in
prosperity prayers seem but a nmere nedl ey of words, unti

m sfortune cones and the unhappy sufferer first understands
the neaning of the sublinme | anguage in which he invokes the
pity of heaven! He prayed, and prayed al oud, no | onger
terrified at the sound of his own voice, for he fell into a
sort of ecstasy. He laid every action of his |ife before the
Al mi ghty, proposed tasks to acconplish, and at the end of
every prayer introduced the entreaty oftener addressed to
man than to God: "Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive
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them that trespass against us." Yet in spite of his earnest
prayers, Dantes renmined a prisoner

Then gl oom settled heavily upon him Dantes was a nan of
great sinplicity of thought, and w thout education; he could
not, therefore, in the solitude of his dungeon, traverse in
mental vision the history of the ages, bring to life the
nati ons that had perished, and rebuild the ancient cities so
vast and stupendous in the light of the imagination, and
that pass before the eye glowing with celestial colors in
Martin's Babyl onian pictures. He could not do this, he whose
past life was so short, whose present so nelancholy, and his
future so doubtful. N neteen years of light to reflect upon
in eternal darkness! No distraction could cone to his aid;
his energetic spirit, that would have exalted in thus
revisiting the past, was inprisoned |ike an eagle in a cage.
He clung to one idea -- that of his happiness, destroyed,

Wi t hout apparent cause, by an unheard-of fatality; he

consi dered and reconsidered this idea, devoured it (so to
speak), as the inplacable Ugolino devours the skull of

Archbi shop Roger in the Inferno of Dante.

Rage suppl anted religious fervor. Dantes uttered bl aspheni es
that made his jailer recoil with horror, dashed hinself
furiously against the walls of his prison, weaked his anger
upon everything, and chiefly upon hinself, so that the | east
thing, -- a grain of sand, a straw, or a breath of air that
annoyed him |ed to paroxysms of fury. Then the letter that
Villefort had showed to himrecurred to his nmind, and every
line gleaned forth in fiery letters on the wall like the
nmene tekel upharsin of Belshazzar. He told hinself that it
was the enmty of man, and not the vengeance of heaven, that
had thus plunged himinto the deepest nisery. He consigned
hi s unknown persecutors to the nost horrible tortures he
could imagine, and found themall insufficient, because
after torture cane death, and after death, if not repose, at
| east the boon of unconsciousness.

By dint of constantly dwelling on the idea that tranquillity
was death, and if punishnent were the end in view other
tortures than death nust be invented, he began to reflect on
sui ci de. Unhappy he, who, on the brink of msfortune, broods
over ideas like these!

Before himis a dead sea that stretches in azure cal mbefore
the eye; but he who unwarily ventures within its enbrace
finds hinself struggling with a nmonster that would drag him
down to perdition. Once thus ensnared, unless the protecting
hand of God snatch himthence, all is over, and his
struggl es but tend to hasten his destruction. This state of
ment al angui sh is, however, less terrible than the
sufferings that precede or the punishnent that possibly wll
follow. There is a sort of consolation at the contenplation
of the yawni ng abyss, at the bottom of which |ie darkness
and obscurity.

Ednond found sone solace in these ideas. Al his sorrows,
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all his sufferings, with their train of gloomy spectres,
fled fromhis cell when the angel of death seenmed about to
enter. Dantes reviewed his past life with conposure, and,

| ooking forward with terror to his future existence, chose
that mddle |ine that seened to afford hima refuge.

"Sonetines," said he, "in ny voyages, when | was a nan and
conmanded ot her men, | have seen the heavens overcast, the
sea rage and foam the stormarise, and, |ike a nonstrous

bird, beating the two horizons with its wings. Then | felt
that my vessel was a vain refuge, that trenbled and shook
before the tenpest. Soon the fury of the waves and the sight
of the sharp rocks announced the approach of death, and
death then terrified me, and | used all nmy skill and
intelligence as a man and a sailor to struggle against the
wrath of God. But | did so because | was happy, because

had not courted death, because to be cast upon a bed of
rocks and seaweed seened terrible, because | was unwilling
that |, a creature nmade for the service of God, should serve
for food to the gulls and ravens. But now it is different; |
have lost all that bound nme to |ife, death smles and
invites me to repose; | die after ny own manner, | die
exhausted and broken-spirited, as | fall asleep when | have
paced three thousand tines round my cell."

No sooner had this idea taken possession of himthan he
becanme nore conposed, arranged his couch to the best of his
power, ate little and slept |ess, and found existence al nost
supportabl e, because he felt that he could throwit off at
pl easure, |ike a worn-out garnent. Two nethods of

sel f-destruction were at his disposal. He could hang hinself
with his handkerchief to the wi ndow bars, or refuse food and
die of starvation. But the first was repugnant to him
Dant es had al ways entertained the greatest horror of
pirates, who are hung up to the yard-arm he would not die
by what seened an infanmous death. He resolved to adopt the
second, and began that day to carry out his resolve. Nearly
four years had passed away; at the end of the second he had
ceased to mark the |apse of tine.

Dantes said, "I wish to die," and had chosen the nmanner of
his death, and fearful of changing his mnd, he had taken an
oath to die. "When my norning and evening neals are
brought, " thought he, "I will cast them out of the w ndow,
and they will think that | have eaten them"

He kept his word; twice a day he cast out, through the
barred aperture, the provisions his jailer brought him-- at
first gayly, then with deliberation, and at last with
regret. Nothing but the recollection of his oath gave him
strength to proceed. Hunger made vi ands once repughant, now
acceptable; he held the plate in his hand for an hour at a
time, and gazed thoughtfully at the norsel of bad neat, of
tainted fish, of black and nmoul dy bread. It was the | ast
yearning for life contending with the resolution of despair
then hi s dungeon seened | ess sonbre, his prospects |ess
desperate. He was still young -- he was only four or five
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and twenty -- he had nearly fifty years to |ive. Wat

unf orseen events night not open his prison door, and restore
himto liberty? Then he raised to his |ips the repast that,
li ke a voluntary Tantal us, he refused hinself; but he

t hought of his oath, and he would not break it. He persisted
until, at last, he had not sufficient strength to rise and
cast his supper out of the |oophole. The next norning he
could not see or hear; the jailer feared he was dangerously
ill. Ednond hoped he was dyi ng.

Thus the day passed away. Ednmond felt a sort of stupor
creepi ng over himwhich brought with it a feeling al nost of
content; the gnawing pain at his stomach had ceased; his
thirst had abated; when he closed his eyes he saw nyri ads of
Iights dancing before themlike the will-0'-the-w sps that
pl ay about the marshes. It was the twilight of that
nmysterious country call ed Deat h!

Suddenl y, about nine o'clock in the evening, Ednond heard a
hol | ow sound in the wall against which he was |ying.

So many | oat hsome ani mal s i nhabited the prison, that their
noi se did not, in general, awake hin but whether abstinence
had qui ckened his faculties, or whether the noise was really
| ouder than usual, Ednond raised his head and |istened. It
was a continual scratching, as if made by a huge claw, a
powerful tooth, or sonme iron instrument attacking the

st ones.

Al t hough weakened, the young man's brain instantly responded
to the idea that haunts all prisoners -- liberty! It seened
to himthat heaven had at length taken pity on him and had
sent this noise to warn himon the very brink of the abyss.
Per haps one of those bel oved ones he had so often thought of
was thinking of him and striving to dininish the distance
that separated them

No, no, doubtl ess he was deceived, and it was but one of
t hose dreans that forerun death!

Ednond still heard the sound. It |asted nearly three hours;
he then heard a noise of something falling, and all was
silent.

Some hours afterwards it began again, nearer and nore
distinct. Edmond was intensely interested. Suddenly the
jailer entered.

For a week since he had resolved to die, and during the four
days that he had been carrying out his purpose, Ednond had
not spoken to the attendant, had not answered hi m when he

i nqui red what was the matter with him and turned his face
to the wall when he | ooked too curiously at him but now the
jailer mght hear the noise and put an end to it, and so
destroy a ray of something |like hope that soothed his |ast
nonment s.
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The jailer brought himhis breakfast. Dantes raised hinself
up and began to tal k about everything; about the bad quality
of the food, about the col dness of his dungeon, grunbling
and conpl aining, in order to have an excuse for speaking

| ouder, and wearying the patience of his jailer, who out of
ki ndness of heart had brought broth and white bread for his
pri soner.

Fortunately, he fancied that Dantes was delirious; and
pl acing the food on the rickety table, he w thdrew Ednond
i stened, and the sound becane nore and nore distinct.

"There can be no doubt about it," thought he; "it is some
prisoner who is striving to obtain his freedom Onh, if |
were only there to help him" Suddenly another idea took
possession of his mnd, so used to misfortune, that it was
scarcely capabl e of hope -- the idea that the noise was nade
by worknmen the governor had ordered to repair the

nei ghbori ng dungeon.

It was easy to ascertain this; but how could he risk the
question? It was easy to call his jailer's attention to the
noi se, and watch his countenance as he |istened; but m ght
he not by this neans destroy hopes far nore inportant than
the short-lived satisfaction of his own curiosity?
Unfortunately, Ednond's brain was still so feeble that he
could not bend his thoughts to anything in particular

He saw but one neans of restoring lucidity and cl earness to
his judgnment. He turned his eyes towards the soup which the
jailer had brought, rose, staggered towards it, raised the
vessel to his lips, and drank off the contents with a
feeling of indescribable pleasure. He had often heard that
shi pwr ecked persons had di ed through havi ng eagerly devoured
too nmuch food. Ednond replaced on the table the bread he was
about to devour, and returned to his couch -- he did not
wish to die. He soon felt that his ideas becane again
collected -- he could think, and strengthen his thoughts by

reasoni ng. Then he said to himself, "I nust put this to the
test, but without conprom sing anybody. If it is a workman,
I need but knock against the wall, and he will cease to

work, in order to find out who is knocki ng, and why he does
so; but as his occupation is sanctioned by the governor, he
will soon resunme it. If, on the contrary, it is a prisoner
the noise | make will alarmhim he will cease, and not
begin again until he thinks every one is asleep."

Ednond rose again, but this tinme his legs did not trenble,
and his sight was clear; he went to a corner of his dungeon,
detached a stone, and with it knocked agai nst the wall where
the sound cane. He struck thrice. At the first blow the
sound ceased, as if by magic.

Ednond |istened intently; an hour passed, two hours passed,

and no sound was heard fromthe wall -- all was silent
t here.
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Ful | of hope, Ednond swal |l owed a few mouthfuls of bread and
wat er, and, thanks to the vigor of his constitution, found
hi nsel f wel | -ni gh recovered.

The day passed away in utter silence -- night came w thout
recurrence of the noise.

"It is a prisoner," said Ednond joyfully. The night passed
in perfect silence. Ednond did not close his eyes.

In the norning the jailer brought himfresh provisions -- he
had al ready devoured those of the previous day; he ate these
i stening anxiously for the sound, wal ki ng round and round
his cell, shaking the iron bars of the |oophole, restoring
vigor and agility to his |inbs by exercise, and so preparing
hi msel f for his future destiny. At intervals he listened to
learn if the noise had not begun again, and grew i npatient
at the prudence of the prisoner, who did not guess he had
been di sturbed by a captive as anxious for liberty as

hi msel f.

Three days passed -- seventy-two | ong tedi ous hours which he
counted of f by m nutes!

At length one evening, as the jailer was visiting himfor
the last tinme that night, Dantes, with his ear for the
hundredth time at the wall, fancied he heard an al npst

i mpercepti bl e novenent anong the stones. He noved away,
wal ked up and down his cell to collect his thoughts, and
t hen went back and |i stened.

The matter was no | onger doubtful. Sonething was at work on
the other side of the wall; the prisoner had di scovered the
danger, and had substituted a | ever for a chisel

Encouraged by this discovery, Ednond deternined to assi st

the indefatigable | aborer. He began by noving his bed, and
| ooked around for anything with which he could pierce the

wal |, penetrate the npist cenent, and di splace a stone.

He saw not hing, he had no knife or sharp instrunent, the

wi ndow grating was of iron, but he had too often assured
himsel f of its solidity. Al his furniture consisted of a
bed, a chair, a table, a pail, and a jug. The bed had iron
cl anps, but they were screwed to the wood, and it woul d have
required a screwdriver to take themoff. The table and
chair had nothing, the pail had once possessed a handl e, but
t hat had been renoved

Dant es had but one resource, which was to break the jug, and
with one of the sharp fragnents attack the wall. He let the
jug fall on the floor, and it broke in pieces.

Dant es conceal ed two or three of the sharpest fragments in
his bed, leaving the rest on the floor. The breaking of his
jug was too natural an accident to excite suspicion. Ednond
had all the night to work in, but in the darkness he could
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not do much, and he soon felt that he was working agai nst
sonmet hi ng very hard; he pushed back his bed, and waited for
day.

Al'l night he heard the subterranean workman, who conti nued
to mne his way. Day canme, the jailer entered. Dantes told
himthat the jug had fallen fromhis hands while he was
drinking, and the jailer went grumblingly to fetch another,
wi t hout giving hinself the trouble to renove the fragnments
of the broken one. He returned speedily, advised the

pri soner to be nore careful, and departed.

Dantes heard joyfully the key grate in the |ock; he |istened
until the sound of steps died away, and then, hastily

di spl acing his bed, saw by the faint |ight that penetrated
into his cell, that he had | abored usel essly the previous
evening in attacking the stone instead of renpving the

pl aster that surrounded it.

The danp had rendered it friable, and Dantes was able to
break it off -- in small norsels, it is true, but at the end
of half an hour he had scraped off a handful; a

mat hemati ci an m ght have calculated that in two years,
supposi ng that the rock was not encountered, a passage
twenty feet long and two feet broad, m ght be forned.

The prisoner reproached hinself with not having thus

enpl oyed the hours he had passed in vain hopes, prayer, and
despondency. During the six years that he had been

i mpri soned, what nmight he not have acconplished?

In three days he had succeeded, with the utnost precaution
in renmoving the cenent, and exposing the stone-work. The
wal | was built of rough stones, anmpng which, to give
strength to the structure, blocks of hewn stone were at
interval s i mhedded. It was one of these he had uncovered,
and which he nmust renove fromits socket.

Dantes strove to do this with his nails, but they were too
weak. The fragments of the jug broke, and after an hour of
usel ess toil, he paused.

Was he to be thus stopped at the beginning, and was he to
wait inactive until his fell ow workman had conpl eted his
task? Suddenly an idea occurred to him-- he smiled, and the
perspiration dried on his forehead.

The jailer always brought Dantes' soup in an iron saucepan
this saucepan contai ned soup for both prisoners, for Dantes
had noticed that it was either quite full, or half enpty,
according as the turnkey gave it to himor to his conpanion
first.

The handl e of this saucepan was of iron; Dantes woul d have
given ten years of his life in exchange for it.

The jailer was accustoned to pour the contents of the
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saucepan into Dantes' plate, and Dantes, after eating his
soup with a wooden spoon, washed the plate, which thus
served for every day. Now when evening came Dantes put his
pl ate on the ground near the door; the jailer, as he
entered, stepped on it and broke it.

This time he could not blame Dantes. He was wong to | eave
it there, but the jailer was wong not to have | ooked before
hi m

The jailer, therefore, only grunbled. Then he | ooked about
for sonething to pour the soup into; Dantes' entire dinner
servi ce consisted of one plate -- there was no alternative.

"Leave the saucepan," said Dantes; "you can take it away
when you bring me nmy breakfast." This advice was to the
jailer's taste, as it spared himthe necessity of making
another trip. He left the saucepan.

Dantes was beside hinmself with joy. He rapidly devoured his
food, and after waiting an hour, lest the jailer should
change his mnd and return, he renoved his bed, took the
handl e of the saucepan, inserted the point between the hewn
stone and rough stones of the wall, and enployed it as a

I ever. A slight oscillation showed Dantes that all went
well. At the end of an hour the stone was extricated from
the wall, leaving a cavity a foot and a half in dianeter.

Dantes carefully collected the plaster, carried it into the
corner of his cell, and covered it with earth. Then, wi shing
to make the best use of his time while he had the nmeans of

| abor, he continued to work without ceasing. At the dawn of
day he replaced the stone, pushed his bed agai nst the wall
and |lay down. The breakfast consisted of a piece of bread;
the jailer entered and placed the bread on the table.

"Well, don't you intend to bring me another plate?" said
Dant es.

"No," replied the turnkey; "you destroy everything. First
you break your jug, then you nake ne break your plate; if
all the prisoners foll owed your exanple, the governnent
woul d be ruined. | shall |eave you the saucepan, and pour
your soup into that. So for the future | hope you will not
be so destructive."

Dantes raised his eyes to heaven and cl asped his hands
beneath the coverlet. He felt nore gratitude for the
possession of this piece of iron than he had ever felt for
anyt hing. He had noticed, however, that the prisoner on the
ot her side had ceased to | abor; no matter, this was a
greater reason for proceeding -- if his neighbor would not
come to him he would go to his neighbor. Al day he toiled
on untiringly, and by the evening he had succeeded in
extracting ten handfuls of plaster and fragnents of stone.
VWhen the hour for his jailer's visit arrived, Dantes

strai ghtened the handl e of the saucepan as well as he could,
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and placed it in its accustoned place. The turnkey poured
his ration of soup into it, together with the fish -- for
thrice a week the prisoners were deprived of neat. This
woul d have been a nethod of reckoning tinme, had not Dantes

| ong ceased to do so. Having poured out the soup, the
turnkey retired. Dantes w shed to ascertain whether his

nei ghbor had really ceased to work. He listened -- all was
silent, as it had been for the |last three days. Dantes
sighed; it was evident that his neighbor distrusted him
However, he toiled on all the night w thout being

di scouraged; but after two or three hours he encountered an
obstacle. The iron made no inpression, but net with a snmooth
surface; Dantes touched it, and found that it was a beam
This beam crossed, or rather bl ocked up, the hole Dantes had
made; it was necessary, therefore, to dig above or under it.
The unhappy young nman had not thought of this. "O nmy God, ny
God!" murnured he, "I have so earnestly prayed to you, that

| hoped ny prayers had been heard. After having deprived ne
of ny liberty, after having deprived nme of death, after
having recalled nme to exi stence, my God, have pity on ne,
and do not let ne die in despair!”

"Who tal ks of God and despair at the same time?" said a
voi ce that seenmed to conme from beneath the earth, and,
deadened by the distance, sounded holl ow and sepul chral in
the young man's ears. Ednond's hair stood on end, and he
rose to his knees.

"Ah," said he, "I hear a human voice." Ednond had not heard
any one speak save his jailer for four or five years; and a
jailer is no man to a prisoner -- he is a living door, a

barrier of flesh and bl ood adding strength to restraints of
oak and iron.

“I'n the name of heaven," cried Dantes, "speak again, though
the sound of your voice terrifies nme. Who are you?"

"Who are you?" said the voice

"An unhappy prisoner,"” replied Dantes, who nmade no
hesitation in answering.

"Of what country?"

"“A Frenchman. "

"Your name?"

"Ednond Dantes.™

"Your profession?"

"A sailor."

"How | ong have you been here?"

"Since the 28th of February, 1815."
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"Your crinme?"

"I aminnocent."

"But of what are you accused?"

"Of having conspired to aid the enperor's return."

"What! For the enperor's return? -- the enperor is no |onger
on the throne, then?”

"He abdi cated at Fontainebleau in 1814, and was sent to the
I sl and of El ba. But how | ong have you been here that you are
i gnorant of all this?"

"Since 1811."

Dant es shuddered; this man had been four years |onger than
hi nsel f in prison.

"Do not dig any nore," said the voice; "only tell ne how
hi gh up is your excavation?"

"On a level with the floor."

"How is it conceal ed?"

"Behind my bed."

"Has your bed been noved since you have been a prisoner?”
"No. "

"What does your chanber open on?"

"A corridor."

"And the corridor?"

"On a court.”

"Alas!" murmured the voice.

"Ch, what is the matter?" cried Dantes.

"I have made a mistake owing to an error in my plans. | took
the wrong angle, and have come out fifteen feet from where
intended. | took the wall you are mning for the outer wal
of the fortress."

"But then you would be close to the sea?"

"That is what | hoped."

"And supposi ng you had succeeded?”
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"I should have thrown nyself into the sea, gained one of the
i slands near here -- the Isle de Daune or the Isle de

Ti boul en -- and then | should have been safe.™

"Could you have swum so far?"

"Heaven woul d have given ne strength; but now all is lost."

"ALL?"

"Yes; stop up your excavation carefully, do not work any
nore, and wait until you hear fromme."

"Tell nme, at |east, who you are?"
"I am-- | am No. 27."

"You m strust ne, then," said Dantes. Ednond fanci ed he
heard a bitter |augh resounding fromthe depths.

"Ch, I ama Christian,” cried Dantes, guessing instinctively
that this man neant to abandon him "I swear to you by him
who died for us that naught shall induce me to breathe one
syllable to ny jailers; but | conjure you do not abandon ne.
If you do, | swear to you, for | have got to the end of ny
strength, that | will dash ny brains out against the wall
and you will have ny death to reproach yourself with."

"How ol d are you? Your voice is that of a young man."

"l do not know ny age, for | have not counted the years |
have been here. Al | do knowis, that | was just nineteen
when | was arrested, the 28th of February, 1815."

"Not quite twenty-six!" nurnured the voice; "at that age he
cannot be a traitor."

"Ch, no, no," cried Dantes. "l swear to you again, rather
than betray you, | would allow nyself to be hacked in

pi eces!”

"You have done well to speak to ne, and ask for ny
assi stance, for | was about to form another plan, and | eave

you; but your age reassures nme. | will not forget you.
Wait."

"How | ong?"

"l must cal culate our chances; | will give you the signal."
"But you will not |eave ne; you will cone to ne, or you wll
let me cone to you. W will escape, and if we cannot escape
we will talk; you of those whomyou |ove, and | of those
whom | |ove. You nust |ove sonebody?”

"No, | amalone in the world."
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"Then you will love ne. If you are young, | will be your
conrade; if you are old, I will be your son. | have a father
who is seventy if he yet lives; | only Iove himand a young
girl called Mercedes. My father has not yet forgotten ne, |
am sure, but God al one knows if she loves nme still; | shal

| ove you as | loved ny father."

“I't is well," returned the voice; "to-norrow"

These few words were uttered with an accent that left no
doubt of his sincerity; Dantes rose, dispersed the fragnents
with the sane precaution as before, and pushed his bed back
agai nst the wall. He then gave hinself up to his happiness.
He woul d no | onger be alone. He was, perhaps, about to
regain his |liberty; at the worst, he would have a conpani on,
and captivity that is shared is but half captivity. Plaints
made in common are al nost prayers, and prayers where two or
three are gathered together invoke the nercy of heaven.

Al'l day Dantes wal ked up and down his cell. He sat down
occasionally on his bed, pressing his hand on his heart. At
the slightest noi se he bounded towards the door. Once or

twi ce the thought crossed his mnd that he nmight be
separated fromthis unknown, whom he | oved already; and then
his m nd was nmade up -- when the jailer noved his bed and

st ooped to exanmi ne the opening, he would kill himwth his
wat er jug. He would be condemed to die, but he was about to
die of grief and despair when this mracul ous noi se recalled
himto life.

The jailer came in the evening. Dantes was on his bed. It
seenmed to himthat thus he better guarded the unfinished
openi ng. Doubtl ess there was a strange expression in his
eyes, for the jailer said, "Cone, are you goi ng mad agai n?"

Dantes did not answer; he feared that the enotion of his
voi ce woul d betray him The jailer went away shaking his
head. N ght came; Dantes hoped that his nei ghbor woul d
profit by the silence to address him but he was m staken
The next norning, however, just as he renoved his bed from

the wall, he heard three knocks; he threw hinself on his
knees.
"I's it you?" said he; "I am here."

"I's your jailer gone?"

"Yes," said Dantes; "he will not return until the evening;
so that we have twel ve hours before us."

“I can work, then?" said the voice.
"Oh, yes, yes; this instant, | entreat you."
In a monent that part of the floor on which Dantes was

resting his two hands, as he knelt with his head in the
openi ng, suddenly gave way; he drew back smartly, while a

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO 125

mass of stones and earth di sappeared in a hole that opened
beneath the aperture he hinmself had formed. Then fromthe
bottom of this passage, the depth of which it was inpossible
to neasure, he saw appear, first the head, then the

shoul ders, and lastly the body of a man, who sprang lightly
into his cell.

Chapter 16
A Learned Italian.

Seizing in his arns the friend so | ong and ardently desired,
Dantes al nost carried himtowards the window, in order to
obtain a better view of his features by the aid of the

i mperfect light that struggled through the grating.

He was a man of snmall stature, with hair blanched rather by
suffering and sorrow than by age. He had a deep-set,
penetrati ng eye, alnost buried beneath the thick gray
eyebrow, and a long (and still black) beard reaching down to
his breast. His thin face, deeply furrowed by care, and the
bold outline of his strongly marked features, betokened a
man nore accustoned to exercise his mental faculties than
hi s physical strength. Large drops of perspiration were now
standi ng on his brow, while the garnents that hung about him
were so ragged that one could only guess at the pattern upon
whi ch they had originally been fashioned.

The stranger m ght have numbered sixty or sixty-five years;
but a certain briskness and appearance of vigor in his
novenments nmade it probable that he was aged nore from
captivity than the course of tinme. He received the
enthusiastic greeting of his young acquai ntance with evi dent
pl easure, as though his chilled affections were rekindled
and invigorated by his contact with one so warm and ardent.
He thanked himwi th grateful cordiality for his kindly

wel come, although he nust at that nonment have been suffering
bitterly to find anot her dungeon where he had fondly
reckoned on di scovering a nmeans of regaining his |iberty.

"Let us first see," said he, "whether it is possible to
renove the traces of ny entrance here -- our future
tranquillity depends upon our jailers being entirely
ignorant of it." Advancing to the opening, he stooped and
rai sed the stone easily in spite of its weight; then
fitting it into its place, he said, --

"You renpoved this stone very carelessly; but | suppose you
had no tools to aid you."

"Why, " exclaimed Dantes, with astoni shnent, "do you possess
any?"

"I made myself sone; and with the exception of a file,

have all that are necessary, -- a chisel, pincers, and
| ever.™
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"Ch, how | should like to see these products of your
i ndustry and patience.”

"Well, in the first place, here is ny chisel." So saying, he
di spl ayed a sharp strong blade, with a handl e nade of
beechwood.

"And with what did you contrive to make that?" inquired
Dant es.

"Wth one of the clanps of ny bedstead; and this very too
has sufficed ne to hollow out the road by which I cane
hither, a distance of about fifty feet."

"Fifty feet!" responded Dantes, alnost terrified.

"Do not speak so | oud, young man -- don't speak so loud. It
frequently occurs in a state prison like this, that persons
are stationed outside the doors of the cells purposely to
over hear the conversation of the prisoners.”

"But they believe | am shut up al one here."
"That mekes no difference."

"And you say that you dug your way a distance of fifty feet
to get here?”

"I do; that is about the distance that separates your
chamber frommne; only, unfortunately, | did not curve
aright; for want of the necessary geonetrical instrunents to
calculate nmy scale of proportion, instead of taking an
ellipsis of forty feet, | nade it fifty. | expected, as |
told you, to reach the outer wall, pierce through it, and
throw nyself into the sea; | have, however, kept along the
corridor on which your chanber opens, instead of going
beneath it. My labor is all in vain, for | find that the
corridor looks into a courtyard filled with soldiers.”

"That's true," said Dantes; "but the corridor you speak of
only bounds one side of ny cell; there are three others --
do you know anything of their situation?"

"This one is built against the solid rock, and it would take
ten experienced miners, duly furnished with the requisite
tools, as many years to perforate it. This adjoins the |ower
part of the governor's apartnments, and were we to work our
way through, we should only get into sone | ock-up cellars,
where we nust necessarily be recaptured. The fourth and | ast
side of your cell faces on -- faces on -- stop a mnute, now
where does it face?"

The wal | of which he spoke was the one in which was fi xed

t he | oophol e by which Iight was admitted to the chanber.
This | oophol e, which gradually dimnished in size as it
approached the outside, to an opening through which a child
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could not have passed, was, for better security, furnished
with three iron bars, so as to quiet all apprehensions even
in the m nd of the nost suspicious jailer as to the
possibility of a prisoner's escape. As the stranger asked
the question, he dragged the table beneath the w ndow.

"Clinmb up," said he to Dantes. The young man obeyed, nounted
on the table, and, divining the wishes of his conpanion,

pl aced his back securely against the wall and held out both
hands. The stranger, whom as yet Dantes knew only by the
nunber of his cell, sprang up with an agility by no means to
be expected in a person of his years, and, l|light and steady
on his feet as a cat or a lizard, clinbed fromthe table to
t he outstretched hands of Dantes, and fromthemto his

shoul ders; then, bending double, for the ceiling of the
dungeon prevented himfrom hol ding hinself erect, he nmanaged
to slip his head between the upper bars of the w ndow, so as
to be able to conmand a perfect view fromtop to bottom

An instant afterwards he hastily drew back his head, saying,
"I thought so!" and sliding fromthe shoul ders of Dantes as
dextrously as he had ascended, he ninbly | eaped fromthe
table to the ground.

"What was it that you thought?" asked the young man
anxiously, in his turn descending fromthe table.

The el der prisoner pondered the nmatter. "Yes," said he at
length, "it is so. This side of your chanber |ooks out upon
a kind of open gallery, where patrols are continually

passi ng, and sentries keep watch day and night."

"Are you quite sure of that?"

"Certain. | saw the soldier's shape and the top of his
nmusket; that nmade me draw in my head so quickly, for | was
fearful he m ght also see ne."

"Wl | ?" inquired Dantes.

"You perceive then the utter inpossibility of escaping
t hrough your dungeon?”

"Then," pursued the young nan eagerly --

"Then," answered the el der prisoner, "the will of God be
done!" and as the old man slowWy pronounced those words, an
air of profound resignation spread itself over his careworn
count enance. Dantes gazed on the man who coul d thus

phi |l osophically resign hopes so | ong and ardently nourished
with an astoni shment mngled with admration.

"Tell me, | entreat of you, who and what you are?" said he
at length; "never have | nmet with so remarkabl e a person as
yoursel f."

"Wllingly," answered the stranger; "if, indeed, you fee
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any curiosity respecting one, now, alas, powerless to aid
you in any way."

"Say not so; you can consol e and support ne by the strength
of your own powerful mind. Pray |let me know who you really
are?"

The stranger sniled a nelancholy smile. "Then listen," said
he. "I amthe Abbe Faria, and have been inprisoned as you
know in this Chateau d'If since the year 1811; previously to
whi ch | had been confined for three years in the fortress of
Fenestrelle. In the year 1811 | was transferred to Pi ednont
in France. It was at this period | |learned that the destiny
whi ch seemed subservient to every wi sh fornmed by Napol eon
had bestowed on hima son, nanmed king of Rone even in his
cradle. | was very far then from expecting the change you
have just inforned ne of; nanely, that four years
afterwards, this col ossus of power would be overthrown. Then
who reigns in France at this nonent -- Napoleon Il.?"

"No, Louis XVIII."

"The brother of Louis XVII.! How inscrutable are the ways of
provi dence -- for what great and nysterious purpose has it
pl eased heaven to abase the man once so el evated, and raise
up himwho was so abased?"

Dant es, whole attention was riveted on a man who coul d t hus
forget his own m sfortunes while occupying hinmself with the
destini es of others.

"Yes, yes," continued he, ""Twill be the sane as it was in
Engl and. After Charles |I., Crommel|; after Crommel |, Charles
Il1., and then Janes |l., and then some son-in-|law or

rel ati on, sonme Prince of Orange, a stadthol der who becones a
ki ng. Then new concessions to the people, then a
constitution, then liberty. Ah, ny friend!" said the abbe,
turning towards Dantes, and surveying himwith the kindling
gaze of a prophet, "you are young, you will see all this
come to pass."

"Probably, if ever | get out of prison!"

"True," replied Faria, "we are prisoners; but | forget this
sonetines, and there are even nmonents when ny nmental vision
transports nme beyond these walls, and | fancy mnysel f at
liberty."

"But wherefore are you here?"

"Because in 1807 | dreaned of the very plan Napoleon tried
to realize in 1811; because, like Machiavelli, | desired to
alter the political face of Italy, and instead of allow ng

it to be split up into a quantity of petty principalities,
each held by sonme weak or tyrannical ruler, | sought to form
one | arge, conpact, and powerful enpire; and, |astly,

because | fancied | had found ny Caesar Borgia in a crowned
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si nmpl eton, who feigned to enter into ny views only to betray
me. It was the plan of Al exander VI. and Clenent VII., but
it will never succeed now, for they attenpted it

fruitlessly, and Napol eon was unable to conplete his work.
Italy seens fated to m sfortune."” And the old nman bowed his
head.

Dantes coul d not understand a man risking his life for such
matters. Napol eon certainly he knew sonet hing of, inasmuch
as he had seen and spoken with him but of Clement VII. and
Al exander VI. he knew not hi ng.

"Are you not," he asked, "the priest who here in the Chateau
dIf is generally thought to be -- ill?"

“Mad, you nmean, don't you?"
"I did not Iike to say so," answered Dantes, smling.

"Well, then,"” resumed Faria with a bitter smle, "let ne
answer your question in full, by acknow edging that | amthe
poor mad prisoner of the Chateau d'If, for many years
permtted to anuse the different visitors with what is said
to be ny insanity; and, in all probability, | should be
promoted to the honor of making sport for the children, if
such i nnocent beings could be found in an abode devoted |ike
this to suffering and despair."

Dantes remained for a short time nute and notionl ess; at
| ength he said, -- "Then you abandon all hope of escape?”

"I perceive its utter inpossibility; and |I consider it
impious to attenpt that which the Alm ghty evidently does
not approve."

"Nay, be not discouraged. Whuld it not be expecting too much
to hope to succeed at your first attenpt? Why not try to
find an opening in another direction fromthat which has so
unfortunately fail ed?"

"Alas, it shows how little notion you can have of all it has
cost ne to effect a purpose so unexpectedly frustrated, that
you tal k of beginning over again. In the first place, | was

four years meking the tools | possess, and have been two
years scraping and di gging out earth, hard as granite
itself; then what toil and fatigue has it not been to renove
huge stones | should once have deened inpossible to | oosen
Whol e days have | passed in these Titanic efforts,
considering ny |labor well repaid if, by night-tinme | had
contrived to carry away a square inch of this hard-bound
cenent, changed by ages into a substance unyielding as the
stones thensel ves; then to conceal the nmass of earth and
rubbi sh I dug up, | was conpelled to break through a
staircase, and throw the fruits of ny labor into the holl ow
part of it; but the well is now so conpletely choked up
that | scarcely think it would be possible to add anot her
handful of dust w thout |eading to discovery. Consider also
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that | fully believed | had acconplished the end and ai m of
ny undertaking, for which | had so exactly husbanded mny
strength as to make it just hold out to the term nation of
my enterprise; and now, at the nonment when | reckoned upon
success, my hopes are forever dashed fromne. No, | repeat
agai n, that nothing shall induce me to renew attenpts
evidently at variance with the Alm ghty's pl easure."

Dantes held down his head, that the other mi ght not see how
joy at the thought of having a conmpani on outwei ghed the
synpathy he felt for the failure of the abbe's plans.

The abbe sank upon Ednond's bed. while Ednond hi nsel f
remai ned standi ng. Escape had never once occurred to him
There are, indeed, sonme things which appear so inpossible
that the m nd does not dwell on themfor an instant. To

underm ne the ground for fifty feet -- to devote three years
to a |l abor which, if successful, would conduct you to a
preci pi ce overhanging the sea -- to plunge into the waves

fromthe height of fifty, sixty, perhaps a hundred feet, at
the risk of being dashed to pieces against the rocks, should
you have been fortunate enough to have escaped the fire of
the sentinels; and even, supposing all these perils past,
then to have to swimfor your life a distance of at |east
three mles ere you could reach the shore -- were
difficulties so startling and form dabl e that Dantes had
never even dreaned of such a scheme, resigning hinself
rather to death. But the sight of an old man clinging to
life with so desperate a courage, gave a fresh turn to his
i deas, and inspired himw th new courage. Another, older and
| ess strong than he, had attenpted what he had not had
sufficient resolution to undertake, and had failed only
because of an error in calculation. This same person, with
al nost incredible patience and perseverance, had contrived
to provide hinself with tools requisite for so unparalleled
an attenpt. Another had done all this; why, then, was it

i mpossible to Dantes? Faria had dug his way through fifty
feet, Dantes would dig a hundred; Faria, at the age of
fifty, had devoted three years to the task; he, who was but
hal f as old, would sacrifice six; Faria, a priest and
savant, had not shrunk fromthe idea of risking his life by
trying to swima distance of three nmiles to one of the

i slands -- Daune, Rattonneau, or Lenmire; should a hardy
sail er, an experienced diver, like hinself, shrink froma
simlar task; should he, who had so often for mnere
anusenent's sake plunged to the bottom of the sea to fetch
up the bright coral branch, hesitate to entertain the sane
project? He could do it in an hour, and how many tines had
he, for pure pastinme, continued in the water for nore than
twice as long! At once Dantes resolved to follow the brave
exanpl e of his energetic conpanion, and to renenber that
what has once been done may be done agai n.

After continuing sone tinme in profound neditation, the young

man suddenly excl aimed, "I have found what you were in
search of 1"
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Faria started: "Have you, indeed?" cried he, raising his
head with quick anxiety; "pray, let ne know what it is you
have di scovered?”

"The corridor through which you have bored your way fromthe
cell you occupy here, extends in the same direction as the
outer gallery, does it not?"

"It does."
"And is not above fifteen feet fromit?"
"About that."

"Well, then, | will tell you what we nust do. We nust pierce
through the corridor by form ng a side opening about the
mddle, as it were the top part of a cross. This tinme you
will lay your plans nore accurately; we shall get out into
the gallery you have described; kill the sentinel who guards
it, and make our escape. All we require to insure success is
courage, and that you possess, and strength, which |I am not
deficient in; as for patience, you have abundantly proved
yours -- you shall now see ne prove mne."

"One instant, ny dear friend," replied the abbe; "it is

cl ear you do not understand the nature of the courage with
whi ch I am endowed, and what use | intend nmaki ng of ny
strength. As for patience, | consider that | have abundantly
exercised that in beginning every norning the task of the
ni ght before, and every night renewing the task of the day.
But then, young man (and | pray of you to give nme your ful
attention), then | thought | could not be doing anything

di spleasing to the Almghty in trying to set an innocent
being at liberty -- one who had comritted no offence, and
nmerited not condemation."

"And have your notions changed?" asked Dantes wi th nuch
surprise; "do you think yourself nore guilty in making the
attenpt since you have encountered nme?"

"No; neither do | wish to incur guilt. Hitherto |I have
fanci ed nyself nerely wagi ng war agai nst circunstances, not
men. | have thought it no sin to bore through a wall, or
destroy a staircase; but | cannot so easily persuade nyself
to pierce a heart or take away a life." A slight novenment of
surprise escaped Dantes.

"Is it possible,"” said he, "that where your liberty is at
stake you can allow any such scruple to deter you from
obtaining it?"

"Tell nme," replied Faria, "what has hindered you from
knocki ng down your jailer with a piece of wood torn from
your bedstead, dressing yourself in his clothes, and
endeavoring to escape?”

"Sinmply the fact that the idea never occurred to ne,"

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO 132

answer ed Dant es.

"Because," said the old man, "the natural repugnhance to the
comm ssion of such a crinme prevented you fromthinking of

it; and so it ever is because in sinple and all owabl e things
our natural instincts keep us fromdeviating fromthe strict
line of duty. The tiger, whose nature teaches himto delight
i n sheddi ng bl ood, needs but the sense of snell to show him
when his prey is within his reach, and by followi ng this
instinct he is enabled to neasure the | eap necessary to
permit himto spring on his victim but man, on the

contrary, loathes the idea of blood -- it is not alone that
the laws of social life inspire himwith a shrinking dread
of taking life; his natural construction and physiol ogica
formation" --

Dant es was confused and silent at this explanation of the

t hought s whi ch had unconsci ously been working in his mnd

or rather soul; for there are two distinct sorts of ideas,
those that proceed fromthe head and those that emanate from
the heart.

"Since ny inprisonnent," said Faria, "I have thought over

all the nost cel ebrated cases of escape on record. They have
rarely been successful. Those that have been crowned with
full success have been | ong nmeditated upon, and carefully
arranged; such, for instance, as the escape of the Duc de
Beaufort fromthe Chateau de Vincennes, that of the Abbe
Dubuquoi from For |'Eveque; of Latude fromthe Bastille.
Then there are those for which chance sonetinmes affords
opportunity, and those are the best of all. Let us,
therefore, wait patiently for some favorable nonent, and
when it presents itself, profit by it."

"Ah," said Dantes, "you m ght well endure the tedious delay;
you were constantly enployed in the task you set yourself,
and when weary with toil, you had your hopes to refresh and
encour age you."

"l assure you," replied the old man, "I did not turn to that
source for recreation or support.”

"What did you do then?"
"I wrote or studied."
"Were you then permitted the use of pens, ink, and paper?"

"Oh, no," answered the abbe; "I had none but what | made for
nysel f."

"You nade paper, pens and ink?"
"Yes."

Dantes gazed with admiration, but he had sonme difficulty in
believing. Faria saw this.
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"When you pay nme a visit in ny cell, nmy young friend," said
he, "I will show you an entire work, the fruits of the

t houghts and reflections of nmy whole life; many of them
nmeditated over in the shades of the Col oseum at Rome, at the
foot of St. Mark's columm at Venice, and on the borders of
the Arno at Florence, little imagining at the tinme that they
woul d be arranged in order within the walls of the Chateau
d1f. The work | speak of is called "A Treatise on the
Possibility of a General Mnarchy in Italy,' and will make
one | arge quarto vol ume."

"And on what have you witten all this?"

"On two of ny shirts. | invented a preparation that nekes
linen as snooth and as easy to wite on as parchnment."”

"You are, then, a chem st?"

"Somewhat; | know Lavoisier, and was the intimte friend of
Cabanis. "

"But for such a work you nust have needed books -- had you
any?"

"I had nearly five thousand volunes in ny library at Rone;
but after reading themover many tinmes, | found out that
with one hundred and fifty well-chosen books a man
possesses, if not a conplete summary of all human know edge,

at least all that a man need really know. | devoted three
years of ny life to reading and studying these one hundred
and fifty volunes, till | knew themnearly by heart; so that

since | have been in prison, a very slight effort of nmenory
has enabled ne to recall their contents as readily as though
the pages were open before ne. | could recite you the whole
of Thucydi des, Xenophon, Plutarch, Titus Livius, Tacitus,
Strada, Jornandes, Dante, Montaigne, Shakspeare, Spinoza,
Machi avel I'i, and Bossuet. | nanme only the nost inportant.”

"You are, doubtless, acquainted with a variety of |anguages,
so as to have been able to read all these?"

"Yes, | speak five of the nodern tongues -- that is to say,

German, French, Italian, English, and Spanish; by the aid of
ancient Greek | |learned nodern Greek -- | don't speak it so
well as | could wish, but | amstill trying to inprove

nysel f."

"l nmprove yoursel f!" repeated Dantes; "why, how can you
manage to do so?"

"Why, | made a vocabul ary of the words | knew, turned,
returned, and arranged them so as to enable nme to express
nmy thoughts through their nmedium | know nearly one thousand
words, which is all that is absolutely necessary, although
believe there are nearly one hundred thousand in the

di ctionaries. | cannot hope to be very fluent, but I
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certainly should have no difficulty in explaining nmy wants
and wi shes; and that would be quite as much as | should ever
require.”

Stronger grew the wonder of Dantes, who al nost fancied he
had to do with one gifted with supernatural powers; stil
hoping to find sone inperfection which mght bring him down
to a level with human bei ngs, he added, "Then if you were
not furnished with pens, how did you manage to wite the
wor k you speak of ?"

"I made myself sone excellent ones, which would be
universally preferred to all others if once known. You are
awar e what huge whitings are served to us on nmigre days.
Well, | selected the cartilages of the heads of these
fishes, and you can scarcely i magine the delight with which
| wel coned the arrival of each Wednesday, Friday, and
Saturday, as affording nme the neans of increasing nmy stock
of pens; for | will freely confess that nmy historical |abors
have been my greatest solace and relief. While retracing the
past, | forget the present; and traversing at will the path
of history | cease to remenber that | amnyself a prisoner.”

"But the ink," said Dantes; "of what did you nake your ink?"

"There was fornmerly a fireplace in my dungeon,"” replied
Faria, "but it was closed up long ere | becane an occupant
of this prison. Still, it nust have been many years in use,
for it was thickly covered with a coating of soot; this soot
| dissolved in a portion of the wi ne brought to ne every
Sunday, and | assure you a better ink cannot be desired. For
very inportant notes, for which closer attention is
required, | pricked one of nmy fingers, and wote with my own
bl ood. "

"And when," asked Dantes, "may | see all this?"
"Whenever you please,” replied the abbe.
"Oh, then let it be directly!" exclainmed the young man

"Follow me, then," said the abbe, as he re-entered the
subt erranean passage, in which he soon di sappeared, foll owed
by Dantes.

Chapter 17
The Abbe's Chamber.

After having passed with tol erable ease through the

subt erranean passage, which, however, did not admt of their
hol di ng thensel ves erect, the two friends reached the
further end of the corridor, into which the abbe's cel
opened; fromthat point the passage became nuch narrower,
and barely permitted one to creep through on hands and
knees. The fl oor of the abbe's cell was paved, and it had
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been by raising one of the stones in the nost obscure corner
that Faria had to been able to commence the | aborious task
of which Dantes had wi tnessed the conpl etion

As he entered the chanber of his friend, Dantes cast around
one eager and searching glance in quest of the expected
marvel s, but nothing nore than common net his view

"It is well,"” said the abbe; "we have some hours before us
-- it is now just a quarter past twelve o' clock."
Instinctively Dantes turned round to observe by what watch
or clock the abbe had been able so accurately to specify the
hour .

"Look at this ray of |ight which enters by ny w ndow, " said
t he abbe, "and then observe the lines traced on the wall

Well, by nmeans of these lines, which are in accordance with
the double notion of the earth, and the ellipse it describes
round the sun, | am enabled to ascertain the precise hour

with nore minuteness than if | possessed a watch; for that
m ght be broken or deranged in its novenents, while the sun
and earth never vary in their appointed paths."

This | ast explanation was wholly | ost upon Dantes, who had
al ways i magi ned, from seeing the sun rise from behind the
nount ai ns and set in the Mediterranean, that it noved, and
not the earth. A double nmovenent of the globe he inhabited,
and of which he could feel nothing, appeared to him
perfectly inpossible. Each word that fell fromhis
conpanion's |ips seened fraught with the nysteries of

sci ence, as worthy of digging out as the gold and di anonds
in the m nes of Guzerat and Gol conda, which he could just
recoll ect having visited during a voyage made in his
earliest youth.

"Cone," said he to the abbe, "I am anxi ous to see your
treasures.”

The abbe snmiled, and, proceeding to the disused fireplace,
rai sed, by the help of his chisel, a |ong stone, which had
doubt| ess been the hearth, beneath which was a cavity of
consi derabl e depth, serving as a safe depository of the
articles nentioned to Dantes.

"What do you wish to see first?" asked the abbe.
"Ch, your great work on the nonarchy of Italy!"

Faria then drew forth from his hiding-place three or four
rolls of linen, laid one over the other, |ike folds of
papyrus. These rolls consisted of slips of cloth about four
i nches wi de and ei ghteen long; they were all carefully
nunbered and closely covered with witing, so |egible that
Dantes could easily read it, as well as nmke out the sense
-- it being in Italian, a |anguage he, as a Provencal
perfectly understood.
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"There," said he, "there is the work conplete. | wote the
word finis at the end of the sixty-eighth strip about a week
ago. | have torn up two of ny shirts, and as nany
handkerchiefs as | was master of, to conplete the precious
pages. Should | ever get out of prison and find in all Italy
a printer courageous enough to publish what | have conposed,
nmy literary reputation is forever secured."

"l see," answered Dantes. "Now | et ne behold the curious
pens with which you have written your work."

"Look!" said Faria, showing to the young man a sl ender stick
about six inches long, and nuch resenbling the size of the
handl e of a fine painting-brush, to the end of which was
tied, by a piece of thread, one of those cartilages of which
t he abbe had before spoken to Dantes; it was pointed, and
divided at the nib like an ordinary pen. Dantes exami ned it
with intense admiration, then | ooked around to see the
instrument with which it had been shaped so correctly into
form

"Ah, yes," said Faria; "the penknife. That's mnmy masterpiece.
I made it, as well as this larger knife, out of an old iron
candl estick." The penknife was sharp and keen as a razor; as
for the other knife, it would serve a doubl e purpose, and
with it one could cut and thrust.

Dant es exami ned the various articles shown to himwth the
same attention that he had bestowed on the curiosities and
strange tools exhibited in the shops at Marseilles as the
wor ks of the savages in the South Seas from whence they had
been brought by the different trading vessels.

"As for the ink," said Faria, "I told you how | nmanaged to
obtain that -- and | only just make it fromtine to tinme, as
| require it."

"One thing still puzzles me," observed Dantes, "and that is
how you managed to do all this by daylight?"

"I worked at night also," replied Faria.

“Ni ght! -- why, for heaven's sake, are your eyes |ike cats',
that you can see to work in the dark?"

"I ndeed they are not; but God his supplied man with the
intelligence that enables himto overcone the limtations of
natural conditions. | furnished nmyself with a light."

"You did? Pray tell ne how. "

"| separated the fat fromthe neat served to ne, nelted it,
and so nade oil -- here is ny lanp." So saying, the abbe
exhibited a sort of torch very simlar to those used in
public illum nations.

“But |ight?"
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"Here are two flints and a piece of burnt linen."
"And mat ches?"

"I pretended that | had a disorder of the skin, and asked
for alittle sul phur, which was readily supplied." Dantes
laid the different things he had been | ooking at on the
tabl e, and stood with his head drooping on his breast, as
t hough overwhel med by the perseverance and strength of
Faria's mnd.

"You have not seen all yet," continued Faria, "for | did not
think it wise to trust all ny treasures in the sane

hi di ng- pl ace. Let us shut this one up." They put the stone
back in its place; the abbe sprinkled a |ittle dust over it
to conceal the traces of its having been renoved, rubbed his
foot well on it to make it assune the sanme appearance as the
ot her, and then, going towards his bed, he renoved it from
the spot it stood in. Behind the head of the bed, and
conceal ed by a stone fitting in so closely as to defy al
suspi cion, was a holl ow space, and in this space a | adder of
cords between twenty-five and thirty feet in |ength. Dantes
closely and eagerly examined it; he found it firm solid,
and conpact enough to bear any wei ght.

"Who supplied you with the materials for making this
wonder f ul wor k?"

"I tore up several of ny shirts, and ripped out the seanms in
the sheets of ny bed, during ny three years' inprisonnent at
Fenestrelle; and when | was renoved to the Chateau d'If, |
managed to bring the ravellings with ne, so that | have been
able to finish my work here."

"And was it not discovered that your sheets were unhenmed?"

"Ch, no, for when | had taken out the thread | required,
hemred t he edges over again.”

"Wth what?"

"Wth this needle," said the abbe, as, opening his ragged
vestnents, he showed Dantes a |long, sharp fish-bone, with a
smal | perforated eye for the thread, a small portion of
which still remained in it. "I once thought," continued
Faria, "of renoving these iron bars, and |letting nyself down
fromthe wi ndow, which, as you see, is sonewhat w der than
yours, although | should have enlarged it still nore
preparatory to ny flight; however, | discovered that |
shoul d nmerely have dropped into a sort of inner court, and
t herefore renounced the project altogether as too full of

ri sk and danger. Nevertheless, | carefully preserved ny

| adder agai nst one of those unforeseen opportunities of

whi ch | spoke just now, and which sudden chance frequently
brings about." While affecting to be deeply engaged in

exam ning the | adder, the m nd of Dantes was, in fact,
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busily occupied by the idea that a person so intelligent,

i ngeni ous, and clear-sighted as the abbe m ght probably be
able to solve the dark nystery of his own msfortunes, where
he hi msel f coul d see nothing.

