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AN

THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO

CHAPTER 1
A MARRIAGE CONTRACT AND ITS END

N THE month of July of the year 1829, a man created

a great sensation in Paris, and even attracted the

attention of the lions of society. Where he came

from—who he was—what was his past life—none knew;

and the mystery surrounding him only tended to make
the hero of the season more interesting.

The Count of Monte-Cristo, from Italy—from Malta—
no one knew whence—had unlimited credit with the
banking house of Danglars, obe of the largest in Paris;
owned the finest mansion—a superb villa—at Auteuil,
and the handsomest turnout on the road, which he pre-
sented to a banker’s wife, without letting any ome know
his reason for doing so; all this was sufficient to make
him the central point around which revolved the social
gossip of the day. But, besides this, the handsome
stranger makes his appearance at the theatres in the
company of a lady in Grecian dress, whose transcendent
beauty and countless diamonds awake alike admiration
and cupidity. Like moths around the flame, society
flutters about the legendary count, and it is principally

the golden youth who find in him their centre of attrae-
®
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tion. Among the latter were more especially Albert
Morcerf, the son of a general, Debray, a young and
talented attaché at the Foreign Office, Beauchamp,
and Chateau-Renaud, who served as the asteroids of
the new star in the Parisian sky.

Sometimes they were joined at those famous dinners
which only a Monte-Cristo understood how to give, by
a Count Andrea Cavalcanti, who at first appeared there
with his father, Major Cavalcanti. Although he was a
stranger, he was received in society through his ac-
quaintance with Monte-Cristo and with Baron Danglars,
in whose banking house he had a large sum on deposit.

The young count, a perfect Apollo, with classically-
cut features, did not fail to produce an impression upon
Eugenie, a proud, black-eyed brunette, the only daugh-
ter of the millionnaire Danglars; and as the millions of
the father, in conjunction with the peculiar beauty of the
daughter, began to interest the count, it was not long
before they thought of marriage. Danglars, who had
been a heavy loser in certain speculations of which the
public was ignorant, hoped to rehabilitate himself with
the millions of his prospective son-in-law, and therefore
there was nothing to prevent the marriage of the proud
Fugenie and the handsome Andrea.

One July evening, representatives of the high finan-
cial society, and a few members of the aristocracy, were
invited to Danglars’ house to witness the signing of the
marriage contract of the only daughter of the house with
the Italian, Count Andrea Cavalcanti, of the princely
house of Cavalcanti. At five o’clock, when the guests
arrived, they found all the rooms in the mansion bril-
liant with wax-lights.
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The bride was simply yet tastefully attired: a white
satin dress trimmed with lace of the same color; a single
white rose, which was half hidden in her raven black
hair, formed the only ornament of the young lady, whose
jewels, it was well known, represented a fortune. The
young count was surrounded by representatives of the
gilded youth, who give the tone in the Jockey Club, and
are the recognized authorities for all Europe in questions
of taste, fashion, and sport.

Baron Danglars was the centre of a group of bankers,
to whom he developed his celebrated projects which had
increased his millions, taking good care, however, not to
mention his losses. Madame Danglars, the handsome
mother of the pretty Eugenie, was surrounded by a
circle of young and old cavaliers, who paid court to
her with the greatest ceremony, and whose adorations
were accepted by the lady as a tribute due her, although
it could not be denied that she favored the young
attaché Debray.

The lawyers were already there, yet the ceremony
appeared to be purposely delayed, as if they were wait-
ing for the arrival of a missing guest. And this was
indeed the case.

When the footman announced the Count of Monte-
Cristo a stir was created among the guests. The star of
the evening was overwhelmed with questions, which he
paid no attention to, but quietly busied himself with the
three representatives of the Danglars family.

The way he observed the young Count Cavalcanti
was very strange, though very few noticed it, as the
Count of Monte-Cristo was relating a robbery which had
been committed in his house, in which one of the thieves
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had been murdered, most probably by his own comrade.
No one noticed the pallor of Count Cavalcanti, as they
were too much interested in Monte-Cristo’s story. When
he had finished, the ceremony was proceeded with.

The marriage contract between Mademoiselle Eugenie
and Count Andrea Cavalcanti was read, the millions men-
tioned therein causing a sensation even among the cream
of the financial and aristocratic world, and the signing of
the paper was next in order. This circumstance recalled
to Madame Danglars the absence of a friend of the
house, the procureur du roi Villefort, and she asked
Monte-Cristo whether he knew where he was.

“I am indirectly the cause of the absence of the pro-
cureur du roi,”’ said the count, as if to apologize. ‘‘The
man who was murdered in my house was recognized as
a former galley-slave named Caderousse, and a letter was
found in his pocket which bore a remarkable address.’

Every one crowded around the count, while the young
bridegroom slowly walked toward a neighboring room.