"What are you thinking of ?" asked the abbe smlingly,
i mputing the deep abstraction in which his visitor was
pl unged to the excess of his awe and wonder

"I was reflecting, in the first place," replied Dantes,
"upon the enornmous degree of intelligence and ability you
must have enployed to reach the high perfection to which you
have attai ned. What woul d you not have acconplished if you
had been free?"

"Possibly nothing at all; the overflow of nmy brain would
probably, in a state of freedom have evaporated in a

t housand follies; nmisfortune is needed to bring to Iight the
treasures of the human intellect. Conpression is needed to
expl ode gunpowder. Captivity has brought ny mental faculties
to a focus; and you are well aware that fromthe collision

of clouds electricity is produced -- fromelectricity,
lightning, fromlightning, illumnation."
"No," replied Dantes. "I know nothing. Sone of your words

are to ne quite enpty of neaning. You nmust be bl essed indeed
to possess the know edge you have."

The abbe snmiled. "Well," said he, "but you had another
subj ect for your thoughts; did you not say so just now?"

"I did"

"You have told nme as yet but one of them-- let nme hear the
ot her."

"It was this, -- that while you had related to ne all the
particul ars of your past life, you were perfectly
unacquai nted with mne."

"Your life, my young friend, has not been of sufficient
length to admit of your having passed through any very
i mportant events."

"It has been | ong enough to inflict on ne a great and
undeserved m sfortune. | would fain fix the source of it on
man that | may no |onger vent reproaches upon heaven.”

"Then you profess ignorance of the crinme with which you are
char ged?"

"I do, indeed; and this | swear by the two bei ngs nobst dear
to me upon earth, -- ny father and Mercedes."

"Come, " said the abbe, closing his hiding-place, and pushing

the bed back to its original situation, "let ne hear your
story."
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Dant es obeyed, and conmenced what he called his history, but
whi ch consisted only of the account of a voyage to India,
and two or three voyages to the Levant until he arrived at
the recital of his last cruise, with the death of Captain
Leclere, and the receipt of a packet to be delivered by
himself to the grand marshal; his interview with that
personage, and his receiving, in place of the packet

brought, a letter addressed to a Monsieur Noirtier -- his
arrival at Marseilles, and interviewwith his father -- his
affection for Mercedes, and their nuptual feast -- his

arrest and subsequent exam nation, his tenporary detention
at the Palais de Justice, and his final inprisonment in the
Chateau d'If. Fromthis point everything was a blank to
Dantes -- he knew nothing nore, not even the length of tine
he had been inprisoned. His recital finished, the abbe
reflected | ong and earnestly.

"There is," said he, at the end of his meditations, "a
cl ever maxi m which bears upon what | was saying to you sone
little while ago, and that is, that unless w cked ideas take
root in a naturally depraved m nd, human nature, in a right
and whol esone state, revolts at crine. Still, froman
artificial civilization have originated wants, vices, and
fal se tastes, which occasionally becone so powerful as to
stifle within us all good feelings, and ultimately to | ead
us into guilt and wi ckedness. Fromthis view of things,

then, cones the axiomthat if you visit to discover the

aut hor of any bad action, seek first to discover the person
to whom the perpetration of that bad action could be in any
way advant ageous. Now, to apply it in your case, -- to whom
coul d your di sappearance have been servi ceabl e?"

"To no one, by heaven! | was a very insignificant person."

"Do not speak thus, for your reply evinces neither |ogic nor
phi | osophy; everything is relative, ny dear young friend,
fromthe king who stands in the way of his successor, to the
enpl oyee who keeps his rival out of a place. Now, in the
event of the king's death, his successor inherits a crown,

-- when the enpl oyee dies, the supernunerary steps into his
shoes, and receives his salary of twelve thousand livres.
Well, these twelve thousand livres are his civil list, and
are as essential to himas the twelve mllions of a king.
Every one, fromthe highest to the | owest degree, has his

pl ace on the social |adder, and is beset by stormy passions
and conflicting interests, as in Descartes' theory of
pressure and inpul sion. But these forces increase as we go
hi gher, so that we have a spiral which in defiance of reason
rests upon the apex and not on the base. Now |l et us return
to your particular world. You say you were on the point of
bei ng made captain of the Pharaon?”

"Yes."
"And about to becone the husband of a young and | ovely

girl?"
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"Yes.
"Now, could any one have had any interest in preventing the
acconpl i shmrent of these two things? But let us first settle
the question as to its being the interest of any one to

hi nder you from being captain of the Pharaon. Wat say you?"
"I cannot believe such was the case. | was generally I|iked
on board, and had the sailors possessed the right of

sel ecting a captain thenselves, | feel convinced their

choi ce would have fallen on ne. There was only one person
anong the crew who had any feeling of ill-will towards ne. |
had quarelled with himsone tine previously, and had even
challenged himto fight ne; but he refused.”

“"Now we are getting on. And what was this man's nanme?"
"Dangl ars. "

"What rank did he hold on board?"

"He was supercargo."

"And had you been captain, should you have retained himin
hi s enpl oynent ?"

"Not if the choice had renmained with me, for | had
frequently observed inaccuracies in his accounts."

"Good again! Now then, tell me, was any person present
during your |ast conversation with Captain Leclere?"

"No; we were quite alone."

"Coul d your conversation have been overheard by any one?"
"It mght, for the cabin door was open -- and -- stay; now
recol l ect, -- Danglars hinself passed by just as Captain
Leclere was giving ne the packet for the grand marshal .”
"That's better," cried the abbe; "now we are on the right
scent. Did you take anybody with you when you put into the
port of El ba?"

"Nobody. "

"Sonebody there received your packet, and gave you a letter
in place of it, | think?"

"Yes; the grand marshal did."
"And what did you do with that letter?"
"Put it into my portfolio."

"You had your portfolio with you, then? Now, how could a
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sailor find roomin his pocket for a portfolio |arge enough
to contain an official letter?"

"You are right; it was |left on board."

"Then it was not till your return to the ship that you put
the letter in the portfolio?"

"No. "

"And what did you do with this same |letter while returning
from Porto-Ferrajo to the vessel ?"

"I carried it in my hand."

"So that when you went on board the Pharaon, everybody could
see that you held a letter in your hand?"

"Yes."
"Dangl ars, as well as the rest?"
"Dangl ars, as well as others."

“"Now, listen to ne, and try to recall every circunstance
attending your arrest. Do you recollect the words in which
the information agai nst you was fornul ated?"

"Oh yes, | read it over three tines, and the words sank
deeply into ny nenory.”

"Repeat it to ne."

Dant es paused a nonent, then said, "This is it, word for
word: " The king's attorney is inforned by a friend to the
throne and religion, that one Ednond Dantes, nate on board
the Pharaon, this day arrived from Snyrna, after having
touched at Napl es and Porto-Ferrajo, has been intrusted by
Murat with a packet for the usurper; again, by the usurper
with a letter for the Bonapartist Club in Paris. This proof
of his guilt may be procured by his imediate arrest, as the
letter will be found either about his person, at his
father's residence, or in his cabin on board the Pharaon."'"
The abbe shrugged his shoul ders. "The thing is clear as
day," said he; "and you nust have had a very confiding
nature, as well as a good heart, not to have suspected the
origin of the whole affair."”

"Do you really think so? Ah, that would i ndeed be infanous."
"How did Danglars usually wite?"

"I'n a handsone, running hand."

"And how was the anonynous letter witten?"

"Backhanded." Again the abbe snmiled. "Disguised."”
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"It was very boldly witten, if disguised."”

"Stop a bit," said the abbe, taking up what he called his
pen, and, after dipping it into the ink, he wote on a piece
of prepared linen, with his |left hand, the first two or
three words of the accusation. Dantes drew back, and gazed
on the abbe with a sensation al nbst ampbunting to terror

"How very astonishing!" cried he at length. "Wy your
writing exactly resembles that of the accusation.”

"Sinply because that accusation had been witten with the
| eft hand; and | have noticed that" --

"What ?"

"That while the witing of different persons done with the
right hand varies, that performed with the left hand is
invariably uniform?"

"You have evidently seen and observed everything."

"Let us proceed.”

"Ch, yes, yes!"

"Now as regards the second question."

"I amlistening."

"WAs there any person whose interest it was to prevent your
marriage with Mercedes?"

"Yes; a young man who | oved her."

"And his nanme was" --

"Fernand. "

"That is a Spanish nane, | think?"

"He was a Catal an."

"You i magi ne himcapable of witing the letter?"

"Ch, no; he would nore likely have got rid of ne by sticking
a knife into me."

"That is in strict accordance with the Spanish character; an
assassination they will unhesitatingly commt, but an act of
cowardi ce, never."

"Besi des," said Dantes, "the various circunstances nentioned
in the letter were wholly unknown to him?"

"You had never spoken of them yourself to any one?"
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"To no one."

"Not even to your m stress?"

“No, not even to my betrothed."

"Then it is Danglars."

"I feel quite sure of it now"

"Wait a little. Pray, was Danglars acquainted with Fernand?"
"No -- yes, he was. Now | recollect" --

"What ?"

"To have seen them both sitting at table together under an
arbor at Pere Panphile's the evening before the day fixed
for ny wedding. They were in earnest conversation. Danglars
was joking in a friendly way, but Fernand | ooked pal e and
agitated. "

"Were they al one?"

"There was a third person with them whom | knew perfectly
wel |, and who had, in all probability made their

acquai ntance; he was a tailor nanmed Caderousse, but he was
very drunk. Stay! -- stay! -- How strange that it should not
have occurred to nme before! Now | renenber quite well, that
on the table round which they were sitting were pens, ink,
and paper. Oh, the heartless, treacherous scoundrels!"
excl ai med Dantes, pressing his hand to his throbbing brows.

"I's there anything else | can assist you in discovering,
besides the villany of your friends?" inquired the abbe with
a | augh.

"Yes, yes," replied Dantes eagerly; "I would beg of you, who
see so conpletely to the depths of things, and to whomthe
greatest nystery seens but an easy riddle, to explain to ne
how it was that | underwent no second exam nation, was never
brought to trial, and, above all, was condemmed wit hout ever
havi ng had sentence passed on ne?"

"That is altogether a different and nore serious matter,"
responded the abbe. "The ways of justice are frequently too
dark and nysterious to be easily penetrated. Al we have
hitherto done in the matter has been child's play. If you
wish nme to enter upon the nore difficult part of the

busi ness, you nust assist nme by the nbst minute information
on every point."

"Pray ask me whatever questions you please; for, in good
truth, you see nore clearly into ny life than | do nyself."

"In the first place, then, who exami ned you, -- the king's
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attorney, his deputy, or a mmgistrate?"

"The deputy.”

"Was he young or ol d?"

"About six or seven and twenty years of age, | should say."

"So," answered the abbe. "A d enough to be anmbitions, but
too young to be corrupt. And how did he treat you?"

"Wth nore of mildness than severity."
"Did you tell himyour whole story?"
"I did."

"And did his conduct change at all in the course of your
exam nati on?"

"He did appear much di sturbed when he read the letter that
had brought nme into this scrape. He seened quite overcone by
ny msfortune."”

"By your misfortune?”

"Yes."

"Then you feel quite sure that it was your m sfortune he
depl ored?"

"He gave ne one great proof of his synpathy, at any rate."
"“And that?"

"He burnt the sole evidence that could at all have
crimnated ne."

"What ? the accusation?”
"No; the letter."

"Are you sure?"

"I saw it done."

"That alters the case. This man might, after all, be a
greater scoundrel than you have thought possible.™

"Upon ny word," said Dantes, "you make ne shudder. Is the
world filled with tigers and crocodil es?”

"Yes; and renenber that two-|egged tigers and crocodiles are
nor e dangerous than the others."

"Never mnd; let us go on."
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"Wth all my heart! You tell me he burned the letter?"

"He did; saying at the sane tinme, "You see | thus destroy
the only proof existing against you.'"

"This action is somewhat too sublime to be natural."
“You think so?"

"I amsure of it. To whomwas this letter addressed?"
"To M Noirtier, No. 13 Coqg-Heron, Paris.”

"Now can you conceive of any interest that your heroic
deputy coul d possibly have had in the destruction of that
letter?"

"Why, it is not altogether inpossible he m ght have had, for
he made ne promni se several tines never to speak of that
letter to any one, assuring ne he so advised nme for my own
interest; and, nore than this, he insisted on nmy taking a
sol etm oath never to utter the nane nentioned in the

address. "
"Noirtier!" repeated the abbe; "Noirtier! -- | knew a person
of that nane at the court of the Queen of Etruria, -- a

Noirtier, who had been a Grondin during the Revol ution
What was your deputy called?"

"De Villefort!" The abbe burst into a fit of laughter, while
Dant es gazed on himin utter astoni shnent.

"What ails you?" said he at |ength.

"Do you see that ray of sunlight?"

"I do."

"Well, the whole thing is nore clear to me than that sunbeam
is to you. Poor fellow poor young man! And you tell me this
magi strate expressed great synpathy and conm seration for
you?"

"He did."

"And the worthy man destroyed your conprom sing letter?"

"VYes. "

"And then made you swear never to utter the nane of
Noirtier?"

"Yes."
"Why, you poor short-sighted sinpleton, can you not guess

who this Noirtier was, whose very nanme he was so careful to
keep conceal ed? Noirtier was his father."
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Had a thunderbolt fallen at the feet of Dantes, or hel
opened its yawning gulf before him he could not have been
nmore conpletely transfixed with horror than he was at the
sound of these unexpected words. Starting up, he clasped his
hands around his head as though to prevent his very brain
frombursting, and exclaimed, "Hs father! his father!"

"Yes, his father," replied the abbe; "his right name was
Noirtier de Villefort." At this instant a bright |ight shot
t hrough the mind of Dantes, and cleared up all that had been
dark and obscure before. The change that had cone over
Villefort during the exanmi nation, the destruction of the
letter, the exacted pronmi se, the al nbst supplicating tones
of the magistrate, who seened rather to inplore nercy than

to pronounce punishnment, -- all returned with a stunning
force to his nenory. He cried out, and staggered agai nst the
wal |l like a drunken man, then he hurried to the opening that
led fromthe abbe's cell to his own, and said, "l nust be

al one, to think over all this."

When he regai ned his dungeon, he threw hinself on his bed,
where the turnkey found himin the evening visit, sitting
with fixed gaze and contracted features, dunb and notionl ess
as a statue. During these hours of profound neditation

which to himhad seened only nminutes, he had forned a
fearful resolution, and bound hinself to its fulfilment by a
sol enm oat h.

Dantes was at |length roused fromhis revery by the voice of
Faria, who, having also been visited by his jailer, had cone
toinvite his fellowsufferer to share his supper. The
reputation of being out of his mnd, though harm essly and
even anusingly so, had procured for the abbe unusua
privileges. He was supplied with bread of a finer, whiter
quality than the usual prison fare, and even regal ed each
Sunday with a small quantity of wine. Now this was a Sunday,
and the abbe had come to ask his young conpanion to share
the luxuries with him Dantes followed; his features were no
| onger contracted, and now wore their usual expression, but
there was that in his whol e appearance that bespoke one who
had come to a fixed and desperate resolve. Faria bent on him
his penetrating eye: "I regret now," said he, "having hel ped
you in your late inquiries, or having given you the
information | did."

"Why so0?" inquired Dantes.

"Because it has instilled a new passion in your heart --
that of vengeance."

Dantes smiled. "Let us talk of something else," said he.
Agai n the abbe | ooked at him then mournfully shook his
head; but in accordance with Dantes' request, he began to

speak of other matters. The el der prisoner was one of those
per sons whose conversation, |ike that of all who have
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experienced many trials, contained many useful and inportant
hints as well as sound information; but it was never
egotistical, for the unfortunate man never alluded to his
own sorrows. Dantes |listened with admring attention to al
he said; sone of his remarks corresponded with what he

al ready knew, or applied to the sort of know edge his

nautical |ife had enabled himto acquire. A part of the good
abbe's words, however, were wholly inconprehensible to him
but, like the aurora which guides the navigator in northern

| ati tudes, opened new vistas to the inquiring mnd of the
listener, and gave fantastic glinpses of new horizons,
enabling himjustly to estimate the delight an intellectua
m nd would have in following one so richly gifted as Faria
al ong the heights of truth, where he was so nuch at hone.

"You nust teach ne a small part of what you know, " said
Dantes, "if only to prevent your growi ng weary of ne. | can
wel | believe that so | earned a person as yourself would
prefer absolute solitude to being tormented with the conpany
of one as ignorant and uninformed as myself. If you wll
only agree to ny request, | prom se you never to nention
anot her word about escaping." The abbe sniled. "Alas, ny
boy," said he, "human know edge is confined within very
narrow limts; and when | have taught you nathematics,
physics, history, and the three or four nodern | anguages
with which | am acquai nted, you will know as much as | do
mysel f. Now, it will scarcely require two years for me to
conmuni cate to you the stock of learning | possess.”

"Two years!" exclaimed Dantes; "do you really believe | can
acquire all these things in so short a tinme?"

"Not their application, certainly, but their principles you
may; to learn is not to know, there are the learners and the
| earned. Menory nekes the one, phil osophy the other."

"But cannot one | earn phil osophy?”

"Phi | osophy cannot be taught; it is the application of the
sciences to truth; it is like the golden cloud in which the
Messi ah went up into heaven."

"Well, then," said Dantes, "Wat shall you teach ne first?
amin a hurry to begin. I want to learn."

"Everything," said the abbe. And that very evening the

pri soners sketched a plan of education, to be entered upon
the foll owi ng day. Dantes possessed a prodi gi ous menory,
conbi ned with an astoni shing quickness and readi ness of
conception; the mathematical turn of his mnd rendered him
apt at all kinds of calculation, while his naturally
poetical feelings threw a |ight and pleasing veil over the
dry reality of arithnetical conputation, or the rigid
severity of geonetry. He already knew Italian, and had al so
picked up a little of the Romaic dial ect during voyages to
the East; and by the aid of these two | anguages he easily
conmprehended the construction of all the others, so that at
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the end of six mouths he began to speak Spanish, English,
and German. In strict accordance with the pronise made to
t he abbe, Dantes spoke no nore of escape. Perhaps the
delight his studies afforded himleft no room for such

t houghts; perhaps the recollection that he had pl edged his
word (on which his sense of honor was keen) kept himfrom
referring in any way to the possibilities of flight. Days,
even nonths, passed by unheeded in one rapid and instructive
course. At the end of a year Dantes was a new man. Dantes
observed, however, that Faria, in spite of the relief his
soci ety afforded, daily grew sadder; one thought seened
incessantly to harass and distract his mnd. Sonetines he
would fall into long reveries, sigh heavily and
involuntarily, then suddenly rise, and, with fol ded arns,
begi n pacing the confined space of his dungeon. One day he
stopped all at once, and exclained, "Ah, if there were no
sentinelI'"

"There shall not be one a minute |onger than you please,”
said Dantes, who had foll owed the working of his thoughts as
accurately as though his brain were enclosed in crystal so
clear as to display its m nutest operations.

"I have already told you," answered the abbe, "that | |oathe
the i dea of shedding bl ocod."

"And yet the nmurder, if you choose to call it so, would be
sinmply a measure of self-preservation."”

“"No matter! | could never agree to it."
"Still, you have thought of it?"
"Incessantly, alas!" cried the abbe.

"And you have di scovered a neans of regai ning our freedom
have you not?" asked Dantes eagerly.

"I have; if it were only possible to place a deaf and blind
sentinel in the gallery beyond us."

"He shall be both blind and deaf," replied the young man,
with an air of determination that made his conpani on
shudder .

"No, no," cried the abbe; "inpossible!" Dantes endeavored to
renew the subject; the abbe shook his head in token of

di sapproval, and refused to nake any further response. Three
nont hs passed away.

"Are you strong?" the abbe asked one day of Dantes. The
young man, in reply, took up the chisel, bent it into the
formof a horseshoe, and then as readily straightened it.

"And will you engage not to do any harmto the sentry,
except as a last resort?”
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"I prom se on ny honor."

"Then," said the abbe, "we may hope to put our design into
execution."

"And how | ong shall we be in acconplishing the necessary
wor k?"

"At |least a year."

"And shall we begin at once?"

"At once."

"We have |l ost a year to no purpose!" cried Dantes.

"Do you consider the |ast twelve nonths to have been
wast ed?" asked the abbe.

"Forgive ne!" cried Ednond, bl ushing deeply.

"Tut, tut!" answered the abbe, "man is but man after all

and you are about the best specinen of the genus | have ever
known. Cone, |et ne show you ny plan." The abbe then showed
Dantes the sketch he had made for their escape. It consisted
of a plan of his own cell and that of Dantes, with the
passage which united them In this passage he proposed to
drive a level as they do in nmines; this level would bring
the two prisoners inmmedi ately beneath the gallery where the
sentry kept watch; once there, a |l arge excavati on woul d be
made, and one of the flag-stones with which the gallery was
paved be so conpletely | oosened that at the desired nonent
it would give way beneath the feet of the soldier, who,
stunned by his fall, would be i mediately bound and gagged
by Dantes before he had power to offer any resistance. The
pri soners were then to nake their way through one of the
gallery wi ndows, and to |let thenselves down fromthe outer
wal I's by nmeans of the abbe's | adder of cords. Dantes' eyes
sparkled with joy, and he rubbed his hands with delight at
the idea of a plan so sinple, yet apparently so certain to
succeed.

That very day the nminers began their |abors, with a vigor
and alacrity proportionate to their long rest fromfatigue
and their hopes of ultimate success. Nothing interrupted the
progress of the work except the necessity that each was
under of returning to his cell in anticipation of the
turnkey's visits. They had | earned to distinguish the al nost
i npercepti ble sound of his footsteps as he descended towards
their dungeons, and happily, never failed of being prepared
for his com ng. The fresh earth excavated during their
present work, and which would have entirely bl ocked up the
ol d passage, was thrown, by degrees and with the utnpst
precaution, out of the windowin either Faria' s or Dantes
cell, the rubbish being first pulverized so finely that the
night wind carried it far away without permtting the
smal l est trace to remain. More than a year had been consuned
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in this undertaking, the only tools for which had been a
chisel, a knife, and a wooden |ever; Faria still continuing
to instruct Dantes by conversing with him sonetinmes in one
| anguage, sonetines in another; at others, relating to him
the history of nations and great nen who fromtinme to tine
have risen to fane and trodden the path of glory.

The abbe was a man of the world, and had, noreover, mnixed in
the first society of the day; he wore an air of nelancholy
dignity which Dantes, thanks to the imtative powers
bestowed on him by nature, easily acquired, as well as that
outward polish and politeness he had before been wanting in
and which is sel dom possessed except by those who have been
pl aced in constant intercourse with persons of high birth
and breeding. At the end of fifteen nonths the | evel was
finished, and the excavation conpl eted beneath the gallery,
and the two worknen could distinctly hear the neasured tread
of the sentinel as he paced to and fro over their heads.

Conpel l ed, as they were, to await a night sufficiently dark
to favor their flight, they were obliged to defer their
final attenpt till that auspicious noment should arrive;
their greatest dread now was | est the stone through which
the sentry was dooned to fall should give way before its
right time, and this they had in sone neasure provided

agai nst by propping it up with a small beam which they had
di scovered in the walls through which they had worked their
way. Dantes was occupied in arranging this piece of wood
when he heard Faria, who had remained in Ednond's cell for
the purpose of cutting a peg to secure their rope-|adder
call to himin a tone indicative of great suffering. Dantes
hast ened to his dungeon, where he found him standing in the
m ddl e of the room pale as death, his forehead stream ng
with perspiration, and his hands clinched tightly together

"Graci ous heavens!" exclaimed Dantes, "what is the matter?
what has happened?"

"Quick! quick!" returned the abbe, "listen to what | have to
say." Dantes |ooked in fear and wonder at the livid
countenance of Faria, whose eyes, already dull and sunken,
were surrounded by purple circles, while his lips were white
as those of a corpse, and his very hair seened to stand on
end.

"Tell me, | beseech you, what ails you?" cried Dantes,
letting his chisel fall to the floor

"Alas," faltered out the abbe, "all is over with ne. | am
seized with a terrible, perhaps nortal illness; | can fee
that the paroxysmis fast approaching. | had a simlar
attack the year previous to ny inprisonment. This nmal ady
admits but of one renedy; | will tell you what that is. Go
into ny cell as quickly as you can; draw out one of the feet
t hat support the bed; you will find it has been hol |l owed out
for the purpose of containing a small phial you will see
there half-filled with a red-looking fluid. Bring it to ne
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-- or rather -- no, no! -- | may be found here, therefore
hel p ne back to ny roomwhile | have the strength to drag
nysel f al ong. Who knows what may happen, or how |l ong the
attack may | ast?"

In spite of the magnitude of the mi sfortune which thus
suddenly frustrated his hopes, Dantes did not |ose his
presence of mind, but descended into the passage, dragging
hi s unfortunate conpanion with him then, half-carrying,

hal f -supporting him he managed to reach the abbe's chanber,
when he i medi ately laid the sufferer on his bed.

"Thanks," said the poor abbe, shivering as though his veins
were filled with ice. "I am about to be seized with a fit of
catal epsy; when it cones to its height | shall probably lie
still and notionless as though dead, uttering neither sigh
nor groan. On the other hand, the synptons may be nmuch nore
violent, and cause ne to fall into fearful convulsions, foam
at the nouth, and cry out loudly. Take care ny cries are not
heard, for if they are it is nore than probable |I should be
removed to another part of the prison, and we be separated
forever. When | becone quite notionless, cold, and rigid as
a corpse, then, and not before, -- be careful about this, --
force open nmy teeth with the knife, pour fromeight to ten
drops of the liquor containted in the phial down ny throat,
and | may perhaps revive."

"Perhaps!" exclainmed Dantes in grief-stricken tones.
"Hel p! help!" cried the abbe, "I -- 1 -- die -- 1" --

So sudden and violent was the fit that the unfortunate

pri soner was unable to conplete the sentence; a violent
convul si on shook his whole frane, his eyes started from
their sockets, his nobuth was drawn on one side, his cheeks
became purple, he struggled, foaned, dashed hinsel f about,
and uttered the nost dreadful cries, which, however, Dantes
prevented from being heard by covering his head with the

bl anket. The fit lasted two hours; then, nore hel pless than
an infant, and col der and paler than marble, nore crushed
and broken than a reed tranpled under foot, he fell back
doubl ed up in one | ast convul sion, and becane as rigid as a
cor pse.

Ednond waited till life seenmed extinct in the body of his
friend, then, taking up the knife, he with difficulty forced
open the closely fixed jaws, carefully adm nistered the
appoi nted nunber of drops, and anxiously awaited the result.
An hour passed away and the old man gave no sign of
returning ani mati on. Dantes began to fear he had del ayed too
Il ong ere he administered the renmedy, and, thrusting his
hands into his hair, continued gazing on the lifeless
features of his friend. At length a slight color tinged the
livid cheeks, consciousness returned to the dull, open
eyeballs, a faint sigh issued fromthe |lips, and the
sufferer nade a feeble effort to nove
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"He is saved! he is saved!" cried Dantes in a paroxysm of
del i ght.

The sick man was not yet able to speak, but he pointed with
evi dent anxiety towards the door. Dantes |istened, and

pl ai nl y di stinguished the approaching steps of the jailer

It was therefore near seven o'clock; but Ednond's anxiety
had put all thoughts of time out of his head. The young man
sprang to the entrance, darted through it, carefully draw ng
the stone over the opening, and hurried to his cell. He had
scarcely done so before the door opened, and the jailer saw
the prisoner seated as usual on the side of his bed. Al nost
before the key had turned in the | ock, and before the
departing steps of the jailer had died away in the |ong
corridor he had to traverse, Dantes, whose restless anxiety
concerning his friend | eft himno desire to touch the food
brought him hurried back to the abbe's chanber, and raising
the stone by pressing his head against it, was soon beside
the sick man's couch. Faria had now fully regained his
consci ousness, but he still |ay hel pl ess and exhaust ed.

"l did not expect to see you again," said he feebly, to
Dant es.

"And why not ?" asked the young man. "Did you fancy yourself
dyi ng?"

"No, | had no such idea; but, knowing that all was ready for
flight, I thought you mi ght have made your escape." The deep
gl ow of indignation suffused the cheeks of Dantes.

"Wt hout you? Did you really think me capable of that?"

"At least," said the abbe, "I now see how wong such an
opi ni on woul d have been. Alas, alas! | amfearfully
exhausted and debilitated by this attack."

"Be of good cheer," replied Dantes; "your strength will
return.” And as he spoke he seated hinself near the bed
besi de Faria, and took his hands. The abbe shook his head.

"The last attack | had," said he, "lasted but half an hour
and after it | was hungry, and got up w thout help; now

can nove neither my right armnor |eg, and ny head seens
unconfortabl e, which shows that there has been a suffusion
of blood on the brain. The third attack will either carry ne
off, or leave nme paralyzed for life."

"No, no," cried Dantes; "you are m staken -- you will not
die! And your third attack (if, indeed, you should have
another) will find you at |iberty. W shall save you anot her

time, as we have done this, only with a better chance of
success, because we shall be able to conmand every requisite
assi stance. "

"My good Ednond," answered the abbe, "be not deceived. The
attack which has just passed away, condemns me forever to
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the walls of a prison. None can fly from a dungeon who
cannot wal k. "

"Well, we will wait, -- a week, a nonth, two nonths, if need
be, -- and neanwhile your strength will return. Everything
is in readiness for our flight, and we can select any tine
we choose. As soon as you feel able to swmwe will go."

"I shall never swimagain," replied Faria. "This armis
paral yzed; not for a time, but forever. Lift it, and judge
if I amnistaken." The young man raised the arm which fel
back by its own weight, perfectly inanimte and hel pl ess. A
si gh escaped him

"You are convinced now, Ednond, are you not?" asked the

abbe. "Depend upon it, | know what | say. Since the first
attack | experienced of this malady, | have continually
reflected on it. Indeed, | expected it, for it is a famly

i nheritance; both ny father and grandfather died of it in a
third attack. The physician who prepared for ne the renedy |
have twi ce successfully taken, was no other than the

cel ebrated Cabanis, and he predicted a simlar end for ne."

"The physician may be m staken!" exclai ned Dantes. "And as
for your poor arm what difference will that nake? | can
take you on ny shoul ders, and swimfor both of us."

"My son," said the abbe, "you, who are a sailor and a

swi mmer, nust know as well as | do that a man so | oaded
woul d sink before he had done fifty strokes. Cease, then, to
all ow yourself to be duped by vain hopes, that even your own
excel l ent heart refuses to believe in. Here | shall remain
till the hour of ny deliverance arrives, and that, in al
human probability, will be the hour of nmy death. As for you
who are young and active, delay not on my account, but fly
-- go-1 give you back your pronise."

"It is well,"” said Dantes. "Then | shall also remain." Then
ri sing and extending his hand with an air of solemity over
the old man's head, he slowly added, "By the blood of Christ
| swear never to | eave you while you live."

Faria gazed fondly on his nobl e-m nded, single-hearted,

hi gh-princi pled young friend, and read in his countenance
anpl e confirmation of the sincerity of his devotion and the
| oyalty of his purpose.

"Thanks,"” nurmnured the invalid, extending one hand. "I
accept. You may one of these days reap the reward of your

di sinterested devotion. But as | cannot, and you will not,
quit this place, it becones necessary to fill up the
excavation beneath the soldier's gallery; he mght, by
chance, hear the hollow sound of his footsteps, and call the
attention of his officer to the circunstance. That would
bri ng about a discovery which would inevitably lead to our
bei ng separated. Go, then, and set about this work, in

whi ch, unhappily, | can offer you no assistance; keep at it
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all night, if necessary, and do not return here to-norrow
till after the jailer his visited ne. | shall have sonething
of the greatest importance to communicate to you."

Dant es took the hand of the abbe in his, and affectionately
pressed it. Faria snled encouragingly on him and the young
man retired to his task, in the spirit of obedi ence and
respect which he had sworn to show towards his aged friend.

Chapter 18
The Treasure.

When Dantes returned next norning to the chanber of his
conpanion in captivity, he found Faria seated and | ooki ng
conposed. In the ray of |ight which entered by the narrow
wi ndow of his cell, he held open in his |left hand, of which
alone, it will be recollected, he retained the use, a sheet
of paper, which, from being constantly rolled into a small
conpass, had the formof a cylinder, and was not easily kept
open. He did not speak, but showed the paper to Dantes.

"What is that?" he inquired.
"Look at it," said the abbe with a snile

"I have looked at it with all possible attention," said
Dantes, "and | only see a hal f-burnt paper, on which are
traces of Gothic characters inscribed with a peculiar kind
of ink."

"This paper, ny friend," said Faria, "I may now avow to you,
since | have the proof of your fidelity -- this paper is ny

treasure, of which, fromthis day forth, one-half belongs to
you. "

The sweat started forth on Dantes brow. Until this day and
for howlong a tinel -- he had refrained fromtal king of the
treasure, which had brought upon the abbe the accusation of
madness. Wth his instinctive delicacy Ednond had preferred
avoi di ng any touch on this painful chord, and Faria had been
equally silent. He had taken the silence of the old man for
a return to reason; and now these few words uttered by
Faria, after so painful a crisis, seened to indicate a
serious relapse into nmental alienation

"Your treasure?" stamrered Dantes. Faria smled
"Yes," said he. "You have, indeed, a noble nature, Ednond,
and | see by your pal eness and agitation what is passing in
your heart at this nonent. No, be assured, | am not nad.
This treasure exists, Dantes, and if | have not been all owed
to possess it, you will. Yes -- you. No one would listen or
bel i eve me, because everyone thought me nad; but you, who
must know that | amnot, listen to me, and believe nme so
afterwards if you will."
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"Alas," murnured Ednond to hinself, "this is a terrible

rel apse! There was only this blow wanting." Then he said

al oud, "My dear friend, your attack has, perhaps, fatigued
you; had you not better repose awhile? To-norrow, if you
will, I will hear your narrative; but to-day | wi sh to nurse
you carefully. Besides," he said, "a treasure is not a thing
we need hurry about."

"On the contrary, it is a matter of the utnost inportance,
Ednmond! " replied the old man. "Who knows if to-norrow, or
the next day after, the third attack may not cone on? and

then nust not all be over? Yes, indeed, | have often thought
with a bitter joy that these riches, which would neke the
wealth of a dozen fanmilies, will be forever |lost to those

men who persecute ne. This idea was one of vengeance to ne,
and | tasted it slowy in the night of ny dungeon and the
despair of my captivity. But now | have forgiven the world
for the love of you; now that | see you, young and with a
prom sing future, -- nowthat | think of all that may result
to you in the good fortune of such a disclosure, | shudder
at any delay, and trenble lest | should not assure to one as
worthy as yourself the possession of so vast an amount of

hi dden weal th." Ednond turned away his head with a sigh

"You persist in your incredulity, Ednond," continued Faria.

"My words have not convinced you. | see you require proofs.
Well, then, read this paper, which |I have never shown to any
one."

"To-norrow, ny dear friend," said Ednond, desirous of not
yielding to the old man's nmadness. "I thought it was
under st ood that we should not talk of that until to-norrow "

"Then we will not talk of it until to-norrow, but read this
paper to-day."

"I will not irritate him" thought Ednond, and taking the
paper, of which half was wanting, -- having been burnt, no
doubt, by some accident, -- he read: --

"This treasure, which nmay ampbunt to two..
of Roman crowns in the nost distant a...
of the second opening wh...

declare to belong to himalo..

hei r.

"25th April, 149"

"Well!" said Faria, when the young man had fini shed readi ng
it.

"Why," replied Dantes, "I see nothing but broken |ines and
unconnected words, which are rendered illegible by fire."

"Yes, to you, ny friend, who read themfor the first tine;
but not for me, who have grown pal e over them by nmany
ni ghts' study, and have reconstructed every phrase,
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conpl eted every thought."”
"And do you believe you have discovered the hidden neani ng?"

"I amsure | have, and you shall judge for yourself; but
first listen to the history of this paper."”

"Silence!" exclaimed Dantes. "Steps approach -- | go --
adi eu. "

And Dantes, happy to escape the history and expl anation
whi ch woul d be sure to confirmhis belief in his friend' s
mental instability, glided Iike a snake al ong the narrow
passage; while Faria, restored by his alarmto a certain
anmount of activity, pushed the stone into place with his
foot, and covered it with a mat in order the nore
effectually to avoid discovery.

It was the governor, who, hearing of Faria's illness from
the jailer, had cone in person to see him

Faria sat up to receive him avoiding all gestures in order
that he m ght conceal fromthe governor the paral ysis that
had al ready half stricken himw th death. His fear was | est
the governor, touched with pity, mght order himto be
renoved to better quarters, and thus separate himfromhis
young conpani on. But fortunately this was not the case, and
t he governor left him convinced that the poor madman, for
whomin his heart he felt a kind of affection, was only
troubled with a slight indisposition.

During this tinme, Ednond, seated on his bed with his head in
his hands, tried to collect his scattered thoughts. Faria,
since their first acquai ntance, had been on all points so
rational and |ogical, so wonderfully sagacious, in fact,

that he could not understand how so nmuch wi sdom on al

points could be allied with nmadness. Was Faria deceived as
to his treasure, or was all the world deceived as to Faria?

Dantes remained in his cell all day, not daring to return to
his friend, thinking thus to defer the nonent when he should
be convinced, once for all, that the abbe was mad -- such a
conviction would be so terrible!

But, towards the evening after the hour for the customary
visit had gone by, Faria, not seeing the young man appear
tried to nmove and get over the distance which separated
them Ednond shuddered when he heard the painful efforts
which the old man nade to drag hinself along; his |eg was
inert, and he could no | onger nmake use of one arm Ednond
was obliged to assist him for otherwi se he would not have
been able to enter by the small aperture which led to

Dant es' chamnber.

"Here | am pursuing you renorselessly,” he said with a

beni gnant smle. "You thought to escape ny nunificence, but
it is in vain. Listen to nme."
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Ednond saw there was no escape, and placing the old man on
his bed, he seated hinself on the stool beside him

"You know," said the abbe, "that | was the secretary and
intimate friend of Cardinal Spada, the last of the princes
of that name. | owe to this worthy lord all the happiness |
ever knew. He was not rich, although the wealth of his

fam |y had passed into a proverb, and | heard the phrase
very often, "As rich as a Spada.' But he, |ike public runor,
lived on this reputation for wealth; his palace was ny
paradi se. | was tutor to his nephews, who are dead; and when
he was alone in the world, | tried by absolute devotion to
his will, to nmake up to himall he had done for ne during
ten years of unremtting kindness. The cardinal's house had
no secrets for ne. | had often seen ny noble patron
annotati ng anci ent vol unes, and eagerly searchi ng anongst
dusty famly manuscripts. One day when | was reproaching him
for his unavailing searches, and deploring the prostration
of mind that followed them he |ooked at ne, and, smling
bitterly, opened a volune relating to the History of the
City of Ronme. There, in the twentieth chapter of the Life of
Pope Al exander VI., were the following lines, which I can
never forget: --

"“The great wars of Romagna had ended; Caesar Borgia, who
had conpl eted his conquest, had need of nobney to purchase

all Italy. The pope had al so need of noney to bring matters
to an end with Louis XIl. King of France, who was form dable
still in spite of his recent reverses; and it was necessary,

therefore, to have recourse to sone profitable schenme, which
was a matter of great difficulty in the inpoverished
condition of exhausted Italy. His holiness had an idea. He
determ ned to make two cardinal s.'

"By choosing two of the greatest personages of Rone,
especially rich nmen -- this was the return the holy father

| ooked for. In the first place, he could sell the great

appoi ntnents and splendid offices which the cardinals

al ready held; and then he had the two hats to sell besides.
There was a third point in view, which will appear

hereafter. The pope and Caesar Borgia first found the two
future cardinals; they were G ovanni Rospigliosi, who held
four of the highest dignities of the Holy See, and Caesar
Spada, one of the noblest and richest of the Roman nobility;
both felt the high honor of such a favor fromthe pope. They
were anbitious, and Caesar Borgia soon found purchasers for
t heir appointnments. The result was, that Rospigliosi and
Spada paid for being cardinals, and eight other persons paid
for the offices the cardinals held before their elevation,
and thus eight hundred thousand crowns entered into the
coffers of the specul ators.

"It is time nowto proceed to the last part of the
specul ati on. The pope heaped attentions upon Rospigliosi and
Spada, conferred upon themthe insignia of the cardinalate,
and induced themto arrange their affairs and take up their
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resi dence at Rone. Then the pope and Caesar Borgia invited
the two cardinals to dinner. This was a matter of dispute
between the holy father and his son. Caesar thought they
coul d make use of one of the nmeans which he always had ready
for his friends, that is to say, in the first place, the
famus key which was given to certain persons with the
request that they go and open a designated cupboard. This
key was furnished with a small iron point, -- a negligence
on the part of the | ocksmth. When this was pressed to

ef fect the opening of the cupboard, of which the |ock was
difficult, the person was pricked by this small point, and
di ed next day. Then there was the ring with the lion's head,
whi ch Caesar wore when he wanted to greet his friends with a
clasp of the hand. The lion bit the hand thus favored, and
at the end of twenty-four hours, the bite was nortal. Caesar
proposed to his father, that they should either ask the
cardinals to open the cupboard, or shake hands with them
but Al exander VI., replied: "Now as to the worthy cardinals,
Spada and Rospigliosi, let us ask both of themto dinner
sonmething tells ne that we shall get that noney back

Besi des, you forget, Caesar, an indigestion declares itself
i medi ately, while a prick or a bite occasions a delay of a
day or two.' Caesar gave way before such cogent reasoning,
and the cardinals were consequently invited to dinner

"The table was laid in a vineyard bel onging to the pope,
near San Pierdarena, a charming retreat which the cardinals
knew very well by report. Rospigliosi, quite set up with his
new dignities, went with a good appetite and his nost

i ngratiating manner. Spada, a prudent man, and greatly
attached to his only nephew, a young captain of the highest
prom se, took paper and pen, and nmade his will. He then sent
word to his nephew to wait for himnear the vineyard; but it
appeared the servant did not find him

"Spada knew what these invitations nmeant; since
Christianity, so emnently civilizing, had nade progress in
Rome, it was no longer a centurion who canme fromthe tyrant
with a message, “~Caesar wills that you die.' but it was a

| egate a latere, who cane with a smle on his lips to say
fromthe pope, "His holiness requests you to dine with him'

"Spada set out about two o'clock to San Pi erdarena. The pope
awaited him The first sight that attracted the eyes of
Spada was that of his nephew, in full costune, and Caesar
Bor gi a payi ng himnost marked attentions. Spada turned pale,
as Caesar | ooked at himwith an ironical air, which proved
that he had anticipated all, and that the snare was wel
spread. They began di nner and Spada was only able to inquire
of his nephew if he had received his nessage. The nephew
replied no; perfectly conprehendi ng the neaning of the
gquestion. It was too |late, for he had already drunk a gl ass
of excellent wi ne, placed for himexpressly by the pope's
butl er. Spada at the sane nonent saw anot her bottl e approach
him which he was pressed to taste. An hour afterwards a
physi ci an decl ared they were both poi soned through eating
nmushroons. Spada died on the threshold of the vineyard; the
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nephew expired at his own door, making signs which his wfe
coul d not conprehend.

"Then Caesar and the pope hastened to |ay hands on the
heritage, under presence of seeking for the papers of the
dead nman. But the inheritance consisted in this only, a
scrap of paper on which Spada had witten: -- | bequeath to
ny bel oved nephew ny coffers, ny books, and, anpbngst others,
my breviary with the gold corners, which | beg he will
preserve in remenbrance of his affectionate uncle.’

"The heirs sought everywhere, adnmired the breviary, laid
hands on the furniture, and were greatly astonished that
Spada, the rich man, was really the nost m serable of uncles
-- no treasures -- unless they were those of science,
contained in the library and | aboratories. That was all
Caesar and his father searched, exam ned, scrutinized, but
found nothing, or at least very little; not exceeding a few
t housand crowns in plate, and about the sanme in ready noney;
but the nephew had tine to say to his wife before he
expired: “Look well ampong my uncle's papers; there is a
will.'

"They sought even nore thoroughly than the august heirs had
done, but it was fruitless. There were two pal aces and a

vi neyard behind the Palatine Hill; but in these days | anded
property had not nuch value, and the two pal aces and the
vineyard remained to the fanmly since they were beneath the
rapacity of the pope and his son. Months and years rolled
on. Al exander VI. died, poisoned, -- you know by what

nm st ake. Caesar, poisoned at the sanme tine, escaped by
shedding his skin |ike a snake; but the new skin was spotted
by the poison till it looked like a tiger's. Then, conpelled
to quit Rone, he went and got hinself obscurely killed in a
ni ght skirm sh, scarcely noticed in history. After the
pope's death and his son's exile, it was supposed that the
Spada famly would resunme the splendid position they had
hel d before the cardinal's time; but this was not the case.
The Spadas remmi ned in doubtful ease, a nystery hung over
this dark affair, and the public runor was, that Caesar, a
better politician than his father, had carried off fromthe
pope the fortune of the two cardinals. | say the two,
because Cardi nal Rospigliosi, who had not taken any
precaution, was conpletely despoil ed.

"Up to this point," said Faria, interrupting the thread of
his narrative, "this seens to you very meani ngl ess, no
doubt, eh?”

"Ch, ny friend," cried Dantes, "on the contrary, it seens as
if | were reading a nobst interesting narrative; go on, | beg
of you."

“TowillL"

"The fam |y began to get accustoned to their obscurity.
Years rolled on, and anongst the descendants some were
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sol di ers, others diplomatists; sone churchmen, sonme bankers;
some grew rich, and sone were ruined. | conme nowto the | ast
of the famly, whose secretary | was -- the Count of Spada.
I had often heard him conplain of the disproportion of his
rank with his fortune; and | advised himto invest all he
had in an annuity. He did so, and thus doubled his incone.
The cel ebrated breviary remained in the famly, and was in
the count's possession. It had been handed down from father
to son; for the singular clause of the only will that had
been found, had caused it to be regarded as a genuine relic,
preserved in the famly with superstitious veneration. It
was an illum nated book, with beautiful Gothic characters,
and so weighty with gold, that a servant always carried it
before the cardi nal on days of great solemity.

"At the sight of papers of all sorts, -- titles, contracts,
parchments, which were kept in the archives of the famly,
all descending fromthe poisoned cardinal, | in nmy turn
exam ned the i Mmense bundl es of docunents, |ike twenty
servitors, stewards, secretaries before nme; but in spite of

t he nost exhaustive researches, |I found -- nothing. Yet |
had read, | had even wwitten a precise history of the Borgia

famly, for the sole purpose of assuring nyself whether any
i ncrease of fortune had occurred to themon the death of the
Cardi nal Caesar Spada; but could only trace the acquisition
of the property of the Cardinal Rospigliosi, his conpanion
in msfortune.

" 1 was then al nost assured that the inheritance had neither
profited the Borgias nor the famly, but had remained
unpossessed |li ke the treasures of the Arabian Nights, which
slept in the bosomof the earth under the eyes of the genie.
| searched, ransacked, counted, calculated a thousand and a
t housand tines the income and expenditure of the famly for
three hundred years. It was useless. | remained in ny

i gnorance, and the Count of Spada in his poverty. My patron
died. He had reserved fromhis annuity his fanily papers,
his library, conposed of five thousand vol unmes, and his
famous breviary. Al these he bequeathed to nme, with a

t housand Roman crowns, which he had in ready noney, on
condition that I would have anniversary masses said for the
repose of his soul, and that | would draw up a geneal ogi ca
tree and history of his house. Al this | did scrupul ously.
Be easy, ny dear Ednond, we are near the concl usion.

"I'n 1807, a nonth before | was arrested, and a fortnight
after the death of the Count of Spada, on the 25th of
Decenmber (you will see presently how the date became fi xed
in my menory), | was reading, for the thousandth time, the
papers | was arranging, for the palace was sold to a
stranger, and | was going to | eave Rone and settle at

Fl orence, intending to take with nme twelve thousand francs |
possessed, ny library, and the famous breviary, when, tired
with nmy constant | abor at the same thing, and overcone by a
heavy di nner | had eaten, ny head dropped on ny hands, and
fell asleep about three o'clock in the afternoon. |I awoke as
the clock was striking six. | raised ny head; | was in utter
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darkness. | rang for a light, but as no one came, |
deternmined to find one for nyself. It was indeed but
anticipating the sinple manners which | should soon be under
the necessity of adopting. | took a wax-candle in one hand,
and with the other groped about for a piece of paper (ny

mat ch- box being enpty), with which | proposed to get a |ight
fromthe small flane still playing on the enbers. Fearing,
however, to nmeke use of any val uabl e pi ece of paper,
hesitated for a nmonent, then recollected that | had seen in
the fanous breviary, which was on the table beside nme, an
ol d paper quite yellow with age, and which had served as a
mar ker for centuries, kept there by the request of the
heirs. | felt for it, found it, twisted it up together, and
putting it into the expiring flane, set light to it.

"But beneath ny fingers, as if by magic, in proportion as

the fire ascended, | saw yell owi sh characters appear on the
paper. | grasped it in nmy hand, put out the flame as quickly
as | could, lighted ny taper in the fire itself, and opened

the crunmpl ed paper with i nexpressible enotion, recognizing,

when | had done so, that these characters had been traced in
mysteri ous and synpathetic ink, only appearing when exposed

to the fire; nearly one-third of the paper had been consuned
by the flame. It was that paper you read this norning; read

it again, Dantes, and then | will conplete for you the

i nconpl ete words and unconnected sense."

Faria, with an air of triunph, offered the paper to Dantes,
who this tinme read the followi ng words, traced with an ink
of a reddish color resenmbling rust: --

"This 25th day of April, 1498, be..
Al exander VI., and fearing that not..
he may desire to becone ny heir, and re..
and Bentivoglio, who were poisoned,..
my sole heir, that | have bu..
and has visited with me, that is, in..
I sland of Monte Cristo, all | poss..
jewel s, dianonds, gens; that | alone..
may anmount to nearly two ml...
will find on raising the twentieth ro..
creek to the east in a right line. Two open..
in these caves; the treasure is in the furthest a..
which treasure | bequeath and | eave en..
as ny sole heir.
"25th April, 1498.
"Caes. .
"And now," said the abbe, "read this other paper;" and he
presented to Dantes a second |l eaf with fragnents of |ines
witten on it, which Ednond read as follows: --
“...ing invited to dine by his Holiness
...content with making ne pay for ny hat,
...serves for me the fate of Cardinals Caprara
.1 declare to nmy nephew, Guido Spada
...ried in a place he knows
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...the caves of the snal
...essed of ingots, gold, noney,
... know of the existence of this treasure, which
...lions of Roman crowns, and which he
...ck fromthe snmal
...ings have been made
...ngle in the second;
...tire to him
.ar Spada."

Faria followed himw th an excited | ook. "and now, " he said,
when he saw that Dantes had read the last |ine, "put the two
fragments together, and judge for yourself." Dantes obeyed,
and the conjointed pieces gave the follow ng: --

"This 25th day of April, 1498, be...ing invited to dine by
hi s Holiness Al exander VI., and fearing that not...content
with making me pay for ny hat, he may desire to becone ny
heir, and re...serves for nme the fate of Cardinals Caprara
and Bentivoglio, who were poisoned...| declare to nmy nephew,
Gui do Spada, my sole heir, that | have bu...ried in a place
he knows and has visited with ne, that is, in...the caves of
the small Island of Monte Cristo all | poss...ssed of

i ngots, gold, noney, jewels, dianobnds, gens; that |

al one. .. know of the existence of this treasure, which may

anount to nearly two mil...lions of Roman crowns, and which
he will find on raising the twentieth ro...ck fromthe snall
creek to the east in a right line. Two open...ings have been

made in these caves; the treasure is in the furthest
a...ngle in the second; which treasure | bequeath and | eave
en...tire to himas ny sole heir

"25th April, 1498.

"Caes...ar Spada."

"Well, do you conprehend now?" inquired Faria.

"It is the declaration of Cardinal Spada, and the will so
| ong sought for," replied Ednond, still incredul ous.

"Yes; a thousand tines, yes!"
"And who conpleted it as it now is?"

"I did. Aided by the remaining fragnment, | guessed the rest;
measuring the length of the lines by those of the paper, and
di vi ni ng the hi dden neani ng by neans of what was in part
reveal ed, as we are guided in a cavern by the small ray of
ight above us."

"And what did you do when you arrived at this conclusion?"

"I resolved to set out, and did set out at that very
instant, carrying with me the begi nning of nmy great work,
the unity of the Italian kingdom but for sonme tine the

i mperial police (who at this period, quite contrary to what
Napol eon desired so soon as he had a son born to him w shed
for a partition of provinces) had their eyes on ne; and ny
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hasty departure, the cause of which they were unable to
guess, having aroused their suspicions, | was arrested at
the very nonent | was | eaving Pionbino.

"Now, " continued Faria, addressing Dantes with an al npost

pat ernal expression, "now, ny dear fellow, you know as nuch
as | do nyself. If we ever escape together, half this
treasure is yours; if | die here, and you escape al one, the
whol e bel ongs to you."

"But," inquired Dantes hesitating, "has this treasure no
nore | egitimte possessor in the world than oursel ves?"

"No, no, be easy on that score; the famly is extinct. The

| ast Count of Spada, noreover, nmade ne his heir, bequeathing
to me this synbolic breviary, he bequeathed to ne all it
cont ai ned; no, no, make your mnd satisfied on that point.

If we lay hands on this fortune, we may enjoy it without
renmorse. "

"And you say this treasure anounts to" --

"Two mllions of Roman crowns; nearly thirteen nmllions of
our noney."*

* $2, 600,000 in 1894.
"I mpossi ble!" said Dantes, staggered at the enornous anount.

"I mpossi bl e? and why?" asked the old man. "The Spada famly
was one of the oldest and nost powerful fanmilies of the
fifteenth century; and in those tines, when other
opportunities for investnent were wanting, such
accurul ati ons of gold and jewels were by no neans rare;
there are at this day Roman families perishing of hunger

t hough possessed of nearly a million in dianponds and jewels,
handed down by entail, and which they cannot touch." Ednond
t hought he was in a dream-- he wavered between incredulity
and j oy.

"I have only kept this secret so long fromyou," continued

Faria, "that | mght test your character, and then surprise
you. Had we escaped before ny attack of catal epsy, | should
have conducted you to Mointe Cristo; now," he added, with a

sigh, "it is you who will conduct nme thither. Well, Dantes,
you do not thank ne?"

"This treasure belongs to you, ny dear friend," replied
Dantes, "and to you only. | have no right toit. I amno
relation of yours."

"You are ny son, Dantes," exclained the old man. "You are
the child of nmy captivity. My profession conderms nme to
celibacy. God has sent you to ne to console, at one and the
same time, the man who could not be a father, and the

pri soner who could not get free." And Faria extended the arm
of which alone the use remained to himto the young man who
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t hrew hi nmsel f upon his neck and wept.

Chapter 19
The Third Attack

Now that this treasure, which had so | ong been the object of
the abbe's neditations, could insure the future happi ness of
hi m whom Faria really loved as a son, it had doubled its
value in his eyes, and every day he expatiated on the
anount, explaining to Dantes all the good which, with
thirteen or fourteen mllions of francs, a man could do in
these days to his friends; and then Dantes' countenance
became gl oony, for the oath of vengeance he had taken
recurred to his nenory, and he reflected how nmuch ill, in
these times, a man with thirteen or fourteen mllions could
do to his enenies

The abbe did not know the Island of Monte Cristo; but Dantes
knew it, and had often passed it, situated twenty-five niles
from Pi anosa, between Corsica and the Island of Elba, and
had once touched there. This island was, always had been,
and still is, conpletely deserted. It is a rock of al npst
conical form which | ooks as though it had been thrust up by
vol canic force fromthe depth to the surface of the ocean.
Dantes drew a plan of the island for Faria, and Faria gave
Dant es advice as to the nmeans he should enploy to recover
the treasure. But Dantes was far from being as enthusiastic
and confident as the old man. It was past a question now
that Faria was not a lunatic, and the way in which he had
achi eved the discovery, which had given rise to the

suspi cion of his nmadness, increased Ednond's adniration of
him but at the sane tine Dantes could not believe that the
deposit, supposing it had ever existed, still existed; and

t hough he considered the treasure as by no neans chinerical
he yet believed it was no | onger there.

However, as if fate resolved on depriving the prisoners of
their | ast chance, and neking them understand that they were
condemmed to perpetual inprisonnment, a new m sfortune befel
them the gallery on the sea side, which had | ong been in
ruins, was rebuilt. They had repaired it conpletely, and
stopped up with vast masses of stone the hol e Dantes had
partly filled in. But for this precaution, which, it will be
renenbered, the abbe had nmade to Ednond, the m sfortune
woul d have been still greater, for their attenpt to escape
woul d have been detected, and they would undoubtedly have
been separated. Thus a new, a stronger, and nore inexorable
barrier was interposed to cut off the realization of their
hopes.

"You see," said the young man, with an air of sorrowful
resignation, to Faria, "that God deens it right to take from
me any claimto nmerit for what you call ny devotion to you.

| have promised to remain forever with you, and now | could
not break ny promise if | would. The treasure will be no
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nore mne than yours, and neither of us will quit this
prison. But my real treasure is not that, nmy dear friend
which awaits nme beneath the sonmbre rocks of Monte Cristo, it
is your presence, our living together five or six hours a
day, in spite of our jailers; it is the rays of intelligence
you have elicited fromny brain, the | anguages you have

i mplanted in ny nenory, and which have taken root there with
all their philological ramfications. These different

sci ences that you have made so easy to ne by the depth of

t he know edge you possess of them and the clearness of the
principles to which you have reduced them-- this is ny
treasure, my beloved friend, and with this you have nade ne
rich and happy. Believe ne, and take confort, this is better
for nme than tons of gold and cases of dianpnds, even were
they not as problenmatical as the clouds we see in the
norning floating over the sea, which we take for terra
firma, and which evaporate and vani sh as we draw near to
them To have you as |ong as possible near ne, to hear your

el oquent speech, -- which enbellishes ny nmind, strengthens
my soul, and nakes ny whol e frame capable of great and
terrible things, if | should ever be free, -- so fills ny

whol e exi stence, that the despair to which | was just on the
poi nt of yielding when | knew you, has no |onger any hold
over ne; and this -- this is ny fortune -- not chinerical,
but actual. | owe you ny real good, ny present happi ness;
and all the sovereigns of the earth, even Caesar Borgia

hi msel f, could not deprive me of this."

Thus, if not actually happy, yet the days these two
unfortunates passed together went quickly. Faria, who for so
long a tinme had kept silence as to the treasure, now
perpetually talked of it. As he had prophesi ed woul d be the
case, he remmined paralyzed in the right armand the |eft

| eg, and had given up all hope of ever enjoying it hinself.
But he was continually thinking over sone neans of escape
for his young conpanion, and anticipating the pleasure he
woul d enjoy. For fear the letter mght be sone day |ost or
stolen, he conpelled Dantes to learn it by heart; and Dantes
knew it fromthe first to the last word. Then he destroyed
the second portion, assured that if the first were seized,
no one woul d be able to discover its real neaning. Whole
hours someti nes passed while Faria was giving instructions
to Dantes, -- instructions which were to serve hi mwhen he
was at liberty. Then, once free, fromthe day and hour and
nonment when he was so, he could have but one only thought,
which was, to gain Monte Cristo by some neans, and remain
there al one under sone pretext which would arouse no
suspi ci ons; and once there, to endeavor to find the

wonder ful caverns, and search in the appointed spot, -- the
appoi nted spot, be it renenbered, being the farthest angle
in the second opening.

In the nmeanwhil e the hours passed, if not rapidly, at |east

tolerably. Faria, as we have said, wthout having recovered

the use of his hand and foot, had regained all the clearness
of his understandi ng, and had gradual ly, besides the noral

i nstructi ons we have detail ed, taught his youthful conpanion
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the patient and sublinme duty of a prisoner, who learns to
make somet hing from nothing. They were thus perpetually
enpl oyed, -- Faria, that he m ght not see hinself grow old;
Dantes, for fear of recalling the al nbst extinct past which
now only floated in his nmenory like a distant |ight
wandering in the night. So Ilife went on for themas it does
for those who are not victins of misfortune and whose
activities glide along nmechanically and tranquilly beneath
the eye of providence.

But beneath this superficial calmthere were in the heart of
t he young man, and perhaps in that of the old man, many
repressed desires, many stifled sighs, which found vent when
Faria was |eft al one, and when Ednond returned to his cell
One ni ght Ednmond awoke suddenly, believing that he heard
some one calling him He opened his eyes upon utter

darkness. His nane, or rather a plaintive voice which
essayed to pronounce his nanme, reached him He sat up in bed
and a cold sweat broke out upon his brow Undoubtedly the
call cane from Faria's dungeon. "Alas," murnured Ednond,
"can it be?"

He nmoved his bed, drew up the stone, rushed into the
passage, and reached the opposite extremty; the secret
entrance was open. By the light of the wetched and waveri ng
| anp, of which we have spoken, Dantes saw the old nman, pale,
but yet erect, clinging to the bedstead. His features were
writhing with those horrible synptons which he al ready knew,
and which had so seriously alarnmed himwhen he saw t hem for
the first tine.

"Alas, ny dear friend," said Faria in a resigned tone, "you
understand, do you not, and | need not attenpt to explain to
you?"

Ednond uttered a cry of agony, and, quite out of his senses,
rushed towards the door, exclaimnmng, "Help, help!" Faria had
just sufficient strength to restrain him

"Silence," he said, "or you are |lost. W nust now only think
of you, ny dear friend, and so act as to render your
captivity supportable or your flight possible. It would
require years to do again what | have done here, and the
results would be instantly destroyed if our jailers knew we
had communi cated with each other. Besides, be assured, ny
dear Ednond, the dungeon | am about to | eave will not |ong
remai n enmpty; some other unfortunate being will soon take ny
pl ace, and to himyou wi |l appear |ike an angel of

sal vation. Perhaps he will be young, strong, and enduring,
like yourself, and will aid you in your escape, while | have
been but a hindrance. You will no |onger have half a dead
body tied to you as a drag to all your novenents. At |ength
provi dence has done sonething for you; he restores to you
nore than he takes away, and it was tine | should die."

Ednmond coul d only clasp his hands and exclaim "Oh, ny
friend, nmy friend, speak not thus!" and then resum ng al
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hi s presence of mnd, which had for a nonent staggered under
this blow, and his strength, which had failed at the words

of the old man, he said, "Ch, | have saved you once, and
will save you a second tinme!" And raising the foot of the
bed, he drew out the phial, still athird filled with the
red |iquor.

"See," he exclainmed, "there remains still some of the nmmgic
draught. Quick, quick! tell ne what | nust do this tine; are
there any fresh instructions? Speak, ny friend; | listen."

"There is not a hope,"” replied Faria, shaking his head, "but
no matter; God wills it that man whom he has created, and in
whose heart he has so profoundly rooted the love of life,
should do all in his power to preserve that existence,

whi ch, however painful it may be, is yet always so dear."

"Oh, yes, yes!" exclained Dantes; "and | tell you that |
will save you yet."

"Well, then, try. The cold gains upon me. | feel the bl ood
flowing towards nmy brain. These horrible chills, which make
ny teeth chatter and seemto dislocate ny bones, begin to
pervade my whole frame; in five mnutes the nalady wll
reach its height, and in a quarter of an hour there will be
nothing left of me but a corpse.”

"Ch!" excl ained Dantes, his heart wung wth anguish.

"Do as you did before, only do not wait so long, all the
springs of life are now exhausted in me, and death," he
continued, looking at his paralyzed armand | eg, "has but
half its work to do. If, after having nade nme swal |l ow twel ve
drops instead of ten, you see that | do not recover, then
pour the rest down ny throat. Now lift nme on ny bed, for |
can no | onger support nyself."

Ednond took the old man in his arnms, and |l aid himon the

bed.

"And now, ny dear friend," said Faria, "sole consolation of
nmy wretched exi stence, -- you whom heaven gave ne sonmewhat
late, but still gave ne, a priceless gift, and for which

am nost grateful, -- at the nonent of separating from you
forever, | wish you all the happiness and all the prosperity
you so wel|l deserve. My son, | bless thee!" The young nan

cast hinself on his knees, |eaning his head against the old
man' s bed.

"Listen, now, to what | say in this ny dying nonent. The
treasure of the Spadas exists. God grants ne the boon of
vision unrestricted by tine or space. | see it in the depths
of the inner cavern. My eyes pierce the innpst recesses of
the earth, and are dazzled at the sight of so rmuch riches.

If you do escape, remenber that the poor abbe, whomall the
world called mad, was not so. Hasten to Monte Cristo --

avai|l yourself of the fortune -- for you have indeed
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suffered | ong enough." A violent convul sion attacked the old
man. Dantes raised his head and saw Faria's eyes injected
with blood. It seemed as if a flow of blood had ascended
fromthe chest to the head.

"Adi eu, adieu!" murmured the old man, clasping Ednond's hand
convul sively -- "adieu!"
"Ch, no, -- no, not yet," he cried; "do not forsake ne! Oh,
succor him Help -- help -- help!"

"Hush -- hush!" nurnmured the dying man, "that they may not
separate us if you save ne!"”

"You are right. Oh, yes, yes; be assured | shall save you!
Besi des, al though you suffer nmuch, you do not seemto be in
such agony as you were before."

"Do not mstake. | suffer |ess because there is in ne |less
strength to endure. At your age we have faith in life; it is
the privilege of youth to believe and hope, but old nen see

death nore clearly. Oh, '"tis here -- "tis here -- 'tis over
-- ny sight is gone -- ny senses fail! Your hand, Dantes!
Adieu -- adieu!" And raising hinself by a final effort, in
whi ch he sunmoned all his faculties, he said, -- "Mnte

Cristo, forget not Monte Cristo!" And he fell back on the
bed. The crisis was terrible, and a rigid formwith tw sted
linmbs, swollen eyelids, and lips flecked with bl oody foam
lay on the bed of torture, in place of the intellectua
bei ng who so lately rested there.

Dantes took the lanp, placed it on a projecting stone above
the bed, whence its tremulous light fell with strange and
fantastic ray on the distorted countenance and notionl ess,
stiffened body. Wth steady gaze he awaited confidently the
nmonment for admi nistering the restorative.

When he believed that the right nmonment had arrived, he took
the knife, pried open the teeth, which offered |ess

resi stance than before, counted one after the other twelve
drops, and watched; the phial contained, perhaps, twice as
much nore. He waited ten mnutes, a quarter of an hour, half
an hour, -- no change took place. Trenbling, his hair erect,
his brow bathed with perspiration, he counted the seconds by
the beating of his heart. Then he thought it was tinme to
make the last trial, and he put the phial to the purple lips
of Faria, and wi thout having occasion to force open his
jaws, which had remai ned extended, he poured the whol e of
the liquid down his throat.

The draught produced a galvanic effect, a violent trenbling
pervaded the old nman's linbs, his eyes opened until it was
fearful to gaze upon them he heaved a sigh which resenbl ed
a shriek, and then his convul sed body returned gradually to
its former imobility, the eyes remining open

Hal f an hour, an hour, an hour and a half el apsed, and
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during this period of anguish, Ednond | eaned over his
friend, his hand applied to his heart, and felt the body
gradually grow cold, and the heart's pul sati on becone nore
and nore deep and dull, until at length it stopped; the | ast
novenent of the heart ceased, the face becane livid, the
eyes renmi ned open, but the eyeballs were glazed. It was six
o' clock in the norning, the dawn was just breaking, and its
feeble ray cane into the dungeon, and pal ed the ineffectua
light of the |anp. Strange shadows passed over the
countenance of the dead man, and at tinmes gave it the
appearance of life. Wiile the struggle between day and ni ght
| asted, Dantes still doubted; but as soon as the daylight
gai ned the pre-en nence, he saw that he was alone with a
corpse. Then an invincible and extreme terror seized upon
him and he dared not again press the hand that hung out of
bed, he dared no | onger to gaze on those fixed and vacant
eyes, which he tried many tines to close, but in vain --

t hey opened again as soon as shut. He extinguished the |anp,
carefully concealed it, and then went away, closing as wel
as he could the entrance to the secret passage by the |arge
stone as he descended.

It was tinme, for the jailer was comng. On this occasion he
began his rounds at Dantes' cell, and on |eaving himhe went
on to Faria's dungeon, taking thither breakfast and sone
I'inen. Nothing betokened that the man know anyt hi ng of what
had occurred. He went on his way.

Dantes was then seized with an indescribable desire to know
what was going on in the dungeon of his unfortunate friend.
He therefore returned by the subterraneous gallery, and
arrived in tinme to hear the exclamations of the turnkey, who
called out for help. Oher turnkeys came, and then was heard
the regular tranp of soldiers. Last of all cane the

gover nor.

Ednond heard the creaking of the bed as they noved the
corpse, heard the voice of the governor, who asked themto
throw water on the dead man's face; and seeing that, in
spite of this application, the prisoner did not recover,
they sent for the doctor. The governor then went out, and
words of pity fell on Dantes' listening ears, mngled with
brutal | aughter.

"Well, well," said one, "the madnman has gone to | ook after
his treasure. Good journey to him"

"Wth all his mllions, he will not have enough to pay for
his shroud!" said anot her

"Ch," added a third voice, "the shrouds of the Chateau d'|If
are not dear!"

"Perhaps," said one of the previous speakers, "as he was a
churchman, they may go to sone expense in his behal f."

"They may give himthe honors of the sack."
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Ednond did not | ose a word, but conprehended very little of
what was said. The voices soon ceased, and it seenmed to him
as if every one had left the cell. Still he dared not to
enter, as they m ght have |eft sonme turnkey to watch the
dead. He remmi ned, therefore, nute and notionless, hardly
venturing to breathe. At the end of an hour, he heard a
faint noise, which increased. It was the governor who
returned, followed by the doctor and other attendants. There
was a nonent's silence, -- it was evident that the doctor
was exam ning the dead body. The inquiries soon conmenced.

The doctor analyzed the synptons of the malady to which the
pri soner had succunbed, and decl ared that he was dead.
Questions and answers followed in a nonchal ant manner that
made Dantes indignant, for he felt that all the world should
have for the poor abbe a | ove and respect equal to his own.
"I amvery sorry for what you tell ne," said the governor
replying to the assurance of the doctor, "that the old man
is really dead; for he was a quiet, inoffensive prisoner
happy in his folly, and required no watching."

"Ah," added the turnkey, "there was no occasion for watching
him he would have stayed here fifty years, I'Il answer for
it, without any attenpt to escape."

"Still," said the governor, "I believe it will be requisite,
notwi t hst andi ng your certainty, and not that | doubt your
sci ence, but in discharge of ny official duty, that we
shoul d be perfectly assured that the prisoner is dead.”
There was a nonent of conplete silence, during which Dantes,
still listening, knew that the doctor was exanining the
corpse a second tine.

"You may nmaeke your mind easy," said the doctor; "he is dead.
I will answer for that."

"You know, sir," said the governor, persisting, "that we are
not content in such cases as this with such a sinple

exam nation. In spite of all appearances, be so kind,
therefore, as to finish your duty by fulfilling the
formalities described by |aw. "

"Let the irons be heated," said the doctor; "but really it
is a useless precaution.” This order to heat the irons made
Dant es shudder. He heard hasty steps, the creaking of a
door, people going and com ng, and some mnutes afterwards a
turnkey entered, saying, --

"Here is the brazier, lighted." There was a nonment's

sil ence, and then was heard the crackling of burning flesh,
of which the peculiar and nauseous snell penetrated even
behind the wall where Dantes was listening in horror. The
perspiration poured forth upon the young man's brow, and he
felt as if he should faint.
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"You see, sir, he is really dead," said the doctor; "this
burn in the heel is decisive. The poor fool is cured of his
folly, and delivered fromhis captivity."

"Wasn't his nane Faria?" inquired one of the officers who
acconpani ed the governor

"Yes, sir; and, as he said, it was an anci ent nanme. He was,
too, very learned, and rational enough on all points which
did not relate to his treasure; but on that, indeed, he was
intractable."

"It is the sort of malady which we call nonomania," said the
doct or.

"You had never anything to conplain of?" said the governor
to the jailer who had charge of the abbe.

"Never, sir," replied the jailer, "never; on the contrary,
he sonetinmes amused nme very much by telling ne stories. One
day, too, when ny wife was ill, he gave nme a prescription
whi ch cured her.™

"“Ah, ah!" said the doctor, "I did not know that | had a
rival; but |I hope, governor, that you will show him all
proper respect."”

"Yes, yes, mamke your mind easy, he shall be decently
interred in the newest sack we can find. WII that satisfy
you?"

"Must this last formality take place in your presence, sir?"
i nqui red a turnkey.

"Certainly. But make haste -- | cannot stay here all day."
O her footsteps, going and com ng, were now heard, and a
monment afterwards the noise of rustling canvas reached
Dantes' ears, the bed creaked, and the heavy footfall of a
man who lifts a weight sounded on the floor; then the bed
agai n creaked under the wei ght deposited upon it.

"This evening," said the governor
"WIIl there be any mass?" asked one of the attendants.

"That is inpossible,"” replied the governor. "The chapl ai n of
the chateau cane to ne yesterday to beg for |eave of
absence, in order to take a trip to Hyeres for a week.

told himIl would attend to the prisoners in his absence. If
the poor abbe had not been in such a hurry, he mght have
had his requiem"”

"Pooh, pooh;" said the doctor, with the inpiety usual in
persons of his profession; "he is a churchman. God will
respect his profession, and not give the devil the w cked
delight of sending hima priest." A shout of |aughter
followed this brutal jest. Meanwhile the operation of
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putting the body in the sack was goi ng on

"This evening," said the governor, when the task was ended.
"At what hour?" inquired a turnkey.

"Why, about ten or eleven o'clock."

"Shall we watch by the corpse?"

"Of what use would it be? Shut the dungeon as if he were
alive -- that is all."” Then the steps retreated, and the
voi ces died away in the distance; the noise of the door
with its creaking hinges and bolts ceased, and a silence
nore sonbre than that of solitude ensued, -- the silence of
deat h, which was all-pervasive, and struck its icy chill to
the very soul of Dantes. Then he raised the flag-stone
cautiously with his head, and | ooked carefully around the
chanber. It was enpty, and Dantes energed fromthe tunnel

Chapter 20
The Cenetery of the Chateau D If.

On the bed, at full length, and faintly illumnated by the
pale light that came fromthe wi ndow, |ay a sack of canvas,
and under its rude folds was stretched a I ong and stiffened
form it was Faria's |last w nding-sheet, -- a wi nding-sheet
whi ch, as the turnkey said, cost so little. Everything was
in readi ness. A barrier had been placed between Dantes and
his old friend. No | onger could Ednond | ook into those

wi de- open eyes which had seened to be penetrating the
nmysteries of death; no | onger could he clasp the hand which
had done so rmuch to make his existence bl essed. Faria, the
benefi cent and cheerful conpani on, with whom he was
accustoned to live so intimtely, no |onger breathed. He
seated hinmself on the edge of that terrible bed, and fel
into nel ancholy and gl ooy revery.

Al one -- he was al one again -- again condemed to silence --
again face to face with nothingness! Al one! -- never again
to see the face, never again to hear the voice of the only
human bei ng who united himto earth! Was not Faria's fate
the better, after all -- to solve the problemof life at its
source, even at the risk of horrible suffering? The idea of
sui ci de, which his friend had driven away and kept away by
his cheerful presence, now hovered |ike a phantom over the
abbe's dead body.

“If | could die," he said, "I should go where he goes, and
shoul d assuredly find himagain. But howto die? It is very
easy," he went on with a snmile; "I will remain here, rush on

the first person that opens the door, strangle him and then
they will guillotine me." But excessive grief is like a

storm at sea, where the frail bark is tossed fromthe depths
to the top of the wave. Dantes recoiled fromthe idea of so
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i nfamobus a death, and passed suddenly from despair to an
ardent desire for life and liberty.

"Di e? oh, no," he exclainmed -- "not die now, after having
lived and suffered so long and so nuch! Die? yes, had | died
years ago; but now to die would be, indeed, to give way to
the sarcasm of destiny. No, | want to live; | shall struggle
to the very last; | will yet win back the happi ness of which
I have been deprived. Before | die |I nust not forget that |
have ny executioners to punish, and perhaps, too, who knows,
some friends to reward. Yet they will forget ne here, and
shall die in ny dungeon |ike Faria." As he said this, he
becane silent and gazed straight before himlike one
overwhel med with a strange and amazi ng thought. Suddenly he
arose, lifted his hand to his brow as if his brain wore

gi ddy, paced twice or thrice round the dungeon, and then
paused abruptly by the bed.

"Just Cod!" he nuttered, "whence cones this thought? Is it
fromthee? Since none but the dead pass freely fromthis
dungeon, let me take the place of the dead!" Wthout giving
himself time to reconsider his decision, and, indeed, that
he m ght not allow his thoughts to be distracted fromhis
desperate resol ution, he bent over the appalling shroud,
opened it with the knife which Faria had nade, drew the
corpse fromthe sack, and bore it along the tunnel to his
own chanber, laid it on his couch, tied around its head the
rag he wore at night around his own, covered it with his
count erpane, once again kissed the ice-cold brow, and tried
vainly to close the resisting eyes, which glared horribly,
turned the head towards the wall, so that the jailer m ght
when he brought the evening neal, believe that he was

asl eep, as was his frequent custom entered the tunne
agai n, drew the bed against the wall, returned to the other
cell, took fromthe hiding-place the needle and thread,
flung off his rags, that they might feel only naked flesh
beneath the coarse canvas, and getting inside the sack

pl aced hinself in the posture in which the dead body had
been |l aid, and sewed up the nmouth of the sack fromthe

i nsi de.

He woul d have been di scovered by the beating of his heart,
if by any mischance the jailers had entered at that nonent.
Dantes m ght have waited until the evening visit was over,
but he was afraid that the governor would change his m nd
and order the dead body to be renpved earlier. In that case
his | ast hope woul d have been destroyed. Now his plans were
fully made, and this is what he intended to do. If while he
was being carried out the grave-diggers should discover that
they were bearing a live instead of a dead body, Dantes did
not intend to give themtine to recognize him but with a
sudden cut of the knife, he meant to open the sack fromtop
to bottom and, profiting by their alarm escape; if they
tried to catch him he would use his knife to better

pur pose.

If they took himto the cenetery and laid himin a grave, he
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woul d all ow hinmself to be covered with earth, and then, as
it was night, the grave-diggers could scarcely have turned
their backs before he would have worked his way through the
yielding soil and escaped. He hoped that the weight of earth
woul d not be so great that he could not overcone it. If he
was detected in this and the earth proved too heavy, he
woul d be stifled, and then -- so nuch the better, all would
be over. Dantes had not eaten since the preceding evening,
but he had not thought of hunger, nor did he think of it

now. His situation was too precarious to allow himeven tine
to reflect on any thought but one.

The first risk that Dantes ran was, that the jailer, when he
brought him his supper at seven o'clock, m ght perceive the
change that had been nmde; fortunately, twenty tines at

| east, from mi santhropy or fatigue, Dantes had received his
jailer in bed, and then the man placed his bread and soup on
the table, and went away wi thout saying a word. This tine
the jailer mght not be as silent as usual, but speak to
Dant es, and seeing that he received no reply, go to the bed,
and thus discover all

When seven o' cl ock cane, Dantes' agony really began. His
hand pl aced upon his heart was unable to redress its

t hr obbi ngs, while, with the other he wi ped the perspiration
fromhis tenples. Fromtine to tine chills ran through his
whol e body, and clutched his heart in a grasp of ice. Then
he thought he was going to die. Yet the hours passed on

wi t hout any unusual disturbance, and Dantes knew that he had
escaped the first peril. It was a good augury. At |ength,
about the hour the governor had appointed, footsteps were
heard on the stairs. Ednond felt that the nonent had
arrived, sunmmoned up all his courage, held his breath, and
woul d have been happy if at the same tinme he could have
repressed the throbbing of his veins. The footsteps -- they
wer e double -- paused at the door -- and Dantes guessed that
the two grave-diggers had come to seek him-- this idea was
soon converted into certainty, when he heard the noise they
made in putting down the hand-bier. The door opened, and a
dimlight reached Dantes' eyes through the coarse sack that
covered him he saw two shadows approach his bed, a third
remai ning at the door with a torch in its hand. The two nen,
approaching the ends of the bed, took the sack by its
extrenmties.

"He's heavy though for an old and thin man," said one, as he
rai sed the head.

"They say every year adds half a pound to the weight of the
bones, " said another, lifting the feet.

"Have you tied the knot?" inquired the first speaker

"What woul d be the use of carrying so nmuch nore wei ght?" was
the reply, "I can do that when we get there.”

"Yes, you're right,"” replied the conpani on.
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"What's the knot for?" thought Dantes.

They deposited the supposed corpse on the bier. Ednond
stiffened hinself in order to play the part of a dead man
and then the party, lighted by the man with the torch, who
went first, ascended the stairs. Suddenly he felt the fresh
and sharp night air, and Dantes knew that the mistral was
blowing. It was a sensation in which pleasure and pain were
strangely m ngled. The bearers went on for twenty paces,

t hen stopped, putting the bier down on the ground. One of

t hem went away, and Dantes heard his shoes striking on the
pavenent .

"Where am | ?" he asked hinsel f.

"Really, he is by no neans a light load!" said the other
bearer, sitting on the edge of the hand-barrow Dantes'
first imulse was to escape, but fortunately he did not
attenpt it.

"Gve us a light," said the other bearer, "or | shall never
find what | amlooking for." The man with the torch
conpl i ed, although not asked in the nost polite terns.

"What can he be | ooking for?" thought Ednond. "The spade,
perhaps." An exclamation of satisfaction indicated that the
grave-di gger had found the object of his search. "Here it is
at last,"” he said, "not w thout some trouble though."

"Yes," was the answer, "but it has |lost nothing by waiting."
As he said this, the man cane towards Ednond, who heard a
heavy nmetallic substance |aid down beside him and at the
same monment a cord was fastened round his feet with sudden
and pai nful viol ence.

"Well, have you tied the knot?" inquired the grave-di gger
who was | ooki ng on.

"Yes, and pretty tight too, | can tell you," was the answer.

“"Move on, then.
proceeded.

And the bier was |ifted once nore, and they

They advanced fifty paces farther, and then stopped to open
a door, then went forward again. The noi se of the waves
dashi ng agai nst the rocks on which the chateau is built,
reached Dantes' ear distinctly as they went forward.

"Bad weat her!" observed one of the bearers; "not a pleasant
night for a dip in the sea."

"Why, yes, the abbe runs a chance of being wet," said the
other; and then there was a burst of brutal |aughter. Dantes
did not conprehend the jest, but his hair stood erect on his
head.
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"Well, here we are at last," said one of them "Alittle
farther -- a little farther," said the other. "You know very
well that the | ast was stopped on his way, dashed on the
rocks, and the governor told us next day that we were
careless fellows."

They ascended five or six nore steps, and then Dantes felt
that they took him one by the head and the other by the
heel s, and swung himto and fro. "One!" said the

grave-di ggers, "two! three!l” And at the same instant Dantes
felt himself flung into the air |ike a wounded bird,
falling, falling, with a rapidity that made his bl ood
curdle. Although drawn downwards by the heavy wei ght which
hastened his rapid descent, it seened to himas if the fal

| asted for a century.

At last, with a horrible splash, he darted |ike an arrow
into the ice-cold water, and as he did so he uttered a
shrill cry, stifled in a nonent by his imrersion beneath the
waves.

Dant es had been flung into the sea, and was dragged into its
depths by a thirty-six pound shot tied to his feet. The sea
is the cenetery of the Chateau d'If.

Chapter 21
The | sl and of Ti boul en.

Dant es, al though stunned and al nost suffocated, had
sufficient presence of mind to hold his breath, and as his
right hand (prepared as he was for every chance) held his
kni fe open, he rapidly ripped up the sack, extricated his
arm and then his body; but in spite of all his efforts to
free himself fromthe shot, he felt it draggi ng hi mdown
still lower. He then bent his body, and by a desperate
effort severed the cord that bound his | egs, at the nmonent
when it seenmed as if he were actually strangled. Wth a

m ghty leap he rose to the surface of the sea, while the
shot dragged down to the depths the sack that had so nearly
beconme his shroud.

Dantes waited only to get breath, and then dived, in order
to avoi d bei ng seen. When he arose a second tinme, he was
fifty paces fromwhere he had first sunk. He saw overhead a
bl ack and tenmpestuous sky, across which the wind was driving
cl ouds that occasionally suffered a twinkling star to
appear; before himwas the vast expanse of waters, sonbre
and terrible, whose waves foamed and roared as if before the
approach of a storm Behind him blacker than the sea,

bl acker than the sky, rose phantomlike the vast stone
structure, whose projecting crags seened |ike arnms extended
to seize their prey, and on the highest rock was a torch
lighting two figures. He fancied that these two fornms were

| ooki ng at the sea; doubtless these strange grave-di ggers
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had heard his cry. Dantes dived again, and remained a |ong
time beneath the water. This was an easy feat to him for he
usually attracted a crowd of spectators in the bay before
the lighthouse at Marseilles when he swam there, and was
unani nously declared to be the best swimer in the port.
When he cane up again the |ight had di sappeared.

He must now get his bearings. Ratonneau and Ponegue are the
nearest islands of all those that surround the Chateau d'If,
but Rat onneau and Pormegue are inhabited, as is also the

i sl et of Daume, Tiboulen and Lemaire were therefore the
safest for Dantes' venture. The islands of Tiboulen and
Lemaire are a |l eague fromthe Chateau d'If; Dantes,
nevert hel ess, deternmined to nake for them But how could he
find his way in the darkness of the night? At this noment he
saw the light of Planier, gleaming in front of himlike a
star. By leaving this light on the right, he kept the Island
of Tiboulen a little on the left; by turning to the left,
therefore, he would find it. But, as we have said, it was at
| east a | eague fromthe Chateau d'If to this island. Oten
in prison Faria had said to him when he saw himidle and

i nactive, "Dantes, you nust not give way to this
listlessness; you will be drowned if you seek to escape, and
your strength has not been properly exercised and prepared
for exertion." These words rang in Dantes' ears, even
beneath the waves; he hastened to cleave his way through
themto see if he had not lost his strength. He found with
pl easure that his captivity had taken away nothing of his
power, and that he was still master of that el enment on whose
bosom he had so often sported as a boy.

Fear, that relentless pursuer, clogged Dantes' efforts. He
listened for any sound that m ght be audible, and every tine
that he rose to the top of a wave he scanned the horizon
and strove to penetrate the darkness. He fancied that every
wave behind himwas a pursuing boat, and he redoubled his
exertions, increasing rapidly his distance fromthe chateau
but exhausting his strength. He swamon still, and al ready
the terrible chateau had di sappeared in the darkness. He
could not see it, but he felt its presence. An hour passed,
during which Dantes, excited by the feeling of freedom
continued to cleave the waves. "Let us see," said he, "I
have swum above an hour, but as the wind is against nme, that
has retarded ny speed; however, if | amnot nistaken, | mnust
be close to Tiboulen. But what if | were m staken?" A
shudder passed over him He sought to tread water, in order
to rest himself; but the sea was too violent, and he felt
that he could not nake use of this neans of recuperation

"Well," said he, "I will swimon until | amworn out, or the
cranp seizes nme, and then | shall sink;" and he struck out
with the energy of despair.

Suddenly the sky seened to himto beconme still darker and
nore dense, and heavy clouds seened to sweep down towards
him at the sanme tine he felt a sharp pain in his knee. He
fancied for a nonent that he had been shot, and listened for
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the report; but he heard nothing. Then he put out his hand,
and encountered an obstacle and with anot her stroke knew
that he had gained the shore.

Before himrose a grotesque mass of rocks, that resenbl ed
not hing so nmuch as a vast fire petrified at the nonment of
its nost fervent conmbustion. It was the |Island of Tiboulen
Dantes rose, advanced a few steps, and, with a fervent
prayer of gratitude, stretched hinself on the granite. which
seemed to himsofter than down. Then, in spite of the w nd
and rain, he fell into the deep, sweet sleep of utter
exhaustion. At the expiration of an hour Ednond was awakened
by the roar of thunder. The tenpest was |et |oose and
beating the atnobsphere with its mghty wings; fromtine to
time a flash of lightning stretched across the heavens |ike
a fiery serpent, lighting up the clouds that rolled on in
vast chaotic waves.

Dant es had not been deceived -- he had reached the first of
the two islands, which was, in fact, Tiboulen. He knew that
it was barren and wi thout shelter; but when the sea becane
nmore calm he resolved to plunge into its waves again, and
swwmto Lemaire, equally arid, but l|arger, and consequently
better adapted for conceal nment.

An overhanging rock offered hima tenporary shelter, and
scarcely had he availed hinself of it when the tenpest burst
forth in all its fury. Ednond felt the trenbling of the rock
beneat h which he lay; the waves, dashing thensel ves agai nst
it, wetted himwith their spray. He was safely sheltered,
and yet he felt dizzy in the mdst of the warring of the

el ements and the dazzling brightness of the lightning. It
seemed to himthat the island trenmbled to its base, and that
it would, like a vessel at anchor, break noorings, and bear
himoff into the centre of the storm He then recollected
that he had not eaten or drunk for four-and-twenty hours. He
extended his hands, and drank greedily of the rainwater that
had | odged in a hollow of the rock

As he rose, a flash of lightning, that seened to rive the
renot est hei ghts of heaven, illum ned the darkness. By its
light, between the Island of Lemmire and Cape Croiselle, a
quarter of a | eague distant, Dantes saw a fi shing-boat
driven rapidly like a spectre before the power of w nds and
waves. A second after, he saw it again, approaching with
frightful rapidity. Dantes cried at the top of his voice to
warn them of their danger, but they saw it thenselves.

Anot her flash showed him four nmen clinging to the shattered
mast and the rigging, while a fifth clung to the broken
rudder.

The nmen he beheld saw hi m undoubtedly, for their cries were
carried to his ears by the wind. Above the splintered mast a
sail rent to tatters was wavi ng; suddenly the ropes that
still held it gave way, and it di sappeared in the darkness
of the night |ike a vast sea-bird. At the sane nonent a

vi ol ent crash was heard, and cries of distress. Dantes from
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his rocky perch saw the shattered vessel, and anong the
fragnments the floating forms of the hapless sailors. Then
all was dark again.

Dantes ran down the rocks at the risk of being hinself
dashed to pieces; he listened, he groped about, but he heard
and saw nothing -- the cries had ceased, and the tenpest
continued to rage. By degrees the wi nd abated, vast gray
clouds rolled towards the west, and the blue firmnent
appeared studded with bright stars. Soon a red streak becane
visible in the horizon, the waves whitened, a |ight played
over them and gilded their foam ng crests with gold. It was
day.

Dantes stood nute and notionl ess before this majestic
spectacle, as if he now beheld it for the first tine; and
i ndeed since his captivity in the Chateau d'If he had
forgotten that such scenes were ever to be witnessed. He
turned towards the fortress, and | ooked at both sea and
 and. The gl ooy building rose fromthe bosom of the ocean
wi th inposing majesty and seened to dom nate the scene. It
was about five o' clock. The sea continued to get cal ner.

“In two or three hours," thought Dantes, "the turnkey will
enter ny chanber, find the body of nmy poor friend, recognize
it, seek for ne in vain, and give the alarm Then the tunne

wi Il be discovered; the nen who cast ne into the sea and who
nmust have heard the cry | uttered, will be questioned. Then
boats filled with arnmed soldiers will pursue the wetched
fugitive. The cannon will warn every one to refuse shelter
to a man wandering about naked and fam shed. The police of
Marseilles will be on the alert by land, whilst the governor
pursues me by sea. | amcold, | amhungry. | have | ost even

the knife that saved me. O ny God, | have suffered enough
surely! Have pity on nme, and do for nme what | amunable to
do for nyself."

As Dantes (his eyes turned in the direction of the Chateau
dI1f) uttered this prayer, he saw off the farther point of
the Island of Pomegue a small vessel with | ateen sai
skimm ng the sea like a gull in search of prey; and with his
sailor's eye he knew it to be a Genoese tartan. She was

com ng out of Marseilles harbor, and was standing out to sea
rapi dly, her sharp prow cl eaving through the waves. "Ch,"
cried Ednmond, "to think that in half an hour | could join
her, did I not fear being questioned, detected, and conveyed

back to Marseilles! What can | do? What story can | invent?
under pretext of trading along the coast, these men, who are
inreality smugglers, will prefer selling me to doing a good
action. | nmust wait. But | cannot ---1 amstarving. In a few
hours my strength will be utterly exhausted; besides,

perhaps | have not been mssed at the fortress. | can pass
as one of the sailors wecked |ast night. My story will be

accepted, for there is no one left to contradict ne.

As he spoke, Dantes |ooked toward the spot where the
fishing-vessel had been wecked, and started. The red cap of
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one of the sailors hung to a point of the rock and sone
timbers that had forned part of the vessel's keel, floated
at the foot of the crag. It an instant Dantes' plan was
formed. he swamto the cap, placed it on his head, seized
one of the timbers, and struck out so as to cut across the
course the vessel was taking.

"I am saved!" nmurnmured he. And this conviction restored his
strength.

He soon saw that the vessel, with the wind dead ahead, was
tacki ng between the Chateau d'If and the tower of Planier
For an instant he feared | est, instead of keeping in shore,
she should stand out to sea; but he soon saw that she woul d
pass, |ike npst vessels bound for Italy, between the islands
of Jaros and Cal aserai gne. However, the vessel and the

swi nmer i nsensi bly neared one another, and in one of its
tacks the tartan bore down within a quarter of a mle of
him He rose on the waves, making signs of distress; but no
one on board saw him and the vessel stood on another tack
Dant es woul d have shouted, but he knew that the w nd woul d
drown his voice.

It was then he rejoiced at his precaution in taking the
timber, for without it he would have been unabl e, perhaps,
to reach the vessel -- certainly to return to shore, should
he be unsuccessful in attracting attention

Dant es, though al nbst sure as to what course the vesse

woul d take, had yet watched it anxiously until it tacked and
stood towards him Then he advanced; but before they could
neet, the vessel again changed her course. By a violent
effort he rose half out of the water, waving his cap, and
uttering a | oud shout peculiar to sailers. This tinme he was
both seen and heard, and the tartan instantly steered
towards him At the sane tine, he saw they were about to

| ower the boat.

An instant after, the boat, rowed by two men, advanced
rapidly towards him Dantes |let go of the tinber, which he
now t hought to be usel ess, and swam vi gorously to neet them
But he had reckoned too rmuch upon his strength, and then he
realized how serviceable the tinber had been to him His
arnms becane stiff, his legs lost their flexibility, and he
was al nost breathl ess.

He shouted again. The two sailors redoubled their efforts,
and one of themcried in Italian, "Courage!"

The word reached his ear as a wave which he no | onger had
the strength to surnmount passed over his head. He rose again
to the surface, struggled with the | ast desperate effort of
a drowning man, uttered a third cry, and felt hinself
sinking, as if the fatal cannon shot were again tied to his
feet. The water passed over his head, and the sky turned
gray. A convul sive movenment again brought himto the
surface. He felt hinself seized by the hair, then he saw and
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heard not hi ng. He had fainted.

When he opened his eyes Dantes found hi mself on the deck of
the tartan. His first care was to see what course they were
taking. They were rapidly | eaving the Chateau d'If behind.
Dantes was so exhausted that the exclamation of joy he
uttered was m staken for a sigh.

As we have said, he was lying on the deck. A sailor was
rubbing his linmbs with a woollen cloth; another, whom he
recogni zed as the one who had cried out "Courage!" held a
gourd full of rumto his nmouth; while the third, an old
sailer, at once the pilot and captain, |ooked on with that
egotistical pity men feel for a m sfortune that they have
escaped yesterday, and which may overtake themto-norrow.

A few drops of the rumrestored suspended ani mation, while
the friction of his Iinbs restored their elasticity.

"Who are you?" said the pilot in bad French

"I am" replied Dantes, in bad Italian, "a Maltese sailor
W were conmng from Syracuse | aden with grain. The storm of
| ast night overtook us at Cape Morgion, and we were wecked
on these rocks."

"Where do you cone fronP"

"From these rocks that | had the good luck to cling to while
our captain and the rest of the crew were all lost. | saw
your vessel, and fearful of being left to perish on the
desol ate island, | swam off on a piece of weckage to try
and intercept your course. You have saved ny life, and

thank you," continued Dantes. "I was | ost when one of your
sail ors caught hold of ny hair."

"It was |," said a sailor of a frank and manly appearance;
"and it was tinme, for you were sinking."

"Yes," returned Dantes, holding out his hand, "I thank you
again."

"I alnpbst hesitated, though," replied the sailor; "you

| ooked nore |like a brigand than an honest nman, with your
beard six inches, and your hair a foot |long." Dantes
recol l ected that his hair and beard had not been cut all the
time he was at the Chateau d'If.

"Yes," said he, "I nmade a vow, to our Lady of the G otto not
to cut my hair or beard for ten years if | were saved in a
nonment of danger; but to-day the vow expires.”

“"Now what are we to do with you?" said the captain.

"Al as, anything you please. My captain is dead; | have
barely escaped; but | ama good sailor. Leave ne at the
first port you meke; | shall be sure to find enploynent.”
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"Do you know the Mediterranean?”
"l have sailed over it since ny chil dhood."
"You know t he best harbors?"

"There are few ports that | could not enter or leave with a
bandage over ny eyes."

"I say, captain,"” said the sailor who had cried "Courage!"
to Dantes, "if what he says is true, what hinders his
staying with us?"

"If he says true," said the captain doubtingly. "But in his
present condition he will prom se anything, and take his
chance of keeping it afterwards."

"I will do nore than | pronise," said Dantes.
"We shall see,” returned the other, smling
"Where are you goi ng?" asked Dantes.

"To Leghorn."

"Then why, instead of tacking so frequently, do you not sai
nearer the w nd?"

"Because we should run straight on to the Island of Rion."
"You shall pass it by twenty fathons."

"Take the helm and |l et us see what you know. " The young man
took the helm felt to see if the vessel answered the rudder
promptly and seeing that, without being a first-rate sailer
she yet was tol erably obedient, --

"To the sheets,"” said he. The four seamen, who conposed the
crew, obeyed, while the pilot |ooked on. "Haul taut." --
They obeyed.

"Belay." This order was al so executed; and the vesse

passed, as Dantes had predicted, twenty fathons to w ndward.

"Bravo!" said the captain.

"Bravo!" repeated the sailors. And they all | ooked with
astoni shnent at this man whose eye now di scl osed an
intelligence and his body a vigor they had not thought him
capabl e of showi ng.

"You see," said Dantes, quitting the helm "I shall be of
some use to you, at least during the voyage. If you do not
want me at Leghorn, you can leave nme there, and | will pay

you out of the first wages | get, for ny food and the
clothes you lend nme."
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"Ah," said the captain, "we can agree very well, if you are
reasonabl e.”

"G ve ne what you give the others, and it will be al
right," returned Dantes.

"That's not fair," said the seaman who had saved Dant es;
"for you know nore than we do."

"What is that to you, Jacopo?" returned the Captain. "Every
one is free to ask what he pleases.”

"That's true," replied Jacopo; "I only nmake a renmark."

"Well, you would do nuch better to find hima jacket and a
pair of trousers, if you have them"

"No," said Jacopo; "but | have a shirt and a pair of
trousers. "

"That is all | want,"” interrupted Dantes. Jacopo dived into
the hold and soon returned with what Ednond want ed.

"Now, then, do you wi sh for anything else?" said the patron

"A piece of bread and another glass of the capital rum!|
tasted, for |I have not eaten or drunk for a long tinme." He
had not tasted food for forty hours. A piece of bread was
brought, and Jacopo offered himthe gourd.

"Larboard your helm" cried the captain to the steersman
Dantes gl anced that way as he |ifted the gourd to his nouth;
then paused with hand in md-air

"Hol | o! what's the matter at the Chateau d'|If?" said the
capt ai n.

A small white cloud, which had attracted Dantes' attention,
crowned the summt of the bastion of the Chateau d'If. At
the sane nonent the faint report of a gun was heard. The
sail ors | ooked at one anot her

"What is this?" asked the captain.

"A prisoner has escaped fromthe Chateau d'If, and they are
firing the alarmgun,"” replied Dantes. The captain gl anced
at him but he had lifted the rumto his |lips and was
drinking it with so nuch conposure, that suspicions, if the
captain had any, died away.

"At any rate," murnured he, "if it be, so nmuch the better
for | have nmade a rare acquisition." Under pretence of being
fatigued, Dantes asked to take the helm the steersman, gl ad
to be relieved, | ooked at the captain, and the latter by a
sign indicated that he m ght abandon it to his new conrade.
Dantes could thus keep his eyes on Marseilles.
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"What is the day of the nonth?" asked he of Jacopo, who sat
down beside him

"The 28th of February."

"I'n what year?"

“I'n what year -- you ask nme in what year?"

"Yes," replied the young man, "l ask you in what year!"

"You have forgotten then?"
"I got such a fright last night," replied Dantes, sniling,

“that | have alnost lost nmy nenory. | ask you what year is
it?"

"The year 1829," returned Jacopo. It was fourteen years day
for day since Dantes' arrest. He was ni neteen when he
entered the Chateau d'If; he was thirty-three when he
escaped. A sorrowful smle passed over his face; he asked
hi nsel f what had becone of Mercedes, who nust believe him
dead. Then his eyes lighted up with hatred as he thought of
the three nen who had caused himso |ong and wetched a
captivity. He renewed agai nst Dangl ars, Fernand, and
Villefort the oath of inplacable vengeance he had made in
hi s dungeon. This oath was no | onger a vain nenace; for the
fastest sailer in the Mediterranean woul d have been unabl e
to overtake the little tartan, that with every stitch of
canvas set was flying before the wind to Leghorn.

Chapter 22
The Smuggl ers.

Dant es had not been a day on board before he had a very
clear idea of the men with whom his | ot had been cast.

Wt hout having been in the school of the Abbe Faria, the
worthy master of The Young Anelia (the name of the Genoese
tartan) knew a smattering of all the tongues spoken on the
shores of that large |ake called the Mediterranean, fromthe
Arabic to the Provencal, and this, while it spared him
interpreters, persons always troubl esone and frequently

i ndi screet, gave himgreat facilities of comunication
either with the vessels he net at sea, with the small boats
sailing along the coast, or with the people w thout name,
country, or occupation, who are always seen on the quays of
seaports, and who live by hidden and nysterious neans which
we nust suppose to be a direct gift of providence, as they
have no visible nmeans of support. It is fair to assune that
Dant es was on board a snuggl er

At first the captain had received Dantes on board with a

certain degree of distrust. He was very well known to the
custons officers of the coast; and as there was between
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these worthies and hinmself a perpetual battle of wits, he
had at first thought that Dantes m ght be an em ssary of
these industrious guardians of rights and duties, who

per haps enpl oyed this ingenious neans of |earning sone of
the secrets of his trade. But the skilful manner in which
Dant es had handl ed the lugger had entirely reassured him
and then, when he saw the |ight plunme of snoke floating
above the bastion of the Chateau d'If, and heard the distant
report, he was instantly struck with the idea that he had on
board his vessel one whose com ng and going, |ike that of

ki ngs, was acconpanied with salutes of artillery. This made
himless uneasy, it nust be owned, than if the new comer had
proved to be a custons officer; but this supposition also

di sappeared like the first, when he beheld the perfect
tranquillity of his recruit.