“Could you tell us the address?”’ asked Madame
Danglars.

‘“‘Certainly,”’ replied the count. ‘‘You will all laugh
over it. It was none other than that of the hero of our
reunion to-night—Count Andrea Cavalcanti.”

"

The surprised guests turned around as if to exact
an explanation from the latter. He had, however, already
left the room. The servants were searching all over the
house for him, when a new commotion was heard.

The dazed servants returned from their search, and
behind them appeared a detective accompanied by sev-
eral policemen.

“I am looking for a man named Andrea Cavalcanti,’
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said the detective, in the well-known monotonous way
which never fails to make an impression even upon
those who are not principals.

“By what right?’ asked Danglars, who could not
suppress his uneasiness.

‘** Andrea Cavalcanti is charged with having murdered
the galley-slave Caderousse, with whom he was formerly
chained in the galleys.”

Like lightning from a clear sky this announcement
fell upon the aristocratic assembly. Madame Danglars
fainted, the policemen searched the house, but could
not find the culprit, the guests ran here and there like
a flock of sheep surprised by a fox, the servants stood
motionless with dazed faces, consternation and confusion
reigned supreme.
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CHAPTER Il
A CALM BRIDE

O ONE among all the company in Danglars’ house
N possessed their self-possession so much as just the
one who was the least expected to do so.

Two days after the catastrophe, when Eugenie’s most
intimate friend, the music teacher, Louise d’Armilly,
came to condole with her, the proud daughter of the
banker repulsed her with a disdainful laugh.

“I am not made for marriage,’”’ she said; “‘at first I
was engaged to Monsieur de Morcert, whose father shot
himself a few days ago, in a fit of remorse at having ac-
quired his wealth by dishonorable means; then I was to
be married to Prince Cavalcanti, to add to the millions
which my father possesses, or which he perbaps does not
call his own, the imaginary wealth of a—jail-bird.”’

“What should be done now?'’ asked her modest
friend in an anxious tone.

‘“Fate shows my path,”’ answered FEugenie, firmly.
“I am not intended to become the slave of a hypo-
critical and egotistical man. You are aware that my in-
clination pushes me toward the stage, where my voice,
my beauty, and my independent spirit will assure me
success. The time has now arrived when I must decide:
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here, the scandal and contempt of the crowd; there, ap-
plause, fame, and honor. I foresaw it all, though I did
not think it would come in such a shameful way. I
have fifty thousand francs pin-money, and my jewels
are worth as much more. Order a carriage; I have
passports for both of us; in an hour we depart for
Belgium.”

Louise listened to her friend speechless with astonish-
ment; although she knew the firmness of her character,
she was not prepared for so much independence.

“But we two girls alone,”” she hesitatingly said,
“cannot—"’

“I have looked out for that, too,” replied Eugenie,
calmly; ‘‘the passport is made out in the name of Mon-
sieur Leon d’Armilly and sister; while you go for the
carriage I will pack the trunks, and change myself into
Monsieur Leon d’'Armilly.”

Louise mechanically left the room to order the car-
riage to come to Danglars’ house. When she came back
an elegant young man stood near the trunks, whom no
one would have recognized at the first glance as the
proud and courted beauty, Eugenie Danglars. With
great difficulty the two girls carried the trunk through
a side door of the house and deposited it at the next
street corner. There the coachman awaited them, and in
a quarter of an hour they had left Paris.

Let us now return to Prince Cavalcanti, alias Bene-
detto, the hero of the interrupted party at the banker
Danglars’ house.

With that cunning peculiar to criminals who scent
danger from afar, he had made his exit at the right
time. After he had pocketed the diamonds which
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formed a part of Eugenie's frousseau, and which were
exposed in the parlor, he scaled the window, slipped an
overcoat over his dress, and made his way out of the
house. In thirty minutes he reached an out-of-the-
way suburb of Paris. Without losing a minute of his
precious time, he took a carriage, and left the ecity
under the pretence of having to catch a friend, who
had departed for the chase on the previous day. The
big tip he gave the driver spurred the latter on, and at
the end of an hour Benedetto found himself at Loures,
where he discharged his driver, saying that he would
spend the night there.

Benedetto now formed a decisive plan. He did not
remain in Loures, but went on foot to Chapelle-en-Serval,
a mile distant, where he arrived covered with dirt and
dust, and entered the nearest inn, telling the host that
he had fallen from his horse. ‘‘If you could get me a
coach or a horse, so that I could return to Compiegne,
I would be very grateful to you.”

The host really had a horse at his disposal, and in a
quarter of an hour Benedetto, accompanied by the host’s
son, was on the road to Compiegne, which he reached
about midnight. After he had discharged the boy at the
market-place of the little city, he went to the inn called
the Bell and Bottle, which he had patronized in former
times, and to which he was admitted now.