Ednond t hus had the advantage of know ng what the owner was,
wi t hout the owner knowi ng who he was; and however the old
sailor and his crewtried to "punmp" him they extracted

not hing more from him he gave accurate descriptions of
Napl es and Malta, which he knew as well as Marseilles, and
held stoutly to his first story. Thus the Genoese, subtle as
he was, was duped by Ednond, in whose favor his nmld
deneanor, his nautical skill, and his admrable

di ssi nul ati on, pleaded. Mreover, it is possible that the
Genoese was one of those shrewd persons who know not hi ng but
what they should know, and believe nothing but what they
shoul d believe.

In this state of nutual understanding, they reached Leghorn.
Here Ednond was to undergo another trial; he was to find out
whet her he coul d recogni ze hinself, as he had not seen his
own face for fourteen years. He had preserved a tolerably
good renenbrance of what the youth had been, and was now to
find out what the man had becone. Hi s conrades believed that
his vow was fulfilled. As he had twenty tines touched at
Leghorn, he remenmbered a barber in St. Ferdinand Street; he
went there to have his beard and hair cut. The barber gazed
in amazenment at this man with the Iong, thick and bl ack hair
and beard, which gave his head the appearance of one of
Titian's portraits. At this period it was not the fashion to
wear so large a beard and hair so |long; now a barber would
only be surprised if a man gifted with such advant ages
shoul d consent voluntarily to deprive hinself of them The
Leghorn barber said nothing and went to work.

VWhen the operation was concluded, and Ednond felt that his
chin was conpletely smooth, and his hair reduced to its
usual length, he asked for a hand-glass. He was now, as we
have said, three-and-thirty years of age, and his fourteen
years' inprisonnment had produced a great transformation in
hi s appearance. Dantes had entered the Chateau d'If with the
round, open, smiling face of a young and happy man, with
whom the early paths of life have been snoboth. and who
anticipates a future corresponding with his past. This was
now all changed. The oval face was |engthened, his sniling
nmout h had assumed the firm and marked |ines which betoken
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resolution; his eyebrows were arched beneath a brow furrowed
wi th thought; his eyes were full of nelancholy, and from
their depths occasionally sparkled gloony fires of

m sant hropy and hatred; his conplexion, so |long kept from
the sun, had now that pale color which produces, when the
features are encircled with black hair, the aristocratic
beauty of the man of the north; the profound | earning he had
acqui red had besi des diffused over his features a refined
intellectual expression; and he had al so acquired, being
naturally of a goodly stature, that vigor which a frane
possesses which has so long concentrated all its force
within itself.

To the el egance of a nervous and slight form had succeeded
the solidity of a rounded and nmuscular figure. As to his
voi ce, prayers, sobs, and inprecations had changed it so
that at tines it was of a singularly penetrating sweetness,
and at others rough and al nost hoarse. Mbreover, from being
so long in twilight or darkness, his eyes had acquired the
faculty of distinguishing objects in the night, commn to

t he hyena and the wolf. Ednond smiled when he beheld
himsel f: it was inpossible that his best friend -- if,

i ndeed, he had any friend left -- could recognize him he
coul d not recogni ze hinself.

The master of The Young Anelia, who was very desirous of
retaining anongst his crew a man of Ednond's val ue, had

of fered to advance him funds out of his future profits,

whi ch Ednond had accepted. His next care on |eaving the
barber's who had achieved his first netanorphosis was to
enter a shop and buy a conplete sailor's suit -- a garb, as
we all know, very sinple, and consisting of white trousers,
a striped shirt, and a cap. It was in this costune, and

bri ngi ng back to Jacopo the shirt and trousers he had | ent
him that Ednond reappeared before the captain of the

[ ugger, who had made himtell his story over and over again
before he could believe him or recognize in the neat and
trimsailor the man with thick and matted beard, hair
tangl ed with seaweed, and body soaking in seabrine, whom he
had pi cked up naked and nearly drowned. Attracted by his
prepossessi ng appearance, he renewed his offers of an
engagenent to Dantes; but Dantes, who had his own projects,
woul d not agree for a longer tine than three nonths.

The Young Anelia had a very active crew, very obedient to
their captain, who lost as little time as possible. He had
scarcely been a week at Leghorn before the hold of his
vessel was filled with printed nuslins, contraband cottons,
Engli sh powder, and tobacco on which the excise had
forgotten to put its mark. The master was to get all this
out of Leghorn free of duties, and land it on the shores of
Corsica, where certain speculators undertook to forward the
cargo to France. They sail ed; Ednond was agai n cleaving the
azure sea which had been the first horizon of his youth, and
whi ch he had so often dreamed of in prison. He | eft Gorgone
on his right and La Pianosa on his left, and went towards
the country of Paoli and Napol eon. The next norning going on
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deck, as he always did at an early hour, the patron found
Dant es | eani ng agai nst the bul warks gazing with intense
earnestness at a pile of granite rocks, which the rising sun
tinged with rosy light. It was the Island of Mnte Cristo.
The Young Anelia left it three-quarters of a | eague to the

| ar board, and kept on for Corsica.

Dant es thought, as they passed so closely to the island
whose nane was so interesting to him that he had only to
leap into the sea and in half an hour be at the promn sed

| and. But then what could he do w thout instruments to

di scover his treasure, without arnms to defend hinself?
Besi des, what would the sailors say? What woul d the patron
t hi nk? He must wait.

Fortunately, Dantes had | earned how to wait; he had waited
fourteen years for his liberty, and now he was free he could
wait at least six nmonths or a year for wealth. Wuld he not
have accepted liberty without riches if it had been offered
to hin? Besides, were not those riches chinerical? --

of fspring of the brain of the poor Abbe Faria, had they not
died with hin? It is true, the letter of the Cardi nal Spada
was singularly circunstantial, and Dantes repeated it to

hi rsel f, fromone end to the other, for he had not forgotten
a word.

Eveni ng canme, and Ednond saw the island tinged with the
shades of twilight, and then disappear in the darkness from
all eyes but his own, for he, with vision accustoned to the
gl oom of a prison, continued to behold it last of all, for
he remai ned al one upon deck. The next norn broke off the
coast of Aleria; all day they coasted, and in the evening
saw fires lighted on land; the position of these was no
doubt a signal for landing, for a ship's lantern was hung up
at the nast-head instead of the streanmer, and they cane to
within a gunshot of the shore. Dantes noticed that the
captain of The Young Anelia had, as he neared the |and,
mounted two small cul verins, which, w thout nmaking nuch

noi se, can throw a four ounce ball a thousand paces or so.

But on this occasion the precaution was superfluous, and
everyt hing proceeded with the utnost snpot hness and
politeness. Four shallops cane off with very little noise
al ongsi de the lugger, which, no doubt, in acknow edgenent of
the conplinent, |owered her own shallop into the sea, and
the five boats worked so well that by two o' clock in the
norning all the cargo was out of The Young Anelia and on
terra firma. The same night, such a man of regularity was
the patron of The Young Anelia, the profits were divided,
and each man had a hundred Tuscan livres, or about eighty
francs. But the voyage was not ended. They turned the
bowsprit towards Sardinia, where they intended to take in a
cargo, which was to replace what had been di scharged. The
second operation was as successful as the first, The Young
Amelia was in luck. This new cargo was destined for the
coast of the Duchy of Lucca, and consisted al nost entirely
of Havana cigars, sherry, and Mal aga w nes.
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There they had a bit of a skirmish in getting rid of the
duties; the excise was, in truth, the everlasting eneny of
the patron of The Young Anelia. A custons officer was laid
low, and two sail ors wounded; Dantes was one of the latter
a ball having touched himin the |l eft shoul der. Dantes was
al nrost glad of this affray, and al nost pl eased at being
wounded, for they were rude | essons which taught himwith
what eye he could view danger, and with what endurance he
coul d bear suffering. He had contenpl ated danger with a

sm e, and when wounded had excl aimed with the great

phi | osopher, "Pain, thou art not an evil." He had, noreover.
| ooked upon the custons officer wounded to death, and,

whet her from heat of bl ood produced by the encounter, or the
chill of human sentinent, this sight had made but slight

i mpressi on upon him Dantes was on the way he desired to
foll ow, and was noving towards the end he wi shed to achieve;
his heart was in a fair way of petrifying in his bosom
Jacopo, seeing himfall, had believed himkilled, and
rushing towards himraised hi mup, and then attended to him
with all the kindness of a devoted conrade.

This world was not then so good as Doctor Pangl oss believed
it, neither was it so wicked as Dantes thought it, since
this man, who had nothing to expect fromhis conrade but the
i nheritance of his share of the prize-noney, manifested so
much sorrow when he saw himfall. Fortunately, as we have
sai d, Ednond was only wounded, and with certain herbs
gathered at certain seasons, and sold to the smugglers by
the old Sardinian wonmen, the wound soon cl osed. Ednond then
resolved to try Jacopo, and offered himin return for his
attention a share of his prize-noney, but Jacopo refused it
i ndi gnantly.

As a result of the synpathetic devotion which Jacopo had
fromthe first bestowed on Ednond, the latter was noved to a
certain degree of affection. But this sufficed for Jacopo,
who instinctively felt that Ednond had a right to
superiority of position -- a superiority which Ednmond had
concealed fromall others. And fromthis tine the kindness
whi ch Ednond showed hi m was enough for the brave seaman

Then in the | ong days on board ship, when the vessel
gliding on with security over the azure sea, required no
care but the hand of the hel nsman, thanks to the favorable
wi nds that swelled her sails, Ednond, with a chart in his
hand, became the instructor of Jacopo, as the poor Abbe
Faria had been his tutor. He pointed out to himthe bearings
of the coast, explained to himthe variations of the
conpass, and taught himto read in that vast book opened
over our heads which they call heaven, and where God writes
in azure with letters of dianmpbnds. And when Jacopo inquired
of him "Wat is the use of teaching all these things to a
poor sailor like ne?" Ednond replied, "W knows? You may
one day be the captain of a vessel. Your fellow countryman,
Bonaparte, becane enperor.” W had forgotten to say that
Jacopo was a Corsican.
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Two nonths and a half el apsed in these trips, and Ednond had
beconme as skilful a coaster as he had been a hardy seanan;
he had fornmed an acquai ntance with all the snmugglers on the
coast, and learned all the Masonic signs by which these half
pirates recogni ze each other. He had passed and re-passed
his Island of Monte Cristo twenty tines, but not once had he
found an opportunity of landing there. He then forned a
resolution. As soon as his engagenent with the patron of The
Young Anmelia ended, he would hire a small vessel on his own
account -- for in his several voyages he had amassed a
hundred piastres -- and under some pretext |land at the

I sl and of Monte Cristo. Then he would be free to nmake his
researches, not perhaps entirely at |iberty, for he would be
doubt| ess watched by those who acconpanied him But in this
world we rmust risk sonething. Prison had nmade Ednond
prudent, and he was desirous of running no risk whatever.

But in vain did he rack his imagination; fertile as it was,
he coul d not devise any plan for reaching the island w thout
conpani onshi p.

Dant es was tossed about on these doubts and w shes, when the
patron, who had great confidence in him and was very
desirous of retaining himin his service, took himby the
arm one evening and led himto a tavern on the Via del

gl io, where the |eading snugglers of Leghorn used to
congregate and di scuss affairs connected with their trade.

Al ready Dantes had visited this maritime Bourse two or three
times, and seeing all these hardy free-traders, who supplied
the whol e coast for nearly two hundred | eagues in extent, he
had asked hi nsel f what power m ght not that man attai n who
shoul d give the inpulse of his will to all these contrary
and diverging mnds. This tine it was a great nmatter that
was under discussion, connected with a vessel laden with
Turkey carpets, stuffs of the Levant, and cashneres. It was
necessary to find some neutral ground on which an exchange
could be nade, and then to try and | and these goods on the
coast of France. If the venture was successful the profit
woul d be enornous, there would be a gain of fifty or sixty
pi astres each for the crew

The patron of The Young Anelia proposed as a place of

| andi ng the |Island of Monte Cristo, which being conpletely
deserted, and having neither soldiers nor revenue officers,
seenmed to have been placed in the midst of the ocean since
the tinme of the heathen O ynpus by Mercury, the god of
merchants and robbers, classes of mankind which we in nodern
ti mes have separated if not made distinct, but which
antiquity appears to have included in the sane category. At
the nention of Monte Cristo Dantes started with joy; he rose
to conceal his enotion, and took a turn around the snoky
tavern, where all the | anguages of the known world were
junmbled in a lingua franca. Wen he again joined the two
persons who had been discussing the matter, it had been

deci ded that they should touch at Monte Cristo and set out
on the follow ng night. Ednond, being consulted, was of

opi nion that the island afforded every possible security,
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and that great enterprises to be well done should be done
qui ckly. Nothing then was altered in the plan, and orders
were given to get under weigh next night, and, w nd and
weat her permtting, to make the neutral island by the
fol |l owi ng day.

Chapter 23
The Island of Monte Cristo.

Thus, at length, by one of the unexpected strokes of fortune
whi ch sometines befall those who have for a long tine been
the victinms of an evil destiny, Dantes was about to secure
the opportunity he wi shed for, by sinple and natural neans,
and land on the island w thout incurring any suspicion. One
ni ght nmore and he would be on his way.

The night was one of feverish distraction, and inits
progress visions good and evil passed through Dantes' mi nd.
If he closed his eyes, he saw Cardinal Spada's letter
witten on the wall in characters of flame -- if he slept
for a noment the wildest dreanms haunted his brain. He
ascended into grottos paved with eneral ds, with panels of
rubi es, and the roof glowing with dianond stal actites.
Pearls fell drop by drop, as subterranean waters filter in
their caves. Ednmond, anmazed, wonderstruck, filled his
pockets with the radi ant genms and then returned to daylight,
when be di scovered that his prizes had all changed into
common pebbl es. He then endeavored to re-enter the
marvel | ous grottos, but they had suddenly receded, and now
the path becane a | abyrinth, and then the entrance vani shed,
and in vain did he tax his nmenory for the nmmgic and

nmysteri ous word which opened the splendid caverns of Al

Baba to the Arabian fishernman. All was usel ess, the treasure
di sappeared, and had again reverted to the genii from whom
for a nonent he had hoped to carry it off. The day canme at

l ength, and was al nost as feverish as the night had been

but it brought reason to the aid of imagination, and Dantes
was then enabled to arrange a plan which had hitherto been
vague and unsettled in his brain. Night cane, and with it
the preparation for departure, and these preparations served
to conceal Dantes' agitation. He had by degrees assumed such
authority over his companions that he was al nmost |ike a
commander on board; and as his orders were al ways cl ear

di stinct, and easy of execution, his conrades obeyed him
with celerity and pl easure.

The ol d patron did not interfere, for he too had recogni zed
the superiority of Dantes over the crew and hinmself. He saw
in the young man his natural successor, and regretted that
he had not a daughter, that he might have bound Ednond to
himby a nore secure alliance. At seven o'clock in the
evening all was ready, and at ten ninutes past seven they
doubl ed the |ighthouse just as the beacon was kindled. The
sea was calm and, with a fresh breeze fromthe south-east,
t hey sail ed beneath a bright blue sky, in which God al so
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lighted up in turn his beacon lights, each of which is a
worl d. Dantes told themthat all hands might turn in, and he
woul d take the hel m When the Maltese (for so they called
Dantes) had said this, it was sufficient, and all went to
their bunks contentedly. This frequently happened. Dantes,
cast fromsolitude into the world, frequently experienced an
i mperious desire for solitude; and what solitude is nore
conplete, or nore poetical, then that of a ship floating in
i solation on the sea during the obscurity of the night, in
the silence of imensity, and under the eye of heaven?

Now t his solitude was peopled with his thoughts, the night
lighted up by his illusions, and the silence animated by his
antici pations. When the patron awoke, the vessel was
hurrying on with every sail set, and every sail full with
the breeze. They were nmaking nearly ten knots an hour. The
Island of Monte Cristo |ooned large in the horizon. Ednond
resigned the lugger to the master's care, and went and | ay
down in his hamrock; but, in spite of a sleepless night, he
could not close his eyes for a noment. Two hours afterwards
he cane on deck, as the boat was about to double the Island
of El ba. They were just abreast of Mareciana, and beyond the
flat but verdant Island of La Pianosa. The peak of Monte
Cristo reddened by the burning sun, was seen agai nst the
azure sky. Dantes ordered the hel msman to put down his helm
in order to |l eave La Pianosa to starboard, as he knew that
he shoul d shorten his course by two or three knots. About
five o' clock in the evening the island was distinct, and
everything on it was plainly perceptible, owing to that

cl earness of the atnosphere peculiar to the [ight which the
rays of the sun cast at its setting.

Ednond gazed very earnestly at the mass of rocks which gave
out all the variety of twilight colors, fromthe brightest
pink to the deepest blue; and fromtinme to tinme his cheeks
flushed, his brow darkened, and a mi st passed over his eyes.
Never did ganmester, whose whole fortune is staked on one
cast of the die, experience the anguish which Ednond felt in
his paroxysms of hope. Night cane, and at ten o'clock they
anchored. The Young Anelia was first at the rendezvous. In
spite of his usual command over hinself, Dantes coul d not
restrain his inpetuosity. He was the first to junp on shore;
and had he dared, he would, |ike Lucius Brutus, have "kissed
his nother earth." It was dark, but at el even o'clock the
noon rose in the midst of the ocean, whose every wave she
silvered, and then, "ascending high," played in floods of
pale light on the rocky hills of this second Pelion

The island was famliar to the crew of The Young Anelia, --
it was one of her regular haunts. As to Dantes, he had
passed it on his voyage to and fromthe Levant, but never
touched at it. He questioned Jacopo. "Were shall we pass

t he ni ght?" he inquired.

"Why, on board the tartan,"” replied the sailor

"Shoul d we not do better in the grottos?”
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"What grottos?”
"Why, the grottos -- caves of the island.”

"I do not know of any grottos," replied Jacopo. The cold
sweat sprang forth on Dantes' brow

"What, are there no grottos at Monte Cristo?" he asked.
"“None. "

For a nmonment Dantes was speechl ess; then he renenbered that
these caves m ght have been filled up by sone accident, or
even stopped up, for the sake of greater security, by

Cardi nal Spada. The point was, then, to discover the hidden
entrance. It was useless to search at night, and Dantes
therefore delayed all investigation until the norning.

Besi des, a signal nmade half a | eague out at sea, and to

whi ch The Young Anelia replied by a simlar signal

i ndi cated that the nmoment for business had come. The boat
that now arrived, assured by the answering signal that al
was well, soon cane in sight, white and silent as a phantom
and cast anchor within a cable's length of shore.

Then the | andi ng began. Dantes refl ected, as he worked, on
the shout of joy which, with a single word, he could evoke
fromall these nmen, if he gave utterance to the one
unchangi ng thought that pervaded his heart; but, far from
di sclosing this precious secret, he alnost feared that he
had already said too much, and by his restl essness and
conti nual questions, his mnute observations and evi dent
pre-occupation, aroused suspicions. Fortunately, as regarded
this circunstance at |east, his painful past gave to his
countenance an indelible sadness, and the glimrerings of
gayety seen beneath this cloud were indeed but transitory.

No one had the slightest suspicion; and when next day,
taking a fow ing-piece, powder, and shot, Dantes decl ared
his intention to go and kill sone of the wild goats that
were seen springing fromrock to rock, his w sh was
construed into a | ove of sport, or a desire for solitude.
However, Jacopo insisted on following him and Dantes did
not oppose this, fearing if he did so that he m ght incur
di strust. Scarcely, however, had they gone a quarter of a

| eague when, having killed a kid, he begged Jacopo to take
it to his conrades, and request themto cook it, and when
ready to let himknow by firing a gun. This and some dried
fruits and a flask of Monte Pul ciano, was the bill of fare.
Dantes went on, looking fromtime to tinme behind and around
about him Having reached the sunmit of a rock, he saw, a
t housand feet beneath him his conpani ons, whom Jacopo had
rej oi ned, and who were all busy preparing the repast which
Ednond' s skill as a marksman had augnented with a capita

di sh.

Ednond | ooked at them for a nmonent with the sad and gentle
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smle of a man superior to his fellows. "In two hours

time," said he, "these persons will depart richer by fifty
pi astres each, to go and risk their |ives again by
endeavoring to gain fifty nore; then they will return with a
fortune of six hundred francs, and waste this treasure in
some city with the pride of sultans and the insol ence of
nabobs. At this nonent hope makes ne despise their riches,
which seemto nme contenptible. Yet perchance to-norrow

deception will so act on nme, that | shall, on conpul sion,
consi der such a contenptible possession as the utnpst
happi ness. Oh, no!" exclained Ednond, "that will not be. The

Wi se, unerring Faria could not be mistaken in this one
thing. Besides, it were better to die than to continue to
lead this |ow and wetched life." Thus Dantes, who but three
nont hs before had no desire but |iberty had now not I|iberty
enough, and panted for wealth. The cause was not in Dantes,
but in providence, who, while limting the power of man, has
filled himw th boundl ess desires.

Meanwhil e, by a cleft between two walls of rock, followi ng a
path worn by a torrent, and which, in all human probability,
human foot had never before trod, Dantes approached the spot
where he supposed the grottos nust have existed. Keeping

al ong the shore, and exami ning the small est object with
serious attention, he thought he could trace, on certain
rocks, marks nade by the hand of man.

Time, which encrusts all physical substances with its npssy
mantle, as it invests all things of the mind with

forgetful ness, seened to have respected these signs, which
apparently had been made with sone degree of regularity, and
probably with a definite purpose. Cccasionally the marks
wer e hidden under tufts of nyrtle, which spread into |arge
bushes | aden with bl ossonms, or beneath parasitical |ichen

So Ednond had to separate the branches or brush away the
noss to know where the gui de-marks were. The sight of marks
renewed Ednmond fondest hopes. Mght it not have been the
cardinal hinself who had first traced them in order that
they m ght serve as a guide for his nephew in the event of a
cat astrophe, which he could not foresee would have been so
conplete. This solitary place was precisely suited to the
requi renents of a man desirous of burying treasure. Only,

m ght not these betraying marks have attracted ot her eyes
than those for whomthey were made? and had the dark and
wondrous island indeed faithfully guarded its precious
secret?

It seened, however, to Ednond, who was hidden from his
conrades by the inequalities of the ground, that at sixty
paces fromthe harbor the marks ceased; nor did they

term nate at any grotto. A large round rock, placed solidly
on its base, was the only spot to which they seened to | ead.
Ednmond concl uded t hat perhaps instead of having reached the
end of the route he had only explored its beginning, and he
therefore turned round and retraced his steps.

Meanwhi | e his conrades had prepared the repast, had got sone
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water froma spring, spread out the fruit and bread, and
cooked the kid. Just at the nonment when they were taking the
dainty animal fromthe spit, they saw Ednond springing with
t he bol dness of a chanmpis fromrock to rock, and they fired
the signal agreed upon. The sportsman instantly changed his
direction, and ran quickly towards them But even while they
wat ched his daring progress, Ednond's foot slipped, and they
saw hi m stagger on the edge of a rock and di sappear. They
all rushed towards him for all |oved Ednmond in spite of his
superiority; yet Jacopo reached himfirst.

He found Ednond |ying prone, bl eeding, and al nost sensel ess.
He had rolled down a declivity of twelve or fifteen feet.
They poured a little rumdown his throat, and this renedy
whi ch had before been so beneficial to him produced the
same effect as fornerly. Ednond opened his eyes, conplai ned
of great pain in his knee, a feeling of heaviness in his
head, and severe pains in his loins. They wished to carry
himto the shore; but when they touched him although under
Jacopo's directions, he declared, with heavy groans, that he
could not bear to be noved.

It may be supposed that Dantes did not now think of his

di nner, but he insisted that his conrades, who had not his
reasons for fasting, should have their nmeal. As for hinself,
he declared that he had only need of a little rest, and that
when they returned he should be easier. The sailors did not
requi re much urging. They were hungry, and the snell of the
roasted kid was very savory, and your tars are not very
cerenoni ous. An hour afterwards they returned. Al that
Ednmond had been able to do was to drag hinmsel f about a dozen
paces forward to | ean agai nst a npss-grown rock

But, instead of growi ng easier, Dantes' pains appeared to

i ncrease in violence. The old patron, who was obliged to
sail in the norning in order to land his cargo on the
frontiers of Piednont and France, between Nice and Frejus,
urged Dantes to try and rise. Ednond nmade great exertions in
order to conply; but at each effort he fell back, noaning
and turning pale.

"He has broken his ribs," said the commander, in a | ow
voice. "No matter; he is an excellent fellow, and we nust
not leave him W will try and carry himon board the
tartan." Dantes decl ared, however, that he would rather die
where he was than undergo the agony which the slightest
movenment cost him "Well," said the patron, "let what may
happen, it shall never be said that we deserted a good
conrade |ike you. We will not go till evening." This very
nmuch astoni shed the sailors, although, not one opposed it.
The patron was so strict that this was the first tinme they
had ever seen himgive up an enterprise, or even delay in
its execution. Dantes would not allow that any such
infraction of regular and proper rules should be made in his
favor. "No, no," he said to the patron, "I was awkward, and
it is just that | pay the penalty of ny clunmsiness. Leave ne
a small supply of biscuit, a gun, powder, and balls, to kil
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the kids or defend nyself at need, and a pickaxe, that | may
build a shelter if you delay in com ng back for nme."

"But you'll die of hunger," said the patron.

"I would rather do so," was Ednond reply, "than suffer the

i nexpressi bl e agoni es which the slightest novenent causes
me." The patron turned towards his vessel, which was rolling
on the swell in the little harbor, and, with sails partly
set, would be ready for sea when her toilet should be
conpl et ed

"What are we to do, Maltese?" asked the captain. "W cannot
| eave you here so, and yet we cannot stay."

"Go, go!" exclained Dantes.

"We shall be absent at |east a week," said the patron, "and
then we nust run out of our course to come here and take you
up again.”

"Why," said Dantes, "if in two or three days you hail any
fishing-boat, desire themto cone here to ne. | will pay
twenty-five piastres for ny passage back to Leghorn. If you
do not cone across one, return for nme." The patron shook his
head.

"Listen, Captain Baldi; there's one way of settling this,"
said Jacopo. "Do you go, and | will stay and take care of
t he wounded man. "

"And give up your share of the venture," said Ednond, "to
remain with me?"

"Yes," said Jacopo, "and wi thout any hesitation."

"You are a good fellow and a kind-hearted nmessmate,” replied

Ednond, "and heaven will reconpense you for your generous
intentions; but | do not wish any one to stay with ne. A day
or two of rest will set me up, and |I hope | shall find anong

the rocks certain herbs npst excellent for bruises."

A peculiar smle passed over Dantes' |ips; he squeezed
Jacopo's hand warmy, but nothing could shake his
deternmination to remain -- and remain al one. The smruggl ers
left with Ednond what he had requested and set sail, but not
wi t hout turning about several tines, and each time making
signs of a cordial farewell, to which Ednond replied with
his hand only, as if he could not nove the rest of his body.
Then, when they had di sappeared, he said with a smle, --
"'Tis strange that it should be ambng such nen that we find
proofs of friendship and devotion." Then he dragged hinsel f
cautiously to the top of a rock, from which he had a ful
view of the sea, and thence he saw the tartan conplete her
preparations for sailing, weigh anchor, and, bal ancing
herself as gracefully as a water-fow ere it takes to the

Wi ng, set sail. At the end of an hour she was conpletely out
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of sight; at least, it was inpossible for the wounded man to
see her any |longer fromthe spot where he was. Then Dantes
rose nore agile and light than the kid anmong the nyrtles and
shrubs of these wild rocks, took his gun in one hand, his

pi ckaxe in the other, and hastened towards the rock on which
the marks he had noted terminated. "And now," he exclai ned,
remenbering the tale of the Arabian fishernman, which Faria
had related to him "now, open sesane!"

Chapter 24
The Secret Cave.

The sun had nearly reached the neridian, and his scorching
rays fell full on the rocks, which seened thensel ves
sensi bl e of the heat. Thousands of grasshoppers, hidden in

t he bushes, chirped with a nonotonous and dull note; the

| eaves of the nyrtle and olive trees waved and rustled in
the wind. At every step that Ednond took he disturbed the
lizards glittering with the hues of the enerald; afar off he
saw the wild goats bounding fromcrag to crag. In a word,
the island was inhabited, yet Ednond felt hinmself al one,

gui ded by the hand of God. He felt an indescribable
sensation sonmewhat akin to dread -- that dread of the
dayl i ght which even in the desert namkes us fear we are

wat ched and observed. This feeling was so strong that at the
nmonment when Ednond was about to begin his | abor, he stopped,
| ai d down his pickaxe, seized his gun, nounted to the summt
of the highest rock, and fromthence gazed round in every

di rection.

But it was not upon Corsica, the very houses of which he
coul d distinguish; or on Sardinia; or on the Island of Elba,
with its historical associations; or upon the al npst

i nperceptible line that to the experienced eye of a sailor

al one reveal ed the coast of Genoa the proud, and Leghorn the
commercial, that he gazed. It was at the brigantine that had
left in the nmorning, and the tartan that had just set sail
that Ednond fixed his eyes. The first was just disappearing
in the straits of Bonifacio; the other, follow ng an
opposite direction, was about to round the Island of

Corsica. This sight reassured him He then | ooked at the

obj ects near him He saw that he was on the highest point of
the island, -- a statue on this vast pedestal of granite,
not hi ng human appearing in sight, while the blue ocean beat
agai nst the base of the island, and covered it with a fringe
of foam Then he descended with cautious and slow step, for
he dreaded | est an accident simlar to that he had so
adroitly feigned should happen in reality.

Dantes, as we have said, had traced the narks al ong the
rocks, and he had noticed that they led to a small creek
whi ch was hidden |like the bath of some anci ent nynph. This
creek was sufficiently wide at its nmouth, and deep in the
centre, to admt of the entrance of a small vessel of the
[ ugger class, which would be perfectly conceal ed from
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observati on.

Then following the clew that, in the hands of the Abbe
Faria, had been so skilfully used to guide himthrough the
Daedal i an | abyrinth of probabilities, he thought that the
Cardi nal Spada, anxious not to be watched, had entered the
creek, concealed his little barque, followed the |ine marked
by the notches in the rock, and at the end of it had buried
his treasure. It was this idea that had brought Dantes back
to the circular rock. One thing only perplexed Ednond, and
destroyed his theory. How could this rock, which weighed
several tons, have been lifted to this spot, wi thout the aid
of many nmen? Suddenly an idea flashed across his m nd.
Instead of raising it, thought he, they have |l owered it. And
he sprang fromthe rock in order to inspect the base on
which it had formerly stood. He soon perceived that a sl ope
had been fornmed, and the rock had slid along this until it
st opped at the spot it now occupied. A |large stone had
served as a wedge; flints and pebbl es had been inserted
around it, so as to conceal the orifice; this species of
masonry had been covered with earth, and grass and weeds had
grown there, noss had clung to the stones, nyrtl e-bushes had
taken root, and the old rock seened fixed to the earth.

Dantes dug away the earth carefully, and detected, or
fanci ed he detected, the ingenious artifice. He attacked
this wall, cenmented by the hand of tine, with his pickaxe.
After ten mnutes' |abor the wall gave way, and a hole |arge
enough to insert the armwas opened. Dantes went and cut the
strongest olive-tree he could find, stripped off its
branches, inserted it in the hole, and used it as a | ever.
But the rock was too heavy, and too firmy wedged, to be
noved by any one nan, were he Hercul es hinself. Dantes saw
that he nust attack the wedge. But how? He cast his eyes
around, and saw the horn full of powder which his friend
Jacopo had left him He smiled; the infernal invention would
serve himfor this purpose. Wth the aid of his pickaxe,
Dantes, after the manner of a | abor-saving pioneer, dug a

m ne between the upper rock and the one that supported it,
filled it with powder, then made a match by rolling his
handkerchief in saltpetre. He lighted it and retired. The
expl osi on soon followed; the upper rock was lifted fromits
base by the terrific force of the powder; the | ower one flew
into pieces; thousands of insects escaped fromthe aperture
Dant es had previously forned, and a huge snake, |ike the
guardi an denon of the treasure, rolled hinself along in

dar keni ng coils, and di sappear ed.

Dant es approached the upper rock, which now, w thout any
support, |eaned towards the sea. The intrepid
treasure-seeker wal ked round it, and, selecting the spot
fromwhence it appeared npst susceptible to attack, placed
his I ever in one of the crevices, and strained every nerve
to nmove the mass. The rock, already shaken by the expl osion,
tottered on its base. Dantes redoubled his efforts; he
seened |i ke one of the ancient Titans, who uprooted the
nmountai ns to hurl against the father of the gods. The rock
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yi el ded, rolled over, bounded from point to point, and
finally disappeared in the ocean.

On the spot it had occupied was a circular space, exposing
an iron ring let into a square flag-stone. Dantes uttered a
cry of joy and surprise; never had a first attenpt been
crowned with nore perfect success. He would fain have
continued, but his knees trenbled, and his heart beat so
violently, and his sight becane so dim that he was forced
to pause. This feeling lasted but for a nonment. Ednond
inserted his lever in the ring and exerted all his strength;
the flag-stone yielded, and disclosed steps that descended
until they were lost in the obscurity of a subterraneous
grotto. Any one el se would have rushed on with a cry of joy.
Dantes turned pale, hesitated, and reflected. "Cone," said

he to hinself, "be a man. | am accustoned to adversity. |
nmust not be cast down by the discovery that | have been
decei ved. What, then, would be the use of all | have

suf fered? The heart breaks when, after having been el ated by
flattering hopes, it sees all its illusions destroyed. Faria

has dreamed this; the Cardinal Spada buried no treasure
here; perhaps he never cane here, or if he did, Caesar
Borgia, the intrepid adventurer, the stealthy and

i ndef ati gabl e plunderer, has followed him discovered his
traces, pursued themas | have done, raised the stone, and
descendi ng before ne, has left me nothing." He renmined
noti onl ess and pensive, his eyes fixed on the gloony
aperture that was open at his feet.

"Now that | expect nothing, now that | no |onger entertain
the slightest hopes, the end of this adventure becones
sinmply a matter of curiosity.” And he renmi ned again
noti onl ess and t hought f ul

"Yes, yes; this is an adventure worthy a place in the varied
career of that royal bandit. This fabul ous event fornmed but
alink in a long chain of marvels. Yes, Borgia has been
here, a torch in one band, a sword in the other, and wthin
twenty paces, at the foot of this rock, perhaps two guards
kept watch on |Iand and sea, while their master descended, as
| am about to descend, dispelling the darkness before his
awe-inspiring progress."”

"But what was the fate of the guards who thus possessed his
secret?" asked Dantes of hinself.

"The fate," replied he, smling, "of those who buried
Alaric."

"Yet, had he come," thought Dantes, "he would have found the
treasure, and Borgia, he who conpared Italy to an artichoke,
whi ch he coul d devour |eaf by leaf, knew too well the val ue
of tinme to waste it in replacing this rock. I will go down."

Then he descended, a snmile on his lips, and rmurnuring that

| ast word of human phil osophy, "Perhaps!" But instead of the
dar kness, and the thick and nephitic atnosphere he had
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expected to find, Dantes saw a dimand bluish |light, which
as well as the air, entered, not nmerely by the aperture he
had just formed, but by the interstices and crevices of the
rock which were visible fromwi thout, and through which he
coul d distinguish the blue sky and the wavi ng branches of
the evergreen oaks, and the tendrils of the creepers that
grew fromthe rocks. After having stood a few mnutes in the
cavern, the atnmosphere of which was rather warm than danp,
Dantes' eye, habituated as it was to darkness, could pierce
even to the renotest angles of the cavern, which was of
granite that sparkled |ike dianonds. "Alas," said Ednond,
smling, "these are the treasures the cardinal has left; and
t he good abbe, seeing in a dreamthese glittering walls, has
i ndul ged in fallaci ous hopes.™

But he called to mind the words of the will, which he knew
by heart. "In the farthest angle of the second opening,"
said the cardinal's will. He had only found the first

grotto; he had now to seek the second. Dantes continued his
search. He reflected that this second grotto nmust penetrate
deeper into the island; he exam ned the stones, and sounded
one part of the wall where he fancied the opening existed,
masked for precaution's sake. The pickaxe struck for a
nonent with a dull sound that drew out of Dantes' forehead
| arge drops of perspiration. At last it seemed to himthat
one part of the wall gave forth a nore holl ow and deeper
echo; he eagerly advanced, and with the qui ckness of
perception that no one but a prisoner possesses, saw that
there, in all probability, the opening nust be.

However, he, |ike Caesar Borgia, knew the value of tine;

and, in order to avoid fruitless toil, he sounded all the
other walls with his pickaxe, struck the earth with the butt
of his gun, and finding nothing that appeared suspicious,
returned to that part of the wall whence issued the

consol ing sound he had before heard. He again struck it, and
with greater force. Then a singular thing occurred. As he
struck the wall, pieces of stucco simlar to that used in
the ground work of arabesques broke off, and fell to the
ground in flakes, exposing a |arge white stone. The aperture
of the rock had been closed with stones, then this stucco
had been applied, and painted to imtate granite. Dantes
struck with the sharp end of his pickaxe, which entered
someway between the interstices. It was there he nmust dig.
But by sone strange play of enmption, in proportion as the
proofs that Faria, had not been deceived becane stronger, so
did his heart give way, and a feeling of discouragenent
stole over him This last proof, instead of giving himfresh
strength, deprived himof it; the pickaxe descended, or
rather fell; he placed it on the ground, passed his hand
over his brow, and renmpunted the stairs, alleging to

hi nsel f, as an excuse, a desire to be assured that no one
was watching him but in reality because he felt that he was
about to faint. The island was deserted, and the sun seened
to cover it with its fiery glance; afar off, a few snal
fishing boats studded the bosom of the blue ocean
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Dant es had tasted nothing, but he thought not of hunger at
such a nmonent; he hastily swallowed a few drops of rum and
again entered the cavern. The pickaxe that had seemed so
heavy, was now like a feather in his grasp; he seized it,
and attacked the wall. After several blows he perceived that
the stones were not cenented, but had been nerely placed one
upon the other, and covered with stucco; he inserted the
poi nt of his pickaxe, and using the handle as a lever, with
j oy soon saw the stone turn as if on hinges, and fall at his
feet. He had nothing nore to do now, but with the iron tooth
of the pickaxe to draw the stones towards hi mone by one.
The aperture was already sufficiently large for himto
enter, but by waiting, he could still cling to hope, and
retard the certainty of deception. At |ast, after renewed
hesitation, Dantes entered the second grotto. The second
grotto was | ower and nore gloony than the first; the air
that could only enter by the newly formed opening had the
mephitic smell Dantes was surprised not to find in the outer
cavern. He waited in order to allow pure air to displace the
foul atmosphere, and then went on. At the left of the
openi ng was a dark and deep angle. But to Dantes' eye there
was no darkness. He gl anced around this second grotto; it
was, like the first, enpty.

The treasure, if it existed, was buried in this corner. The
time had at length arrived; two feet of earth renoved, and
Dantes' fate would be deci ded. He advanced towards the
angl e, and summning all his resolution, attacked the ground
with the pickaxe. At the fifth or sixth blow the pickaxe
struck against an iron substance. Never did funeral knell
never did alarmbell, produce a greater effect on the
hearer. Had Dantes found nothing he could not have becone
nore ghastly pale. He again struck his pickaxe into the
earth, and encountered the same resistance, but not the same
sound. "It is a casket of wood bound with iron," thought he.
At this nonment a shadow passed rapidly before the opening;
Dantes seized his gun, sprang through the opening, and
mounted the stair. A wld goat had passed before the nouth
of the cave, and was feeding at a little distance. This
woul d have been a favorable occasion to secure his dinner
but Dantes feared lest the report of his gun should attract
attention.

He thought a nonent, cut a branch of a resinous tree,
lighted it at the fire at which the snuggl ers had prepared

t heir breakfast, and descended with this torch. He wi shed to
see everything. He approached the hole he had dug. and now,
with the aid of the torch, saw that his pickaxe had in
reality struck against iron and wood. He planted his torch
in the ground and resunmed his labor. In an instant a space
three feet long by two feet broad was cl eared, and Dantes

could see an oaken coffer, bound with cut steel; in the

m ddl e of the lid he saw engraved on a silver plate, which
was still wuntarnished, the arns of the Spada family -- viz.
a sword, pale, on an oval shield, like all the Italian

arnorial bearings, and surnounted by a cardinal's hat;
Dantes easily recognized them Faria had so often drawn them
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for him There was no | onger any doubt: the treasure was
there -- no one would have been at such pains to conceal an
enpty casket. In an instant he had cl eared every obstacle
away, and he saw successively the | ock, placed between two
padl ocks, and the two handl es at each end, all carved as
things were carved at that epoch, when art rendered the
commonest netal s precious. Dantes seized the handl es, and
strove to |ift the coffer; it was inpossible. He sought to
open it; lock and padl ock were fastened; these faithfu
guardi ans seened unwilling to surrender their trust. Dantes
inserted the sharp end of the pickaxe between the coffer and
the Iid, and pressing with all his force on the handl e,
burst open the fastenings. The hinges yielded in their turn
and fell, still holding in their grasp fragnents of the
wood, and the chest was open.

Ednond was seized with vertigo; he cocked his gun and laid
it beside him He then closed his eyes as children do in
order that they may see in the resplendent night of their
own i magi nation nore stars than are visible in the
firmament; then he re-opened them and stood notionless with
amazenment. Three conpartnents divided the coffer. In the
first, blazed piles of golden coin; in the second, were
ranged bars of unpolished gold, which possessed nothing
attractive save their value; in the third, Ednond grasped
handful s of dianonds, pearls, and rubies, which, as they
fell on one another, sounded |like hail against glass. After
havi ng touched, felt, exam ned these treasures, Ednond
rushed through the caverns like a man seized with frenzy; he
| eaped on a rock, from whence he could behold the sea. He
was alone -- alone with these countl ess, these unheard- of
treasures! was he awake, or was it but a drean?

He woul d fain have gazed upon his gold, and yet he had not
strength enough; for an instant he | eaned his head in his
hands as if to prevent his senses fromleaving him and then
rushed madly about the rocks of Monte Cristo, terrifying the
wild goats and scaring the sea-fows with his wild cries and
gestures; then he returned, and, still unable to believe the
evi dence of his senses, rushed into the grotto, and found

hi rsel f before this mne of gold and jewels. This tinme he
fell on his knees, and, clasping his hands convul sively,
uttered a prayer intelligible to God al one. He soon becane
cal mer and nore happy, for only now did he begin to realize
his felicity. He then set hinself to work to count his
fortune. There were a thousand ingots of gold, each weighing
fromtwo to three pounds; then he piled up twenty-five

t housand crowns, each worth about eighty francs of our

nmoney, and bearing the effigies of Al exander VI. and his
predecessors; and he saw that the conpl enent was not half
enpty. And he nmeasured ten double handfuls of pearls,

di anonds, and ot her gens, nany of which, nounted by the nost
famus wor kmen, were val uabl e beyond their intrinsic worth.
Dantes saw the |ight gradually disappear, and fearing to be
surprised in the cavern, left it, his gun in his hand. A

pi ece of biscuit and a small quantity of rumforned his
supper, and he snatched a few hours' sleep, |lying over the
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mout h of the cave.

It was a night of joy and terror, such as this man of
st upendous enotions had al ready experienced twice or thrice
in his lifetine.

Chapter 25
The Unknown.

Day, for which Dantes had so eagerly and inpatiently waited
with open eyes, again dawned. Wth the first |ight Dantes
resunmed his search. Again he clinbed the rocky hei ght he had
ascended the previous evening, and strained his viewto
catch every peculiarity of the |landscape; but it wore the
same wi |l d, barren aspect when seen by the rays of the
nor ni ng sun which it had done when surveyed by the fading
glinmrer of eve. Descending into the grotto, he lifted the
stone, filled his pockets with gens, put the box together as
wel | and securely as he could, sprinkled fresh sand over the
spot fromwhich it had been taken, and then carefully trod
down the earth to give it everywhere a uniform appearance
then, quitting the grotto, he replaced the stone, heaping on
it broken masses of rocks and rough fragnents of crunbling
granite, filling the interstices with earth, into which he
deftly inserted rapidly growing plants, such as the wild
myrtle and flowering thorn, then carefully watering these
new pl antations, he scrupul ously effaced every trace of
footsteps, |eaving the approach to the cavern as
savage- | ooki ng and untrodden as he had found it. This done,
he inpatiently awaited the return of his conpanions. To wait
at Monte Cristo for the purpose of watching |ike a dragon
over the alnost incalculable richs that had thus fallen into
hi s possession satisfied not the cravings of his heart,

whi ch yearned to return to dwell anong mankind, and to
assume the rank, power, and influence which are always
accorded to wealth -- that first and greatest of all the
forces within the grasp of man.

On the sixth day, the snmugglers returned. From a di stance
Dant es recogni zed the rig and handling of The Young Aneli a,
and dragging hinmself with affected difficulty towards the

| andi ng- pl ace, he nmet his conpanions with an assurance that,
al t hough consi derably better than when they quitted him he
still suffered acutely fromhis |late accident. He then

i nqui red how they had fared in their trip. To this question
the smuggl ers replied that, although successful in Ianding
their cargo in safety, they had scarcely done so when they
received intelligence that a guard-ship had just quitted the
port of Toulon and was crowding all sail towards them This
obliged themto make all the speed they could to evade the
eneny, when they could but |anment the absence of Dantes,
whose superior skill in the managenent of a vessel would
have availed themso materially. In fact, the pursuing
vessel had al nost overtaken them when, fortunately, night
came on, and enabled themto double the Cape of Corsica, and
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so elude all further pursuit. Upon the whole, however, the
trip had been sufficiently successful to satisfy al
concerned; while the crew, and particularly Jacopo,
expressed great regrets that Dantes had not been an equa
sharer with thenselves in the profits, which anmbunted to no
less a sumthan fifty piastres each

Ednond preserved the nost adm rabl e sel f-comand, not
suffering the faintest indication of a smle to escape him
at the enuneration of all the benefits he would have reaped
had he been able to quit the island; but as The Young Anelia
had nmerely cone to Monte Cristo to fetch himaway, he

enbar ked that sanme eveni ng, and proceeded with the captain
to Leghorn. Arrived at Leghorn, he repaired to the house of
a Jew, a dealer in precious stones, to whom he di sposed of
four of his smallest dianmonds for five thousand francs each
Dantes half feared that such valuable jewels in the hands of
a poor sailor like hinmself mght excite suspicion; but the
cunni ng purchaser asked no troubl esone questions concerning
a bargain by which he gained a round profit of at |east

ei ghty per cent.

The foll owi ng day Dantes presented Jacopo with an entirely
new vessel, acconpanying the gift by a donation of one
hundred piastres, that he m ght provide hinself with a
suitable crew and other requisites for his outfit, upon
condition that he would go at once to Marseilles for the
purpose of inquiring after an old man naned Loui s Dantes,
residing in the Allees de Meillan, and al so a young woman
call ed Mercedes, an inhabitant of the Catal an vill age.
Jacopo could scarcely believe his senses at receiving this
magni fi cent present, which Dantes hastened to account for by
sayi ng that he had nerely been a sailor fromwhimand a
desire to spite his famly, who did not allow himas nuch
noney as he liked to spend; but that on his arrival at
Leghorn he had cone into possession of a large fortune, |eft
hi m by an uncle, whose sole heir he was. The superior
education of Dantes gave an air of such extrene probability
to this statement that it never once occurred to Jacopo to
doubt its accuracy. The term for which Ednond had engaged to
serve on board The Young Anelia having expired, Dantes took
| eave of the captain, who at first tried all his powers of
persuasion to induce himto remain as one of the crew, but
havi ng been told the history of the | egacy, he ceased to

i mportune himfurther. The followi ng norning Jacopo set sai
for Marseilles, with directions fromDantes to join him at
the Island of Mnte Cristo.

Havi ng seen Jacopo fairly out of the harbor, Dantes
proceeded to make his final adieus on board The Young
Anelia, distributing so liberal a gratuity anpng her crew as
to secure for himthe good wi shes of all, and expressions of
cordial interest in all that concerned him To the captain
he promised to wite when he had made up his mnd as to his
future plans. Then Dantes departed for Genoa. At the nmonent
of his arrival a small yacht was under trial in the bay;
this yacht had been built by order of an Englishman, who,
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havi ng heard that the Genoese excelled all other builders

al ong the shores of the Mediterranean in the construction of
fast-sailing vessels, was desirous of possessing a specinen
of their skill; the price agreed upon between the Englishman
and the Genoese builder was forty thousand francs. Dantes,
struck with the beauty and capability of the little vessel
applied to its owner to transfer it to him offering sixty

t housand francs, upon condition that he should be allowed to
take i mredi at e possession. The proposal was too advant ageous
to be refused, the nore so as the person for whomthe yacht
was i ntended had gone upon a tour through Switzerland, and
was not expected back in | ess than three weeks or a nonth,
by which tinme the buil der reckoned upon being able to

conpl ete another. A bargain was therefore struck. Dantes |ed
the owner of the yacht to the dwelling of a Jew, retired
with the latter for a few mnutes to a small back parlor

and upon their return the Jew counted out to the shipbuilder
the sum of sixty thousand francs in bright gold pieces.

The del i ghted builder then offered his services in providing
a suitable crew for the little vessel, but this Dantes
declined with many thanks, saying he was accustoned to

crui se about quite alone, and his principal pleasure

consi sted in managi ng his yacht hinself; the only thing the
buil der could oblige himin would be to contrive a sort of
secret closet in the cabin at his bed's head, the closet to
contain three divisions, so constructed as to be conceal ed
fromall but hinmself. The builder cheerfully undertook the
commi ssion, and prom sed to have these secret places

conpl eted by the next day, Dantes furnishing the di nensions
and plan in accordance with which they were to be
construct ed.

The foll owing day Dantes sailed with his yacht from Genoa,
under the inspection of an i mense crowd drawn together by
curiosity to see the rich Spanish nobl eman who preferred
managi ng his own yacht. But their wonder was soon changed to
admiration at seeing the perfect skill with which Dantes
handl ed the helm The boat, indeed, seened to be ani mated
with al nost human intelligence, so pronptly did it obey the
slightest touch; and Dantes required but a short trial of
his beautiful craft to acknow edge that the Genoese had not
Wi t hout reason attained their high reputation in the art of
shi pbui | di ng. The spectators followed the little vessel with
their eyes as long as it renmnined visible; they then turned
their conjectures upon her probable destination. Sone

i nsi sted she was nmaking for Corsica, others the Island of

El ba; bets were offered to any anmount that she was bound for
Spain; while Africa was positively reported by many persons
as her intended course; but no one thought of Monte Cristo.
Yet thither it was that Dantes guided his vessel, and at
Monte Cristo he arrived at the close of the second day; his
boat had proved herself a first-class sailer, and had cone
the distance from Genoa in thirty-five hours. Dantes had
carefully noted the general appearance of the shore, and,

i nstead of |anding at the usual place, he dropped anchor in
the little creek. The island was utterly deserted, and bore
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no evidence of having been visited since he went away; his
treasure was just as he had left it. Early on the follow ng
norni ng he conmenced the renoval of his riches, and ere
nightfall the whole of his imense wealth was safely
deposited in the conpartnents of the secret |ocker

A week passed by. Dantes enployed it in manoeuvring his
yacht round the island, studying it as a skilful horseman
woul d the animal he destined for some inportant service,
till at the end of that tinme he was perfectly conversant
with its good and bad qualities. The fornmer Dantes proposed
to augnent, the latter to remedy.

Upon the eighth day he discerned a small vessel under ful
sai |l approaching Monte Cristo. As it drew near, he

recogni zed it as the boat he had given to Jacopo. He

i medi ately signalled it. H s signal was returned, and in
two hours afterwards the newcomer |ay at anchor beside the
yacht. A mournful answer awaited each of Ednond's eager
inquiries as to the information Jacopo had obtained. Od
Dant es was dead, and Mercedes had di sappeared. Dantes
listened to these nelancholy tidings with outward cal mess;
but, leaping lightly ashore, he signified his desire to be
quite alone. In a couple of hours he returned. Two of the
men from Jacopo's boat cane on board the yacht to assist in
navigating it, and he gave orders that she should be steered
direct to Marseilles. For his father's death he was in sone
manner prepared; but he knew not how to account for the
nmysteri ous di sappearance of Mercedes.