After Benedetto had eaten a hearty supper, he in-
quired if he could get a room on the ground floor, but
was forced to accept one on the first story, as the other
had been taken by a young man who had just arrived
with his sister.

The hunted culprit was so tired out by his exertions
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that he fell into a deep sleep, and did not wake up early
next morning, as he had intended, but at nine o’clock.
Struck by an indescribable fear, he quickly dressed him-
self and peered through the window blinds. He recoiled
in terror, for his first glance had fallen upon two police-
men who leaned against the doors with their guns in
their hands. His first thoughts were that he was fol-
lowed and was lost. He quickly collected himself, sup-
pressed his excitement, and seizing a piece of paper,
seribbled these words on it with a lead pencil:

“I have no money, but do not desire to owe any-
thing. The inclosed diamond pin will fully pay for my
bill. I was ashamed to acknowledge this, and therefore
left at five o’clock.”

After he had attached the pin to the paper, he opened
the door and crawled up the chimney with the agility of
a chimney-sweep. Here, however, the difficulty was to
continue his way without being perceived by any one.
He therefore returned and entered another chimney, in-
tending to wait there until all danger was over. He
already began to think himself saved, when he lost his
balance and crashed with a loud noise through the open-
ing and into a room which was occupied, as was betrayed
by a sudden scream.

A young man and a lady were in the room. The lat-
ter had uttered the cry, while the former pulled vigor-
ously at the bell-rope.

‘‘Rescue me—hide me!”’ were the first words the vil-
lain spoke. He was about to say more, but the words
stuck in his throat, for he had recognized the young
man as Kugenie Danglars.

‘* Andrea, the murderer!”’ exclaimed the two women.
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‘‘Have mercy! rescue me!”’ implored Benedetto.

“It iz too late,” replied Eugenie, ‘‘the door is being
opened.”

At the same moment, the policemen, followed by the
whole inn staff, entered the room. Benedetto saw he
was lost. He pulled out a dagger, as if he wished to
attack his captors, but desisted when he saw it would
be fruitless.

“Kill yourself!” exclaimed Eugenie, with the accent
of a tragedy queen.

“Bah!” replied Benedetto, ‘‘it is too early yet; the
whole thing is a misunderstanding, and I have friends.”

With great coolness he held out his hands to the
policemen, who put handcuffs on them.

‘‘Give my regards to your father, Mademoiselle Dan-
glars, and do not be ashamed. You are my bride, and
we ought to have been man and wife to-day,’’ said Bene-
detto, sarcastically, as he left the room with the police-
men, leaving Eugenie exposed to the curious and con-
temptuous glances of the waiters.
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CHAPTER III

A FAMILY TRAGEDY

HE procureur du roi, Villefort, was one of the most
respected and influential men in Paris, and his
reputation as district-attorney was spotless. Mar-

ried the second time to a handsome and refined lady,
Monsieur de Villefort spent his leisure time in the society
of his wife, a grown daughter by his first marriage, named
Valentine, his little son, Edouard, presented to him by his
second wife, and his old father, Noirtier de Villefort, in
an elegant mansion in the Faubourg St. Honore. The
only grief he had was the condition of his father, who
had been stricken with paralysis, which had not only
robbed him of the use of his limbs, but of his speech
too. The old man could only make himself understood
by his beloved grandchild Valentine, and by a faithful
servant named Barrois, by the rising and falling of his
eyelids.

In the house of this immensely respected man, certain
things had happened within a few months which attracted
general attention, though no one could explain them.
The parents of the deceased Madame de Villefort, who
had been staying at their son-in-law’s house on a visit,
had died suddenly one after the other, the doctors being
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unable to assign any other cause for their deaths than
apoplexy. These facts would not have caused any talk,
since the two persons who had died were both very old,
had they not been followed almost immediately by the
deaths of the old servant of Monsieur Noirtier and of
Valentine, the blooming daughter of the procureur du
roi, and the bride of a young officer named Mor-
rel, under circumstances which looked very much like
poisoning.

It was a terrible time for Monsieur de Villefort, who
saw himself obliged, in his official capacity, to investi-
gate his own household. After long observation, he had
a terrible suspicion, which was confirmed by a hun-
dred little things, that his own wife was the four-times
murderess!

The reasons which actuated her to commit these terri-
ble crimes were very clear. Valentine, the step-daughter,
possessed a large fortune which she had inherited from
her dead mother; she was the sole heiress of the grand-
parents who had died so suddenly; upon the death of
Valentine all her wealth would revert to Monsieur de
Villefort, and his sole heir would be his son.

Villefort, the husband, struggled terribly with Ville-
fort, the district-attorney; he tried to ward off the guilt
from his wife, but his efforts were fruitless. It was the
same day on which the sensational case of Prince Caval-
canti, alias Benedetto, was before the Court of Special
Sessions, and Monsieur de Villefort was forced to attend
the sitting in his official capacity as district-attorney.
Before he went he sent for his wife, who wished to at-
tend the trial of a case which caused great excitement
all over Paris.
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Madame de Villefort came to his room fully dressed
for the street, being under the impression that her hus-
band would ask her to accompany him to the court-
house. She trembled, however, when she noticed his
face, which was torn by conflicting passions.

‘“Where do you get the poison from, madame, which
you are in the habit of using?"’ asked the procureur
du roi, in a tone of command.

Madame de Villefort turned deathly pale.

“I do not understand what you mean,” she stam-
mered. ’

“I mean,”’ said the man of the law, ‘‘where do you
keep the poison with which you murdered my parents-
in-law, Barrois, and my daughter, Valentine ?’’

Stunned by this terrible charge Madame de Villefort
fell to the floor; she no longer dared to deny the accusa-
tion, and was oppressed by a feeling of deep despair.

“Every crime, madame,’’ continued the procureur du
roi, ‘‘has its penalty; yours will be the scaffold. This
expiation, however, would be as terrible for me as for
you. Fate has left you to pay for your deeds by your
own hand. You have, perhaps, still a few drops of poi-
son left, which will save both you and me the scandal of
a public hanging. I am going to the court-house, and
I hope that when I return you will have expiated your
crimes.”’

With a cry, the unhappy woman became unconscious,
while Monsieur de Villefort, hardly able to collect his
thoughts, left the room and rode to attend the Cavalcanti-
Benedetto case.
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CHAPTER IV
A PECULIAR TRIAL

LL Paris was excited over the case of the handsome
Andrea Cavalcantl, who was to descend from the
heights of society into the depths of the criminal

world. The lion of the day was to change himself into
a common convict.

Large sums of money were paid for seats in the court-
house, and long before the proceedings began every seat
in the room was occupied by representatives of the most
aristocratic families.

After the usual preliminaries, the judge, the jury, and
the district-attorney took their places. Upon an order
from the judge the policemen brought in the prisoner.
Instead of a man borne down by shame, Cavalcanti
showed himself to the crowd dressed in a ball suit,
his face beaming with good humor.

The complaint was read without making the slightest
impression upon the prisoner, who sat on his seat with
the same ease and grace as he did, but a few days before,
in the famous restaurant The Golden House.

‘‘Prisoner,”’ said the judge, ‘‘stand up and answer
the questions I shall put to you. What is your full
name ?’’
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I am very sorry,” replied Andrea, without the slight-
est embarrassment, ‘‘that I am unable to answer the ques-
tion just now; you can continue, however, and later on
I will take an opportunity to give you information about
the matter.”’

The people were dazed at the audacity of the pris-
oner.

“How old are you?” continued the judge.

“I was born on the night between the 27th and the
28th of September, 1807, at Auteuil, near Paris.”’

*What is your business ?”’

“I never bothered about the usual trades of the gen-
eral run of people. I was first a counterfeiter, then a
thief, and afterward committed my first murder.”

A storm of anger ran through the assembly, even the
judge and the jury could not suppress their loathing at
the unheard-of cynicism of the prisoner.

‘‘Are you going to give your name now?’ asked
the judge.

“I am not. able to give you my own name, but
I know that of my father.”

“Name it, then.”

*My father is a district-attorney,”” continued the pris
oner with great calmness, glancing at Monsieur de Ville-
fort, who turned deathly pale.

“*District-attorney ?’’ exclaimed the judge, greatly as-
tonished. *‘And his name is?"’

*His name is Monsieur de Villefort, and he is sitting
in front of you.” i

“You are fooling with the court,’”’ said the judge
angril7. “I warn you for the last time and command
you to tell the truth.”
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“I am speaking the truth,’’ replied the prisoner, ‘‘and
can prove it. Listen, and then judge. I was born on
the first floor of the house No. 28 Rue de la Fontaine,
at Auteuil, on the night of the 27th to the 28th of
September, 1807. My father, Monsieur de Villefort, told
my mother I was dead, wrapped me in a napkin marked
H. 15, put me in a small box and buried me alive in the
garden of the house. At the same moment he received
a thrust in the side with a knife held by a person who
was concealed, and he sank to the ground unconscious.
The man who attacked my father dug out the box
which had been buried, and which he supposed contained
money, and thereby saved my life. He brought me to
the foundling asylum, where I was inscribed as No. 37.
Three months later I was taken from the asylum by the
sister-in-law of the man, who was a Corsican, and brought
me to Corsica, where I was brought up, and in spite
of the care of my foster-parents acquired vices which
steeped me in crime.’’