Wt hout divulging his secret, Dantes could not give
sufficiently clear instructions to an agent. There were,

besi des, other particulars he was desirous of ascertaining,
and those were of a nature he alone could investigate in a
manner satisfactory to hinself. Hi s |ooking-glass had
assured him during his stay at Leghorn, that he ran no risk
of recognition; noreover, he had now the neans of adopting
any di sgui se he thought proper. One fine norning, then, his
yacht, followed by the little fishing-boat, boldly entered
the port of Marseilles, and anchored exactly opposite the
spot from whence, on the never-to-be-forgotten night of his
departure for the Chateau d'If, he had been put on board the
boat destined to convey himthither. Still Dantes could not
view wi t hout a shudder the approach of a gendarnme who
acconpani ed the officers deputed to demand his bill of
health ere the yacht was permtted to hold comruni cation
with the shore; but with that perfect self-possession he had
acquired during his acquaintance with Faria, Dantes coolly
presented an English passport he had obtained from Leghorn,
and as this gave hima standing which a French passport
woul d not have afforded, he was inforned that there existed
no obstacle to his i medi ate debarkati on

The first person to attract the attention of Dantes, as he

| anded on the Canebiere, was one of the crew belonging to

t he Pharaon. Ednond wel coned the neeting with this fellow --
who had been one of his own sailors -- as a sure neans of
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testing the extent of the change which time had worked in
hi s own appearance. Coing straight towards him he
propounded a variety of questions on different subjects,
carefully watching the man's countenance as he did so; but
not a word or look inplied that he had the slightest idea of
ever having seen before the person with whom he was then
conversing. Gving the sailor a piece of noney in return for
his civility, Dantes proceeded onwards; but ere he had gone
many steps he heard the man loudly calling himto stop
Dantes instantly turned to meet him "I beg your pardon
sir," said the honest fellow, in alnost breathless haste,
"but | believe you made a mi stake; you intended to give ne a
two-franc piece, and see, you gave ne a doubl e Napol eon."

"Thank you, nmy good friend. | see that | have nade a
trifling mstake, as you say; but by way of rewardi ng your
honesty | give you another doubl e Napol eon, that you may
drink to ny health, and be able to ask your messmates to
join you."

So extrenme was the surprise of the sailor, that he was
unabl e even to thank Ednond, whose receding figure he
continued to gaze after in speechless astonishnent. "Sone
nabob from lIndia," was his comment.

Dant es, meanwhile, went on his way. Each step he trod
oppressed his heart with fresh enpotion; his first and nost

i ndelible recollections were there; not a tree, not a
street, that he passed but seemed filled with dear and
cherished nmenories. And thus he proceeded onwards till he
arrived at the end of the Rue de Noailles, fromwhence a
full view of the Allees de Meillan was obtained. At this
spot, so pregnant with fond and filial renenbrances, his
heart beat alnpbst to bursting, his knees tottered under him
a mst floated over his sight, and had he not clung for
support to one of the trees, he would inevitably have fallen
to the ground and been crushed beneath the nmany vehicles
continually passing there. Recovering hinself, however, he
wi ped the perspiration fromhis brows, and stopped not again
till he found hinself at the door of the house in which his
father had |ived.

The nasturtiunms and other plants, which his father had
delighted to train before his wi ndow, had all disappeared
fromthe upper part of the house. Leaning against the tree,
he gazed thoughtfully for a tine at the upper stories of the
shabby little house. Then he advanced to the door, and asked
whet her there were any roons to be let. Though answered in
the negative, he begged so earnestly to be permtted to
visit those on the fifth floor, that, in despite of the

of t-repeat ed assurance of the concierge that they were
occupi ed, Dantes succeeded in inducing the man to go up to
the tenants, and ask pernission for a gentleman to be
allowed to | ook at them

The tenants of the hunble | odging were a young coupl e who
had been scarcely married a week; and seeing them Dantes
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si ghed heavily. Nothing in the two small chanbers form ng
the apartments remained as it had been in the tinme of the
el der Dantes; the very paper was different, while the
articles of antiquated furniture with which the roonms had
been filled in Ednond's time had all disappeared; the four
wal I s al one remai ned as he had | eft them The bed bel ongi ng
to the present occupants was placed as the former owner of
t he chanmber had been accustonmed to have his; and, in spite
of his efforts to prevent it, the eyes of Ednond were
suffused in tears as he reflected that on that spot the old
man had breathed his last, vainly calling for his son. The
young coupl e gazed with astoni shment at the sight of their
visitor's enotion, and wondered to see the |large tears
silently chasing each other down his otherw se stern and

i movabl e features; but they felt the sacredness of his
grief, and kindly refrained fromquestioning himas to its
cause, while, with instinctive delicacy, they left himto

i ndul ge his sorrow al one. Wen he withdrew fromthe scene of
hi s pai nful recollections, they both acconpani ed him
downstairs, reiterating their hope that he would cone again
whenever he pl eased, and assuring himthat their poor

dwel Iing woul d ever be open to him As Ednond passed the
door on the fourth floor, he paused to inquire whether

Caderousse the tailor still dwelt there; but he received,
for reply, that the person in question had got into
difficulties, and at the present time kept a snmall inn on

the route from Bel |l egarde to Beaucaire.

Havi ng obtai ned the address of the person to whomthe house
in the Allees de Meillan bel onged, Dantes next proceeded
thither, and, under the nane of Lord Wl nore (the nane and
title inscribed on his passport), purchased the smal

dwel ling for the sumof twenty-five thousand francs, at

| east ten thousand nore than it was worth; but had its owner
asked half a mllion, it would unhesitatingly have been
given. The very sane day the occupants of the apartnents on
the fifth floor of the house, now becone the property of
Dantes, were duly inforned by the notary who had arranged

t he necessary transfer of deeds, etc., that the new | andlord
gave themtheir choice of any of the roons in the house,

wi t hout the | east augnentation of rent, upon condition of
their giving instant possession of the two small chanbers
they at present inhabited.

This strange event aroused great wonder and curiosity in the
nei ghbor hood of the Allees de Meillan, and a nultitude of
theories were afloat, none of which was anywhere near the
truth. But what raised public astonishnment to a climx, and
set all conjecture at defiance, was the know edge that the
same stranger who had in the norning visited the All ees de
Mei |l |l an had been seen in the evening walking in the little
village of the Catal ans, and afterwards observed to enter a
poor fisherman's hut, and to pass nore than an hour in
inquiring after persons who had either been dead or gone
away for nore than fifteen or sixteen years. But on the
followi ng day the famly fromwhomall these particulars had
been asked received a handsone present, consisting of an
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entirely new fishing-boat, with two seines and a tender. The
delighted recipients of these nunificent gifts would gladly
have poured out their thanks to their generous benefactor
but they had seen him upon quitting the hut, nerely give
sonme orders to a sailor, and then springing lightly on

hor seback, | eave Marseilles by the Porte d'Aix.

Chapter 26
The Pont du Gard | nn

Such of ny readers as have nmade a pedestrian excursion to
the south of France nmy perchance have noticed, about m dway
between the town of Beaucaire and the village of Bell egarde,
-- alittle nearer to the fornmer than to the latter, -- a
smal | roadside inn, fromthe front of which hung, creaking
and flapping in the wind, a sheet of tin covered with a
grotesque representation of the Pont du Gard. This nodern

pl ace of entertainnent stood on the |eft-hand side of the
post road, and backed upon the Rhone. It al so boasted of
what in Languedoc is styled a garden, consisting of a smal
pl ot of ground, on the side opposite to the nain entrance
reserved for the reception of guests. A few dingy olives and
stunted fig-trees struggled hard for existence, but their

wi t hered dusty foliage abundantly proved how unequal was the
conflict. Between these sickly shrubs grew a scanty supply
of garlic, tomatoes, and eschalots; while, |lone and
solitary, like a forgotten sentinel, a tall pine raised its
mel ancholy head in one of the corners of this unattractive
spot, and displayed its flexible stemand fan-shaped sumit
dried and cracked by the fierce heat of the sub-tropica

sun.

In the surrounding plain, which nore resenbled a dusty | ake
than solid ground, were scattered a few m serabl e stal ks of
wheat, the effect, no doubt, of a curious desire on the part
of the agriculturists of the country to see whether such a
thing as the raising of grain in those parched regions was
practicable. Each stalk served as a perch for a grasshopper
whi ch regal ed the passers by through this Egyptian scene
with its strident, npnotonous note.

For about seven or eight years the little tavern had been
kept by a man and his wife, with two servants, -- a
chanmbermai d named Trinette, and a hostler called Pecaud.
This small staff was quite equal to all the requirenents,
for a canal between Beaucaire and Ai guenortes had

revol utioni zed transportation by substituting boats for the
cart and the stagecoach. And, as though to add to the daily
m sery which this prosperous canal inflicted on the
unfortunate i nn-keeper, whose utter ruin it was fast
acconplishing, it was situated between the Rhone from which
it had its source and the post-road it had depleted, not a
hundred steps fromthe inn, of which we have given a brief
but faithful description.
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The inn-keeper hinself was a man of fromforty to fifty-five
years of age, tall, strong, and bony, a perfect specinmen of
t he natives of those southern |atitudes; he had dark
sparkling, and deep-set eyes, hooked nose, and teeth white
as those of a carnivorous animal; his hair, like his beard,
whi ch he wore under his chin, was thick and curly, and in
spite of his age but slightly interspersed with a few
silvery threads. His naturally dark conpl exi on had assuned a
still further shade of brown fromthe habit the unfortunate
man had acquired of stationing hinself fromnorning till eve
at the threshold of his door, on the |Iookout for guests who
sel dom came, yet there he stood, day after day, exposed to
the meridional rays of a burning sun, with no other
protection for his head than a red handkerchief tw sted
around it, after the manner of the Spanish nuleteers. This
man was our ol d acquai ntance, Gaspard Caderousse. H's wife,
on the contrary, whose nmi den nane had been Madel ei ne
Radel | e, was pal e, neagre, and sickly-looking. Born in the
nei ghbor hood of Arles, she had shared in the beauty for
which its wonen are proverbial; but that beauty had
gradual ly wi thered beneath the devastating influence of the
sl ow fever so preval ent anong dwell ers by the ponds of

Ai guenortes and the marshes of Canmargue. She renmi ned nearly
al ways in her second-floor chanber, shivering in her chair
or stretched | anguid and feeble on her bed, while her
husband kept his daily watch at the door -- a duty he
performed with so much the greater willingness, as it saved
himthe necessity of listening to the endless plaints and
murmurs of his hel pmate, who never saw himwi thout breaking
out into bitter invectives against fate; to all of which her
husband would calmy return an unvarying reply, in these

phi | osophi c words: --

"Hush, La Carconte. It is God's pleasure that things should
be so."

The sobriquet of La Carconte had been bestowed on Mdel ei ne
Radell e fromthe fact that she had been born in a village,
so called, situated between Sal on and Lanbesc; and as a
custom exi sted anong the inhabitants of that part of France
where Caderousse |ived of styling every person by sone
particul ar and distinctive appellation, her husband had
bestowed on her the name of La Carconte in place of her
sweet and euphoni ous nanme of Mdel ei ne, which, in al
probability, his rude gutteral |anguage would not have
enabl ed himto pronounce. Still, let it not be supposed that
amid this affected resignation to the will of Providence,
the unfortunate inn-keeper did not withe under the double
m sery of seeing the hateful canal carry off his custoners
and his profits, and the daily infliction of his peevish
partner's murnurs and | amentations.

Li ke other dwellers in the south, he was a man of sober
habits and noderate desires, but fond of external show,
vain, and addicted to display. During the days of his
prosperity, not a festivity took place w thout hinself and
wi fe being anong the spectators. He dressed in the

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO

pi cturesque costune worn upon grand occasi ons by the

i nhabitants of the south of France, bearing equa

resembl ance to the style adopted both by the Catal ans and
Andal usi ans; while La Carconte displayed the charm ng
fashi on preval ent anong the wonmen of Arles, a npde of attire
borrowed equally from Greece and Arabia. But, by degrees,

wat ch- chai ns, neckl aces, parti-colored scarfs, enbroidered
bodi ces, velvet vests, elegantly worked stockings, striped
gaiters, and silver buckles for the shoes, all disappeared;
and Gaspard Caderousse, unable to appear abroad in his
pristine splendor, had given up any further participation in
the ponps and vanities, both for hinself and w fe, although
a bitter feeling of envious discontent filled his m nd as
the sound of mirth and nmerry nusic fromthe joyous revellers
reached even the niserable hostelry to which he still clung,
nore for the shelter than the profit it afforded.

Caderousse, then, was, as usual, at his place of observation
before the door, his eyes glancing listlessly froma piece

of closely shaven grass -- on which sone fow s were

i ndustriously, though fruitlessly, endeavoring to turn up
sone grain or insect suited to their palate -- to the
deserted road, which led away to the north and south, when
he was aroused by the shrill voice of his wife, and

grunbling to hinmself as he went, he nounted to her chanber,
first taking care, however, to set the entrance door wi de
open, as an invitation to any chance traveller who night be
passi ng.

At the noment Caderousse quitted his sentry-1like watch
before the door, the road on which he so eagerly strained
his sight was void and lonely as a desert at m d-day. There
it lay stretching out into one interm nable Iine of dust and
sand, with its sides bordered by tall, neagre trees,

al toget her presenting so uninviting an appearance, that no
one in his senses could have inmagined that any traveller, at
liberty to regulate his hours for journeying, would choose
to expose hinself in such a form dabl e Sahara. Neverthel ess,
had Caderousse but retained his post a few m nutes | onger

he m ght have caught a dimoutline of sonething approaching
fromthe direction of Bellegarde; as the noving object drew
nearer, he would easily have perceived that it consisted of
a man and horse, between whom the ki ndest and nobst ani able
under st andi ng appeared to exist. The horse was of Hungari an
breed, and anbled along at an easy pace. His rider was a
priest, dressed in black, and wearing a three-cornered hat;
and, spite of the ardent rays of a noonday sun, the pair
came on with a fair degree of rapidity.

Having arrived before the Pont du Gard, the horse stopped,
but whether for his own pleasure or that of his rider would
have been difficult to say. However that m ght have been,
the priest, dismounting, led his steed by the bridle in
search of sone place to which he could secure him Availing
hi nsel f of a handle that projected froma half-fallen door
he tied the animal safely and having drawn a red cotton
handkerchi ef, from his pocket, w ped away the perspiration

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

210



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO 211

that streaned from his brow, then, advancing to the door
struck thrice with the end of his iron-shod stick. At this
unusual sound, a huge bl ack dog cane rushing to neet the
daring assailant of his ordinarily tranquil abode, snarling
and displaying his sharp white teeth with a determ ned
hostility that abundantly proved how little he was
accustoned to society. At that nmoment a heavy footstep was
heard descendi ng the wooden staircase that led fromthe
upper floor, and, with nmany bows and courteous sniles, m ne
host of the Pont du Gard besought his guest to enter

"You are wel cone, sir, nost wel cone!" repeated the

astoni shed Caderousse. "Now, then, Margotin," cried he,
speaking to the dog, "will you be quiet? Pray don't heed
him sir! -- he only barks, he never bites. | nmke no doubt
a glass of good wi ne would be acceptable this dreadfully hot
day." Then perceiving for the first time the garb of the
traveller he had to entertain, Caderousse hastily excl ai ned:
"A thousand pardons! | really did not observe whom | had the
honor to receive under ny poor roof. What would the abbe

pl ease to have? What refreshnent can | offer? Al | have is
at his service."

The priest gazed on the person addressing himwith a | ong
and searching gaze -- there even seened a disposition on his
part to court a simlar scrutiny on the part of the

i nn- keeper; then, observing in the countenance of the latter
no ot her expression than extrene surprise at his own want of
attention to an inquiry so courteously worded, he deened it
as well to terminate this dunb show, and therefore said,
speaking with a strong Italian accent, "You are, | presune,
M Cader ousse?"

"Yes, sir," answered the host, even nore surprised at the
question than he had been by the silence which had preceded
it; "I am Gaspard Caderousse, at your service."

"Gaspard Caderousse,” rejoined the priest. "Yes, --
Christian and surnanme are the sanme. You fornmerly lived, |
believe in the Allees de Meillan, on the fourth floor?"

"l did."

"And you followed the business of a tailor?"

"True, | was a tailor, till the trade fell off. It is so hot
at Marseilles, that really | believe that the respectable
i nhabitants will in time go wi thout any clothing whatever.

But tal king of heat, is there nothing | can offer you by way
of refreshment ?"

"Yes; let me have a bottle of your best wine, and then, with
your pernmission, we will resune our conversation from where
we |eft off."

"As you please, sir," said Caderousse, who, anxious not to
| ose the present opportunity of finding a custoner for one
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of the few bottles of Cahors still remaining in his
possession, hastily raised a trap-door in the floor of the
apartnment they were in, which served both as parlor and

ki tchen. Upon issuing forth fromhis subterranean retreat at
the expiration of five mnutes, he found the abbe seated
upon a wooden stool, leaning his elbow on a table, while
Mar goti n, whose aninpbsity seened appeased by the unusua
command of the traveller for refreshnents, had crept up to
him and had established hinself very confortably between
his knees, his long, skinny neck resting on his |lap, while
his dimeye was fixed earnestly on the traveller's face.

"Are you quite alone?" inquired the guest, as Caderousse
pl aced before himthe bottle of wine and a gl ass.

"Quite, quite alone," replied the nan -- "or, at |east,
practically so, for nmy poor wife, who is the only person in
t he house besides nyself, is laid up with illness, and

unable to render nme the | east assistance, poor thing!"

"You are married, then?" said the priest, with a show of
i nterest, glancing round as he spoke at the scanty
furni shings of the apartnent.

"Ah, sir," said Caderousse with a sigh, "it is easy to
perceive | amnot a rich man; but in this world a man does
not thrive the better for being honest." The abbe fixed on
hi m a searchi ng, penetrating gl ance.

"Yes, honest -- | can certainly say that nuch for nyself,”
continued the inn-keeper, fairly sustaining the scrutiny of
the abbe's gaze; "I can boast with truth of being an honest

man; and," continued he significantly, with a hand on his
breast and shaking his head, "that is nore than every one
can say nowadays."

"So much the better for you, if what you assert be true,”
said the abbe; "for | amfirmy persuaded that, sooner or
|ater, the good will be rewarded, and the w cked punished."

"Such words as those belong to your profession," answered
Caderousse, "and you do well to repeat them but," added he,
with a bitter expression of countenance, "one is free to
believe them or not, as one pleases."”

"You are wong to speak thus," said the abbe; "and perhaps |
may, in my own person, be able to prove to you how
conpletely you are in error."

"What nean you?" inquired Caderousse with a | ook of
surprise.

“In the first place, | nmust be satisfied that you are the
person | amin search of."

"What proofs do you require?"
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"Did you, in the year 1814 or 1815, know anything of a young
sai |l or named Dant es?"

"Dantes? Did | know poor dear Ednond? Wy, Ednond Dantes and
nyself were intimate friends!" excl ai mred Caderousse, whose
countenance flushed darkly as he caught the penetrating gaze
of the abbe fixed on him while the clear, cal meye of the
qguestioner seenmed to dilate with feverish scrutiny.

"You remind ne," said the priest, "that the young man
concerning whom | asked you was said to bear the nane of
Ednond. "

"Said to bear the nane!" repeated Caderousse, becon ng
excited and eager. "Wy, he was so called as truly as |
nysel f bore the appellation of Gaspard Caderousse; but tel

me, | pray, what has beconme of poor Ednond? Did you know
hin? Is he alive and at liberty? |Is he prosperous and
happy?"

"He died a nore wetched, hopel ess, heart-broken prisoner
than the felons who pay the penalty of their crimes at the
gal | eys of Toul on."

A deadly pallor followed the flush on the countenance of
Caderousse, who turned away, and the priest saw hi mw ping
the tears fromhis eyes with the corner of the red
handker chi ef tw sted round his head.

"Poor fellow, poor fellow " nurnured Caderousse. "Wel|l
there, sir, is another proof that good people are never
rewarded on this earth, and that none but the w cked
prosper. Ah," continued Caderousse, speaking in the highly
col ored | anguage of the south, "the world grows worse and
worse. Why does not God, if he really hates the wi cked, as
he is said to do, send down brinstone and fire, and consune
t hem al t oget her ?"

"You speak as though you had |oved this young Dantes,"
observed the abbe, wi thout taking any notice of his
conpani on's vehenence.

"And so | did," replied Caderousse; "though once, | confess,
| envied himhis good fortune. But | swear to you, sir, |
swear to you, by everything a man holds dear, | have, since

then, deeply and sincerely |anented his unhappy fate." There
was a brief silence, during which the fixed, searching eye
of the abbe was enployed in scrutinizing the agitated
features of the inn-keeper.

"You knew the poor |ad, then?" continued Caderousse.

"I was called to see himon his dying bed, that | m ght
admi nister to himthe consol ations of religion."

"And of what did he die?" asked Caderousse in a choking
vVoi ce.
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"Of what, think you, do young and strong nen die in prison
when they have scarcely nunbered their thirtieth year
unless it be of inprisonnment?" Caderousse w ped away the

| ar ge beads of perspiration that gathered on his brow

"But the strangest part of the story is,"” resuned the abbe,
"that Dantes, even in his dying nonents, swore by his

cruci fied Redeenmer, that he was utterly ignorant of the
cause of his detention."

"And so he was," murnured Caderousse. "How should he have
been ot herwi se? Ah, sir, the poor fellow told you the
truth."

"And for that reason, he besought nme to try and clear up a
nmystery he had never been able to penetrate, and to clear
his menory should any foul spot or stain have fallen on it."

And here the | ook of the abbe, becom ng nore and nore fixed,
seemed to rest with ill-conceal ed satisfaction on the gl oony
depressi on which was rapidly spreadi ng over the countenance
of Caderousse.

"Arich Englishman," continued the abbe, "who had been his
conpanion in msfortune, but had been released from prison
during the second restoration, was possessed of a dianond of
i mense value; this jewel he bestowed on Dantes upon hinself
quitting the prison, as a mark of his gratitude for the

ki ndness and brotherly care with which Dantes had nursed him
in a severe illness he underwent during his confinenent.

I nstead of enploying this dianond in attenpting to bribe his
jailers, who mght only have taken it and then betrayed him
to the governor, Dantes carefully preserved it, that in the
event of his getting out of prison he nmight have wherew t ha
to live, for the sale of such a dianond woul d have quite
sufficed to make his fortune.”

"Then, | suppose," asked Caderousse, with eager, glow ng
| ooks, "that it was a stone of imense val ue?"

"Why, everything is relative," answered the abbe. "To one in
Ednond' s position the dianmnond certainly was of great val ue.
It was estimated at fifty thousand francs."

"Bl ess ne!" exclai ned Caderousse, "fifty thousand francs!
Surely the diamond was as large as a nut to be worth all

that."
"No," replied the abbe, "it was not of such a size as that;
but you shall judge for yourself. | have it with ne."

The sharp gaze of Caderousse was instantly directed towards
the priest's garnents, as though hoping to discover the

| ocation of the treasure. Calmy drawing forth fromhis
pocket a small box covered with black shagreen, the abbe
opened it, and displayed to the dazzl ed eyes of Caderousse
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the sparkling jewel it contained, set in a ring of admrable
wor kmanshi p. "And that dianond,” cried Caderousse, al nost
breathl ess with eager admiration, "you say, is worth fifty

t housand francs?"

"It is, without the setting, which is also valuable,"”
replied the abbe, as he closed the box, and returned it to
his pocket, while its brilliant hues seened still to dance
before the eyes of the fascinated inn-keeper

"But how cones the dianond in your possession, sir? Did
Ednond make you his heir?"

"No, nerely his testamentary executor. | once possessed
four dear and faithful friends, besides the maiden to whom I
was betrothed' he said; “and | feel convinced they have al
unfeignedly grieved over ny |loss. The nane of one of the
four friends is Caderousse.'" The inn-keeper shivered.

" Anot her of the nunber,'" continued the abbe, w thout
seemi ng to notice the enption of Caderousse, "'is called
Dangl ars; and the third, in spite of being ny rival,
entertained a very sincere affection for ne.'" A fiendish

sm |l e played over the features of Caderousse, who was about
to break in upon the abbe's speech, when the latter, waving
his hand, said, "Allow nme to finish first, and then if you
have any observations to nmake, you can do so afterwards.
“The third of my friends, although ny rival, was nuch
attached to ne, -- his nane was Fernand; that of ny

betrot hed was' -- Stay, stay,"” continued the abbe, "I have
forgotten what he called her."

"Mercedes," said Caderousse eagerly.

"True," said the abbe, with a stifled sigh, "Mercedes it
was. "

"Go on," urged Caderousse.

"Bring ne a carafe of water," said the abbe.

Caderousse quickly performed the stranger's bidding; and
after pouring sone into a glass, and slowy swallowing its
contents, the abbe, resum ng his usual placidity of manner
said, as he placed his enpty glass on the table, -- "Were
did we | eave of f?"

"The nane of Ednond's betrothed was Mercedes."

"To be sure. "You will go to Marseilles,' said Dantes, --
for you understand, | repeat his words just as he uttered
them Do you understand?"

"Perfectly."

"“You will sell this dianmond; you will divide the noney into
five equal parts, and give an equal portion to these good
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friends, the only persons who have | oved ne upon earth.'"

"But why into five parts?" asked Caderousse; "you only
menti oned four persons.”

"Because the fifth is dead, as | hear. The fifth sharer in
Ednond' s bequest, was his own father."

"Too true, too true!" ejacul ated Caderousse, al npst
suf focated by the contendi ng passi ons which assailed him
"the poor old man did die."

"l learned so nuch at Marseilles,"” replied the abbe, making
a strong effort to appear indifferent; "but fromthe | ength
of tinme that has el apsed since the death of the el der
Dantes, | was unable to obtain any particulars of his end.
Can you enlighten ne on that point?"

"I do not know who could if | could not," said Caderousse.
"Why, | lived alnobst on the sane floor with the poor old
man. Ah, yes, about a year after the di sappearance of his
son the poor old man died."

"Of what did he die?"

"Why, the doctors called his conplaint gastro-enteritis, |
believe; his acquai ntances say he died of grief; but I, who
saw himin his dying noments, | say he died of" --

Cader ousse paused.

"OfF what ?" asked the priest, anxiously and eagerly.
"Why, of downright starvation."

"Starvation!" exclained the abbe, springing fromhis seat.
"Why, the vilest animals are not suffered to die by such a
death as that. The very dogs that wander housel ess and

honmel ess in the streets find some pitying hand to cast them
a mout hful of bread; and that a man, a Christian, should be
all owed to perish of hunger in the mdst of other nen who
call themselves Christians, is too horrible for belief. Oh,
it is inpossible -- utterly inpossible!l"

"What | have said, | have said," answered Caderousse.

"And you are a fool for having said anything about it," said
a voice fromthe top of the stairs. "Why should you neddl e
wi th what does not concern you?"

The two nen turned quickly, and saw the sickly countenance
of La Carconte peering between the baluster rails; attracted
by the sound of voices, she had feebly dragged herself down
the stairs, and, seated on the |lower step, head on knees,
she had |istened to the foregoing conversation. "M nd your
own business, wife," replied Caderousse sharply. "This

gent!| eman asks ne for information, which conmon politeness
will not permt ne to refuse.”
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"Politeness, you sinmpleton!" retorted La Carconte. "What
have you to do with politeness, | should like to know?
Better study a little comon prudence. How do you know t he
notives that person may have for trying to extract all he
can fromyou?"

"I pledge you my word, nmadam " said the abbe, "that ny
i ntentions are good; and that you husband can incur no risk,
provi ded he answers ne candidly."

"Ah, that's all very fine," retorted the wonman. "Nothing is
easier than to begin with fair prom ses and assurances of
nothing to fear; but when poor, silly folks, like my husband
there, have been persuaded to tell all they know, the

prom ses and assurances of safety are quickly forgotten; and
at sone nonment when nobody is expecting it, behold trouble
and misery, and all sorts of persecutions, are heaped on the
unfortunate wetches, who cannot even see whence all their
afflictions cone.”

"Nay, nay, ny good woman, make yourself perfectly easy, |

beg of you. Whatever evils may befall you, they will not be
occasioned by ny instrunentality, that | solemmly proni se
you. "

La Carconte nmuttered a few inarticulate words, then |let her
head agai n drop upon her knees, and went into a fit of ague,
| eaving the two speakers to resume the conversation, but
remai ning so as to be able to hear every word they uttered.
Agai n the abbe had been obliged to swall ow a draught of
water to calmthe enotions that threatened to overpower him
When he had sufficiently recovered hinself, he said, "It
appears, then, that the nmiserable old man you were telling
me of was forsaken by every one. Surely, had not such been
the case, he would not have perished by so dreadful a
death."

"Why, he was not altogether forsaken," continued Caderousse,
"for Mercedes the Catal an and Monsieur Mirrel were very kind
to him but sonehow the poor old man had contracted a
profound hatred for Fernand -- the very person," added
Caderousse with a bitter snmle, "that you named just now as
bei ng one of Dantes' faithful and attached friends."

"And was he not so?" asked the abbe.

"Gaspard, Gaspard!" nurmured the worman, from her seat on the
stairs, "m nd what you are saying!" Caderousse nade no reply
to these words, though evidently irritated and annoyed by
the interruption, but, addressing the abbe, said, "Can a man
be faithful to another whose wife he covets and desires for
hi nsel f? But Dantes was so honorable and true in his own
nature, that he believed everybody's professions of
friendshi p. Poor Ednond, he was cruelly deceived; but it was
fortunate that he never knew, or he m ght have found it nore
difficult, when on his deathbed, to pardon his enem es. And,
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what ever people may say," continued Caderousse, in his
native | anguage, which was not altogether devoid of rude
poetry, "I cannot help being nore frightened at the idea of
the mal ediction of the dead than the hatred of the living."
"I mbecil e!l" exclaimed La Carconte.

"Do you, then, know in what nmanner Fernand injured Dantes?"
i nqui red the abbe of Caderousse.

"Do | ? No one better."

"Speak out then, say what it was!"

"Gaspard!" cried La Carconte, "do as you will; you are
master -- but if you take ny advice you'll hold your
tongue. "

"Well, wife," replied Caderousse, "I don't know but what

you're right!"”
"So you will say nothing?" asked the abbe.

"Why, what good would it do?" asked Caderousse. "If the poor
lad were living, and cane to me and begged that | would
candidly tell which were his true and which his fal se
friends, why, perhaps, | should not hesitate. But you tel

me he is no nore, and therefore can have nothing to do with
hatred or revenge, so let all such feeling be buried with
him ™

"You prefer, then," said the abbe, "that | should bestow on
men you say are false and treacherous, the reward intended
for faithful friendship?"

"That is true enough," returned Caderousse. "You say truly,
the gift of poor Ednond was not nmeant for such traitors as

Fernand and Dangl ars; besides, what would it be to thenf? no
nmore than a drop of water in the ocean."”

"Renenber," chimed in La Carconte, "those two could crush
you at a single blow"

"How so0?" inquired the abbe. "Are these persons, then, so
rich and powerful ?"

"Do you not know their history?"

"l do not. Pray relate it to ne!" Caderousse seened to
reflect for a few nonents, then said, "No, truly, it would
take up too nuch tine."

"Well, ny good friend," returned the abbe, in a tone that
i ndicated utter indifference on his part, "you are at
liberty, either to speak or be silent, just as you pl ease;
for my own part, | respect your scruples and admire your
sentiments; so let the matter end. | shall do ny duty as
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conscientiously as | can, and fulfil my prom se to the dying
man. My first business will be to dispose of this dianond."
So saying, the abbe again draw the small box from his
pocket, opened it, and contrived to hold it in such a |ight,
that a bright flash of brilliant hues passed before the
dazzl ed gaze of Caderousse.

"Wfe, wife!" cried he in a hoarse voice, "conme here!"

"Di amond! " excl aimed La Carconte, rising and descending to
the chamber with a tolerably firm step; "what dianmond are
you tal ki ng about ?"

"Why, did you not hear all we said?" inquired Caderousse.

"It is a beautiful dianond |eft by poor Ednond Dantes, to be
sol d, and the noney divided between his father, Mercedes,
his betrothed bride, Fernand, Danglars, and nyself. The
jewel is worth at least fifty thousand francs."

"Ch, what a magnificent jewel!" cried the astoni shed woman.

"The fifth part of the profits fromthis stone belongs to us
then, does it not?" asked Caderousse.

"It does," replied the abbe; "with the addition of an equa
di vision of that part intended for the el der Dantes, which
believe myself at liberty to divide equally with the four
survivors."

"And why anong us four?" inquired Caderousse.

"As being the friends Ednond esteenmed nost faithful and
devoted to him™"

"I don't call those friends who betray and ruin you,"
murrmured the wife in her turn, in a low, nuttering voice.

"Of course not!" rejoined Caderousse quickly; "no nore do |
and that was what | was observing to this gentleman just
now. | said | |ooked upon it as a sacril egi ous profanation
to reward treachery, perhaps crinme."

"Renmenber," answered the abbe calmy, as he replaced the
jewel and its case in the pocket of his cassock, "it is your
fault, not mine, that | do so. You will have the goodness to
furnish me with the address of both Fernand and Dangl ars, in
order that | may execute Ednond's | ast wi shes."” The
agitation of Caderousse becane extreme, and |arge drops of
perspiration rolled fromhis heated brow. As he saw t he abbe
rise fromhis seat and go towards the door, as though to
ascertain if his horse were sufficiently refreshed to
continue his journey, Caderousse and his wi fe exchanged

| ooks of deep neaning.

"There, you see, wife," said the forner, "this splendid
di anond m ght all be ours, if we chose!"”

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

219



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO

"Do you believe it?"

"Why, surely a man of his holy profession would not deceive
us!™

"Well," replied La Carconte, "do as you like. For ny part,
wash ny hands of the affair." So saying, she once nore
clinbed the staircase | eading to her chanber, her body
convul sed with chills, and her teeth rattling in her head,
in spite of the intense heat of the weather. Arrived at the
top stair, she turned round, and called out, in a warning
tone, to her husband, "Gaspard, consider well what you are
about to do!"

"I have both reflected and deci ded," answered he. La
Carconte then entered her chanber, the flooring of which
creaked beneath her heavy, uncertain tread, as she proceeded
towards her armchair, into which she fell as though

exhaust ed.

"Well," asked the abbe, as he returned to the apartnent
bel ow, "what have you made up your mnd to do?"

"To tell you all | know," was the reply.

"I certainly think you act wisely in so doing," said the
priest. "Not because | have the |east desire to learn
anything you may please to conceal fromme, but sinply that
i f, through your assistance, | could distribute the |egacy
according to the wishes of the testator, why, so nuch the
better, that is all."

"I hope it may be so," replied Caderousse, his face flushed
with cupidity.

"I amall attention," said the abbe.

"Stop a mnute," answered Caderousse; "we m ght be
interrupted in the nobst interesting part of ny story, which
woul d be a pity; and it is as well that your visit hither
shoul d be made known only to ourselves." Wth these words he
went stealthily to the door, which he closed, and, by way of
still greater precaution, bolted and barred it, as he was
accustoned to do at night. During this time the abbe had
chosen his place for listening at his ease. He renoved his
seat into a corner of the room where he hinself would be in
deep shadow, while the light would be fully thrown on the
narrator; then, with head bent down and hands cl asped, or
rather clinched together, he prepared to give his whole
attention to Caderousse, who seated hinself on the little
stool, exactly opposite to him

"Remenber, this is no affair of nine," said the trenbling
voi ce of La Carconte, as though through the flooring of her
chamber she viewed the scene that was enacting bel ow.

"Enough, enough!" replied Caderousse; "say no nmore about it;
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I will take all the consequences upon nyself.
his story.

And he began

Chapter 27
The Story.

"First, sir," said Caderousse, "you nust make nme a prom se."

"What is that?" inquired the abbe.

"Why, if you ever make use of the details | am about to give
you, that you will never |et any one know that it was | who
supplied them for the persons of whom| am about to talk
are rich and powerful, and if they only laid the tips of
their fingers on nme, | should break to pieces like glass."

"Make yoursel f easy, my friend," replied the abbe. "I ama
priest, and confessions die in ny breast. Recollect, our
only desire is to carry out, in a fitting nmanner, the | ast
wi shes of our friend. Speak, then, w thout reserve, as

wi t hout hatred; tell the truth, the whole truth; | do not
know, never mmy know, the persons of whom you are about to
speak; besides, | aman Italian, and not a Frenchman, and

bel ong to God, and not to man, and | shall shortly retire to
my convent, which | have only quitted to fulfil the |ast

wi shes of a dying man." This positive assurance seened to
gi ve Caderousse a little courage.

"Well, then, under these circunstances," said Caderousse, "I
will, 1 even believe | ought to undeceive you as to the
friendshi p which poor Ednond thought so sincere and
unquesti onabl e. "

"Begin with his father, if you please." said the abbe;
"Ednond talked to ne a great deal about the old man for whom
he had the deepest |ove."

"The history is a sad one, sir," said Caderousse, shaking
hi s head; "perhaps you know all the earlier part of it?"
"Yes." answered the abbe; "Ednond related to ne everything
until the noment when he was arrested in a small cabaret
close to Marseilles.™

"At La Reserve! Oh, yes; | can see it all before ne this
monent . "

"WAs it not his betrothal feast?"

"I't was and the feast that began so gayly had a very
sorrowful ending; a police comr ssary, followed by four
sol diers, entered, and Dantes was arrested."

"Yes, and up to this point I know all," said the priest.
"Dantes hinself only knew that which personally concerned
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him for he never beheld again the five persons | have naned
to you, or heard nention of any one of them"

"Well, when Dantes was arrested, Monsieur Mrrel hastened to
obtain the particulars, and they were very sad. The old man
returned alone to his honme, folded up his wedding suit with
tears in his eyes, and paced up and down his chanber the

whol e day, and would not go to bed at all, for | was
underneath hi m and heard hi m wal ki ng the whol e ni ght; and
for nyself, | assure you | could not sleep either, for the

grief of the poor father gave ne great uneasi ness, and every
step he took went to ny heart as really as if his foot had
pressed against ny breast. The next day Mercedes canme to
implore the protection of M de Villefort; she did not
obtain it, however, and went to visit the old nan; when she
saw him so mi serabl e and heart-broken, having passed a

sl eepl ess night, and not touched food since the previous
day, she wished himto go with her that she might take care
of him but the old man would not consent. “No,' was the old

man's reply, I will not leave this house, for ny poor dear
boy | oves ne better than anything in the world; and if he
gets out of prison he will cone and see ne the first thing,

and what would he think if | did not wait here for hin?' |
heard all this fromthe wi ndow, for | was anxious that

Mer cedes shoul d persuade the old man to acconpany her, for
his footsteps over ny head night and day did not |eave ne a
monment's repose.”

"But did you not go up-stairs and try to console the poor
ol d man?" asked the abbe.

"Ah, sir," replied Caderousse, "we cannot console those who
wi Il not be consol ed, and he was one of these; besides, |
know not why, but he seened to dislike seeing nme. One night,
however, | heard his sobs, and | could not resist nmy desire
to go up to him but when | reached his door he was no

| onger weeping but praying. | cannot now repeat to you, sir
all the eloquent words and inploring | anguage he nade use
of; it was nore than piety, it was nore than grief, and I
who am no canter, and hate the Jesuits, said then to nyself,
"It isreally well, and | amvery glad that | have not any
children; for if I were a father and felt such excessive
grief as the old man does, and did not find in ny nmenory or
heart all he is now saying, | should throw nyself into the
sea at once, for | could not bear it.""

"Poor father!"™ murnmured the priest.

"From day to day he lived on alone, and nore and nore
solitary. M Morrel and Mercedes cane to see him but his
door was closed; and, although | was certain he was at hone,
he woul d not nake any answer. One day, when, contrary to his

custom he had admitted Mercedes, and the poor girl, in
spite of her own grief and despair, endeavored to console
him he said to her, -- "Be assured, ny dear daughter, he is
dead; and instead of expecting him it is he who is awaiting
us; | amquite happy, for | amthe ol dest, and of course
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shall see himfirst.' However well disposed a person may be,
why you see we | eave off after a time seeing persons who are
in sorrow, they make one nel ancholy; and so at last old
Dantes was left all to hinself, and I only saw fromtinme to
time strangers go up to himand cone down again with sone
bundl e they tried to hide; but | guessed what these bundles
were, and that he sold by degrees what he had to pay for his
subsi stence. At length the poor old fell ow reached the end
of all he had; he owed three quarters' rent, and they
threatened to turn himout; he begged for another week

whi ch was granted to him | know this, because the |andlord
came into ny apartment when he left his. For the first three
days | heard hi mwal ki ng about as usual, but, on the fourth
I heard nothing. | then resolved to go up to himat al

ri sks. The door was closed, but | |ooked through the
keyhol e, and saw him so pal e and haggard, that believing him
very ill, I went and told M Morrel and then ran on to

Mer cedes. They both canme i medi ately, M Morrel bringing a
doctor, and the doctor said it was inflammtion of the
bowel s, and ordered hima limted diet. | was there, too,
and | never shall forget the old man's smle at this
prescription. Fromthat tinme he received all who came; he
had an excuse for not eating any nore; the doctor had put
himon a diet." The abbe uttered a kind of groan. "The story
interests you, does it not, sir?" inquired Caderousse.

"Yes," replied the abbe, "it is very affecting.”

"Mercedes cane again, and she found himso altered that she
was even nore anxious than before to have himtaken to her
own honme. This was M Mrrel's wi sh also, who would fain
have conveyed the old man agai nst his consent; but the old
man resisted, and cried so that they were actually
frightened. Mercedes remmi ned, therefore, by his bedside,
and M Morrel went away, nmeking a sign to the Catal an that
he had left his purse on the chi mey-piece. But availing

hi nsel f of the doctor's order, the old nman woul d not take
any sustenance; at length (after nine days of despair and
fasting), the old man died, cursing those who had caused his
m sery, and saying to Mercedes, “If you ever see ny Ednond
again, tell himl die blessing him'" The abbe rose fromhis
chair, nade two turns round the chanber, and pressed his
trenmbling hand agai nst his parched throat. "And you believe
he di ed" --

"Of hunger, sir, of hunger," said Caderousse. "l am as
certain of it as that we two are Christians."

The abbe, with a shaking hand, seized a glass of water that
was standing by himhalf-full, swallowed it at one gulp, and
then resunmed his seat, with red eyes and pal e cheeks. "This
was, indeed, a horrid event." said he in a hoarse voice.
"The nore so, sir, as it was nmen's and not God's doing."

"Tell me of those nen," said the abbe, "and remenber too,"
he added in an al nbnst nenacing tone, "you have prom sed to
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tell me everything. Tell nme, therefore, who are these nen
who killed the son with despair, and the father with
fam ne?"

"Two nen jealous of him sir; one fromlove, and the other
fromanbition, -- Fernand and Dangl ars."

"How was this jeal ousy nmanifested? Speak on."
"They denounced Ednond as a Bonaparti st agent."

"Whi ch of the two denounced hinf? Which was the rea
del i nquent ?"

"Both, sir; one with a letter, and the other put it in the
post."

"And where was this letter witten?"
"At La Reserve, the day before the betrothal feast."

"' Twas so, then -- "twas so, then," nmurnured the abbe. "Oh,
Faria, Faria, how well did you judge nmen and things!"

"What did you please to say, sir?" asked Caderousse.
"“Not hi ng, nothing," replied the priest; "go on."

"I't was Dangl ars who wote the denunciation with his left
hand, that his witing m ght not be recognized, and Fernand
who put it in the post.”

"But," exclainmed the abbe suddenly, "you were there
yoursel f."

"I''" said Caderousse, astonished; "who told you | was
t her e?”

The abbe saw he had overshot the mark, and he added qui ckly,
-- "No one; but in order to have known everything so well
you nust have been an eye-w tness."

"True, true!" said Caderousse in a choking voice, "I was
t here."

"And did you not renmpnstrate agai nst such infamy?" asked the
abbe; "if not, you were an acconplice."

"Sir," replied Caderousse, "they had nmade nme drink to such
an excess that | nearly lost all perception. | had only an

i ndi stinct understandi ng of what was passing around nme. |
said all that a man in such a state could say; but they both
assured nme that it was a jest they were carrying on, and
perfectly harm ess."

"Next day -- next day, sir, you nust have seen plain enough
what they had been doing, yet you said nothing, though you
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were present when Dantes was arrested.”

"Yes, sir, | was there, and very anxious to speak; but

Dangl ars restrained nme. “If he should really be guilty,

said he, "and did really put in to the Island of Elba; if he
is really charged with a letter for the Bonaparti st
committee at Paris, and if they find this Ietter upon him

t hose who have supported himw |l pass for his acconplices.'
| confess | had nmy fears, in the state in which politics
then were, and | held ny tongue. It was cowardly, | confess,

but it was not crimnal."

"1 understand -- you allowed matters to take their course,
that was all."

"Yes, sir," answered Caderousse; "and renprse preys on ne

ni ght and day. | often ask pardon of God, | swear to you,
because this action, the only one with which | have
seriously to reproach nyself in all my life, is no doubt the

cause of my abject condition. |I am expiating a nonent of

sel fi shness, and so | always say to La Carconte, when she
conplains, "Hold your tongue, wonan; it is the will of
God.'" And Caderousse bowed his head with every sign of rea

repent ance.

"Well, sir," said the abbe, "you have spoken unreservedly;
and thus to accuse yourself is to deserve pardon."

"Unfortunately, Ednond is dead, and has not pardoned ne."
"He did not know," said the abbe.

"But he knows it all now " interrupted Caderousse; "they say
the dead know everything." There was a brief silence; the
abbe rose and paced up and down pensively, and then resuned
his seat. "You have two or three tinmes nentioned a M
Morrel," he said; "who was he?"

"The owner of the Pharaon and patron of Dantes.”

"And what part did he play in this sad drama?" inquired the
abbe.

"The part of an honest man, full of courage and real regard.
Twenty tinmes he interceded for Ednond. When the enperor
returned, he wote, inplored, threatened, and so
energetically, that on the second restoration he was
persecuted as a Bonapartist. Ten times, as | told you, he
came to see Dantes' father, and offered to receive himin
his own house; and the night or two before his death, as |
have already said, he left his purse on the nantel piece,
with which they paid the old man's debts, and buried him
decently; and so Ednond's father died, as he had |ived,

wi t hout doing harmto any one. | have the purse still by ne
-- a large one, made of red silk."

"And, " asked the abbe, "is M Mrrel still alive?"
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"Yes," replied Caderousse.

"In that case,” replied the abbe, "he should be rich

happy. "

Caderousse smiled bitterly. "Yes, happy as nyself," said he.
"What! M Morrel unhappy?" excl ainmed the abbe.

"He is reduced alnmost to the last extremty -- nay, he is

al nost at the point of dishonor.”
n HO\/\/?"

“Yes," continued Caderousse, "so it is; after five and
twenty years of |abor, after having acquired a nost
honorabl e name in the trade of Marseilles, M Morrel is
utterly ruined; he has lost five ships in two years, has
suffered by the bankruptcy of three |arge houses, and his
only hope nowis in that very Pharaon which poor Dantes
commanded, and which is expected fromthe Indies with a
cargo of cochineal and indigo. If this ship founders, like
the others, he is a ruined man."

"And has the unfortunate man wife or children?" inquired the
abbe.

"Yes, he has a wi fe, who through everything has behaved |ike
an angel; he has a daughter, who was about to marry the man
she | oved, but whose famly now will not allow himto wed

t he daughter of a ruined man; he has, besides, a son, a
lieutenant in the arny; and, as you may suppose, all this,

i nstead of |essening, only augnents his sorrows. |f he were
alone in the world he would bl ow out his brains, and there
woul d be an end."

"Horrible!" ejacul ated the priest.

"And it is thus heaven reconpenses virtue, sir," added

Caderousse. "You see, |, who never did a bad action but that
| have told you of -- amin destitution, with ny poor wife
dyi ng of fever before ny very eyes, and | unable to do
anything in the world for her; | shall die of hunger, as old
Dantes did, while Fernand and Danglars are rolling in

weal th."

"How i s that?"

"Because their deeds have brought them good fortune, while
honest nen have been reduced to msery."

"What has beconme of Danglars, the instigator, and therefore
the nost guilty?"

"What has beconme of hin? Why, he left Marseilles, and was
taken, on the recomendation of M Mrrel, who did not know
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his crinme, as cashier into a Spani sh bank. During the war
with Spain he was enployed in the comri ssariat of the French
arny, and made a fortune; then with that noney he specul at ed
in the funds, and trebled or quadrupled his capital; and,
having first married his banker's daughter, who left hima
wi dower, he has married a second time, a widow, a Madane de
Nar gonne, daughter of M de Servieux, the king's
chanberlain, who is in high favor at court. He is a
mllionaire, and they have nmade hima baron, and now he is
the Baron Danglars, with a fine residence in the Rue de
Mont - Bl anc, with ten horses in his stables, six footnen in
hi s ante-chamber, and | know not how many millions in his
strongbox. "

"Ah!" said the abbe, in a peculiar tone, "he is happy."

"Happy? Who can answer for that? Happi ness or unhappiness is
the secret known but to one's self and the walls -- walls
have ears but no tongue; but if a large fortune produces
happi ness, Danglars is happy."

"And Fer nand?"
"Fernand? Wiy, much the sane story."

"But how could a poor Catalan fisher-boy, w thout education
or resources, make a fortune? | confess this staggers ne."

"And it has staggered everybody. There mnust have been in his
life sonme strange secret that no one knows."

"But, then, by what visible steps has he attained this high
fortune or high position?”

"Both, sir -- he has both fortune and position -- both."
"This rmust be inpossiblel”

"I't would seem so; but listen, and you will understand. Sone
days before the return of the enperor, Fernand was drafted.
The Bourbons left himquietly enough at the Catal ans, but
Napol eon returned, a special |evy was nade, and Fernand was
conpelled to join. | went too; but as |I was ol der than
Fernand, and had just married ny poor wife, | was only sent
to the coast. Fernand was enrolled in the active troop, went
to the frontier with his reginent, and was at the battle of
Ligny. The night after that battle he was sentry at the door
of a general who carried on a secret correspondence with the
eneny. That sane night the general was to go over to the
Engli sh. He proposed to Fernand to acconpany him Fernand
agreed to do so, deserted his post, and followed the
general . Fernand woul d have been court-martialed if Napol eon
had remai ned on the throne, but his action was rewarded by
the Bourbons. He returned to France with the epaul et of
sub-lieutenant, and as the protection of the general, who is
in the highest favor, was accorded to him he was a captain
in 1823, during the Spanish war -- that is to say, at the
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ti me when Dangl ars made his early specul ati ons. Fernand was
a Spaniard, and being sent to Spain to ascertain the feeling
of his fellowcountrymen, found Danglars there, got on very
intimate terms with him won over the support of the
royalists at the capital and in the provinces, received
prom ses and nmade pl edges on his own part, guided his

regi ment by paths known to hinself al one through the
nmount ai n gorges which were held by the royalists, and, in
fact, rendered such services in this brief canpaign that,
after the taking of Trocadero, he was made col onel, and
received the title of count and the cross of an officer of
t he Legi on of Honor."

"Destiny! destiny!" nmurnured the abbe.