‘“And who was your mother?”’ asked the judge.

My mother thought I was dead; I am a child of
sin; I do not know my mother and do not wish to know
her.”

A cry rang through the court-room at this point; a
lady had fainted, and was carried out of the hall by
several bystanders.

At this cry the procureur du roi arose, and showed
his ghastly face to the crowd.

“How are you going to prove these astounding reve-
lations ?”' asked the judge of the prisoner.

With a malicious look the latter pointed to Monsieur
de Villefort.
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‘‘Father, they wish to have proofs; do you also want
me to give them ?”’ <

‘No, it is unnecessary; everything you have said is
true. I resign my office, and desire the court to appoint
my successor as procureur du roi,’’ said Monsieur de Vil-
lefort, in a faint voice.

““What!”" exclaimed the judge, ‘‘you, a man whose
character is above suspicion, allow yourself to be intimi-
dated by the crazy declarations of a criminal! Collect
yourself, and ecrush the malicious accusations with a
word. " g

Villefort shook his head. With trembling limbs he
left the court-room a broken-down man. The crowd re-
spectfully made way for him, the extent of his misfortune
making a deep impression upon -all hearts.

“The court is adjourned until further notice,”’ said the
judge. ‘‘Policemen, take your prisoner back to jail.”
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CHAPTER V

THE RESULT OF THE CATASTROPHE

after the incidents related in the last chapter,
Benedetto’s trial was again before the Court of
Special Sessions. Then, as now, life beat rapidly in Paris,
one important thing followed the other, and it came about
that the affair of the handsome ‘‘Prince Cavalcanti” was
in danger of being tried before an audience consisting

ON THE 14th day of January, 1830, three months

only of lawyers and policemen.

The weather was miserable. The snow fell in thick
flakes, and the cold was so penetrating that it became
impossible to remain long out of doors.

It was about eleven o’clock in the morning when an
elegant carriage stopped in front of the court-house.
A gentleman stepped out, and was about to ascend the
broad steps of the building, when he suddenly stood
still. He clapped his monocle to his eye, and loudly
exclaimed:

¢ Ah, Chateau-Renaud!"”

‘‘Beauchamp,’”’ came back the answer; and the two
friends cordially shook hands.

“‘Really,” said Chateau-Renaud, laughing, ‘I must be
grateful to chance, which threw me in your way.”

“What brings you here?”
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‘‘The trial of his highness Prince Benedetto de Caval-
canti, of course.’’

“T'm here for the same reason. I also wish to see the
concluding act of the drama which has interested Paris
so long. Do you think the poor devil has a chance of
escaping the hangman’s noose?"”

‘‘Hardly—but here we are. Why, the hall is about
empty,’’ exclaimed Beauchamp, wonderingly.

“‘Does that astonish you? Paris has always been un-
grateful, and has long since forgotten that the Benedetto
affair was once an important topic,”’ replied Chateau-
Renaud in a tone of indifference.

‘‘Perhaps the trial has been postponed,’’ said the jour-
nalist, and turning to a reporter of his acquaintance,
he hurriedly asked: ‘‘Does Benedetto's trial take place
to-day ?"’

‘‘Benedetto’s trial,”’ answered the reporter, musingly:
‘ah, yes, now I know—the murder in Monte-Cristo’s
garden. and, if my memory is right, I believe the
murderer pretends that he is the son of the procureur
du roi, Monsieur de Villefort.”

‘“‘Perfectly right; you have an enviable memory,”
laughingly said Beauchamp. ‘‘Well, does the trial take
place 2"’

‘‘Certainly, it’s the third day of the case.”

“Thank you. We can get some refreshments now
and pass the time until the Benedetto case comes
up,’’ said Chateau-Renaud.

“If you desire to attend the trial, I will inform you
when it's time,’’ said the reporter, politely.

“You are very kind,” answered Beauchamp, as he
departed with his friend.
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As they were leaving the corridor, Beauchamp nudged
his companion lightly.

‘“Every ome is not so ungrateful as to forget Bene-
detto. Debray is here too.”

“Why not?” said Chateau-Renaud. ‘‘Debray has
plenty of time to himself since the Ministry was over-
turned and carried a poor attaché along with it in its fall.”

““Well, he rescued his millions anyway,” replied
Beauchamp, indifferently. ‘‘Though, come to think of
it,” he continued maliciously, ‘it is quite natural for
Debray to interest himself in Benedetto—the latter was
half and half his son-in-law.”

‘*Oh, Beauchamp, you are cynical; the relationship re-
minds one of a morganatic marriage,’”’ Chateau-Renaud
laughingly interposed.

“By the way, has anything new been found out about
the Baroness Danglars ?’’

“H'm—they say she has disappeared.”’

‘And her good, honest husband ?”’

“Is knocking about somewhere. God only knows.”

“Well, T must say there is nothing like Parisian life.
The house of Danglars breaks. Father and mother Dan-
glars disappear, in consequence of which Debray is with-
out his flame; and the daughter—is anything known of
her? To my taste, she was the best of the lot.”

“‘Mademoiselle d'Armilly undoubtedly knows where’
she is—they were inseparable companions. They will
come to the surface again; from what I know of Made-,
moiselle Danglars, she has about as much talent for
singing as a lioness.”’

““A beautiful constellation. What became of Mon-
sieur de Villefort?”
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“He is an incurable maniac, and is in Dr. d’ Avigny’s
private asylum.”

“Not a bad business for the old gentleman. The
house of Villefort has had a terrible end. Madame de
Villefort and her son are dead, and poor Valentine—
I am not generally sentimental, but I confess the death
of the young girl was a terrible shock to me.”

“Beauchamp, do you believe in miracles?’’ asked
Chateau-Renaud, suddenly. :

“That depends. Why do you ask?”

“Well, one of my friends gave me his word of honor
that he saw Mademoiselle Valentine in Marseilles.”’

‘‘Before or after the funeral ?”’

‘ After, certainly.”

**That seems rather wonderful, but one is already ac-
customed to look upon everything with which the Count
of Monte-Cristo has any connection as something mi-
raculous.”’

“ITave you heard the fable that the count was a
vampire ?"’

‘“Who could have said such a thing? What is old
Nortier doing?”’

‘“‘He has gone to the South; and the Morcerf family—"’

‘“Well, what of them ?”’

“‘Nothing new. The father a suicide, the son in
Africa, and the mother has disappeared.’”

“Just like Baroness Danglars.”

**Yes, only with this difference, that Madame de Mor-
cerf and her son gave their whole fortune to the poor.”

“I am glad for the poor—I—"

“‘The Benedetto affair is now on,”’ broke in the voice
of the reporter, interrupting their conversation.
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‘‘Ah—thank you.” And with this they all entered
the court-room.

‘‘Beauchamp,’’ whispered Chateau-Renaud, pointing to
a veiled lady who sat near them, ‘‘if I wasn’t sure that
the Baroness Dangl—"

“Hush! Do not mention any names. I think you are
right, but I cannot understand why she comes in such
disreputable company.” '

The lady spoken abeut, heavily veiled, held her head
on her hand and awaited the beginning of the case. Her
companion, a thin, yellow, dried-up old man, whose bald
head in form and color recalled a ripe melon, sat as
straight as a stick, and kept his eyes on the crucifix
opposite him.

‘Bring in the prisoner,”’ ordered the judge.

A shudder ran through the lady, but she did not look
up as Benedetto entered.

]

)
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CHAPTER VI
BENEDETTO, THE MURDERER

N THE meantime the room had become almost filled,
as a death sentence would probably be given. Al-
most half the spectators were ladies. A murmur of

curiosity ran about the room, and many who were
present remembered the moment in the former sitting
when the prisoner, with the air of a stage hero, let fall
the weighty words: ‘‘My father is the royal district-
attérney, Monsieur Villefort.”” TUnconsciously all eyes
were turned to the ministerial box, as if hoping to en-
counter the pale, confused face of the all-powerful
judge, who had himself been judged, but only the sub-
stitute of the procureur was seen.

Benedetto now entered. Beauchamp and Chateau-
Renaud could hardly restrain their astonishment, for
very seldom has a man changed so much in three
months. When they had seen Cavalcanti Benedetto last,
he was the type of a parlor hero, and fascinated every
one by his pleasing appearance; but the man who stood
now before the judge was another—a broken-down man.

His curly hair had been shaved close to the skin, his
eyes, which had formerly sparkled with life, were now

dim. The small, finely formed hands were meekly crossed
Vol. 27—(2)
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over the breast, and even the prisoner’s clothes harmon-
ized with his general appearance.

A policeman gruffly showed him to his seat. Bene-
detto bowed deeply, and sat on the edge of the hard
wooden bench.

The prisoner's lawyer, ‘a celebrated advocate, bent
down and whispered a few encouraging words to him.
Benedetto listened attentively to them and murmured
half aloud:

‘‘May God have mercy on me.”

““And the devil, too,” whispered Beauchamp to Cha-
teau-Renaud. ‘‘Benedetto has become a howling coward.
It’s a great pity!”

* The judge beckoned to the actuary and ordered him
to read the indictment. It was short and compact; it
recited the murder of Caderousse, the robbery in the
Count of Monte-Cristo’s house, the revelations made by
the prisoner with regard to M. de Villefort, the latler’s
confession, his insanity, and finally the suicide of his
wife.

‘‘Prisoner, stand up!”’ said the judge, in a soft voice,
‘‘and tell me your name.”’