"Yes, but listen: this was not all. The war wi th Spain being
ended, Fernand's career was checked by the | ong peace which
seenmed |likely to endure throughout Europe. Greece only had
ri sen agai nst Turkey, and had begun her war of independence;
all eyes were turned towards Athens -- it was the fashion to
pity and support the G eeks. The French government, w thout
protecting them openly, as you know, gave countenance to

vol unt eer assi stance. Fernand sought and obtained | eave to
go and serve in Greece, still having his nane kept on the
army roll. Some tine after, it was stated that the Conte de
Morcerf (this was the name he bore) had entered the service
of Ali Pasha with the rank of instructor-general. Ali Pasha
was killed, as you know, but before he died he reconpensed
the services of Fernand by |eaving hima considerable sum
with which he returned to France, when he was gazetted

| i eut enant - general . "

"So that now?" -- inquired the abbe.

"So that now," continued Caderousse, "he owns a nmmgnificent

house -- No. 27, Rue du Helder, Paris." The abbe opened his
mout h, hesitated for a nmonment, then, making an effort at
sel f-control, he said, "And Mercedes -- they tell ne that

she has di sappeared?”

"Di sappeared," said Caderousse, "yes, as the sun di sappears,
to rise the next day with still nore splendor."”

"Has she nade a fortune also?" inquired the abbe, with an
ironical smle.

"Mercedes is at this nmoment one of the greatest ladies in
Paris,” replied Caderousse.

"Go on," said the abbe; "it seens as if | were listening to
the story of a dream But | have seen things so

extraordi nary, that what you tell ne seens |ess astonishing
than it otherw se nmight."

"Mercedes was at first in the deepest despair at the bl ow

whi ch deprived her of Ednond. | have told you of her
attenpts to propitiate M de Villefort, her devotion to the
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el der Dantes. In the midst of her despair, a new affliction
overtook her. This was the departure of Fernand -- of

Fer nand, whose crinme she did not know, and whom she regarded
as her brother. Fernand went, and Mercedes renmmi ned al one.
Three nonths passed and still she wept -- no news of Ednond,
no news of Fernand, no conpani onship save that of an old man
who was dying with despair. One evening, after a day of
accustoned vigil at the angle of two roads |eading to
Marseilles fromthe Catal ans, she returned to her hone nore
depressed than ever. Suddenly she heard a step she knew,
turned anxiously around, the door opened, and Fernand,
dressed in the uniformof a sub-lieutenant, stood before
her. It was not the one she wi shed for nost, but it seened
as if a part of her past life had returned to her. Mercedes
sei zed Fernand's hands with a transport which he took for

| ove, but which was only joy at being no |longer alone in the
world, and seeing at last a friend, after |ong hours of
solitary sorrow. And then, it must be confessed, Fernand had
never been hated -- he was only not precisely |oved. Another
possessed all Mercedes' heart; that other was absent, had

di sappeared, perhaps was dead. At this |ast thought Mercedes
burst into a flood of tears, and wung her hands in agony;
but the thought, which she had al ways repell ed before when
it was suggested to her by another, cane nowin full force
upon her mnd; and then, too, old Dantes incessantly said to
her, "Qur Ednmond is dead; if he were not, he would return to
us.' The old man died, as | have told you; had he lived,

Mer cedes, perchance, had not become the wi fe of another, for
he woul d have been there to reproach her infidelity. Fernand
saw this, and when he |earned of the old man's death he
returned. He was now a lieutenant. At his first com ng he
had not said a word of love to Mercedes; at the second he
rem nded her that he | oved her. Mercedes begged for six
nonths more in which to await and nourn for Ednond."

"So that," said the abbe, with a bitter smle, "that makes

ei ghteen months in all. What nore could the nost devoted
| over desire?" Then he murnured the words of the English
poet, "“Frailty, thy nane is wonan."'"

"Six nonths afterwards,” continued Caderousse, "the nmarriage
took place in the church of Accoules.™

"The very church in which she was to have marri ed Ednond, "
murrmured the priest; "there was only a change of
bri de-groons. "

"Well, Mercedes was married,"” proceeded Caderousse; "but
al though in the eyes of the world she appeared calm she
nearly fainted as she passed La Reserve, where, eighteen
nont hs before, the betrothal had been celebrated with him

whom she m ght have known she still |oved had she | ooked to
the bottom of her heart. Fernand, nore happy, but not nore
at his ease -- for | saw at this time he was in constant

dread of Ednond's return -- Fernand was very anxious to get

his wife away, and to depart hinmself. There were too many
unpl easant possibilities associated with the Catal ans, and
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ei ght days after the wedding they left Marseilles."
"Did you ever see Mercedes again?" inquired the priest.

"Yes, during the Spanish war, at Perpignan, where Fernand
had | eft her; she was attending to the education of her
son." The abbe started. "Her son?" said he.

"Yes," replied Caderousse, "little Al bert."

"But, then, to be able to instruct her child," continued the
abbe, "she must have received an education herself. |
under st ood from Ednond that she was the daughter of a sinple
fisherman, beautiful but uneducated."”

"Oh," replied Caderousse, "did he know so little of his

| ovely betrothed? Mercedes m ght have been a queen, sir, if
the crown were to be placed on the heads of the |oveliest
and nost intelligent. Fernand's fortune was already waxing
great, and she developed with his growi ng fortune. She

| earned drawi ng, nusic -- everything. Besides, | believe,
bet ween ourselves, she did this in order to distract her

m nd, that she might forget; and she only filled her head in
order to alleviate the weight on her heart. But now her
position in life is assured," continued Caderousse; "nho
doubt fortune and honors have conforted her; she is rich, a
countess, and yet" -- Caderousse paused.

"And yet what?" asked the abbe.

"Yet, | amsure, she is not happy," said Caderousse.

"What nakes you believe this?"

"Why, when | found myself utterly destitute, | thought ny
old friends woul d, perhaps, assist nme. So | went to

Dangl ars, who woul d not even receive nme. | called on
Fernand, who sent ne a hundred francs by his

val et - de-chanbre. "

"Then you did not see either of thenP"

“"No, but Madame de Morcerf saw me."

"How was that ?"

"As | went away a purse fell at ny feet -- it contained five
and twenty louis; | raised nmy head quickly, and saw

Mer cedes, who at once shut the blind."

"And M de Villefort?" asked the abbe.

"Ch, he never was a friend of mne, | did not know him and
I had nothing to ask of him?"

"Do you not know what becane of him and the share he had in
Ednmond' s m sfortunes?”
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"No; | only know that sone time after Ednond's arrest, he
marri ed Madenoi selle de Saint-Meran, and soon after |eft
Marseill es; no doubt he has been as lucky as the rest; no
doubt he is as rich as Danglars, as high in station as
Fernand. | only, as you see, have renmmi ned poor, wetched,
and forgotten."

"You are nistaken, my friend," replied the abbe; "God may
seem sometinmes to forget for a tine, while his justice
reposes, but there always cones a nonent when he renenbers
-- and behold -- a proof!"” As he spoke, the abbe took the
di amond from his pocket, and giving it to Caderousse, said,
-- "Here, ny friend, take this dianond, it is yours."

"What, for me only?" cried Caderousse, "ah, sir, do not jest
with ne!"

"This dianond was to have been shared anpbng his friends.
Ednond had one friend only, and thus it cannot be divided.
Take the dianond, then, and sell it; it is worth fifty

t housand francs, and | repeat ny wish that this sum may
suffice to release you fromyour wetchedness."”

"Ch, sir," said Caderousse, putting out one hand tinmdly,
and with the other wi ping away the perspirati on which
bedewed his brow, -- "Ch, sir, do not nake a jest of the
happi ness or despair of a man."

"I know what happi ness and what despair are, and | never
meke a jest of such feelings. Take it, then, but in exchange

Cader ousse, who touched the diamond, w thdrew his hand. The

abbe smiled. "In exchange," he continued, "give nme the red
silk purse that M Morrel left on old Dantes' chi mey-piece,
and which you tell me is still in your hands." Caderousse

nore and nore astoni shed, went toward a | arge oaken
cupboard, opened it, and gave the abbe a | ong purse of faded
red silk, round which were two copper runners that had once
been gilt. The abbe took it, and in return gave Caderousse

t he di anond.

"COh, you are a man of God, sir," cried Caderousse; "for no
one knew t hat Ednmond had given you this dianmpbnd, and you
m ght have kept it."

"Wich," said the abbe to hinself, "you would have done."
The abbe rose, took his hat and gloves. "Wl l," he said,
"all you have told me is perfectly true, then, and I may
believe it in every particular."”

"See, sir," replied Caderousse, "in this corner is a
crucifix in holy wood -- here on this shelf is ny wife's
testanment; open this book, and | will swear upon it with my
hand on the crucifix. | will swear to you by nmy soul's
salvation, ny faith as a Christian, | have told everything
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to you as it occurred, and as the recording angel will tell
it to the ear of CGod at the day of the last judgnent!"”

""Tis well,"” said the abbe, convinced by his manner and tone
t hat Caderousse spoke the truth. ""Tis well, and may this
noney profit you! Adieu; | go far from nen who thus so

bitterly injure each other." The abbe with difficulty got
away from the enthusiastic thanks of Caderousse, opened the
door hinself, got out and nounted his horse, once nore

sal uted the innkeeper, who kept uttering his [oud farewells,
and then returned by the road he had travelled in comning
VWhen Cader ousse turned around, he saw behind him La
Carconte, paler and trenbling nore than ever. "Is, then, al
that | have heard really true?" she inquired.

"What ? That he has given the dianond to us only?" inquired
Caderousse, half bewi|ldered with joy; "yes, nothing nore
true! See, here it is." The woman gazed at it a nonent, and
then said, in a gloony voice, "Suppose it's false?"
Caderousse started and turned pale. "False!" he nuttered.
"Fal se! Why should that man give ne a fal se di anond?"

"To get your secret without paying for it, you bl ockhead!"

Caderousse remai ned for a nonent aghast under the weight of
such an idea. "Oh!" he said, taking up his hat, which he

pl aced on the red handkerchief tied round his head, "we wll
soon find out."

"I'n what way?"

"Why, the fair is on at Beaucaire, there are always
jewellers fromParis there, and I will showit to them Look
after the house, wife, and | shall be back in two hours,"
and Caderousse | eft the house in haste, and ran rapidly in
the direction opposite to that which the priest had taken
"Fifty thousand francs!" nmuttered La Carconte when | eft

alone; "it is a large sum of noney, but it is not a
fortune.”
Chapter 28

The Prison Register

The day after that in which the scene we have just described
had taken place on the road between Bel |l egarde and
Beaucaire, a man of about thirty or two and thirty, dressed
in a bright blue frock coat, nankeen trousers, and a white
wai st coat, having the appearance and accent of an
Engl i shman, presented hinself before the mayor of

Marseilles. "Sir," said he, "I amchief clerk of the house
of Thomson & French, of Rome. We are, and have been these
ten years, connected with the house of Mrrel & Son, of
Marseilles. W have a hundred thousand francs or thereabouts
| oaned on their securities, and we are a little uneasy at
reports that have reached us that the firmis on the brink
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of ruin. | have cone, therefore, express from Ronme, to ask
you for information."

"Sir," replied the mayor. "I know very well that during the
| ast four or five years msfortune has seened to pursue M
Morrel. He has lost four or five vessels, and suffered by
three or four bankruptcies; but it is not for nme, although
ama creditor nyself to the amount of ten thousand francs,
to give any information as to the state of his finances. Ask
of ne, as mayor, what is nmy opinion of M Morrel, and

shall say that he is a man honorable to the | ast degree, and
who has up to this tine fulfilled every engagement with
scrupul ous punctuality. This is all | can say, sir; if you
wish to learn nore, address yourself to M de Boville, the

i nspector of prisons, No. 15, Rue de Nouailles; he has, |
bel i eve, two hundred thousand francs in Mrrel's hands, and
if there be any grounds for apprehension, as this is a
greater anpunt than mne, you will nost probably find him
better informed than nyself."

The Englishman seened to appreciate this extrene delicacy,
made his bow and went away, proceeding with a characteristic
British stride towards the street nentioned. M de Boville
was in his private room and the Englishmn, on perceiving
him made a gesture of surprise, which seened to indicate
that it was not the first tinme he had been in his presence.
As to M de Boville, he was in such a state of despair, that
it was evident all the faculties of his mnd, absorbed in

t he thought which occupied himat the nmonment, did not allow
either his nmenory or his imagination to stray to the past.
The Englishman, with the cool ness of his nation, addressed
himin terns nearly simlar to those with which he had
accosted the mayor of Marseilles. "Ch, sir," exclained M de
Boville, "your fears are unfortunately but too well founded,
and you see before you a man in despair. | had two hundred

t housand francs placed in the hands of Mdrrel & Son; these
two hundred thousand francs were the dowy of mny daughter
who was to be married in a fortnight, and these two hundred
t housand francs were payable, half on the 15th of this
mont h, and the other half on the 15th of next nonth. | had
informed M Morrel of ny desire to have these paynents
punctual |y, and he has been here within the | ast half-hour
totell ne that if his ship, the Pharaon, did not cone into
port on the 15th, he would be wholly unable to make this
paynment . "

"But," said the Englishman, "this | ooks very nuch like a
suspensi on of payment."

"It looks nmore |ike bankruptcy!" exclaimed M de Boville
despairingly.

The Englishman appeared to reflect a nonent, and then said,
-- "Fromwhich it would appear, sir, that this credit
i nspires you with considerabl e apprehensi on?"

"To tell you the truth, I consider it lost."
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"Well, then, I will buy it of you!"

"You?"

"Yes, I!"

"But at a tremendous di scount, of course?"

"No, for two hundred thousand francs. Qur house," added the
Engli shman with a | augh, "does not do things in that way."

"And you will pay" --
"Ready noney." And the Englishman drew from his pocket a
bundl e of bank-notes, which m ght have been twice the sumM
de Boville feared to |l ose. A ray of joy passed across M de
Bovill e's countenance, yet he nade an effort at

self-control, and said, -- "Sir, | ought to tell you that,
in all probability, you will not realize six per cent of
this sum™

"That's no affair of mne," replied the Englishman, "that is
the affair of the house of Thonson & French, in whose nane |
act. They have, perhaps, sone notive to serve in hastening

the ruin of a rival firm But all | know, sir, is, that | am
ready to hand you over this sumin exchange for your
assignment of the debt. | only ask a brokerage."”

"Of course, that is perfectly just,” cried M de Boville.
"The comm ssion is usually one and a half; will you have two
-- three -- five per cent, or even nore? \Watever you say."
"Sir," replied the Englishman, |aughing, "I amlike ny
house, and do not do such things -- no, the conmm ssion | ask
is quite different."

"Nane it, sir, | beg."

"You are the inspector of prisons?"

"I have been so these fourteen years."

"You keep the registers of entries and departures?"

"l do."

"To these registers there are added notes relative to the
pri soners?”

"There are special reports on every prisoner."”
"Well, sir, | was educated at hone by a poor devil of an
abbe, who di sappeared suddenly. | have since | earned that he

was confined in the Chateau d'If, and | should like to learn
sonme particulars of his death."”
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"What was his name?"

"The Abbe Faria."

"Ch, | recollect himperfectly," cried M de Boville; "he

was crazy."

"So they said."

"Ch, he was, decidedly."

"Very possibly; but what sort of madness was it?"

"He pretended to know of an i mense treasure, and offered
vast sums to the governnent if they would |iberate him"

"Poor devil! -- and he is dead?"
"Yes, sir, five or six nonths ago -- |ast February."
"You have a good memory, sir, to recollect dates so well."

"I recollect this, because the poor devil's death was
acconpani ed by a singular incident."

“"May | ask what that was?" said the Englishman with an
expression of curiosity, which a close observer would have
been astoni shed at discovering in his phlegmatic

count enance.

"Oh dear, yes, sir; the abbe's dungeon was forty or fifty
feet distant fromthat of one of Bonaparte's em ssaries, --
one of those who had contributed the nost to the return of
the usurper in 1815, -- a very resolute and very dangerous
man. "

"I ndeed!" said the Englishman

"Yes," replied M de Boville; "I nyself had occasion to see
this man in 1816 or 1817, and we could only go into his
dungeon with a file of soldiers. That nman nade a deep

i mpression on ne; | shall never forget his countenance!" The
Engl i shman smil ed inperceptibly.

"And you say, sir,

he interposed, "that the two dungeons"
"Were separated by a distance of fifty feet; but it appears
that this Ednond Dantes” --

"Thi s dangerous nman's nane was"

"Ednond Dantes. It appears, sir, that this Ednond Dantes had
procured tools, or nade them for they found a tunne

t hrough which the prisoners held comrunication with one
anot her."
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"This tunnel was dug, no doubt, with an intention of
escape?"

"No doubt; but unfortunately for the prisoners, the Abbe
Faria had an attack of catal epsy, and died."

"That nust have cut short the projects of escape."

"For the dead man, yes," replied M de Boville, "but not for
the survivor; on the contrary, this Dantes saw a means of
accelerating his escape. He, no doubt, thought that
prisoners who died in the Chateau d' If were interred in an
ordi nary burial -ground, and he conveyed the dead man into
his own cell, took his place in the sack in which they had
sewed up the corpse, and awaited the nonent of internent."”

"It was a bold step, and one that showed sonme courage,"
remar ked the Englishman.

"As | have already told you, sir, he was a very dangerous
man; and, fortunately, by his own act disenbarrassed the
government of the fears it had on his account."

"How was that ?"
"How? Do you not conprehend?"
"No. "

"The Chateau d'If has no cenmetery, and they sinmply throw the
dead into the sea, after fastening a thirty-six pound
cannon-ball to their feet."

"Well," observed the Englishnman as if he were sl ow of
conpr ehensi on.

"Well, they fastened a thirty-six pound ball to his feet,
and threw himinto the sea."

"Real ly!" exclaimed the Englishman
"Yes, sir," continued the inspector of prisons. "You may

i magi ne the amazenent of the fugitive when he found hinself
flung headl ong over the rocks! | should like to have seen
his face at that noment."

"That woul d have been difficult."
"No matter," replied De Boville, in suprene good-hunor at
the certainty of recovering his two hundred thousand francs,
-- "no matter, | can fancy it." And he shouted with

| aught er.
"So can |," said the Englishman, and he | aughed too; but he
| aughed as the English do, "at the end of his teeth."

"And so," continued the Englishman who first gained his
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conmposure, "he was drowned?"
"Unquestionably."

"So that the governor got rid of the dangerous and the crazy
pri soner at the sanme tinme?"

"Precisely."

"But sone official docunment was drawn up as to this affair,
| suppose?" inquired the Englishman.

"Yes, yes, the nortuary deposition. You understand, Dantes
relations, if he had any, m ght have sone interest in
knowing i f he were dead or alive."

"So that now, if there were anything to inherit from him
they may do so with easy conscience. He is dead, and no
m st ake about it."

"Oh, yes; and they may have the fact attested whenever they
pl ease. "

"So be it," said the Englishman. "But to return to these
regi sters."

"True, this story has diverted our attention fromthem
Excuse ne."

"Excuse you for what? For the story? By no neans; it really
seens to ne very curious."”

"Yes, indeed. So, sir, you wish to see all relating to the
poor abbe, who really was gentl eness itself."

"Yes, you will much oblige nme."

"Co into ny study here, and I will showit to you." And they
both entered M de Boville's study. Everything was here
arranged in perfect order; each register had its nunber,
each file of papers its place. The inspector begged the
Engli shman to seat hinself in an armchair, and pl aced
before himthe regi ster and docunents relative to the
Chateau d'If, giving himall the time he desired for the
exami nation, while De Boville seated himself in a corner

and began to read his newspaper. The Englishman easily found
the entries relative to the Abbe Faria; but it seened that
the history which the inspector had related interested him
greatly, for after having perused the first docunents he
turned over the |eaves until he reached the deposition
respecti ng Ednond Dantes. There he found everything arranged
in due order, -- the accusation, exam nation, Mrrel's
petition, M de Villefort's margi nal notes. He folded up the
accusation quietly, and put it as quietly in his pocket;
read the exam nation, and saw that the name of Noirtier was
not mentioned in it; perused, too, the application dated
10th April, 1815, in which Mrrel, by the deputy procureur's
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advi ce, exaggerated with the best intentions (for Napol eon
was then on the throne) the services Dantes had rendered to
the inperial cause -- services which Villefort's
certificates rendered indi spensable. Then he saw t hrough the
whol e thing. This petition to Napol eon, kept back by
Villefort, had beconme, under the second restoration, a
terrible weapon against himin the hands of the king's
attorney. He was no | onger astoni shed when he searched on to
find in the register this note, placed in a bracket agai nst
his name: --

Ednond Dant es.

An inveterate Bonapartist; took an active part in the return
fromthe Island of Elba.

To be kept in strict solitary confinenent, and to be closely
wat ched and guarded.

Beneath these lines was witten in another hand: "See note
above -- nothing can be done." He conpared the witing in
the bracket with the witing of the certificate placed
beneath Morrel's petition, and discovered that the note in
the bracket was the some witing as the certificate -- that
is to say, was in Villefort's handwiting. As to the note
whi ch acconpani ed this, the Englishman understood that it
m ght have been added by sone inspector who had taken a
nmonentary interest in Dantes' situation, but who had, from
the remarks we have quoted, found it inpossible to give any
effect to the interest he had felt.

As we have said, the inspector, fromdiscretion, and that he
m ght not disturb the Abbe Faria's pupil in his researches,
had seated hinself in a corner, and was reading Le Drapeau
Bl anc. He did not see the Englishman fold up and place in
hi s pocket the accusation witten by Danglars under the
arbor of La Reserve, and which had the postmark

"Marseilles, 27th Feb., delivery 6 o' clock, P.M" But it

nmust be said that if he had seen it, he attached so little

i nportance to this scrap of paper, and so much inportance to
his two hundred thousand francs, that he would not have
opposed what ever the Englishman nm ght do, however irregul ar
it mght be.

"Thanks," said the latter, closing the register with a slam

"I have all | want; nowit is for me to performny prom se.
G ve ne a sinple assignnment of your debt; acknow edge
therein the receipt of the cash, and I will hand you over

the noney." He rose, gave his seat to M de Boville, who
took it without cerenony, and quickly drew up the required
assignnment, while the Englishman counted out the bank-notes
on the other side of the desk.

Chapter 29
The House of Mrrel & Son
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Any one who had quitted Marseilles a few years previously,
wel | acquainted with the interior of Mrrel's warehouse, and
had returned at this date, would have found a great change.
Instead of that air of |ife, of confort, and of happiness
that perneates a flourishing and prosperous business
establishnent -- instead of nerry faces at the wi ndows, busy
clerks hurrying to and fro in the long corridors -- instead
of the court filled with bales of goods, re-echoing with the
cries and the jokes of porters, one would have i medi ately
percei ved all aspect of sadness and gloom CQut of all the
nunerous clerks that used to fill the deserted corridor and
the enpty office, but two remai ned. One was a young man of
three or four and twenty, who was in love with M Mrrel's
daughter, and had remained with himin spite of the efforts
of his friends to induce himto w thdraw, the other was an
ol d one-eyed cashier, called "Cocles," or "Cock-eye," a

ni ckname gi ven him by the young nen who used to throng this
vast now al nost deserted bee-hive, and which had so
conpletely replaced his real nanme that he would not, in al
probability, have replied to any one who addressed hi m by
it.

Cocles remained in M Mrrel's service, and a nost singul ar
change had taken place in his position; he had at the sane
time risen to the rank of cashier, and sunk to the rank of a
servant. He was, however, the same Cocles, good, patient,
devoted, but inflexible on the subject of arithnetic, the
only point on which he woul d have stood firm agai nst the
worl d, even against M Mrrel; and strong in the

mul tiplication-table, which he had at his fingers' ends, no
matter what schene or what trap was laid to catch him In
the nmidst of the disasters that befell the house, Cocles was
the only one unnoved. But this did not arise froma want of
affection; on the contrary, froma firmconviction. Like the
rats that one by one forsake the dooned ship even before the
vessel weighs anchor, so all the nunerous clerks had by
degrees deserted the office and the warehouse. Cocles had
seen them go without thinking of inquiring the cause of
their departure. Everything was as we have said, a question
of arithnmetic to Cocles, and during twenty years he had

al ways seen all paynments nmade with such exactitude, that it
seened as inpossible to himthat the house should stop
paynment, as it would to a miller that the river that had so
long turned his mll should cease to flow

Not hi ng had as yet occurred to shake Cocles' belief; the

[ ast nonth's payment had been nade with the nost scrupul ous
exactitude; Cocles had detected an overbal ance of fourteen

sous in his cash, and the same eveni ng he had brought them

to M Mrrel, who, with a nelancholy smile, threwtheminto
an al nost enpty drawer, saying: --

"Thanks, Cocles; you are the pearl of cashiers

Cocl es went away perfectly happy, for this eul ogiumof M
Morrel, himself the pearl of the honest nen of Marseilles,
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flattered himnore than a present of fifty crowns. But since
the end of the nonth M Morrel had passed many an anxi ous
hour. In order to neet the paynents then due; he had
collected all his resources, and, fearing lest the report of
his distress should get bruited abroad at Marseilles when he
was known to be reduced to such an extremty, he went to the
Beaucaire fair to sell his wife's and daughter's jewels and
a portion of his plate. By this nmeans the end of the nonth
was passed, but his resources were now exhausted. Credit,
owing to the reports afloat, was no |onger to be had; and to
nmeet the one hundred thousand francs due on the 10th of the
present month, and the one hundred thousand francs due on
the 15th of the next month to M de Boville, M Mrrel had,
inreality, no hope but the return of the Pharaon, of whose
departure he had learnt froma vessel which had wei ghed
anchor at the sane tinme, and which had already arrived in
harbor. But this vessel which, |ike the Pharaon, came from
Calcutta, had been in for a fortnight, while no intelligence
had been received of the Pharaon

Such was the state of affairs when, the day after his
interviewwith M de Boville, the confidential clerk of the
house of Thonson & French of Rome, presented hinmself at M
Morrel's. Emmanuel received him this young nan was al arned
by the appearance of every new face, for every new face

m ght be that of a new creditor, conme in anxiety to question
the head of the house. The young nman, wi shing to spare his
enpl oyer the pain of this interview, questioned the

new comer; but the stranger declared that he had nothing to
say to M Emmnuel, and that his business was with M Mrre
i n person. Emmanuel sighed, and summoned Cocles. Cocles
appeared, and the young man bade hi m conduct the stranger to
M Morrel's apartnent. Cocles went first, and the stranger
followed him On the staircase they nmet a beautiful girl of
si xteen or seventeen, who | ooked with anxiety at the

st ranger.

"M Mrrel is in his room is he not, Madenoiselle Julie?"
said the cashier.

"Yes; | think so, at least," said the young gir
hesitatingly. "Go and see, Cocles, and if ny father is
t here, announce this gentleman."

"It will be useless to announce ne, nmadenpi selle," returned
the Englishman. "M Morrel does not know my name; this

wort hy gentl eman has only to announce the confidential clerk
of the house of Thomson & French of Rome, with whom your

fat her does business.”

The young girl turned pale and continued to descend, while
the stranger and Cocles continued to nount the staircase.
She entered the office where Enmanuel was, while Cocles, by
the aid of a key he possessed, opened a door in the corner
of a | andi ng-pl ace on the second staircase, conducted the
stranger into an ante-chanber, opened a second door, which
he cl osed behind him and after having left the clerk of the
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house of Thomson & French al one, returned and signed to him
that he could enter. The Englishman entered, and found
Morrel seated at a table, turning over the form dabl e
colums of his |edger, which contained the list of his
liabilities. At the sight of the stranger, M Morrel closed
the | edger, arose, and offered a seat to the stranger; and
when he had seen him seated, resumed his own chair. Fourteen
years had changed the worthy nerchant, who, in his
thirty-sixth year at the opening of this history, was now in
his fiftieth; his hair had turned white, tinme and sorrow had
pl oughed deep furrows on his brow, and his | ook, once so
firmand penetrating, was now irresolute and wandering, as
if he feared being forced to fix his attention on sone
particul ar thought or person. The Englishman | ooked at him
with an air of curiosity, evidently mngled with interest.
"Monsi eur," said Mdxrrel, whose uneasi ness was increased by
this exam nation, "you wish to speak to ne?"

"Yes, nonsieur; you are aware from whom | conme?"

"The house of Thomson & French; at |east, so ny cashier
tells ne.”

"He has told you rightly. The house of Thomson & French had
300, 000 or 400,000 francs to pay this nmonth in France; and,
knowi ng your strict punctuality, have collected all the
bills bearing your signature, and charged ne as they becane
due to present them and to enploy the npney otherw se."
Morrel sighed deeply, and passed his hand over his forehead,
whi ch was covered with perspiration.

"So then, sir," said Morrel, "you hold bills of mne?"
"Yes, and for a considerable sum"

"What is the amount?" asked Morrel with a voice he strove to
render firm

"Here is,"” said the Englishman, taking a quantity of papers
from his pocket, "an assignnent of 200,000 francs to our
house by M de Boville, the inspector of prisons, to whom
they are due. You acknow edge, of course, that you owe this
sumto hinP"

"Yes; he placed the noney in ny hands at four and a half per
cent nearly five years ago."

"When are you to pay?"

"Hal f the 15th of this nonth, half the 15th of next."

"Just so; and now here are 32,500 francs payable shortly;
they are all signed by you, and assigned to our house by the

hol ders. "

"I recognize them" said Mrrel, whose face was suffused, as
he thought that, for the first time in his life, he would be
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unabl e to honor his own signature. "Is this all?"

"No, | have for the end of the nonth these bills which have
been assigned to us by the house of Pascal, and the house of
W!ld & Turner of Marseilles, ampbunting to nearly 55, 000
francs; in all, 287,500 francs." It is inpossible to
descri be what Morrel suffered during this enuneration. "Two
hundred and ei ghty-seven thousand five hundred francs,"
repeat ed he.

"Yes, sir," replied the Englishman. "I will not," continued
he, after a nmonment's silence, "conceal fromyou, that while
your probity and exactitude up to this noment are

uni versal |y acknow edged, yet the report is current in
Marseill es that you are not able to neet your liabilities."
At this alnost brutal speech Morrel turned deathly pale.
"Sir," said he, "up to this tine -- and it is now nore than
four-and-twenty years since | received the direction of this
house fromny father, who had hinself conducted it for five
and thirty years -- never has anything bearing the signature
of Morrel & Son been di shonored."

"I know that," replied the Englishman. "But as a nan of
honor shoul d answer another, tell ne fairly, shall you pay
these with the sanme punctuality?" Mrrel shuddered, and

| ooked at the man, who spoke with nore assurance than he had
hitherto shown. "To questions frankly put," said he, "a
strai ghtforward answer should be given. Yes, | shall pay,

if, as | hope, ny vessel arrives safely; for its arriva

wi Il again procure ne the credit which the nunerous
accidents, of which I have been the victim have deprived
me; but if the Pharaon should be |lost, and this |ast

resource be gone" -- the poor man's eyes filled with tears.
"Well," said the other, "if this last resource fail you?"
"Well," returned Morrel, "it is a cruel thing to be forced
to say, but, already used to m sfortune, | must habituate
nyself to shane. | fear | shall be forced to suspend
paynment."

"Have you no friends who could assist you?" Morrel smled
mournful ly. "In business, sir," said he, "one has no
friends, only correspondents.”

"It is true," murmured the Englishman; "then you have but
one hope."

"But one."
"The | ast?"
"The last."

"So that if this fail" --

"I amruined, -- completely ruined!"
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"As | was on my way here, a vessel was comng into port."”

"I know it, sir; a young man, who still adheres to ny fallen
fortunes, passes a part of his tinme in a belvidere at the
top of the house, in hopes of being the first to announce
good news to nme; he has informed me of the arrival of this
ship."

"And it is not yours?"

"No, she is a Bordeaux vessel, La G ronde; she comes from
I ndia al so; but she is not mne."

"Per haps she has spoken the Pharaon, and brings you sone
tidings of her?"

“Shall 1 tell you plainly one thing, sir? | dread al nost as
much to receive any tidings of my vessel as to remain in
doubt. uncertainty is still hope." Then in a | ow voice

Morrel added, -- "This delay is not natural. The Pharaon
left Calcutta the 5th February; she ought to have been here
a nonth ago."

"What is that?" said the Englishman. "What is the nmeani ng of
t hat noi se?"

"Ch, oh!" cried Morrel, turning pale, "what is it?" A |loud
noi se was heard on the stairs of people noving hastily, and
hal f-stifled sobs. Mirrel rose and advanced to the door; but
his strength failed himand he sank into a chair. The two
men remai ned opposite one another, Morrel trenmbling in every
linb, the stranger gazing at himw th an air of profound
pity. The noi se had ceased; but it seened that Mrre
expected sonething -- sonething had occasi oned t he noi se,
and sonething rmust follow The stranger fancied he heard
footsteps on the stairs; and that the footsteps, which were
those of several persons, stopped at the door. A key was
inserted in the lock of the first door, and the creaking of
hi nges was audi bl e.

"There are only two persons who have the key to that door,"
murmured Morrel, "Cocles and Julie." At this instant the
second door opened, and the young girl, her eyes bathed with
tears, appeared. Mrrel rose trenblingly, supporting hinself
by the armof the chair. He would have spoken, but his voice
failed him "Oh, father!" said she, clasping her hands,
"forgive your child for being the bearer of evil tidings."

Morrel again changed color. Julie threw herself into his
ar ns.

"Oh, father, father!" nmurmured she, "courage!"
"The Pharaon has gone down, then?" said Mdxrel in a hoarse

voi ce. The young girl did not speak; but she made an
affirmative sign with her head as she lay on her father's
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br east .
"And the crew?" asked Morrel

"Saved," said the girl; "saved by the crew of the vesse

that has just entered the harbor." Mrrel raised his two
hands to heaven with an expression of resignation and
sublime gratitude. "Thanks, nmy God," said he, "at |east thou
strikest but nme alone." A tear noistened the eye of the

phl egmati ¢ Engli shman.

"Cone in, cone in," said Mdxrel, "for | presune you are al
at the door."

Scarcely had he uttered those words than Madane Morre
entered weeping bitterly. Emuanuel followed her, and in the
ant echanber were visible the rough faces of seven or eight
hal f - naked sailors. At the sight of these nen the Englishman
started and advanced a step; then restrained hinself, and
retired into the farthest and nost obscure corner of the
apartnment. Madame Morrel sat down by her husband and took
one of his hands in hers, Julie still lay with her head on
hi s shoul der, Emmanuel stood in the centre of the chamnber
and seened to formthe |link between Morrel's fam |y and the
sailors at the door.

"How did this happen?" said Mrrel

"Draw nearer, Penelon," said the young man, "and tell us al
about it."

An ol d seaman, bronzed by the tropical sun, advanced,
twirling the remains of a tarpaulin between his hands.
"Good-day, M Morrel," said he, as if he had just quitted
Marseil | es the previous evening, and had just returned from
Ai x or Toul on.

"Good-day, Penelon,"” returned Morrel, who could not refrain
fromsmling through his tears, "where is the captain?"

"The captain, M Morrel, -- he has stayed behind sick at
Pal ma; but please God, it won't be much, and you will see
himin a few days all alive and hearty."

"Well, nowtell your story, Penelon."

Penelon rolled his quid in his cheek, placed his hand before
his mouth, turned his head, and sent a long jet of
tobacco-juice into the antechanber, advanced his foot,

bal anced hi nsel f, and began, -- "You see, M Morrel," said
he, "we were sonewhere between Cape Bl anc and Cape Boyador
sailing with a fair breeze, south-south-west after a week's

calm when Captain Gaumard conmes up to ne -- | was at the
helmI| should tell you -- and says, “~Penelon, what do you
think of those clouds coning up over there? | was just then

| ooking at them nyself. “What do | think, captain? Wy I
think that they are rising faster than they have any
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busi ness to do, and that they would not be so black if they

didn't nean m schief." -- "That's my opinion too,' said the
captain, “and I'Il take precautions accordingly. W are
carrying too much canvas. Avast, there, all hands! Take in
the studding-sl's and stowthe flying jib." It was tinme; the
squal |l was on us, and the vessel began to heel. "“Ah,' said
the captain, “we have still too nmuch canvas set; all hands
lower the mains'I!' Five mnutes after, it was down; and we

sail ed under m zzen-tops'ls and to'gall'nt sails. ~Well
Penel on,' said the captain, “~what nakes you shake your

head?' “Wuy,' | says, | still think you've got too nuch
on." "I think you're right,' answered he, “we shall have a
gale.' "A gale? Mre than that, we shall have a tenpest, or

| don't know what's what.' You could see the wi nd coning
like the dust at Montredon; luckily the captain understood
his business. "Take in two reefs in the tops'ls,' cried the
captain; “let go the bowin's, haul the brace, |ower the
to'gall'nt sails, haul out the reef-tackles on the yards."'"
"That was not enough for those latitudes,” said the
Engl i shman; "1 shoul d have taken four reefs in the topsails
and furled the spanker."”

His firm sonorous, and unexpected voi ce nmade every one
start. Penelon put his hand over his eyes, and then stared
at the man who thus criticized the manoeuvres of his
captain. "W did better than that, sir," said the old sailor
respectfully; "we put the helmup to run before the tenpest;
ten mnutes after we struck our tops'ls and scudded under
bare poles.”

"The vessel was very old to risk that," said the Englishman

"Eh, it was that that did the business; after pitching
heavily for twelve hours we sprung a |leak. "“Penelon,' said

the captain, "I think we are sinking, give ne the helm and
go down into the hold.' |I gave himthe helm and descended;
there was already three feet of water. Al hands to the
pumps!’ | shouted; but it was too late, and it seenmed the
nore we punped the nore cane in. “Ah,' said I, after four
hours' work, “since we are sinking, let us sink; we can die
but once.' “That's the exanple you set, Penelon,' cries the
captain; “very well, wait a minute.' He went into his cabin
and canme back with a brace of pistols. "I will blowthe

brains out of the first man who | eaves the punp,’' said he."
"Well done!" said the Englishman.

"There's nothing gives you so nmuch courage as good reasons,”
continued the sailor; "and during that time the wi nd had
abat ed, and the sea gone down, but the water kept rising;

not much, only two inches an hour, but still it rose. Two

i nches an hour does not seem nmuch, but in twelve hours that
makes two feet, and three we had before, that makes five.
"Conme,' said the captain, “we have done all in our power,
and M Mrrel will have nothing to reproach us with, we have
tried to save the ship, let us now save ourselves. To the
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boats, ny lads, as quick as you can.' Now," continued
Penel on, "you see, M Morrel, a sailor is attached to his

ship, but still more to his Ilife, so we did not wait to be
told twice; the nore so, that the ship was sinking under us,
and seened to say, ~Get along -- save yourselves.' W soon

| aunched the boat, and all eight of us got into it. The
captain descended | ast, or rather, he did not descend, he
woul d not quit the vessel; so | took himround the waist,
and threw himinto the boat, and then | junped after him It
was tinme, for just as | junped the deck burst with a noise
i ke the broadside of a man-of-war. Ten mnutes after she
pitched forward, then the other way, spun round and round,
and then good-by to the Pharaon. As for us, we were three
days without anything to eat or drink, so that we began to
think of drawing |lots who should feed the rest, when we saw
La G ronde; we nade signals of distress, she perceived us,
made for us, and took us all on board. There now, M Morrel
that's the whole truth, on the honor of a sailor; is not it
true, you fellows there?" A general murnur of approbation
showed that the narrator had faithfully detailed their

m sfortunes and sufferings.

"Well, well," said M Morrel, "I know there was no one in
fault but destiny. It was the will of God that this should
happen, bl essed be his nanme. What wages are due to you?"

"Ch, don't let us talk of that, M Morrel."

"Yes, but we will talk of it."

"Well, then, three nonths," said Penel on

"Cocl es, pay two hundred francs to each of these good
fellows," said Morrel. "At another tine," added be, "I
shoul d have said, G ve them besides, two hundred francs
over as a present; but tinmes are changed, and the little

noney that remains to nme is not my own."

Penel on turned to his conpani ons, and exchanged a few words
with them

"As for that, M Morrel," said he, again turning his quid,
"as for that" --

"As for what?"

"The noney."

Il\Mllll S

"Well, we all say that fifty francs will be enough for us at
present, and that we will wait for the rest."

"Thanks, ny friends, thanks!" cried Morrel gratefully; "take
it -- take it; and if you can find another enployer, enter
his service; you are free to do so." These |ast words
produced a prodigious effect on the seaman. Penel on nearly
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swal | owed his quid; fortunately he recovered. "Wat, M
Morrel!" said he in a |low voice, "you send us away;, you are
then angry with us!"”

"No, no," said M Morrel, "I amnot angry, quite the
contrary, and | do not send you away; but | have no nore
ships, and therefore | do not want any sailors."

“"No nore ships!" returned Penelon; "well, then, you'll build
some; we'll wait for you."

"I have no noney to build ships with, Penelon,"” said the
poor owner mournfully, "so I cannot accept your kind offer."”

"No nore nopney? Then you nmust not pay us; we can scud, |ike
t he Pharaon, under bare poles."

"Enough, enough!" cried Mrrel, alnpst overpowered; "l eave
me, | pray you; we shall neet again in a happier tine.
Emmanuel , go with them and see that ny orders are
executed. "

"At least, we shall see each other again, M Mrrel?" asked
Penel on.

"Yes; | hope so, at least. Now go." He nade a sign to

Cocl es, who went first; the seanen followed himand Emanue
brought up the rear. "Now," said the owner to his wi fe and
daughter, "leave me; | wish to speak with this gentlenman."
And he gl anced towards the clerk of Thonson & French, who
had remai ned notionless in the corner during this scene, in
whi ch he had taken no part, except the few words we have
menti oned. The two wonen | ooked at this person whose
presence they had entirely forgotten, and retired; but, as
she left the apartnent, Julie gave the stranger a
supplicating glance, to which he replied by a snmle that an
i ndi fferent spectator would have been surprised to see on
his stern features. The two nmen were left alone. "Well

sir," said Mdxrrel, sinking into a chair, "you have heard
all, and I have nothing further to tell you."

"I see," returned the Englishman, "that a fresh and
unnmerited misfortune his overwhel med you, and this only
increases nmy desire to serve you."

"Oh, sir!" cried Mrrel

"Let me see," continued the stranger, "I am one of your
| argest creditors.”

"Your bills, at least, are the first that will fall due."
"Do you wish for time to pay?"
"A delay would save ny honor, and consequently ny life."

"How | ong a delay do you wish for?" -- Mrrel reflected.
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"Two nonths," said he.
"I will give you three," replied the stranger

"But," asked Morrel, "will the house of Thonson & French
consent ?"

"Ch, | take everything on nyself. To-day is the 5th of

June. "

"Yes."

"Well, renew these bills up to the 5th of Septenber; and on
the 5th of Septenber at eleven o'clock (the hand of the
clock pointed to eleven), | shall come to receive the
noney. "

"I shall expect you," returned Mirrel; "and | will pay you

-- or | shall he dead." These |ast words were uttered in so
low a tone that the stranger could not hear them The bills
were renewed, the old ones destroyed, and the poor

shi p-owner found hinself with three nonths before himto
coll ect his resources. The Englishman received his thanks
with the phlegm peculiar to his nation; and Mrrel

overwhel mng himw th grateful blessings, conducted himto
the staircase. The stranger met Julie on the stairs; she
pretended to be descending, but in reality she was waiting
for him "Oh, sir" -- said she, clasping her hands.

"Madenoi selle,"” said the stranger, "one day you will receive
a letter signed “Sinbad the Sailor.' Do exactly what the
| etter bids you, however strange it nmay appear."”

"Yes, sir," returned Julie.
"Do you proni se?"

"I swear to you I will."

"It is well. Adieu, madenoiselle. Continue to be the good,
sweet girl you are at present, and | have great hopes that
heaven will reward you by giving you Enmanuel for a
husband. "

Julie uttered a faint cry, blushed |ike a rose, and | eaned
agai nst the baluster. The stranger waved his hand, and
continued to descend. In the court he found Penel on, who,
with a rouleau of a hundred francs in either hand, seened
unable to make up his mind to retain them "Cone with nme, ny
friend," said the Englishman; "I wish to speak to you."

Chapter 30
The Fifth of Septenber.

The extension provided for by the agent of Thomson & French
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at the nonent when Morrel expected it |east, was to the poor
shi powner so decided a stroke of good fortune that he al nost
dared to believe that fate was at |ength grown weary of
wasting her spite upon him The sane day he told his wfe,
Emmanuel , and his daughter all that had occurred; and a ray
of hope, if not of tranquillity, returned to the famly.
Unfortunately, however, Mrrel had not only engagements with
t he house of Thomson & French, who had shown thensel ves so
consi derate towards him and, as he had said, in business he
had correspondents, and not friends. Wen he thought the
matter over, he could by no neans account for this generous
conduct on the part of Thonson & French towards him and
could only attribute it to sonme such selfish argunent as
this: -- "W had better help a man who owes us nearly

300, 000 francs, and have those 300,000 francs at the end of
three nonths than hasten his ruin, and get only six or eight
per cent of our noney back again." Unfortunately, whether

t hrough envy or stupidity, all Mrrel's correspondents did
not take this view, and sonme even cane to a contrary
decision. The bills signed by Morrel were presented at his
office with scrupul ous exactitude, and, thanks to the del ay
granted by the Englishman, were paid by Cocles with equa
punctuality. Cocles thus remained in his accustoned
tranquillity. It was Mdrrel alone who renenbered with al arm
that if he had to repay on the 15th the 50,000 francs of M
de Boville, and on the 30th the 32,500 francs of bills, for
which, as well as the debt due to the inspector of prisons,
he had tinme granted, he nmust be a ruined man

The opinion of all the comercial nmen was that, under the
reverses which had successively wei ghed down Morrel, it was
i mpossible for himto remain solvent. Geat, therefore, was
t he astoni shnment when at the end of the nonth, he cancelled
all his obligations with his usual punctuality. Stil
confidence was not restored to all mnds, and the genera
opi nion was that the conplete ruin of the unfortunate

shi powner had been postponed only until the end of the
mont h. The nonth passed, and Morrel nade extraordinary
efforts to get in all his resources. Formerly his paper, at
any date, was taken with confidence, and was even in
request. Morrel now tried to negotiate bills at ninety days
only, and none of the banks would give himcredit.
Fortunately, Mrrel had some funds coming in on which he
could rely; and, as they reached him he found hinself in a
condition to neet his engagenents when the end of July cane.
The agent of Thomson & French had not been again seen at
Marseilles; the day after, or two days after his visit to
Morrel, he had di sappeared; and as in that city he had had
no intercourse but with the mayor, the inspector of prisons,
and M Morrel, his departure left no trace except in the
menories of these three persons. As to the sailors of the
Pharaon, they nmust have found snug berths el sewhere, for
they al so had di sappear ed.

Captain Gaumard, recovered fromhis illness, had returned

from Pal ma. He del ayed presenting hinmself at Mrrel's, but
t he owner, hearing of his arrival, went to see him The
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wort hy shi powner knew, from Penelon's recital, of the
captain's brave conduct during the storm and tried to
console him He brought him also the anobunt of his wages,
whi ch Captain Gaumard had not dared to apply for. As he
descended the staircase, Mrrel nmet Penel on, who was going
up. Penelon had, it would seem nade good use of his npney,
for he was newmy clad. When he saw his enpl oyer, the worthy
tar seemed nmuch enbarrassed, drew on one side into the
corner of the | anding-place, passed his quid from one cheek
to the other, stared stupidly with his great eyes, and only
acknow edged the squeeze of the hand which Mrrel as usua
gave himby a slight pressure in return. Mrrel attributed
Penel on's enbarrassnent to the el egance of his attire; it
was evident the good fell ow had not gone to such an expense
on his own account; he was, no doubt, engaged on board sone
ot her vessel, and thus his bashful ness arose fromthe fact
of his not having, if we may so express ourselves, worn
mourni ng for the Pharaon | onger. Perhaps he had cone to tel
Captain Gaumard of his good |uck, and to offer him

enpl oyment from his new master. "Worthy fellows!" said
Morrel, as he went away, "may your new nmaster |ove you as |
| oved you, and be nore fortunate than | have been!”

August rolled by in unceasing efforts on the part of Mrre
to renew his credit or revive the old. On the 20th of August
it was known at Marseilles that he had left town in the
mai | coach, and then it was said that the bills would go to
protest at the end of the nonth, and that Mrrel had gone
away and left his chief clerk Emanuel, and his cashier
Cocles, to neet the creditors. But, contrary to al
expectation, when the 31st of August canme, the house opened
as usual, and Cocl es appeared behind the grating of the
counter, examned all bills presented with the usua
scrutiny, and, fromfirst to last, paid all with the usua
precision. There cane in, nmoreover, two drafts which M
Morrel had fully anticipated, and which Cocles paid as
punctual ly as the bills which the shipowner had accepted.

Al'l this was inconprehensible, and then, with the tenacity
peculiar to prophets of bad news, the failure was put off
until the end of Septenber. On the 1st, Mrrel returned; he
was awaited by his famly with extreme anxiety, for from
this journey to Paris they hoped great things. Mirrel had

t hought of Danglars, who was now i mensely rich, and had

| ai n under great obligations to Morrel in former days, since
to himit was owi ng that Danglars entered the service of the
Spani sh banker, with whom he had laid the foundations of his
vast wealth. It was said at this noment that Dangl ars was
worth fromsix to eight nillions of francs, and had
unlimted credit. Danglars, then, wthout taking a crown
fromhis pocket, could save Morrel; he had but to pass his
word for a loan, and Morrel was saved. Morrel had | ong

t hought of Danglars, but had kept away from sonme instinctive
notive, and had del ayed as | ong as possible availing hinself
of this last resource. And Mrrel was right, for he returned
home crushed by the humiliation of a refusal. Yet, on his
arrival, Mrrel did not utter a conplaint, or say one harsh
word. He enbraced his weeping wife and daughter, pressed
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Emmanuel 's hand with friendly warnmth, and then going to his
private roomon the second floor had sent for Cocles.
"Then," said the two women to Emmanuel, "we are indeed

rui ned.”

It was agreed in a brief council held anong them that Julie
should wite to her brother, who was in garrison at Ni nes,
to come to them as speedily as possible. The poor wonen felt
instinctively that they required all their strength to
support the blow that inpended. Besides, Maxinilian Mrrel

t hough hardly two and twenty, had great influence over his
father. He was a strong-m nded, upright young man. At the

ti me when he decided on his profession his father had no
desire to choose for him but had consulted young

Maxim lian's taste. He had at once declared for a mlitary
life, and had in consequence studi ed hard, passed
brilliantly through the Polytechnic School, and left it as
sub-1lieutenant of the 53d of the line. For a year he had
hel d this rank, and expected pronotion on the first vacancy.
In his reginent Maximilian Mdrrel was noted for his rigid
observance, not only of the obligations inposed on a

sol dier, but also of the duties of a man; and he thus gai ned
the nane of "the stoic." We need hardly say that many of
those who gave himthis epithet repeated it because they had
heard it, and did not even know what it nmeant. This was the
young man whom his nother and sister called to their aid to
sustain them under the serious trial which they felt they
woul d soon have to endure. They had not m staken the gravity
of this event, for the nonent after Morrel had entered his
private office with Cocles, Julie saw the latter |eave it
pale, trenmbling, and his features betraying the utnost
consternation. She woul d have questi oned himas he passed by
her, but the worthy creature hastened down the staircase

wi th unusual precipitation, and only raised his hands to
heaven and excl ai med, "Oh, madenvoi selle, madenpiselle, what
a dreadful msfortune! Who could ever have believed it!" A
monment afterwards Julie saw him go up-stairs carrying two or
three heavy | edgers, a portfolio, and a bag of nopney.

Morrel exam ned the | edgers, opened the portfolio, and
counted the money. All his funds anpunted to 6,000, or 8,000
francs, his bills receivable up to the 5th to 4,000 or

5,000, which, making the best of everything, gave him 14, 000
francs to neet debts anpunting to 287,500 francs. He had not
even the neans for meking a possible settlenent on account.
However, when Morrel went down to his dinner, he appeared
very calm This cal mmess was nore alarnming to the two wonmen
than the deepest dejection would have been. After dinner
Morrel usually went out and used to take his coffee at the
Phocaean cl ub, and read the Semaphore; this day he did not

| eave the house, but returned to his office.