‘‘Benedetto,’’ replied the former bandit in a modest,
almost frightened voice.

‘“Are you guilty of the murder of Caderousse?"’

*‘Judge,’”’ stammered Benedetto, ‘‘I must acknowledge
my guilt.”’ And burying his face in his hands, he tried
to suppress his sobs.

‘“What kind of a comedy is the rascal playing?"’
grumbled Beauchamp.

“Hush!"” replied Chateau-Renaud, ‘‘the proceedings are
becoming interesting.’’
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Benedetto answered all questions put to him without
hesitation.

“I know,”’ he said, ‘‘I am a great sinner, and bow to
the justice of the people, as I do to the justice of God.”

The duty of the jury was thus rendered easy, the
murder was acknowledged, the antecedents of the pris-
oner were very bad, and the counterfeiter and murderer

was as good as convicted at this stage of the proceed-

ings.

*‘Call the witnesses,”’ said the judge.

‘“Count of Monte-Cristo,”” cried the clerk.

No one answered.

‘It is singular,’”’ said the judge, ‘‘that Monsieur de
Monte-Cristo’’ (he purposely left out the title of count),
“‘who is interested in this trial, has refused to obey the
order of the court. Has he received a subpcena ?’’

The assistant district-attorney looked over his papers.

‘‘The gentleman named,” he said, with a malicious

twirl of his lips, ‘‘has sold his property in France and
has disappeared, no one knows where.”

*‘Call the other witnesses,’”’ said the judge; ‘‘we shall
attend to Monsieur de Monte-Cristo’s case later on.”

The other witnesses, mainly people who had come to
Caderousse’s assistance when he had called for help, were
not slow in coming forward. Their testimony was short
and precise. They confirmed the fact of Caderousse’s
being found with a knife in his heart.

‘‘Have you anything to say, prisoner ?'’ asked the judge.

“No, sir, these honest people unfortunately tell the
truth,”’ said Benedetto, meekly.

A murmur of applause ran round the room. When
all was calm again the clerk exclaimed:
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“.Monsieur Noirtier 'de Villefort!"

**What!"”" exclaimed Beauchamp, springing up, as if
electrified, ‘‘are they going to be so cruel as to make:
this unfortunate man testify again?"’

‘‘Gentlemen of the jury,’’ said the judge, as if in an-
swer to Beauchamp's question, ‘‘we have thought it nec-
essary to call Monsieur de Villefort, although in the
present state of his health there is little chance of his
being able to clear up those points which are still
obscure.”’

Deep silence reigned—the door was opened, and Mon-
sieur de Villefort appeared on the threshold.
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CHAPTER VII

A MIRACLE

shortly after the first sitting of the Benedetto case
had been so strangely interrupted. In his com-
pany was the young officer, Maximilian Morrel, who was
so shocked at the death of his beloved Valentine as not
to be any longer recognizable as the gay young officer
who, with Chateau-Renaud, Beauchamp and Debray
formed the leading cavaliers of the capital A sym-
pathy, which he could not account for himself, brought
Morrel into a bond of friendship with the Count of
Monte-Cristo, and he told him of his love for Valentine
de Villefort and his grief at the sudden death of his idol.
But even Monte-Cristo’'s consolations brought no relief
to the young man, and he resolved to put an end to his
life, so as to be joined at least in death with his cher-
ished darling.
He had already written the letter, the weapon lay on

THE Count of Monte-Cristo had indeed left Paris

his table, when he was disturbed by an unwelcome visit
from the Count of Monte-Cristo.

‘“What were you going to do, Maximilian ?"’ asked
Monte-Cristo, sternly.

“The one thing which is left to an unfortunate who
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has been robbed of the one most dear to him on earth,”
the young man replied, in a tone of resignation.

“I understand you; he who has known Valentine as
I have could readily excuse the abominable step you were
about to take.'’

*“And do you not approve of it?"' asked the young
man, in a tone of astonishment.

“‘That depends on circumstances; these circumstances
are, however, not yet here, much as you may wonder.
I make you the following proposition: If, at the end of
a month, you do not declare that you regard this suicide
" as a crime against yourself and all those dear to you,
then I will give you a powder which will put an end to
your life without leaving such ugly traces as that pistol
on your desk.”

“If you can wake the dead, then you can help me.,
But this miraculous power I do not believe even you
have. Nevertheless, I have never refused you a favor,
and accede to your request, on condition that you
promise not to make any new attempts to prevent me
from carrying out my design.”

““ Accepted,’’ said the count, as he stretched out his
hand affectionately toward the young man, who grasped
it without hesitation.

“To-day a month,” he continued, ‘I shall await you
on the island of Monte-Cristo.”

With these words Monte-Cristo left his friend.