As to Cocles, he seemed conpletely bew | dered. For part of
the day he went into the court-yard, seated hinself on a
stone with his head bare and exposed to the blazing sun
Emmanuel tried to confort the wonen, but his el oquence
faltered. The young man was too well acquainted with the
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busi ness of the house, not to feel that a great catastrophe
hung over the Morrel famly. N ght came, the two wonen had
wat ched, hoping that when he left his room Morrel would cone
to them but they heard him pass before their door, and
trying to conceal the noise of his footsteps. They |i stened;
he went into his sleeping-room and fastened the door

i nside. Madane Morrel sent her daughter to bed, and half an
hour after Julie had retired, she rose, took off her shoes,
and went stealthily along the passage, to see through the
keyhol e what her husband was doing. In the passage she saw a
retreating shadow, it was Julie, who, uneasy herself, had
antici pated her nother. The young | ady went towards Madane
Mor r el

"He is witing," she said. They had understood each other

wi t hout speaki ng. Madane Morrel |ooked again through the
keyhol e, Morrel was witing; but Madanme Mrrel remarked,
what her daughter had not observed, that her husband was
witing on stanped paper. The terrible idea that he was
witing his will flashed across her; she shuddered, and yet
had not strength to utter a word. Next day M Mbdrrel seened
as calmas ever, went into his office as usual, came to his
breakfast punctually, and then, after dinner, he placed his
daught er beside him took her head in his arnms, and held her
for a long tinme against his bosom In the evening, Julie
told her nother, that although he was apparently so calm
she had noticed that her father's heart beat violently. The
next two days passed in rmuch the same way. On the eveni ng of
the 4th of Septenmber, M Morrel asked his daughter for the
key of his study. Julie trenmbled at this request, which
seened to her of bad omen. Why did her father ask for this
key whi ch she al ways kept, and which was only taken from her
in childhood as a punishnment? The young girl | ooked at

Morr el

"What have | done wrong, father," she said, "that you should

take this key from me?"
"Not hi ng, ny dear," replied the unhappy man, the tears
starting to his eyes at this sinple question, -- "nothing,
only I want it." Julie nade a pretence to feel for the key.
"I must have left it in ny room" she said. And she went

out, but instead of going to her apartnent she hastened to
consult Enmanuel. "Do not give this key to your father,"
said he, "and to-nmorrow norning, if possible, do not quit
himfor a nmoment." She questi oned Emmanuel , but he knew
not hi ng, or would not say what he knew. During the night,
between the 4th and 5th of Septenber, Madane Mrrel remained
listening for every sound, and, until three o'clock in the
nor ni ng, she heard her husband pacing the roomin great
agitation. It was three o'clock when he threw hinself on the
bed. The not her and daughter passed the night together. They
had expected Maxinilian since the previous evening. At eight
o'clock in the nmorning Morrel entered their chanber. He was
calm but the agitation of the night was legible in his pale
and careworn vi sage. They did not dare to ask himhow he had
slept. Morrel was kinder to his wife, nore affectionate to
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hi s daughter, than he had ever been. He could not cease
gazing at and kissing the sweet girl. Julie, mndful of
Emmanuel ' s request, was follow ng her father when he quitted
the room but he said to her quickly, -- "Remain with your
not her, dearest."” Julie wi shed to acconpany him "I w sh you
to do so," said he.

This was the first time Mdrrel had ever so spoken, but he
said it in a tone of paternal kindness, and Julie did not
dare to disobey. She remmi ned at the same spot standing nute
and notionless. An instant afterwards the door opened, she
felt two arnms encircle her, and a nmouth pressed her
forehead. She | ooked up and uttered an excl amati on of joy.

"Maxim lian, nmy dearest brother!" she cried. At these words
Madanme Morrel rose, and threw herself into her son's arns.
"Mt her," said the young man, |ooking alternately at Madane
Morrel and her daughter, "what has occurred -- what has
happened? Your letter has frightened me, and | have cone
hither with all speed.”

"Julie," said Madanme Morrel, making a sign to the young man
"go and tell your father that Maximlian has just arrived."
The young | ady rushed out of the apartnent, but on the first
step of the staircase she found a man holding a letter in
hi s hand.

"Are you not Madempiselle Julie Morrel?" inquired the man,
with a strong Italian accent.

"Yes, sir," replied Julie with hesitation; "what is your
pl easure? | do not know you."

"Read this letter," he said, handing it to her. Julie
hesitated. "It concerns the best interests of your father,"
said the nmessenger.

The young girl hastily took the letter fromhim She opened
it quickly and read: --

"Go this monent to the Allees de Meillan, enter the house
No. 15, ask the porter for the key of the roomon the fifth
floor, enter the apartnent, take fromthe corner of the
mant el pi ece a purse netted in red silk, and give it to your
father. It is inportant that he should receive it before

el even o' clock. You promised to obey nme inplicitly. Remenber
your oath.

"Sinbad the Sailor."
The young girl uttered a joyful cry, raised her eyes, |ooked
round to question the nmessenger, but he had di sappeared. She

cast her eyes again over the note to peruse it a second
time, and saw there was a postscript. She read: --

"It is inmportant that you should fulfil this mssion in
person and alone. If you go acconpani ed by any other person

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO

or should any one else go in your place, the porter will
reply that he does not know anything about it."

This postscript decreased greatly the young girl's

happi ness. Was there nothing to fear? was there not sone
snare laid for her? Her innocence had kept her in ignorance
of the dangers that m ght assail a young girl of her age.
But there is no need to know danger in order to fear it;

i ndeed, it may be observed, that it is usually unknown
perils that inspire the greatest terror

Julie hesitated, and resolved to take counsel. Yet, through
a singular inpulse, it was neither to her nother nor her
brother that she applied, but to Emmanuel. She hastened down
and told himwhat had occurred on the day when the agent of
Thomson & French had come to her father's, related the scene
on the staircase, repeated the pronise she had nmade, and
showed himthe letter. "You must go, then, nadenviselle,"”
sai d Emmanuel

"Go there?" murmured Julie.
"Yes; | will acconpany you."

"But did you not read that | nust be al one?" said Julie.

"And you shall be alone," replied the young man. "I will
await you at the corner of the Rue de Miusee, and if you are
so |l ong absent as to make nme uneasy, | will hasten to rejoin

you, and woe to himof whom you shall have cause to conpl ain
to nmel"

"Then, Emmanuel ?" said the young girl with hesitation, "it
is your opinion that | should obey this invitation?"

"Yes. Did not the nessenger say your father's safety
depended upon it?"

"But what danger threatens him then, Emmanuel ?" she asked.

Enmmanuel hesitated a nmonent, but his desire to make Julie
decide i medi ately nmade himreply.

"Listen," he said; "to-day is the 5th of Septenber, is it
not ?"

"Yes."

"To-day, then, at eleven o' clock, your father has nearly
three hundred t housand francs to pay?"

"Yes, we know that."

"Well, then," continued Enmanuel, "we have not fifteen
t housand francs in the house."

"What will happen then?"
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"Why, if to-day before eleven o' clock your father has not
found soneone who will conme to his aid, he will be conpelled
at twelve o'clock to declare hinself a bankrupt."”

"Ch, cone, then, conme!" cried she, hastening away with the
young man. During this tine, Madame Morrel had told her son
everyt hing. The young man knew quite well that, after the
successi on of m sfortunes which had befallen his father
great changes had taken place in the style of living and
housekeepi ng; but he did not know that matters had reached
such a point. He was thunderstruck. Then, rushing hastily
out of the apartnment, he ran up-stairs, expecting to find
his father in his study, but he rapped there in vain.

Wil e he was yet at the door of the study he heard the
bedroom door open, turned, and saw his father. |nstead of
going direct to his study, M Morrel had returned to his
bed- chanmber, which he was only this nmonent quitting. Mrre
uttered a cry of surprise at the sight of his son, of whose
arrival he was ignorant. He renmained notionless on the spot,
pressing with his [eft hand sonething he had conceal ed under
his coat. Maximlian sprang down the staircase, and threw
his arnms round his father's neck; but suddenly he recoil ed,
and placed his right hand on Mrrel's breast. "Father," he
excl ai med, turning pale as death, "what are you going to do
with that brace of pistols under your coat?"

"Oh, this is what | feared!" said Mrrel

"Father, father, in heaven's nane," exclaimed the young man,
"what are these weapons for?"

"Maximlian," replied Morrel, looking fixedly at his son,
"you are a man, and a man of honor. Come, and | will explain
to you."

And with a firmstep Morrel went up to his study, while
Maxim lian followed him trenbling as he went. Mrrel opened
the door, and closed it behind his son; then, crossing the
anteroom went to his desk on which he placed the pistols,
and pointed with his finger to an open ledger. In this

| edger was nmade out an exact bal ance-sheet of his affair's.
Morrel had to pay, within half an hour, 287,500 francs. Al
he possessed was 15,257 francs. "Read!" said Mrrel

The young man was overwhel ned as he read. Mdrrel said not a
word. What coul d he say? What need he add to such a
desperate proof in figures? "And have you done all that is
possible, father, to neet this disastrous result?" asked the
young nman, after a nonent's pause. "I have," replied Mrrel
"You have no noney coming in on which you can rely?"

"None. "

"You have exhausted every resource?”
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"ALLT

"And in half an hour," said Maxim lian in a gl oony voice,
“our nane is dishonored!"

"Bl ood washes out dishonor," said Mrrel

"You are right, father; | understand you." Then extendi ng
hi s hand towards one of the pistols, he said, "There is one
for you and one for ne -- thanks!" Mrrel caught his hand.
"Your nother -- your sister! Who will support thenP" A

shudder ran through the young man's franme. "Father," he
said, "do you reflect that you are bidding ne to live?"

"Yes, | do so bid you," answered Mrrel, "it is your duty.
You have a calm strong mnd, Maximlian. Maximlian, you
are no ordinary man. | nmeke no requests or commands; | only

ask you to exam ne my position as if it were your own, and
then judge for yourself."

The young man reflected for a nonent, then an expression of
sublime resignation appeared in his eyes, and with a sl ow
and sad gesture he took off his two epaulets, the insignia
of his rank. "Be it so, then, ny father," he said, extending
his hand to Morrel, "die in peace, ny father; | will live."
Morrel was about to cast hinself on his knees before his
son, but Maximlian caught himin his arns, and those two
nobl e hearts were pressed agai nst each other for a nonent.
"You know it is not ny fault,” said Morrel. Maximlian
smled. "I know, father, you are the nobst honorabl e man
have ever known."

"Good, ny son. And now there is no nore to be said; go and
rejoin your nother and sister."

"My father," said the young nman, bending his knee, "bless
me!" Morrel took the head of his son between his two hands,
drew him forward, and kissing his forehead several tines
said, "Oh, yes, yes, | bless you in ny owmn nanme, and in the
name of three generations of irreproachable nen, who say
through ne, "~The edifice which m sfortune has destroyed,
provi dence may build up again.' On seeing ne die such a
deat h, the nobst inexorable will have pity on you. To you,
perhaps, they will accord the tine they have refused to ne.
Then do your best to keep our nane free from dishonor. Go to
wor k, | abor, young man, struggle ardently and courageously;
live, yourself, your nother and sister, with the nost rigid
econony, so that fromday to day the property of those whom
| leave in your hands may augnent and fructify. Reflect how
glorious a day it will be, how grand, how solem, that day
of conplete restoration, on which you will say in this very
office, "Wy father died because he could not do what | have
this day done; but he died calmy and peaceably, because in
dyi ng he knew what | should do.""

"My father, ny father!" cried the young man, "why should you
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not |ive?"

"I'f I live, all would be changed; if | live, interest would
be converted into doubt, pity into hostility; if I live I am
only a man who his broken his word, failed in his
engagenents -- in fact, only a bankrupt. [f, on the
contrary, | die, remenber, Maximilian, ny corpse is that of
an honest but unfortunate nman. Living, ny best friends would
avoid nmy house; dead, all Marseilles will follow ne in tears
to my last home. Living, you would feel shane at ny nane;
dead, you may raise your head and say, '| amthe son of him

you killed, because, for the first time, he has been
conpelled to break his word.""

The young man uttered a groan, but appeared resigned.

"And now," said Mdrrel, "leave ne al one, and endeavor to
keep your nother and sister away."

"WIll you not see ny sister once nore?" asked Maximlian. A
last but final hope was conceal ed by the young man in the
effect of this interview, and therefore he had suggested it.
Morrel shook his head. "I saw her this norning, and bade her
adi eu. "

"Have you no particular conmands to | eave with ne, ny
father?" inquired Maxinmlian in a faltering voice.

"Yes; nmy son, and a sacred command.”
"Say it, ny father."

"The house of Thomson & French is the only one who, from

humanity, or, it nmay be, selfishness -- it is not for nme to
read nen's hearts -- has had any pity for ne. Its agent, who
will in ten mnutes present hinself to receive the anount of

a bill of 287,500 francs, | will not say granted, but
offered me three nmonths. Let this house be the first repaid,
my son, and respect this man."

"Father, | will," said Maxim i an

"“And now, once nore, adieu," said Mirrel. "CGo, |eave nme; |
woul d be alone. You will find my will in the secretary in ny
bedroom "

The young man renmi ned standi ng and notionl ess, having but
the force of will and not the power of execution

"Hear nme, Maximlian," said his father. "Suppose | was a
soldier like you, and ordered to carry a certain redoubt,
and you knew | nust be killed in the assault, would you not
say to me, as you said just now, " CGo, father; for you are
di shonored by del ay, and death is preferable to shane!"'"

"Yes, yes," said the young man, "yes;" and once again
enbracing his father with convul sive pressure, he said, "Be
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it so, ny father."

And he rushed out of the study. Wen his son had left him
Morrel remained an instant standing with his eyes fixed on
the door; then putting forth his arm he pulled the bell
After a nonent's interval, Cocles appeared.

It was no | onger the sane man -- the fearful revelations of
the three | ast days had crushed him This thought -- the
house of Morrel is about to stop paynent -- bent himto the

earth nore than twenty years woul d ot herwi se have done.

"My worthy Cocles,"” said Mdrrel in a tone inpossible to
describe, "do you remain in the ante-chanber. Wen the

gentl eman who cane three nonths ago -- the agent of Thonson
& French -- arrives, announce his arrival to nme." Cocles
made no reply; he made a sign with his head, went into the
anteroom and seated hinself. Mrrel fell back in his chair
his eyes fixed on the clock; there were seven mnutes |eft,
that was all. The hand noved on with incredible rapidity, he
seened to see its notion.

What passed in the mnd of this man at the suprene nonent of
hi s agony cannot be told in words. He was stil

conparatively young, he was surrounded by the |oving care of
a devoted famly, but he had convinced hinmself by a course
of reasoning, illogical perhaps, yet certainly plausible,
that he nust separate hinself fromall he held dear in the
world, even life itself. To formthe slightest idea of his
feelings, one nust have seen his face with its expression of
enforced resignation and its tear-npi stened eyes raised to
heaven. The minute hand noved on. The pistols were | oaded;
he stretched forth his hand, took one up, and nurrmured his
daughter's nanme. Then he laid it down seized his pen, and
wote a few words. It seenmed to himas if he had not taken a
sufficient farewell of his bel oved daughter. Then he turned
again to the clock, counting time now not by mnutes, but by
seconds. He took up the deadly weapon again, his |ips parted
and his eyes fixed on the clock, and then shuddered at the
click of the trigger as he cocked the pistol. At this nonent
of nortal anguish the cold sweat came forth upon his brow, a
pang stronger than death clutched at his heart-strings. He

heard the door of the staircase creak on its hinges -- the
clock gave its warning to strike eleven -- the door of his
study opened; Mrrel did not turn round -- he expected these

wor ds of Cocles, "The agent of Thonson & French."

He placed the nuzzle of the pistol between his teeth.
Suddenly he heard a cry -- it was his daughter's voice. He
turned and saw Julie. The pistol fell fromhis hands. "My
father!" cried the young girl, out of breath, and half dead
with joy -- "saved, you are saved!" And she threw herself
into his arns, holding in her extended hand a red, netted
sil k purse.

"Saved, my child!" said Mrrel; "what do you nean?"
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"Yes, saved -- saved! See, seel!" said the young girl.

Morrel took the purse, and started as he did so, for a vague
remenbrance rem nded himthat it once bel onged to hinself.

At one end was the receipted bill for the 287,000 francs,
and at the other was a dianond as |large as a hazel-nut, with
these words on a small slip of parchnent: -- Julie's Dowy.

Morrel passed his hand over his brow, it seened to hima
dream At this nonent the clock struck eleven. He felt as if
each stroke of the hamer fell upon his heart. "Explain, ny
child," he said, "Explain, nmy child," he said, "explain --
where did you find this purse?”

"In a house in the Allees de Meillan, No. 15, on the corner
of a mantelpiece in a small roomon the fifth floor."

"But," cried Morrel, "this purse is not yours!" Julie handed
to her father the letter she had received in the norning.

"And did you go al one?" asked Morrel, after he had read it.

"Emmanuel acconpanied ne, father. He was to have waited for
me at the corner of the Rue de Musee, but, strange to say,
he was not there when | returned.”

"Monsi eur Morrel!" exclained a voice on the stairs. --
"Monsi eur Morrel!™"

"It is his voice!" said Julie. At this nmonment Emmanue
entered, his countenance full of animtion and joy. "The
Pharaon!" he cried; "the Pharaon!"

"What -- what -- the Pharaon! Are you nmad, Enmanuel ? You
know t he vessel is lost."

"The Pharaon, sir -- they signal the Pharaon! The Pharaon is
entering the harbor!" Mrrel fell back in his chair, his
strength was failing him his understandi ng weakened by such
events, refused to conprehend such incredible, unheard-of,
fabul ous facts. But his son cane in. "Father," cried
Maxi m |ian, "how could you say the Pharaon was |ost? The

| ookout has signalled her, and they say she is now com ng
into port."

"My dear friends," said Morrel, "if this be so, it nust be a
m racl e of heaven! |npossible, inpossible!™

But what was real and not |ess incredible was the purse he

held in his hand, the acceptance receipted -- the splendid
di anond.

"Ah, sir," exclainmed Cocles, "what can it nmean? -- the
Phar aon?"

"Cone, dear ones,"” said Morrel, rising fromhis seat, "let

us go and see, and heaven have pity upon us if it be false
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intelligence!" They all went out, and on the stairs net
Madame Morrel, who had been afraid to go up into the study.
In a nmonment they were at the Cannebiere. There was a crowd
on the pier. All the cromd gave way before Mdrrel. "The
Pharaon, the Pharaon!" said every voice.

And, wonderful to see, in front of the tower of Saint-Jean,
was a ship bearing on her stern these words, printed in
white letters, "The Pharaon, Mrrel & Son, of Marseilles.”
She was the exact duplicate of the other Pharaon, and

| oaded, as that had been, with cochineal and indigo. She
cast anchor, clued up sails, and on the deck was Captain
Gaumard gi ving orders, and good ol d Penel on maki ng signals
to M Mrrel. To doubt any |onger was inpossible; there was
the evidence of the senses, and ten thousand persons who
came to corroborate the testinony. As Morrel and his son
enbraced on the pier-head, in the presence and am d the
appl ause of the whole city witnessing this event, a man,
with his face hal f-covered by a black beard, and who,
conceal ed behind the sentry-box, watched the scene with
delight, uttered these words in a | ow tone: "Be happy, noble
heart, be blessed for all the good thou hast done and wilt
do hereafter, and let ny gratitude remain in obscurity |ike
your good deeds."

And with a smle expressive of suprenme content, he left his
hi di ng- pl ace, and wi t hout bei ng observed, descended one of
the flights of steps provided for debarkation, and hailing
three tinmes, shouted "Jacopo, Jacopo, Jacopo!" Then a | aunch
cane to shore, took himon board, and conveyed himto a
yacht splendidly fitted up, on whose deck he sprung with the
activity of a sailor; thence he once again | ooked towards
Morrel, who, weeping with joy, was shaki ng hands nost
cordially with all the crowd around him and thanking with a
| ook the unknown benefactor whom he seened to be seeking in
the skies. "And now, " said the unknown, "farewell Kkindness,
humanity, and gratitude! Farewell to all the feelings that
expand the heart! | have been heaven's substitute to
reconmpense the good -- now the god of vengeance yields to ne
his power to punish the w cked!" At these words he gave a
signal, and, as if only awaiting this signal, the yacht
instantly put out to sea.

Chapter 31
Italy: Sinbad the Sail or.

Towar ds the begi nning of the year 1838, two young nen

bel onging to the first society of Paris, the Viconte Al bert
de Morcerf and the Baron Franz d' Epi nay, were at Florence.
They had agreed to see the Carnival at Rone that year, and
that Franz, who for the last three or four years had
inhabited Italy, should act as cicerone to Albert. As it is
no i nconsiderable affair to spend the Carnival at Rone,
especi ally when you have no great desire to sleep on the

Pi azza del Popol o, or the Canpo Vaccino, they wwote to
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Si gnor Pastrini, the proprietor of the Hotel de Londres,
Piazza di Spagna, to reserve confortable apartments for
them Signor Pastrini replied that he had only two roons and
a parlor on the third floor, which he offered at the | ow
charge of a louis per diem They accepted his offer; but

wi shing to make the best use of the tine that was left,

Al bert started for Naples. As for Franz, he renmi ned at

Fl orence, and after having passed a few days in exploring

t he paradi se of the Cascine, and spending two or three

eveni ngs at the houses of the Florentine nobility, he took a
fancy into his head (having already visited Corsica, the
cradl e of Bonaparte) to visit Elba, the waiting-place of
Napol eon.

One evening he cast off the painter of a sailboat fromthe
iron ring that secured it to the dock at Leghorn, w apped
hinmself in his coat and |lay down, and said to the crew, --
"To the Island of Elbal" The boat shot out of the harbor
like a bird and the next norning Franz di senbarked at
Porto-Ferrajo. He traversed the island, after having
followed the traces which the footsteps of the giant have
left, and re-enbarked for Marciana. Two hours after he again
| anded at Pi anosa, where he was assured that red partridges
abounded. The sport was bad; Franz only succeeded in killing
a few partridges, and, like every unsuccessful sportsman, he
returned to the boat very nmuch out of tenper. "Ah, if your
excel | ency chose," said the captain, "you mght have capita
sport."

"Wher e?"

"Do you see that island?" continued the captain, pointing to
a conical pile rising fromthe indigo sea

"Well, what is this island?"
"The |sland of Mnte Cristo."
"But | have no permnission to shoot over this island.”

"Your excellency does not require a permt, for the island
i s uninhabited."

"“Ah, indeed!" said the young man. "A desert island in the
m dst of the Mediterranean must be a curiosity.”

"It is very natural; this island is a mass of rocks, and
does not contain an acre of |[and capable of cultivation.”

"To whom does this island bel ong?"
"To Tuscany."
"What gane shall | find there!"

"Thousands of wild goats."
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"Who |ive upon the stones, | suppose,” said Franz with an
i ncredul ous snile.

"No, but by browsing the shrubs and trees that grow out of
the crevices of the rocks."

"Where can | sl eep?”

"On shore in the grottos, or on board in your cloak;

besi des, if your excellency pleases, we can | eave as soon as
you like -- we can sail as well by night as by day, and if
the wi nd drops we can use our oars."

As Franz had sufficient tine, and his apartnents at Rone
were not yet avail able, he accepted the proposition. Upon
his answer in the affirmative, the sailors exchanged a few
words together in a low tone. "Well," asked he, "what now?
Is there any difficulty in the way?"

"No." replied the captain, "but we nust warn your excellency
that the island is an infected port."

"What do you nean?"

"Monte Cristo although uni nhabited, yet serves occasionally
as a refuge for the smugglers and pirates who conme from
Corsica, Sardinia, and Africa, and if it becomes known that
we have been there, we shall have to perform quarantine for
si x days on our return to Leghorn."

"The deuce! That puts a different face on the matter. Six
days! Wiy, that's as long as the Almghty took to nmake the

world! Too long a wait -- too long."

"But who will say your excellency has been to Monte Cristo?"
"Ch, | shall not," cried Franz.

"Nor 1, nor I," chorused the sailors.

"Then steer for Monte Cristo."

The captain gave his orders, the hel mwas put up, and the
boat was soon sailing in the direction of the island. Franz
waited until all was in order, and when the sail was fill ed,
and the four sailors had taken their places -- three
forward, and one at the helm-- he resunmed the conversation
"Caetano," said he to the captain, "you tell nme Mnte Cristo
serves as a refuge for pirates, who are, it seens to ne, a
very different kind of gane fromthe goats."

"Yes, your excellency, and it is true."
"I knew there were snugglers, but | thought that since the
capture of Algiers, and the destruction of the regency,

pirates existed only in the romances of Cooper and Captain
Marryat."
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"Your excellency is mstaken; there are pirates, like the
bandits who were believed to have been exterm nated by Pope
Leo XI1., and who yet, every day, rob travellers at the

gates of Rome. Has not your excellency heard that the French
charge d' affaires was robbed six nmonths ago within five
hundred paces of Velletri?"

"Ch, yes, | heard that."

"Well, then, if, like us, your excellency lived at Leghorn
you woul d hear, fromtine to time, that a little nmerchant
vessel, or an English yacht that was expected at Bastia, at
Porto-Ferrajo, or at Civita Vecchia, has not arrived; no one
knows what has become of it, but, doubtless, it has struck
on a rock and foundered. Now this rock it has net has been a
| ong and narrow boat, manned by six or eight nmen, who have
surprised and plundered it, some dark and stormy night, near
sonme desert and gloony island, as bandits plunder a carriage
in the recesses of a forest."

"But," asked Franz, who lay wapped in his cloak at the
bottom of the boat, "why do not those who have been

pl undered conplain to the French, Sardinian, or Tuscan
gover nment s?"

"Why?" said Gaetano with a snile
"Yes, why?"

"Because, in the first place, they transfer fromthe vesse
to their own boat whatever they think worth taking, then
they bind the crew hand and foot, they attach to every one's
neck a four and twenty pound ball, a large hole is chopped
in the vessel's bottom and then they |eave her. At the end
of ten minutes the vessel begins to roll heavily and settle
down. First one gun'l goes under, then the other. Then they
lift and sink again, and both go under at once. All at once
there's a noise |like a cannon -- that's the air bl ow ng up
the deck. Soon the water rushes out of the scupper-holes
like a whale spouting, the vessel gives a |ast groan, spins
round and round, and di sappears, form ng a vast whirlpool in
the ocean, and then all is over, so that in five mnutes
not hi ng but the eye of God can see the vessel where she lies
at the bottom of the sea. Do you understand now," said the
captain, "why no conmplaints are nade to the governnment, and
why the vessel never reaches port?"

It is probable that if Gaetano had related this previous to
proposi ng the expedition, Franz woul d have hesitated, but
now that they had started, he thought it would be cowardly
to draw back. He was one of those nmen who do not rashly
court danger, but if danger presents itself, conbat it with
t he nost unal terabl e cool ness. Calmand resolute, he treated
any peril as he would an adversary in a duel, -- calculated
its probabl e nethod of approach; retreated, if at all, as a
poi nt of strategy and not from cowardice; was quick to see
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an opening for attack, and won victory at a single thrust.
"Bah!" said he, "I have travelled through Sicily and
Calabria -- | have sailed two nonths in the Archipel ago, and
yet | never saw even the shadow of a bandit or a pirate.”

"I did not tell your excellency this to deter you from your
project," replied Gaetano, "but you questioned ne, and
have answered; that's all."

"Yes, and your conversation is nost interesting; and as |
wish to enjoy it as long as possible, steer for Mnte
Cristo.™

The wind blew strongly, the boat nmade six or seven knots an
hour, and they were rapidly reaching the end of their
voyage. As they drew near the island seened to lift fromthe
sea, and the air was so clear that they could already

di stinguish the rocks heaped on one another, |ike cannon
balls in an arsenal, with green bushes and trees growing in
the crevices. As for the sailors, although they appeared
perfectly tranquil yet it was evident that they were on the
alert, and that they carefully watched the gl assy surface
over which they were sailing, and on which a few
fishing-boats, with their white sails, were al one visible.
They were within fifteen mles of Monte Cristo when the sun
began to set behind Corsica, whose nountains appeared

agai nst the sky, showi ng their rugged peaks in bold relief;
this mass of rock, like the giant Adamastor, rose dead
ahead, a form dable barrier, and intercepting the light that
gilded its massive peaks so that the voyagers were in
shadow. Little by little the shadow rose hi gher and seened
to drive before it the last rays of the expiring day; at
last the reflection rested on the sumit of the nountain,
where it paused an instant, like the fiery crest of a

vol cano, then gloom gradually covered the summit as it had
covered the base, and the island now only appeared to be a
gray nountain that grew continually darker; half an hour
after, the night was quite dark.

Fortunately, the mariners were used to these | atitudes, and
knew every rock in the Tuscan Archipelago; for in the m dst
of this obscurity Franz was not wi thout uneasiness --
Corsica had | ong since disappeared, and Monte Cristo itself
was invisible; but the sailors seenmed, like the lynx, to see
in the dark, and the pilot who steered did not evince the
slightest hesitation. An hour had passed since the sun had
set, when Franz fancied he saw, at a quarter of a mle to
the left, a dark mass, but he could not precisely make out
what it was, and fearing to excite the mrth of the sailors
by mistaking a floating cloud for |and, he remained silent;
suddenly a great |ight appeared on the strand; |and m ght
resenble a cloud, but the fire was not a neteor. "Wat is
this light?" asked he.

"Hush!" said the captain; "it is a fire."

"But you told nme the island was uni nhabited?"
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"l said there were no fixed habitations on it, but I said
also that it served sonetinmes as a harbor for snugglers.”

"And for pirates?"

"And for pirates," returned Gaetano, repeating Franz's
words. "It is for that reason | have given orders to pass
the island, for, as you see, the fire is behind us."

"But this fire?" continued Franz. "It seens to ne rather
reassuring than otherw se; men who did not wish to be seen
woul d not light a fire."

"Ch, that goes for nothing," said Gaetano. "If you can guess
the position of the island in the darkness, you will see
that the fire cannot be seen fromthe side or from Pianosa,
but only fromthe sea."

"You think, then, this fire indicates the presence of

unpl easant nei ghbors?"

"That is what we nmust find out," returned Gaetano, fixing
his eyes on this terrestrial star

"How can you find out?"
"You shall see." Gaetano consulted with his compani ons, and
after five minutes' discussion a manoeuvre was executed

whi ch caused the vessel to tack about, they returned the way
they had cone, and in a few mnutes the fire di sappeared,

hi dden by an el evation of the land. The pilot again changed
the course of the boat, which rapidly approached the island,
and was soon within fifty paces of it. Gaetano | owered the
sail, and the boat canme to rest. All this was done in
silence, and fromthe nonent that their course was changed
not a word was spoken

Gaet ano, who had proposed the expedition, had taken all the
responsibility on hinmself; the four sailors fixed their eyes
on him while they got out their oars and held thenselves in
readi ness to row away, which, thanks to the darkness, would
not be difficult. As for Franz, he exanmined his arns with

t he utnost cool ness; he had two doubl e-barrelled guns and a
rifle; he |oaded them | ooked at the prining, and waited
quietly. During this time the captain had thrown off his
vest and shirt, and secured his trousers round his waist;
his feet were naked, so he had no shoes and stockings to
take off; after these preparations he placed his finger on
his lips, and | owering hinself noiselessly into the sea,
swam towards the shore with such precaution that it was

i mpossible to hear the slightest sound; he could only be
traced by the phosphorescent line in his wake. This track
soon di sappeared; it was evident that he had touched the
shore. Every one on board remai ned notionless for half an
hour, when the sane |um nous track was agai n observed, and

t he swi mer was soon on board. "Well?" exclainmed Franz and
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the sailors in unison.

"They are Spani sh smugglers,” said he; "they have with them
two Corsican bandits.”

"And what are these Corsican bandits doing here with Spanish
snmuggl ers?"

"Alas," returned the captain with an accent of the npst
profound pity, "we ought always to help one another. Very
often the bandits are hard pressed by gendarnmes or

carbineers; well, they see a vessel, and good fellows |ike
us on board, they conme and demand hospitality of us; you
can't refuse help to a poor hunted devil; we receive them

and for greater security we stand out to sea. This costs us
not hi ng, and saves the life, or at least the liberty, of a
fell owcreature, who on the first occasion returns the
service by pointing out sonme safe spot where we can | and our
goods without interruption.”

"Ah!" said Franz, "then you are a snuggl er occasionally,
Gaet ano?"

"Your excellency, we nmust |ive sonmehow," returned the other
smling inpenetrably.

"Then you know the nmen who are now on Monte Cristo?"

"Ch, yes, we sailors are |ike freemasons, and recogni ze each
ot her by signs."

"And do you think we have nothing to fear if we |and?"
“"Not hing at all; snugglers are not thieves."

"But these two Corsican bandits?" said Franz, calculating
t he chances of peril.

"It is not their fault that they are bandits, but that of
the authorities.”

"How so?"

"Because they are pursued for having made a stiff, as if it
was not in a Corsican's nature to revenge hinsel f."

"What do you nmean by having nade a stiff? -- having
assassi nated a man?" said Franz, continuing his
i nvestigation.

"I nmean that they have killed an eneny, which is a very
different thing," returned the captain.

"Well," said the young man, "let us demand hospitality of
t hese smuggl ers and bandits. Do you think they will grant
it?"
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"W t hout doubt."
"How many are they?"
"Four, and the two bandits make six."

"Just our nunber, so that if they prove troubl esone, we
shall be able to hold themin check; so, for the |ast tineg,
steer to Monte Cristo."

"Yes, but your excellency will pernmt us to take all due
precautions.”

"By all nmeans, be as wise as Nestor and as prudent as
U ysses; | do nore than permt, | exhort you."

"Silence, then!" said Gaetano.

Every one obeyed. For a man who, like Franz, viewed his
position in its true light, it was a grave one. He was al one
in the darkness with sailors whom he did not know, and who
had no reason to be devoted to him who knew that he had
several thousand francs in his belt, and who had often

exam ned his weapons, -- which were very beautiful, -- if

not with envy, at least with curiosity. On the other hand,
he was about to land, without any other escort than these
men, on an island which had, indeed, a very religious nane,
but which did not seemto Franz likely to afford himnuch
hospitality, thanks to the snugglers and bandits. The

hi story of the scuttled vessels, which had appeared

i nprobabl e during the day, seened very probable at night;

pl aced as he was between two possi bl e sources of danger, he
kept his eye on the crew, and his gun in his hand. The

sail ors had again hoisted sail, and the vessel was once nore
cl eaving the waves. Through the darkness Franz, whose eyes
were now nore accustoned to it, could see the | oomi ng shore
al ong which the boat was sailing, and then, as they rounded
a rocky point, he saw the fire nore brilliant than ever, and
about it five or six persons seated. The blaze illum ned the
sea for a hundred paces around. Gaetano skirted the light,
carefully keeping the boat in the shadow, then, when they
were opposite the fire, he steered to the centre of the
circle, singing a fishing song, of which his conpanions sung
the chorus. At the first words of the song the nmen seated
round the fire arose and approached the | andi ng-place, their
eyes fixed on the boat, evidently seeking to know who the
new comers were and what were their intentions. They soon
appeared satisfied and returned (with the exception of one,
who renmai ned at the shore) to their fire, at which the
carcass of a goat was roasting. When the boat was within
twenty paces of the shore, the man on the beach, who carried
a carbine, presented arns after the nmanner of a senti nel

and cried, "Who cones there?" in Sardinian. Franz coolly
cocked both barrels. Gaetano then exchanged a few words with
this man which the traveller did not understand, but which
evidently concerned him "WII| your excellency give your
name, or remain incognito?" asked the captain.
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"My name nust rest unknown, -- nmerely say | am a Frenchman
travelling for pleasure.” As soon as CGaetano had transmitted
this answer, the sentinel gave an order to one of the nen
seated round the fire, who rose and di sappeared anong the
rocks. Not a word was spoken, every one seened occupi ed,
Franz with his disenmbarkment, the sailors with their sails,
the smugglers with their goat; but in the mdst of all this
carel essness it was evident that they mutually observed each
ot her. The man who had di sappeared returned suddenly on the
opposite side to that by which he had left; he nade a sign
with his head to the sentinel, who, turning to the boat,
said, "S accomodi." The Italian s'accommodi is

untransl atable; it neans at once, "Cone, enter, you are

wel cone; make yourself at hone; you are the master." It is
like that Turkish phrase of Mdliere's that so astonished the
bourgeoi s gentl eman by the nunmber of things inplied inits
utterance. The sailors did not wait for a second invitation;
four strokes of the oar brought themto | and; Gaetano sprang
to shore, exchanged a few words with the sentinel, then his
conr ades di senbarked, and | astly canme Franz. One of his guns
was swung over his shoul der, Gaetano had the other, and a
sailor held his rifle; his dress, half artist, half dandy,
did not excite any suspicion, and, consequently, no

di squi et ude. The boat was noored to the shore, and they
advanced a few paces to find a confortabl e bivouac; but,
doubt| ess, the spot they chose did not suit the snuggler who
filled the post of sentinel, for he cried out, "Not that

way, if you please.”

Gaetano faltered an excuse, and advanced to the opposite
side, while two sailors kindled torches at the fire to |ight
themon their way. They advanced about thirty paces, and
then stopped at a small espl anade surrounded with rocks, in
whi ch seats had been cut, not unlike sentry-boxes. Around in
the crevices of the rocks grew a few dwarf oaks and thick
bushes of nyrtles. Franz lowered a torch, and saw by the
mass of cinders that had accunul ated that he was not the
first to discover this retreat, which was, doubtless, one of
the halting-places of the wandering visitors of Monte
Cristo. As for his suspicions, once on terra firmm, once
that he had seen the indifferent, if not friendly,
appearance of his hosts, his anxiety had quite di sappeared,
or rather, at sight of the goat, had turned to appetite. He
mentioned this to Gaetano, who replied that nothing could be
nore easy than to prepare a supper when they had in their
boat, bread, wine, half a dozen partridges, and a good fire
to roast them by. "Besides," added he, "if the snell of
their roast neat tenpts you, | will go and offer themtwo of
our birds for a slice."

"You are a born diplomt," returned Franz; "go and try."
Meanwhil e the sailors had collected dried sticks and
branches with which they made a fire. Franz waited

i npatiently, inhaling the aroma of the roasted nmeat, when
the captain returned with a nysterious air
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"Well," said Franz, "anything new? -- do they refuse?"

"On the contrary,” returned Gaetano, "the chief, who was
told you were a young Frenchman, invites you to sup with

him"

"Well," observed Franz, "this chief is very polite, and
see no objection -- the nore so as | bring ny share of the
supper."”

"Ch, it is not that; he has plenty, and to spare, for
supper; but he makes one condition, and rather a peculiar
one, before he will receive you at his house."

"Hi s house? Has he built one here, then?"

"No; but he has a very confortable one all the sane, so they
say."

"You know this chief, then?"

"I have heard talk of him™"

"Favorably or otherw se?"

"Both."

"The deuce! -- and what is this condition?"

"That you are blindfolded, and do not take off the bandage
until he hinself bids you." Franz | ooked at Gaetano, to see,
i f possible, what he thought of this proposal. "Ah," replied
he, guessing Franz's thought, "I know this is a serious
matter."

"What should you do in ny place?"

"I, who have nothing to lose, -- | should go."

"You woul d accept ?"

"Yes, were it only out of curiosity."

"There is sonmething very peculiar about this chief, then?"

"Listen," said Gaetano, |lowering his voice, "I do not know
if what they say is true" -- he stopped to see if any one
was near.

"What do they say?"

"That this chief inhabits a cavern to which the Pitti Pal ace
is nothing."

"What nonsense!" said Franz, reseating hinself.
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"It is no nonsense; it is quite true. Cama, the pilot of the
Sai nt Ferdi nand, went in once, and he canme back amazed,
vowi ng that such treasures were only to be heard of in fairy
tales.”

"Do you know," observed Franz, "that with such stories you
make nme think of Ali Baba's enchanted cavern?”

"I tell you what | have been told."
"Then you advise ne to accept?”

"Oh, | don't say that; your excellency will do as you

pl ease; | should be sorry to advise you in the matter."
Franz pondered the nmatter for a few nonents, concluded that
a man so rich could not have any intention of plundering him
of what little he had, and seeing only the prospect of a
good supper, accepted. Gaetano departed with the reply.
Franz was prudent, and wi shed to learn all he possibly could
concerning his host. He turned towards the sailor, who,
during this dialogue, had sat gravely plucking the
partridges with the air of a man proud of his office, and
asked him how these nen had | anded, as no vessel of any kind
was Vi sible.

"Never mnd that," returned the sailor, "I know their
vessel . "

"Is it a very beautiful vessel ?"
"I would not wish for a better to sail round the world."
"Of what burden is she?"

"About a hundred tons; but she is built to stand any
weat her. She is what the English call a yacht."

"Where was she buil t?"

"1 know not; but ny own opinion is she is a Genoese."
"And how did a | eader of snugglers," continued Franz,
"venture to build a vessel designed for such a purpose at
Genoa?"
"I did not say that the owner was a smruggler,"”
sail or.

replied the

"No; but Gaetano did, | thought."”

"Gaetano had only seen the vessel froma distance, he had
not then spoken to any one."

"And if this person be not a snuggler, who is he?"

"A weal thy signor, who travels for his pleasure.”
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"Cone," thought Franz, "he is still nore nysterious, since
the two accounts do not agree.”

"What is his nanme?"

"If you ask him he says Sinbad the Sailor; but |I doubt if it
be his real name."

"Si nbad the Sailor?"

"Yes."

"And where does he reside?"

"On the sea."

"What country does he cone fron®"

"I do not know. "

"Have you ever seen hinP"

"Sonetines."

"What sort of a man is he?"

"Your excellency will judge for yourself."
"Where will he receive nme?"

"No doubt in the subterranean pal ace Gaetano told you of."

"Have you never had the curiosity, when you have | anded and
found this island deserted, to seek for this enchanted
pal ace?"

"Ch, yes, nore than once, but always in vain; we exani ned
the grotto all over, but we never could find the slightest
trace of any opening; they say that the door is not opened
by a key, but a magic word."

"Decidedly," nmuttered Franz, "this is an Arabian N ghts'
adventure."

"His excellency waits for you," said a voice, which he
recogni zed as that of the sentinel. He was acconpani ed by
two of the yacht's crew. Franz drew his handkerchief from
his pocket, and presented it to the man who had spoken to
him Wthout uttering a word, they bandaged his eyes with a
care that showed their apprehensions of his conmitting sone
i ndi scretion. Afterwards he was nmade to prom se that he
woul d not nake the | east attenpt to raise the bandage. He
prom sed. Then his two gui des took his arms, and he went on,
gui ded by them and preceded by the sentinel. After going
about thirty paces, he snelt the appetizing odor of the kid
t hat was roasting, and knew thus that he was passing the

bi vouac; they then I ed himon about fifty paces farther
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evi dently advanci ng towards that part of the shore where
they would not allow Gaetano to go -- a refusal he could now
conmprehend. Presently, by a change in the atnmosphere, he
knew that they were entering a cave; after going on for a
few seconds nore he heard a crackling, and it seemed to him
as though the atnosphere again changed, and becane bal ny and
perfunmed. At length his feet touched on a thick and soft
carpet, and his guides let go their hold of him There was a
nonent's silence, and then a voice, in excellent French

al though, with a foreign accent, said, "Welcone, sir. | beg
you will renove your bandage."” It may be supposed, then
Franz did not wait for a repetition of this perm ssion, but
took of f the handkerchief, and found hinmself in the presence
of a man fromthirty-eight to forty years of age, dressed in
a Tunisian costune -- that is to say, a red cap with a | ong
blue silk tassel, a vest of black cloth enbroidered with
gol d, pantal oons of deep red, large and full gaiters of the
same col or, enbroidered with gold like the vest, and yell ow
slippers; he had a splendid cashnere round his waist, and a
smal | sharp and crooked cangi ar was passed through his
girdle. Although of a paleness that was alnost livid, this
man had a remarkably handsonme face; his eyes were
penetrating and sparkling; his nose, quite straight, and
projecting direct fromthe brow, was of the pure G eek type,
while his teeth, as white as pearls, were set off to

adm ration by the black nustache that encircled them

His pallor was so peculiar, that it seemed to pertain to one
who had been | ong entonbed, and who was incapabl e of
resum ng the healthy glow and hue of life. He was not
particularly tall, but extrenely well made, and, |ike the
men of the south, had small hands and feet. But what

astoni shed Franz, who had treated Gaetano's description as a
fabl e, was the splendor of the apartnent in which he found
hinsel f. The entire chanber was lined with crinmson brocade,
worked with flowers of gold. In a recess was a kind of

di van, surnounted with a stand of Arabian swords in silver
scabbards, and the handl es resplendent with gems; fromthe
ceiling hung a lanp of Venetian glass, of beautiful shape
and color, while the feet rested on a Turkey carpet, in
which they sunk to the instep; tapestry hung before the door
by which Franz had entered, and also in front of another
door, leading into a second apartnment which seened to be
brilliantly illum nated. The host gave Franz tinme to recover
fromhis surprise, and, noreover, returned | ook for | ook

not even taking his eyes off him "Sir," he said, after a
pause, "a thousand excuses for the precaution taken in your

i ntroduction hither; but as, during the greater portion of
the year, this island is deserted, if the secret of this
abode were discovered. | should doubtless, find on ny return
nmy tenporary retirenent in a state of great disorder, which
woul d be exceedi ngly annoying, not for the loss it

occasi oned ne, but because | should not have the certainty |
now possess of separating nyself fromall the rest of
manki nd at pleasure. Let ne now endeavor to nake you forget
this tenmporary unpl easantness, and offer you what no doubt
you did not expect to find here -- that is to say, a
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tol erabl e supper and pretty confortable beds."
"Ma foi, ny dear sir," replied Franz, "make no apol ogies.
have al ways observed that they bandage people's eyes who
penetrate enchanted pal aces, for instance, those of Raoul in
the “~Huguenots,' and really | have nothing to conplain of,
for what | see makes nme think of the wonders of the " Arabian
Ni ghts."'"

"Alas, | may say with Lucullus, if I could have antici pated
t he honor of your visit, | would have prepared for it. But
such as is my hermitage, it is at your disposal; such as is
my supper, it is yours to share, if you will. Ali, is the
supper ready?" At this nmonent the tapestry noved aside, and
a Nubi an, black as ebony, and dressed in a plain white
tunic, made a sign to his master that all was prepared in
the dining-room "Now," said the unknown to Franz, "I do not
know i f you are of ny opinion, but | think nothing is nore
annoying than to remain two or three hours together w thout
knowi ng by nane or appellation how to address one anot her
Pray observe, that | too nuch respect the | aws of

hospitality to ask your nanme or title. | only request you to
give ne one by which | nmay have the pl easure of addressing
you. As for nyself, that | nmay put you at your ease, | tel

you that | amgenerally called “Sinbad the Sailor.""

"And I," replied Franz, "will tell you, as | only require
his wonderful lanp to make me precisely like Al addin, that |
see no reason why at this moment | should not be called

Al addin. That will keep us from going away fromthe East
whither I amtenpted to think I have been conveyed by sone
good geni us."

"Well, then, Signor Aladdin," replied the singular
anphitryon, "you heard our repast announced, will you now
take the trouble to enter the dining-room your hunble
servant going first to show the way?" At these words, noving
asi de the tapestry, Sinbad preceded his guest. Franz now

| ooked upon anot her scene of enchantnment; the table was
splendidly covered, and once convinced of this inportant
poi nt he cast his eyes around him The dining-room was
scarcely less striking than the room he had just left; it
was entirely of marble, with antique bas-reliefs of

pricel ess value; and at the four corners of this apartnment,
whi ch was obl ong, were four magnificent statues, having
baskets in their hands. These baskets contai ned four
pyram ds of nost splendid fruit; there were Sicily

pi ne- appl es, ponegranates from Mal aga, oranges fromthe

Bal earic Isles, peaches from France, and dates from Tuni s.
The supper consisted of a roast pheasant garnished with
Corsican blackbirds; a boar's hamwith jelly, a quarter of a
kid with tartar sauce, a glorious turbot, and a gigantic

| obster. Between these |arge di shes were snaller ones
cont ai ni ng various dainties. The dishes were of silver, and
the plates of Japanese chi na.

Franz rubbed his eyes in order to assure hinmself that this
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was not a dream Ali alone was present to wait at table, and
acquitted hinmself so admirably, that the guest conplinented
his host thereupon. "Yes," replied he, while he did the
honors of the supper with nuch ease and grace -- "yes, he is
a poor devil who is nmuch devoted to ne, and does all he can
to prove it. He renenbers that | saved his |ife, and as he
has a regard for his head, he feels sone gratitude towards
me for having kept it on his shoulders." Ali approached his
master, took his hand, and kissed it.

"Would it be inpertinent, Signor Sinbad,"” said Franz, "to
ask you the particulars of this kindness?"

"Ch, they are sinple enough," replied the host. "It seens
the fell ow had been caught wandering nearer to the harem of
the Bey of Tunis than etiquette permits to one of his color,
and he was condemed by the bey to have his tongue cut out,
and his hand and head cut off; the tongue the first day, the

hand the second, and the head the third. | always had a
desire to have a nute in ny service, so learning the day his
tongue was cut out, | went to the bey, and proposed to give

himfor Ali a splendid double-barreled gun which I knew he
was very desirous of having. He hesitated a nonent, he was
so very desirous to conplete the poor devil's punishment.
But when | added to the gun an English cutlass with which
had shivered his highness's yataghan to pieces, the bey

yi el ded, and agreed to forgive the hand and head, but on
condition that the poor fellow never again set foot in
Tunis. This was a useless clause in the bargain, for
whenever the coward sees the first glinpse of the shores of
Africa, he runs down bel ow, and can only be induced to
appear again when we are out of sight of that quarter of the
gl obe. "

Franz remai ned a nonent silent and pensive, hardly know ng
what to think of the half-kindness, half-cruelty, with which
his host related the brief narrative. "And like the

cel ebrated sail or whose nane you have assumed,” he said, by
way of changing the conversation, "you pass your life in
travel I i ng?"

"Yes. | made a vow at a tine when | little thought |I should
ever be able to acconplish it," said the unknown with a
singular smle; "and | made sonme others al so which | hope
may fulfil in due season." Although Sinbad pronounced these
words with rmuch cal mess, his eyes gave forth gl eans of
extraordinary ferocity.

"You have suffered a great deal, sir?" said Franz
i nquiringly.

Si nbad started and | ooked fixedly at him as he replied,
"What nmakes you suppose so?"

"Everything," answered Franz, -- "your voice, your | ook,
your pallid conpl exion, and even the life you lead."
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"I'? -- 1 live the happiest life possible, the real life of a
pasha. | amking of all creation. | am pleased with one
pl ace, and stay there; | get tired of it, and leave it; | am

free as a bird and have wings |ike one; ny attendants obey
ny slightest wish. Sonetines | anuse nyself by delivering
some bandit or crimnal fromthe bonds of the |aw Then

have ny node of dispensing justice, silent and sure, without
respite or appeal, which condemms or pardons, and which no
one sees. Ah, if you had tasted ny life, you would not
desire any other, and would never return to the world unless
you had sone great project to acconplish there."

"Revenge, for instance!" observed Franz.

The unknown fixed on the young man one of those | ooks which
penetrate into the depth of the heart and thoughts. "And why
revenge?" he asked.

"Because," replied Franz, "you seemto ne |like a nman who,
persecuted by society, has a fearful account to settle with
it."

"Ah," responded Sinbad, |aughing with his singular |augh
whi ch displayed his white and sharp teeth. "You have not
guessed rightly. Such as you see ne | am a sort of

phi | osopher, and one day perhaps | shall go to Paris to
rival Monsieur Appert, and the little nman in the blue

cl oak. "

"And will that be the first tinme you ever took that

j our ney?"

"Yes; it will. |I nmust seemto you by no neans curious, but |
assure you that it is not ny fault | have delayed it so |ong
-- it will happen one day or the other."

"And do you propose to meke this journey very shortly?"

"I do not know, it depends on circunstances which depend on
certain arrangenments.”

"I should like to be there at the tinme you cone, and | will
endeavor to repay you, as far as lies in ny power, for your
liberal hospitality displayed to me at Monte Cristo."

"I should avail myself of your offer with pleasure," replied
the host, "but, unfortunately, if | go there, it will be, in
all probability, incognito.”

The supper appeared to have been supplied solely for Franz,
for the unknown scarcely touched one or two dishes of the
spl endi d banquet to which his guest did anple justice. Then
Ali brought on the dessert, or rather took the baskets from
the hands of the statues and placed them on the table.

Bet ween the two baskets he placed a small silver cup with a
silver cover. The care with which Ali placed this cup on the
tabl e roused Franz's curiosity. He raised the cover and saw
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a kind of greenish paste, sonething |ike preserved angelica,
but which was perfectly unknown to him He replaced the lid,
as ignorant of what the cup contained as he was before he
had | ooked at it, and then casting his eyes towards his host
he saw himsmile at his disappoi ntnent. "You cannot guess,"
said he, "what there is in that small vase, can you?"

“"No, | really cannot."

"Well, then, that green preserve is nothing |less than the
anbrosi a which Hebe served at the table of Jupiter.”

"But," replied Franz, "this anbrosia, no doubt, in passing
through nortal hands has lost its heavenly appellation and
assuned a human nane; in vulgar phrase, what nay you term
this conmposition, for which, to tell the truth, | do not
feel any particular desire?"

"Ah, thus it is that our material origin is revealed," cried
Si nbad; "we frequently pass so near to happi ness wi thout
seeing, wthout regarding it, or if we do see and regard it,
yet without recognizing it. Are you a man for the
substantials, and is gold your god? taste this, and the

m nes of Peru, Guzerat, and Gol conda are opened to you. Are
you a man of imagination -- a poet? taste this, and the
boundari es of possibility disappear; the fields of infinite
space open to you, you advance free in heart, free in mnd,
into the boundl ess realns of unfettered revery. Are you
anbi ti ous, and do you seek after the greatnesses of the
earth? taste this, and in an hour you will be a king, not a
king of a petty kingdom hidden in some corner of Europe |like
France, Spain, or England, but king of the world, king of
the universe, king of creation; w thout bowi ng at the feet
of Satan, you will be king and master of all the kingdons of
the earth. Is it not tenpting what | offer you, and is it
not an easy thing, since it is only to do thus? | ook!" At

t hese words he uncovered the small cup which contained the
substance so | auded, took a teaspoonful of the nmagic
sweetneat, raised it to his Ilips, and swallowed it slowy
with his eyes half shut and his head bent backwards. Franz
did not disturb himwhilst he absorbed his favorite

sweet meat, but when he had finished, he inquired, -- "Wat,
then, is this precious stuff?"

"Did you ever hear," he replied, "of the O d Man of the
Mount ai n, who attenpted to assassi nate Philip Augustus?”

"Of course | have."

"Well, you know he reigned over a rich valley which was

over hung by the mountain whence he derived his picturesque
nanme. In this valley were magnificent gardens planted by
Hassen- ben- Sabah, and in these gardens isol ated pavilions.
Into these pavilions he admitted the elect, and there, says
Marco Pol o, gave themto eat a certain herb, which
transported themto Paradise, in the mdst of ever-bloon ng
shrubs, ever-ripe fruit, and ever-lovely virgins. What these
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happy persons took for reality was but a dream but it was a
dream so soft, so voluptuous, so enthralling, that they sold
t hensel ves body and soul to himwho gave it to them and
obedient to his orders as to those of a deity, struck down
the designated victim died in torture without a mnurnur,
believing that the death they underwent was but a quick
transition to that life of delights of which the holy herb
now before you had given thema slight foretaste."

"Then," cried Franz, "it is hashish! | know that -- by nane
at least."

"That is it precisely, Signor Aladdin; it is hashish -- the
purest and nost unadul terated hashish of Alexandria, -- the
hashi sh of Abou-CGor, the cel ebrated naker, the only man, the
man to whom there should be built a palace, inscribed with

these words, "A grateful world to the dealer in happiness."'"

"Do you know," said Franz, "I have a very great inclination
to judge for nyself of the truth or exaggeration of your
eul ogi es. "

"Judge for yourself, Signor Aladdin -- judge, but do not

confine yourself to one trial. Like everything else, we nust
habi tuate the senses to a fresh inpression, gentle or
violent, sad or joyous. There is a struggle in nature

agai nst this divine substance, -- in nature which is not
made for joy and clings to pain. Nature subdued must yield
in the conbat, the dream must succeed to reality, and then
t he dream rei gns suprene, then the dream becones life, and
life becomes the dream But what changes occur! It is only
by conparing the pains of actual being with the joys of the
assuned exi stence, that you would desire to |live no |onger
but to dreamthus forever. When you return to this nundane
sphere from your visionary world, you would seemto | eave a

Neapolitan spring for a Lapland winter -- to quit paradise
for earth -- heaven for hell! Taste the hashi sh, guest of
mne -- taste the hashish.”

Franz's only reply was to take a teaspoonful of the
mar vel | ous preparation, about as nmuch in quantity as his
host had eaten, and lift it to his nmouth. "Diable!" he said,
after having swal |l owed the divine preserve. "I do not know
if the result will be as agreeable as you describe, but the
thing does not appear to nme as pal atable as you say."

"Because your palate his not yet been attuned to the
sublimty of the substances it flavors. Tell ne, the first
time you tasted oysters, tea, porter, truffles, and sundry
ot her dainties which you now adore, did you like then? Could
you conprehend how the Romans stuffed their pheasants with
assaf oeti da, and the Chinese eat swallows' nests? Eh? nol!
Well, it is the same with hashish; only eat for a week, and
nothing in the world will seemto you to equal the delicacy
of its flavor, which now appears to you flat and

di stasteful. Let us now go into the adjoining chanber, which
is your apartnent, and Ali will bring us coffee and pipes."
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They both arose, and while he who called hinself Sinbad --

and whom we have occasionally nanmed so, that we mght, |ike
his guest, have sone title by which to distinguish him--
gave sone orders to the servant, Franz entered still another

apartnent. It was sinply yet richly furnished. It was round,
and a large divan conpletely encircled it. Divan, walls,
ceiling, floor, were all covered with magnificent skins as
soft and downy as the richest carpets; there were

heavy- maned |ion-skins fromAtlas, striped tiger-skins from
Bengal ; panther-skins fromthe Cape, spotted beautifully,

i ke those that appeared to Dante; bear-skins from Siberi a,
fox-skins from Norway, and so on; and all these skins were
strewn in profusion one on the other, so that it seemed |ike
wal ki ng over the nobst nobssy turf, or reclining on the nobst

| uxurious bed. Both laid thensel ves down on the divan;

chi bouques with jasm ne tubes and anmber nout hpi eces were
within reach, and all prepared so that there was no need to
snmoke the sane pipe twice. Each of them took one, which Al
lighted and then retired to prepare the coffee. There was a
monment's silence, during which Sinbad gave hinself up to

t houghts that seenmed to occupy himincessantly, even in the
m dst of his conversation; and Franz abandoned hinself to
that nmute revery, into which we always sink when snoki ng
excel | ent tobacco, which seens to renmove with its fume all
the troubles of the mind, and to give the snoker in exchange
all the visions of the soul. Ali brought in the coffee. "How
do you take it?" inquired the unknown; "in the French or
Turki sh style, strong or weak, sugar or none, cool or
boiling? As you please; it is ready in all ways."

"I will take it in the Turkish style," replied Franz.
"And you are right," said his host; "it shows you have a
tendency for an Oriental life. Ah, those Orientals; they are

the only nmen who know how to live. As for nme," he added,
with one of those singular smles which did not escape the
young man, "when | have conpleted ny affairs in Paris,

shall go and die in the East; and should you wish to see nme
agai n, you nmust seek me at Cairo, Bagdad, or I|spahan.™

“"Ma foi," said Franz, "it would be the easiest thing in the
world; for | feel eagle's w ngs springing out at ny

shoul ders, and with those wings | could nmake a tour of the
world in four and twenty hours."

"Ah, yes, the hashish is beginning its work. Well, unfurl
your wings, and fly into superhuman regi ons; fear nothing,

there is a watch over you; and if your wings, l|like those of
Icarus, melt before the sun, we are here to ease your fall."
He then said sonething in Arabic to Ali, who nade a sign of

obedi ence and withdrew, but not to any distance. As to Franz
a strange transformati on had taken place in him All the
bodily fatigue of the day, all the preoccupation of mind

whi ch the events of the evening had brought on, disappeared
as they do at the first approach of sleep, when we are stil
sufficiently conscious to be aware of the comi ng of slunber.
Hi s body seemed to acquire an airy lightness, his perception
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brightened in a remarkabl e manner, his senses seened to
redoubl e their power, the horizon continued to expand; but

it was not the gl oomy horizon of vague al arnms, and which he
had seen before he slept, but a blue, transparent, unbounded
horizon, with all the blue of the ocean, all the spangl es of
the sun, all the perfunes of the sumer breeze; then, in the

m dst of the songs of his sailors, -- songs so clear and
sonorous, that they would have nmade a divi ne harnmony had
their notes been taken down, -- he saw the Island of Mnte

Cristo, no longer as a threatening rock in the mdst of the
waves, but as an oasis in the desert; then, as his boat drew
nearer, the songs becane |ouder, for an enchanting and
myst eri ous harnony rose to heaven, as if sone Loreley had
decreed to attract a soul thither, or Anphion, the

enchanter, intended there to build a city.

At length the boat touched the shore, but without effort,

wi t hout shock, as lips touch lips; and he entered the grotto
am dst continued strains of nost delicious nmelody. He
descended, or rather seened to descend, several steps,
inhaling the fresh and balny air, I|ike that which may be
supposed to reign around the grotto of Circe, formed from
such perfunes as set the mind a dream ng, and such fires as
burn the very senses; and he saw again all he had seen
before his sleep, from Sinbad, his singular host, to Ali,
the nmute attendant; then all seened to fade away and becone

confused before his eyes, |like the |ast shadows of the nagic
lantern before it is extinguished, and he was again in the
chanber of statues, lighted only by one of those pale and

antique |anps which watch in the dead of the night over the
sl eep of pleasure. They were the sane statues, rich in form
in attraction. and poesy, with eyes of fascination, smles
of love, and bright and flow ng hair. They were Phryne,

Cl eopatra, Messalina, those three cel ebrated courtesans.
Then anpbng themglided like a pure ray, like a Christian
angel in the mdst of A ynpus, one of those chaste figures,

t hose cal m shadows, those soft visions, which seened to vei
its virgin brow before these marble wantons. Then the three
statues advanced towards himw th | ooks of |ove, and
approached the couch on which he was reposing, their feet

hi dden in their long white tunics, their throats bare, hair
flowing |i ke waves, and assuming attitudes which the gods
could not resist, but which saints withstood, and | ooks

i nflexible and ardent |ike those with which the serpent
charnms the bird; and then he gave way before | ooks that held
himin a torturing grasp and delighted his senses as with a
vol uptuous kiss. It seenmed to Franz that he closed his eyes,
and in a last | ook about himsaw the vision of nodesty
conpletely veiled; and then followed a dream of passion |ike
that prom sed by the Prophet to the elect. Lips of stone
turned to flanme, breasts of ice became |ike heated lava, so
that to Franz, yielding for the first time to the sway of
the drug, l|ove was a sorrow and vol uptuousness a torture, as
burni ng mout hs were pressed to his thirsty lips, and he was
held in cool serpent-like enbraces. The nore he strove

agai nst this unhall owed passion the nore his senses yiel ded
toits thrall, and at length, weary of a struggle that taxed
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his very soul, he gave way and sank back breathl ess and
exhausted beneath the kisses of these marbl e goddesses, and
the enchantment of his marvell ous dream

Chapter 32
The WakKi ng.

VWhen Franz returned to himself, he seemed still to be in a
dream He thought hinself in a sepulchre, into which a ray
of sunlight in pity scarcely penetrated. He stretched forth
hi s hand, and touched stone; he rose to his seat, and found
hi msel f lying on his bournous in a bed of dry heather, very
soft and odoriferous. The vision had fled; and as if the
statues had been but shadows fromthe tonb, they had

vani shed at his waking. He advanced several paces towards
the point whence the light canme, and to all the excitenent
of his dream succeeded the cal mess of reality. He found
that he was in a grotto, went towards the opening, and
through a kind of fanlight saw a blue sea and an azure sky.
The air and water were shining in the beans of the norning
sun; on the shore the sailors were sitting, chatting and

| aughing; and at ten yards fromthem the boat was at anchor
undul ating gracefully on the water. There for some tine he
enj oyed the fresh breeze which played on his brow, and
listened to the dash of the waves on the beach, that |eft
agai nst the rocks a lace of foamas white as silver. He was
for sone tinme without reflection or thought for the divine
charmwhich is in the things of nature, specially after a
fantastic dream then gradually this view of the outer
world, so calm so pure, so grand, rem nded himof the
illusiveness of his vision, and once nore awakened nmenory.
He recalled his arrival on the island, his presentation to a
smuggl er chief, a subterranean palace full of splendor, an
excel | ent supper, and a spoonful of hashish. It seened,
however, even in the very face of open day, that at |east a
year had el apsed since all these things had passed, so deep
was the inpression made in his mnd by the dream and so
strong a hold had it taken of his inmagination. Thus every
now and then he saw in fancy am d the sailors, seated on a
rock, or undulating in the vessel, one of the shadows which
had shared his dreamwith | ooks and ki sses. OQtherw se, his
head was perfectly clear, and his body refreshed; he was
free fromthe slightest headache; on the contrary, he felt a
certain degree of lightness, a faculty for absorbing the
pure air, and enjoying the bright sunshine nore vividly than
ever.

He went gayly up to the sailors, who rose as soon as they
perceived him and the patron, accosting him said, "The

Si gnor Sinbad has left his conplinments for your excellency,
and desires us to express the regret he feels at not being
able to take his | eave in person; but he trusts you will
excuse him as very inmportant business calls himto Ml aga."

"So, then, Gaetano," said Franz, "this is, then, al
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reality; there exists a man who has received nme in this
island, entertained nme right royally, and his departed while
I was asl eep?”

"He exists as certainly as that you may see his small yacht
with all her sails spread; and if you will use your gl ass,
you will, in all probability, recognize your host in the

m dst of his crew." So saying, Gaetano pointed in a
direction in which a small vessel was making sail towards
the southern point of Corsica. Franz adjusted his tel escope,
and directed it towards the yacht. Gaetano was not nistaken
At the stern the mysterious stranger was standing up | ooking
towards the shore, and holding a spy-glass in his hand. He
was attired as he had been on the previous evening, and
waved his pocket-handkerchief to his guest in token of

adi eu. Franz returned the salute by shaking his handkerchi ef
as an exchange of signals. After a second, a slight cloud of
snoke was seen at the stern of the vessel, which rose
gracefully as it expanded in the air, and then Franz heard a
slight report. "There, do you hear?" observed Gaetano; "he
is bidding you adieu." The young man took his carbine and
fired it in the air, but wi thout any idea that the noise
could be heard at the distance which separated the yacht
fromthe shore.

"What are your excellency's orders?" inquired Gaetano.

“In the first place, light me a torch."

"Ah, yes, | understand,” replied the patron, "to find the
entrance to the enchanted apartnent. Wth nuch pl easure,
your excellency, if it would anmuse you; and I will get you

the torch you ask for. But | too have had the idea you have,
and two or three tinmes the sane fancy has conme over ne; but
| have always given it up. Govanni, light a torch," he
added, "and give it to his excellency."

G ovanni obeyed. Franz took the | anp, and entered the

subt erranean grotto, followed by Gaetano. He recognized the
pl ace where he had awaked by the bed of heather that was
there; but it was in vain that he carried his torch al
round the exterior surface of the grotto. He saw not hing,
unl ess that, by traces of snoke, others had before him
attenpted the sane thing, and, like him in vain. Yet he did
not | eave a foot of this granite wall, as inpenetrable as
futurity, without strict scrutiny; he did not see a fissure
wi t hout introducing the blade of his hunting sword into it,
or a projecting point on which he did not |ean and press in
the hopes it would give way. Al was vain; and he | ost two
hours in his attenpts, which were at |ast utterly useless.
At the end of this tine he gave up his search, and Gaetano
sm | ed.

When Franz appeared again on the shore, the yacht only
seenmed like a small white speck on the horizon. He | ooked
agai n through his glass, but even then he could not

di stingui sh anyt hing. Gaetano remnmi nded himthat he had cone
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for the purpose of shooting goats, which he had utterly
forgotten. He took his fowing-piece, and began to hunt over
the island with the air of a man who is fulfilling a duty,
rather than enjoying a pleasure; and at the end of a quarter
of an hour he had killed a goat and two kids. These ani nals,
though wild and agile as champbis, were too nuch |ike
donestic goats, and Franz could not consider them as gane.
Mor eover, other ideas, nmuch nore enthralling, occupied his
m nd. Since, the evening before, he had really been the hero
of one of the tales of the "Thousand and One Ni ghts," and he
was irresistibly attracted towards the grotto. Then, in
spite of the failure of his first search, he began a second,
after having told Gaetano to roast one of the two kids. The
second visit was a |long one, and when he returned the kid
was roasted and the repast ready. Franz was sitting on the
spot where he was on the previous evening when his
nmysterious host had invited himto supper; and he saw t he
little yacht, now like a sea-gull on the wave, continuing
her flight towards Corsica. "Wuy," he remarked to Gaetano,
"you told ne that Signor Sinbad was going to Mal aga, while
it seems he is in the direction of Porto-Vecchio.”

"Don't you renenber," said the patron, "I told you that
anong the crew there were two Corsican brigands?"

"True; and he is going to |and them" added Franz.

"Precisely so," replied Gaetano. "Ah, he is one who fears
nei ther God nor Satan, they say, and would at any time run
fifty | eagues out of his course to do a poor devil a
service."

"But such services as these might involve himwth the
authorities of the country in which he practices this kind
of philanthropy," said Franz.

"And what cares he for that," replied Gaetano with a | augh,
"or any authorities? He smles at them Let themtry to
pursue him Wy, in the first place, his yacht is not a
ship, but a bird, and he would beat any frigate three knots
in every nine; and if he were to throw hinmself on the coast,
why, is he not certain of finding friends everywhere?"

It was perfectly clear that the Signor Sinbad, Franz's host,
had the honor of being on excellent ternms with the smugglers
and bandits al ong the whol e coast of the Mediterranean, and
so enjoyed exceptional privileges. As to Franz, he had no

| onger any inducenent to remain at Monte Cristo. He had | ost
all hope of detecting the secret of the grotto; he
consequently despatched his breakfast, and, his boat being
ready, he hastened on board, and they were soon under way.
At the nmonment the boat began her course they |ost sight of
the yacht, as it disappeared in the gulf of Porto-Vecchio.
Wth it was effaced the last trace of the preceding night;
and then supper, Sinbad, hashish, statues, -- all becane a
dream for Franz. The boat sailed on all day and all night,
and next norning, when the sun rose, they had | ost sight of
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Monte Cristo. When Franz had once again set foot on shore,
he forgot, for the nonent at |east, the events which had
just passed, while he finished his affairs of pleasure at
Fl orence, and then thought of nothing but how he should
rejoin his conpanion, who was awaiting himat Rone.

He set out, and on the Saturday evening reached the Eterna
City by the mail-coach. An apartnment, as we have said, had
been retained beforehand, and thus he had but to go to
Signor Pastrini's hotel. But this was not so easy a matter
for the streets were thronged with people, and Rome was
already a prey to that |ow and feverish murnmur which
precedes all great events; and at Rome there are four great
events in every year, -- the Carnival, Holy Wek, Corpus
Christi, and the Feast of St. Peter. Al the rest of the
year the city is in that state of dull apathy, between life
and death, which renders it simlar to a kind of station
between this world and the next -- a subline spot, a
resting-place full of poetry and character, and at which
Franz had already halted five or six times, and at each tine
found it nmore marvel l ous and striking. At |last he made his
way through the nob, which was continually increasing and
getting nmore and nore turbulent, and reached the hotel. On
his first inquiry he was told, with the inpertinence
peculiar to hired hackney-coachnmen and i nn-keepers with
their houses full, that there was no roomfor himat the
Hot el de Londres. Then he sent his card to Signor Pastrini,
and asked for Al bert de Mrrcerf. This plan succeeded; and
Signor Pastrini himself ran to him excusing hinmself for
havi ng made his excellency wait, scolding the waiters,
taking the candlestick fromthe porter, who was ready to
pounce on the traveller and was about to lead himto Al bert,
when Morcerf hinself appeared.

The apartnment consisted of two small roons and a parlor. The
two roonms | ooked onto the street -- a fact which Signor
Pastrini comrented upon as an inappreciabl e advantage. The
rest of the floor was hired by a very rich gentleman who was
supposed to be a Sicilian or Ml tese; but the host was
unabl e to decide to which of the two nations the traveller
bel onged. "Very good, signor Pastrini," said Franz; "but we
nmust have sone supper instantly, and a carriage for tonorrow
and the foll ow ng days."

"As to supper,” replied the landlord, "you shall be served
i mredi ately; but as for the carriage" --

"What as to the carriage?" exclainmed Al bert. "Conme, cone,
Signor Pastrini, no joking; we nust have a carriage."

"Sir," replied the host, "we will do all in our power to
procure you one -- this is all | can say."

"And when shall we know?" inquired Franz.

"To-norrow norning," answered the inn-keeper
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"Ch, the deuce! then we shall pay the nmore, that's all, |
see plainly enough. At Drake's or Aaron's one pays
twenty-five lire for common days, and thirty or thirty-five
lire a day nore for Sundays and feast days; add five lire a
day nore for extras, that will make forty, and there's an
end of it."

"I amafraid if we offer them double that we shall not
procure a carriage."

"Then they nust put horses to mine. It is alittle worse for
the journey, but that's no matter."

"There are no horses." Albert |ooked at Franz |ike a man who
hears a reply he does not understand.

"Do you understand that, my dear Franz -- no horses?" he
said, "but can't we have post-horses?"

"They have been all hired this fortnight, and there are none
| eft but those absolutely requisite for posting."”

"What are we to say to this?" asked Franz.

"I say, that when a thing conpletely surpasses ny
conprehension, | am accustoned not to dwell on that thing,
but to pass to another. |s supper ready, Signor Pastrini?"

"Yes, your excellency.”
"Well, then, let us sup.”
"But the carriage and horses?" said Franz.

"Be easy, nmy dear boy; they will conme in due season; it is
only a question of how much shall be charged for them"
Morcerf then, with that delighted phil osophy which believes
that nothing is inpossible to a full purse or well-Ilined
pocket book, supped, went to bed, slept soundly, and dreaned
he was racing all over Rone at Carnival time in a coach with
si x horses.

Chapter 33
Roman Bandits.

The next norning Franz woke first, and instantly rang the
bell. The sound had not yet died away when Signor Pastrin
hi nsel f entered.

"Well, excellency," said the landlord triunphantly, and

Wit hout waiting for Franz to question him "I feared
yesterday, when | would not pronise you anything, that you
were too late -- there is not a single carriage to be had --
that is, for the last three days of the carnival."
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"Yes," returned Franz, "for the very three days it is nost
needed. "

"What is the matter?" said Al bert, entering; "no carriage to
be had?"

"Just so," returned Franz, "you have guessed it."
"Well, your Eternal City is a nice sort of place."

"That is to say, excellency," replied Pastrini, who was
desirous of keeping up the dignity of the capital of the
Christian world in the eyes of his guest, "that there are no
carriages to be had from Sunday to Tuesday evening, but from
now till Sunday you can have fifty if you please.”

"Ah, that is sonmething," said Albert; "to-day is Thursday,
and who knows what may arrive between this and Sunday?"

"Ten or twelve thousand travellers will arrive,” replied
Franz, "which will make it still more difficult."
"My friend," said Mircerf, "let us enjoy the present w thout

gl oony forebodings for the future."

"At | east we can have a w ndow?"

"Wher e?"

"In the Corso."

"Ah, a window " exclained Signor Pastrini, -- "utterly

i mpossible; there was only one left on the fifth floor of

the Doria Pal ace, and that has been let to a Russian prince
for twenty sequins a day."

The two young nen | ooked at each other with an air of
st upefacti on.

"Well," said Franz to Al bert, "do you know what is the best
thing we can do? It is to pass the Carnival at Venice; there
we are sure of obtaining gondolas if we cannot have

carriages."
"Ah, the devil, no," cried Albert; "I cane to Rone to see
the Carnival, and | will, though | see it on stilts."

"Bravo! an excellent idea. W will disguise ourselves as
nmonst er pul chinellos or shepherds of the Landes, and we
shall have conplete success."

"Do your excellencies still wish for a carriage fromnow to
Sunday nor ni ng?"

"Parbleu!" said Al bert, "do you think we are going to run
about on foot in the streets of Rome, |ike |awyer's clerks?"
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"I hasten to conmply with your excellencies' w shes; only, |
tell you beforehand, the carriage will cost you six piastres
a day."

"And, as | amnot a mllionaire, like the gentleman in the
next apartnments," said Franz, "I warn you, that as | have
been four tines before at Rone, | know the prices of all the
carriages; we will give you twelve piastres for to-day,
tomorrow, and the day after, and then you will nake a good
profit.”

"But, excellency"” -- said Pastrini, still striving to gain
hi s point.

"Now go," returned Franz, "or | shall go nyself and bargain
with your affettatore, who is mne also;, heis an old friend
of m ne, who has plundered ne pretty well already, and, in

t he hope of nmaking nore out of ne, he will take a less price
than the one | offer you; you will |ose the preference, and
that will be your fault."

"Do not give yourselves the trouble, excellency," returned
Signor Pastrini, with the smle peculiar to the Italian
specul at or when he confesses defeat; "I will do all | can
and | hope you will be satisfied."

"“And now we understand each other."

"When do you wi sh the carriage to be here?"
“I'n an hour."

“I'n an hour it will be at the door."

An hour after the vehicle was at the door; it was a hack
conveyance which was el evated to the rank of a private
carriage in honor of the occasion, but, in spite of its
hunmbl e exterior, the young nmen woul d have thought thensel ves
happy to have secured it for the last three days of the
Carnival. "Excellency," cried the cicerone, seeing Franz
approach the wi ndow, "shall | bring the carriage nearer to

t he pal ace?"

Accustonmed as Franz was to the Italian phraseol ogy, his
first inmpulse was to look round him but these words were
addressed to him Franz was the "excellency," the vehicle
was the "carriage,"” and the Hotel de Londres was the

"pal ace."” The genius for |laudation characteristic of the
race was in that phrase.

Franz and Al bert descended, the carriage approached the
pal ace; their excellencies stretched their |egs along the
seats; the cicerone sprang into the seat behind. "Were do
your excellencics wish to go?" asked he.

"To Saint Peter's first, and then to the Col osseum "
returned Al bert. But Albert did not know that it takes a day
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to see Saint Peter's, and a nmonth to study it. The day was
passed at Saint Peter's alone. Suddenly the daylight began
to fade away; Franz took out his watch -- it was half-past
four. They returned to the hotel; at the door Franz ordered
the coachman to be ready at eight. He wi shed to show Al bert
t he Col osseum by noonlight, as he had shown hi m Sai nt
Peter's by daylight. When we show a friend a city one has
al ready visited, we feel the same pride as when we point out
a worman whose | over we have been. He was to |leave the city
by the Porta del Popolo, skirt the outer wall, and re-enter
by the Porta San G ovanni; thus they woul d behold the

Col osseum wi t hout finding their inpressions dulled by first
| ooking on the Capitol, the Forum the Arch of Septinus
Severus, the Tenpl e of Antoninus and Faustina, and the Via
Sacra. They sat down to dinner. Signor Pastrini had prom sed
them a banquet; he gave thema tol erable repast. At the end
of the dinner he entered in person. Franz thought that he
came to hear his dinner praised, and began accordingly, but
at the first words he was interrupted. "Excellency," said
Pastrini, "I amdelighted to have your approbation, but it
was not for that | cane."”

"Did you cone to tell us you have procured a carriage?"
asked Al bert, lighting his cigar

"No; and your excellencies will do well not to think of that
any longer; at Rome things can or cannot be done; when you
are told anything cannot he done, there is an end of it."

"I't is nuch nore convenient at Paris, -- when anything
cannot be done, you pay double, and it is done directly."”

"That is what all the French say," returned Signor Pastrini,
somewhat piqued; "for that reason, | do not understand why
they travel ."

"But," said Albert, emtting a volunme of snmoke and bal anci ng
his chair on its hind legs, "only madmen, or bl ockheads |ike
us, ever do travel. Men in their senses do not quit their
hotel in the Rue du Helder, their walk on the Boul evard de
Gand, and the Cafe de Paris." It is of course understood
that Al bert resided in the aforesaid street, appeared every
day on the fashionable wal k, and dined frequently at the
only restaurant where you can really dine, that is, if you
are on good ternms with its frequenters. Signhor Pastrini

remai ned silent a short tine; it was evident that he was
musi ng over this answer, which did not seemvery clear
"But," said Franz, in his turn interrupting his host's

medi tations, "you had sonme notive for coming here, may | beg
to know what it was?"

"Ah, yes; you have ordered your carriage at eight o'clock
preci sel y?"

"1 have."

"You intend visiting Il Col osseo.”
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"You mean the Col osseunf”

"It is the sane thing. You have told your coachman to | eave
the city by the Porta del Popolo, to drive round the walls,
and re-enter by the Porta San G ovanni ?"

"These are nmy words exactly."

"Well, this route is inpossible."

"I nmpossi bl e!”

"Very dangerous, to say the least."

"Dangerous! -- and why?"

"On account of the fampus Luigi Vanpa."

"Pray, who may this fanous Luigi Vanpa be?" inquired Al bert;
"he may be very famous at Rone, but | can assure you he is
qui te unknown at Paris."”

"What! do you not know hi n?"

"I have not that honor."

"You have never heard his nane?"

"Never."

"Well, then, he is a bandit, conpared to whomthe Decesaris
and the Gasparones were nere children."

“"Now t hen, Albert," cried Franz, "here is a bandit for you
at last."

"I forewarn you, Signor Pastrini, that | shall not believe
one word of what you are going to tell us; having told you
this, begin.”

“Once upon a tinme" --
"Well, go on." Signor Pastrini turned toward Franz, who
seemed to himthe nore reasonable of the two; we nmust do him
justice, -- he had had a great many Frenchnen in his house,
but had never been able to conprehend them "Excellency,"”
said he gravely, addressing Franz, "if you | ook upon me as a
liar, it is useless for nme to say anything; it was for your
interest |I" --

"Al bert does not say you are a liar, Signor Pastrini," said
Franz, "but that he will not believe what you are going to
tell us, -- but I will believe all you say; so proceed."

"But if your excellency doubt ny veracity" --

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO 289

"Signor Pastrini," returned Franz, "you are nore susceptible
t han Cassandra, who was a prophetess, and yet no one
bel i eved her; while you, at |east, are sure of the credence
of half your audience. Cone, sit down, and tell us all about
this Signor Vanpa."

"I had told your excellency he is the nost fanbus bandit we
have had since the days of Mastrilla."

"Well, what has this bandit to do with the order | have
gi ven the coachman to |eave the city by the Porta de
Popol o, and to re-enter by the Porta San G ovanni ?"

"This," replied Signor Pastrini, "that you will go out by
one, but | very nuch doubt your returning by the other."

"Why?" asked Franz.

"Because, after nightfall, you are not safe fifty yards from
the gates.”

"On your honor is that true?" cried Al bert.

"Count," returned Signor Pastrini, hurt at Albert's repeated
doubts of the truth of his assertions, "I do not say this to
you, but to your conpanion, who knows Ronme, and knows, too,
that these things are not to be |aughed at."

"My dear fellow, " said Albert, turning to Franz, "here is an

adm rabl e adventure; we will fill our carriage with pistols,
bl under busses, and doubl e-barrelled guns. Luigi Vanpa cones
to take us, and we take him-- we bring himback to Rone,

and present himto his holiness the Pope, who asks how he
can repay so great a service; then we nerely ask for a
carriage and a pair of horses, and we see the Carnival in
the carriage, and doubtless the Roman people will crown us
at the Capitol, and proclaimus, like Curtius and the veiled
Horatius, the preservers of their country.” Wilst Al bert
proposed this schenme, Signor Pastrini's face assumed an
expression i npossi ble to descri be.

"And pray," asked Franz, "where are these pistols,
bl under busses, and other deadly weapons with which you
intend filling the carriage?”

"Not out of my armory, for at Terracina | was plundered even
of my hunting-knife."

"l shared the sane fate at Aquapendente.”

"Do you know, Signor Pastrini," said Albert, lighting a
second cigar at the first, "that this practice is very
conveni ent for bandits, and that it seens to be due to an
arrangenent of their own." Doubtless Signor Pastrini found
this pleasantry conprom sing, for he only answered half the
question, and then he spoke to Franz, as the only one likely
to listen with attention. "Your excellency knows that it is
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not customary to defend yourself when attacked by bandits."

"What!" cried Al bert, whose courage revolted at the idea of
bei ng plundered tanely, "not make any resistance!”

"No, for it would be useless. What could you do against a
dozen bandits who spring out of sone pit, ruin, or aqueduct,
and level their pieces at you?"

"Eh, parbleu! -- they should kill nme.

The inn-keeper turned to Franz with an air that seenmed to
say, "Your friend is decidedly mad."

"My dear Albert," returned Franz, "your answer is sublineg,
and worthy the "Let himdie,' of Corneille, only, when
Horace made that answer, the safety of Ronme was concerned;
but, as for us, it is only to gratify a whim and it would
be ridiculous to risk our lives for so foolish a notive."

Al bert poured himself out a glass of lacryma Christi, which
he sipped at intervals, nmuttering sone unintelligible words.
"Well, Signor Pastrini," said Franz, "now that ny conpani on
is quieted, and you have seen how peaceful my intentions
are, tell me who is this Luigi Vanpa. |Is he a shepherd or a
nobl eman? -- young or old? -- tall or short? Describe him
in order that, if we neet himby chance, |ike Bugaboo John
or Lara, we may recognize him"

"You could not apply to any one better able to informyou on
all these points, for I knew himwhen he was a child, and
one day that | fell into his hands, going fromFerentino to
Alatri, he, fortunately for nme, recollected ne, and set ne
free, not only without ransom but nade ne a present of a
very splendid watch, and related his history to ne."

"Let us see the watch," said Albert.

Signor Pastrini drew fromhis fob a magnificent Breguet,
bearing the nanme of its maker, of Parisian manufacture, and
a count's coronet.

"Here it is," said he

"Peste," returned Al bert, "I conplinment you on it; | have
its fellow' -- he took his watch from his wai stcoat pocket
-- "and it cost me 3,000 francs."

"Let us hear the history," said Franz, notioning Signor
Pastrini to seat hinself.

"Your excellencies permt it?" asked the host.

"Pardieu!" cried Al bert, "you are not a preacher, to renmin
st andi ng!"

The host sat down, after having made each of them a
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respectful bow, which nmeant that he was ready to tell them
all they wi shed to know concerning Luigi Vanpa. "You tel

me," said Franz, at the nmonment Signor Pastrini was about to
open his nmouth, "that you knew Lui gi Vanpa when he was a
child -- he is still a young man, then?"

"A young man? he is only two and twenty; -- he will gain

hi msel f a reputation.”

"What do you think of that, Albert? -- at two and twenty to
be thus fanmous?"

"Yes, and at his age, Al exander, Caesar, and Napol eon, who
have all nmade sone noise in the world, were quite behind
him"

"So," continued Franz, "the hero of this history is only two
and twenty?"

"Scarcely so much."
"I's he tall or short?"

"Of the middle height -- about the sane stature as his
excel l ency," returned the host, pointing to Al bert.

"Thanks for the conparison,” said Al bert, with a bow
"CGo on, Signor Pastrini," continued Franz, snmiling at his

friend s susceptibility. "To what class of society does he
bel ong?”

"He was a shepherd-boy attached to the farm of the Count of
San- Fel i ce, situated between Pal estrina and the | ake of
Gabri; he was born at Panpinara, and entered the count's
service when he was five years old; his father was al so a
shepherd, who owned a small flock, and lived by the wool and
the m 1k, which he sold at Rone. Wen quite a child, the
little Vanpa di spl ayed a nost extraordinary precocity. One
day, when he was seven years old, he cane to the curate of
Pal estrina, and asked to be taught to read; it was sonmewhat
difficult, for he could not quit his flock; but the good
curate went every day to say nass at a little ham et too
poor to pay a priest and which, having no other nane, was
cal l ed Borgo; he told Luigi that he might nmeet himon his
return, and that then he would give hima |esson, warning
himthat it would be short, and that he nust profit as much
as possible by it. The child accepted joyfully. Every day
Luigi led his flock to graze on the road that | eads from
Pal estrina to Borgo; every day, at nine o'clock in the
norni ng, the priest and the boy sat down on a bank by the
waysi de, and the little shepherd took his | esson out of the
priest's breviary. At the end of three nonths he had | earned

to read. This was not enough -- he nust now learn to wite.
The priest had a witing teacher at Rone make three
al phabets -- one large, one niddling, and one small; and

pointed out to himthat by the help of a sharp instrunment he
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could trace the letters on a slate, and thus learn to wite.
The sane eveni ng, when the flock was safe at the farm the
little Luigi hastened to the smth at Palestrina, took a

| arge nail, heated and sharpened it, and fornmed a sort of
stylus. The next norning he gathered an arnful of pieces of
sl ate and began. At the end of three nonths he had | earned
to wite. The curate, astonished at his quickness and
intelligence, made hima present of pens, paper, and a
penkni fe. This demanded new effort, but nothing conpared to
the first; at the end of a week he wote as well with this
pen as with the stylus. The curate related the incident to
the Count of San-Felice, who sent for the little shepherd,
made himread and wite before him ordered his attendant to
let himeat with the donestics, and to give himtwo piastres
a nonth. Wth this, Luigi purchased books and pencils. He
applied his imtative powers to everything, and, |ike

G otto, when young, he drew on his slate sheep, houses, and
trees. Then, with his knife, he began to carve all sorts of
objects in wood; it was thus that Pinelli, the fanous

scul ptor, had conmenced.

"Agirl of six or seven -- that is, a little younger than
Vanpa -- tended sheep on a farm near Pal estrina; she was an
or phan, born at Val nontone and was named Teresa. The two
children met, sat down near each other, let their flocks

m ngl e toget her, played, |aughed, and conversed together; in
the evening they separated the Count of San-Felice's flock
fromthose of Baron Cervetri, and the children returned to
their respective farnms, prom sing to neet the next norning.
The next day they kept their word, and thus they grew up
toget her. Vanpa was twelve, and Teresa el even. And yet their
natural disposition revealed itself. Beside his taste for
the fine arts, which Luigi had carried as far as he could in
his solitude, he was given to alternating fits of sadness
and enthusiasm was often angry and capricious, and al ways
sarcastic. None of the |ads of Panpinara, Palestrina, or

Val mont one had been able to gain any influence over him or
even to beconme his companion. His disposition (always
inclined to exact concessions rather than to make them kept
hi m al oof fromall friendships. Teresa alone ruled by a

| ook, a word, a gesture, this inpetuous character, which

yi el ded beneath the hand of a woman, and whi ch beneath the
hand of a man m ght have broken, but could never have been
bended. Teresa was lively and gay, but coquettish to excess.
The two piastres that Luigi received every nmonth fromthe
Count of San-Felice's steward, and the price of all the
little carvings in wood he sold at Rome, were expended in
ear-rings, necklaces, and gold hairpins. So that, thanks to
her friend' s generosity, Teresa was the nost beautiful and
the best-attired peasant near Rome. The two children grew up
together, passing all their time with each other, and giving
thenmsel ves up to the wild ideas of their different
characters. Thus, in all their dreams, their w shes, and
their conversations, Vanpa saw hinself the captain of a
vessel, general of an arny, or governor of a province.
Teresa saw herself rich, superbly attired, and attended by a
train of liveried donestics. Then, when they had thus passed
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the day in building castles in the air, they separated their
fl ocks, and descended fromthe elevation of their dreams to
the reality of their hunble position

"One day the young shepherd told the count's steward that he
had seen a wolf cone out of the Sabi ne nountains, and prow
around his flock. The steward gave hima gun; this was what
Vanpa | onged for. This gun had an excellent barrel, nade at
Breschia, and carrying a ball with the precision of an
English rifle; but one day the count broke the stock, and
had then cast the gun aside. This, however, was nothing to a
scul ptor like Vanpa; he exam ned the broken stock

cal cul ated what change it would require to adapt the gun to
his shoul der, and nade a fresh stock, so beautifully carved
that it would have fetched fifteen or twenty piastres, had
he chosen to sell it. But nothing could be farther from his
t houghts. For a long tinme a gun had been the young man's
greatest anmbition. In every country where i ndependence has
taken the place of liberty, the first desire of a manly
heart is to possess a weapon, which at once renders him
capabl e of defence or attack, and, by rendering its owner
terrible, often makes him feared. Fromthis noment Vanpa
devoted all his leisure tine to perfecting hinself in the
use of his precious weapon; he purchased powder and bal l
and everything served himfor a mark -- the trunk of sone
ol d and nobss-grown olive-tree, that grew on the Sabine
nmount ai ns; the fox, as he quitted his earth on sone

mar audi ng excursion; the eagle that soared above their
heads: and thus he soon becane so expert, that Teresa
overcanme the terror she at first felt at the report, and
anmused hersel f by watching himdirect the ball wherever he
pl eased, with as nuch accuracy as if he placed it by hand.

"One evening a wolf energed from a pi ne-wood hear which they
were usually stationed, but the wolf had scarcely advanced
ten yards ere he was dead. Proud of this exploit, Vanpa took
t he dead animal on his shoulders, and carried himto the
farm These exploits had gained Luigi considerable
reputation. The man of superior abilities always finds
admrers, go where he will. He was spoken of as the nost
adroit, the strongest, and the npbst courageous contadi no for
ten | eagues around; and al though Teresa was universally
allowed to be the nost beautiful girl of the Sabines, no one
had ever spoken to her of |ove, because it was known that
she was bel oved by Vanpa. And yet the two young peopl e had
never declared their affection; they had grown together |ike
two trees whose roots are mngled, whose branches

i ntertwi ned, and whose interm ngled perfume rises to the
heavens. Only their wish to see each other had becone a
necessity, and they would have preferred death to a day's
separation. Teresa was sixteen, and Vanpa sevent een. About
this time, a band of brigands that had established itself in
the Lepi ni nmountains began to be nuch spoken of. The

bri gands have never been really extirpated fromthe

nei ghbor hood of Rone. Sometines a chief is wanted, but when
a chief presents hinmself he rarely has to wait long for a
band of foll owers.
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"The cel ebrated Cucunetto, pursued in the Abruzzo, driven
out of the kingdom of Naples, where he had carried on a
regul ar war, had crossed the Garigliano, |like Manfred, and
had taken refuge on the banks of the Anasine between Sonnino
and Juperno. He strove to collect a band of followers, and
foll owed the footsteps of Decesaris and Gasperone, whom he
hoped to surpass. Many young nmen of Palestrina, Frascati,
and Panpi nara had di sappeared. Their di sappearance at first
caused nuch di squi etude; but it was soon known that they had
j oi ned Cucunetto. After sonme time Cucunetto becane the

obj ect of wuniversal attention; the nost extraordinary traits
of ferocious daring and brutality were related of him One
day he carried off a young girl, the daughter of a surveyor
of Frosinone. The bandit's |laws are positive; a young girl
bel ongs first to himwho carries her off, then the rest draw
lots for her, and she is abandoned to their brutality unti
death relieves her sufferings. Wien their parents are
sufficiently rich to pay a ransom a nessenger is sent to
negoti ate; the prisoner is hostage for the security of the
nmessenger; should the ransom be refused, the prisoner is
irrevocably lost. The young girl's lover was in Cucunetto's
troop; his nane was Carlini. Wen she recogni zed her |over,
the poor girl extended her arms to him and believed herself
safe; but Carlini felt his heart sink, for he but too wel
knew the fate that awaited her. However, as he was a
favorite with Cucunetto, as he had for three years
faithfully served him and as he had saved his life by
shooti ng a dragoon who was about to cut himdown, he hoped
the chief would have pity on him He took Cucunetto one
side, while the young girl, seated at the foot of a huge
pine that stood in the centre of the forest, nmade a veil of
her picturesque head-dress to hide her face fromthe

| asci vi ous gaze of the bandits. There he told the chief al

-- his affection for the prisoner, their prom ses of nutua
fidelity, and how every night, since he had been near, they
had nmet in sone neighboring ruins.

"I't so happened that night that Cucunmetto had sent Carlini
to a village, so that he had been unable to go to the place
of nmeeting. Cucunetto had been there, however, by accident,
as he said, and had carried the maiden off. Carlini besought
his chief to nake an exception in Rita's favor, as her
father was rich, and could pay a |arge ransom Cucunetto
seenmed to yield to his friend' s entreaties, and bade him
find a shepherd to send to Rita's father at Frosinone.
Carlini flew joyfully to Rita, telling her she was saved,
and bidding her wite to her father, to inform himwhat had
occurred, and that her ransom was fixed at three hundred

pi astres. Twelve hours' delay was all that was granted --
that is, until nine the next norning. The instant the letter
was witten, Carlini seized it, and hastened to the plain to
find a messenger. He found a young shepherd watching his

fl ock. The natural messengers of the bandits are the
shepherds who |ive between the city and the nountains,
between civilized and savage life. The boy undertook the
commi ssion, promsing to be in Frosinone in | ess than an
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hour. Carlini returned, anxious to see his mistress, and
announce the joyful intelligence. He found the troop in the
gl ade, supping off the provisions exacted as contributions
fromthe peasants; but his eye vainly sought Rita and
Cucunetto anong them He inquired where they were, and was
answered by a burst of laughter. A cold perspiration burst
fromevery pore, and his hair stood on end. He repeated his
guestion. One of the bandits rose, and offered hima gl ass
filled with Orvietto, saying, "To the health of the brave
Cucunetto and the fair Rita." At this nonment Carlini heard a
wormen's cry; he divined the truth, seized the glass, broke
it across the face of himwho presented it, and rushed
towards the spot whence the cry came. After a hundred yards
he turned the corner of the thicket; he found Rita sensel ess
in the arns of Cucunetto. At the sight of Carlini, Cucunetto
rose, a pistol in each hand. The two brigands | ooked at each
other for a noment -- the one with a smle of |asciviousness
on his lips, the other with the pallor of death on his brow
A terrible battle between the two nen seened i nmm nent; but
by degrees Carlini's features rel axed, his hand, which had
grasped one of the pistols in his belt, fell to his side.
Rita |lay between them The noon |ighted the group

""Well,"' said Cucunetto, " have you executed your
conmi ssi on?

"“Yes, captain,' returned Carlini. “At nine o'clock
to-morrow Rita's father will be here with the nmoney.' -- "It
is well; in the nmeantinme, we will have a merry night; this
young girl is charm ng, and does credit to your taste. Now,
as | amnot egotistical, we will return to our conrades and
draw lots for her.' -- “~You have determ ned, then, to
abandon her to the common | aw?" said Carlini.

"“Why shoul d an exception be nmade in her favor?
"*I thought that my entreaties' --

"“What right have you, any nore than the rest, to ask for an
exception?' -- "It is true.' -- “But never mnd,' continued
Cucunetto, |aughing, “sooner or later your turn will cone.'
Carlini's teeth clinched convul sively.

"“Now, then,' said Cucunetto, advancing towards the other
bandits, “are you coming? -- "1 follow you.'

"Cucunetto departed, w thout |osing sight of Carlini, for
doubt| ess, he feared | est he should strike himunawares; but
not hi ng betrayed a hostile design on Carlini's part. He was
standi ng, his arns folded, near Rita, who was stil

i nsensi bl e. Cucunetto fancied for a nonent the young man was
about to take her in his arns and fly; but this mattered
little to himnow Rita had been his; and as for the noney,
three hundred piastres distributed anong the band was so
small a sumthat he cared little about it. He continued to
follow the path to the glade; but, to his great surprise
Carlini arrived al nost as soon as hinself. "“Let us draw
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lots! let us draw lots!' cried all the brigands, when they
saw the chi ef.

"Their demand was fair, and the chief inclined his head in
si gn of acqui escence. The eyes of all shone fiercely as they
made their demand, and the red light of the fire made them

| ook |i ke denons. The names of all, including Carlini, were
pl aced in a hat, and the youngest of the band drew forth a
ticket; the ticket bore the nane of Diovol accio. He was the
man who had proposed to Carlini the health of their chief,
and to whom Carlini replied by breaking the glass across his
face. A large wound, extending fromthe tenple to the nouth,
was bl eedi ng profusely. Dioval accio, seeing hinself thus
favored by fortune, burst into a loud |augh. “Captain,' said

he, “just now Carlini would not drink your health when
proposed it to hiny propose mne to him and let us see if
he will be nore condescending to you than to nme.' Every one

expected an explosion on Carlini's part; but to their great
surprise, he took a glass in one hand and a flask in the
other, and filling it, -- “Your health, Diavolaccio,' said
he calmy, and he drank it off, w thout his hand trenbling
in the least. Then sitting down by the fire, M supper,’
said he; "ny expedition has given nme an appetite.' -- "Wl
done, Carlini!' cried the brigands; "that is acting like a
good fellow,' and they all forned a circle round the fire,
whi l e Di avol acci o di sappeared. Carlini ate and drank as if
not hi ng had happened. The bandits | ooked on with

astoni shment at this singular conduct until they heard
footsteps. They turned round, and saw Di avol acci o bearing
the young girl in his arnms. Her head hung back, and her |ong
hair swept the ground. As they entered the circle, the
bandits could perceive, by the firelight, the unearthly
pall or of the young girl and of Diavolaccio. This apparition
was so strange and so solemm, that every one rose, with the
exception of Carlini, who renmined seated, and ate and drank
calmy. Diavolacci o advanced ani dst the nost profound
silence, and laid Rita at the captain's feet. Then every one
coul d understand the cause of the unearthly pallor in the
young girl and the bandit. A knife was plunged up to the
hilt in Rita"s left breast. Every one |looked at Carlini; the
sheath at his belt was enpty. "“Ah, ah,' said the chief, "I
now understand why Carlini stayed behind.' Al savage

nat ures appreci ate a desperate deed. No other of the bandits
woul d, perhaps, have done the sanme; but they all understood
what Carlini had done. “Now, then,' cried Carlini, rising in
his turn, and approaching the corpse, his hand on the butt
of one of his pistols, "does any one dispute the possession
of this woman with nme?' -- “No,' returned the chief, “she is
thine.' Carlini raised her in his arnms, and carried her out
of the circle of firelight. Cucunetto placed his sentinels
for the night, and the bandits wrapped thenselves in their

cl oaks, and |lay down before the fire. At m dnight the
sentinel gave the alarm and in an instant all were on the
alert. It was Rita's father, who brought his daughter's
ransomin person. “Here,' said he, to Cucunetto, “here are
three hundred piastres; give ne back ny child. But the
chief, w thout taking the noney, nade a sign to himto
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follow. The old nan obeyed. They both advanced beneath the
trees, through whose branches streaned the noonlight.
Cucunetto stopped at |ast, and pointed to two persons
grouped at the foot of a tree.

"“There,' said he, "demand thy child of Carlini; he wll

tell thee what has become of her;' and he returned to his
conpani ons. The ol d man renmi ned notionl ess; he felt that
some great and unforeseen m sfortune hung over his head. At

| ength he advanced toward the group, the meaning of which he
coul d not conprehend. As he approached, Carlini raised his
head, and the forns of two persons becane visible to the old
man's eyes. A wonman |lay on the ground, her head resting on
the knees of a nman, who was seated by her; as he raised his
head, the worman's face became visible. The old nman

recogni zed his child, and