Maximilian remained true to his word. Five days be-
fore the expiration of she fateful month he went from
Paris to Marseilles and embarked from there on one of
the yachts belonging to the count for the little island
of Monte-Cristo, which he reached on the appointed day.
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Ali, the black servant of the count, met him on the
wharf and conducted him to the count’s apartments.

“Here I am, count, to receive the powder from your
hands which will realize my hope to meet Valentine in
another world.”

“Nothing can induce you to give up your design
then ?’ asked Monte-Cristo.

‘‘Nothing, not even you,’’ answered Morrel, firmly.

*Well, then, let it be so,”” said Monte-Cristo sternly,
as he took a greenish, strongly smelling pastil from a
box cut from an opal

“It is hashish. Death is painless and recalls to the
person taking it the most beautiful memories of his life.”

Maximilian embraced his friend and swallowed the pastil.

The effect was wonderful. A delightful languor took
possession of Maximilian. All the scenes of his child-
hood came back to him, only the form of his darling
was missing. Suddenly the back part of the room ap-
peared to open and a female form strode toward him
with arms outstretched; it was the purified form of his
beloved.

*“Oh, how sweet is such a death,’”” whispered Maxi-

’

milian.

The figure strode nearer to him, embraced him and
kissed his burning forehead.

“My poor lover,’”” murmured a well-known voice.

‘‘Valentine,”’ exclaimed Maximilian, ‘‘Valentine, is it
possible! I am not dreaniing, you are alive! I clasp you
in my arms, only to die myself!”

“I am alive, my dear friend, and bring you new life;
it is no dream, we are at the realization of our hopes,
we are united on earth forever.’
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Gradually Maximilian became comscious. He lay in
the arms of his beloved Valentine and his faithful
friend Monte-Cristo stood near him.

‘‘Valentine and Maximilian,”’ said the count sol-
emnly, ‘‘my dear friends, from now on nothing shall
separate you; I give you life back again, I now join
your hands in the bonds which nothing can separate
but the grave! May God bless you both as I do.”

Overpowered with emotion the newly united couple
sank at the feet of this curious man to thank him from
the depths of their hearts. Monte-Cristo lifted Valentine
tenderly from the ground and turning to her said:

“I shall leave you alone now, and go back to my
apartments, where my wife, the Countess of Monte-
Cristo, awaits me.”

As soon as the count had gone the two lovers em-
braced each other again. Then the young man led the
young girl to a divan, and asked her to tell him the
wonderful story of her rescue and her return from
the grave.

“I was,”’ related Valentine, ‘‘as you know, very ill;
but yet I hoped to become convalescent again! One
night, as I lay on my bed of sickness, a door which I
bad never before perceived was opened. A man entered
and approached my bed; I was just about to scream when
I perceived that the spectre was none other than the
Count of Monte-Cristo, who made signs to me to keep
silent. He sat beside me and told me I was being
gradually poisoned by my step-mother, and that she
had already poisoned my grandparents Barrois in the
same manner. He had himself given me an antidote.
But the means he had were not sufficient to shield me
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from all danger, and he begged me to drink a potion,
which would put me in a trance for the space of three
days. I took the potion which the count gave me; I lost
my senses. How long I lay thus I do not know, but
when I woke I found myself in a coffin in a church, and
the count standing beside me. A new and powerful po-
tion restored me to my former vitality. The count
brought me to his house, where I found everything
necessary to a journey. After I had rested for a few
days, I rode to Marseilles with the count, and from
there to this lonely island, where I have found you,
my dear Maximilian."”

A new embrace ended this conversation, and they
both left the apartment to go in search of the count, to
thank him again for his trouble.

They went to the grotto and asked Jacopo, who had
brought Maximilian to the island, where the count was.

“I have a letter for both of you from my master."

““Where iz the Count of Monte-Cristo?'’ they both
asked simultaneously.

“He has just left the island with his wife and his
servant, Ali. You can still see the ship over there,”
replied Jacopo, pointing to a small boat on which could
be described three persons. It was the count, Haidee,
and Ali. Maximilian quickly opened the letter, which
read as follows:

“MyY DPEAR MAXIMILIAN—A ship is lying at anchor
for you. Jacopo will bring you to Livorno, where Mon-
sieur Noirtier awaits his grandchild, whom he wishes to
bless before you lead her to the altar. Everything you
find in this grotto and my house in Paris are the wed-
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ding presents of a faithful friend, whom you will never
see again. My last words are: Waiting and hoping.
May you both live happy and think now and then of
your devoted friend,

‘“EpMoND DANTES, Count of Monte-Cristo.”’

Meanwhile the count’s vessel departed further and
further from the island; a fresh breeze filled the sail
and it disappeared from view. Valentine and Maxi-
milian waved a cordial farewell to the travellers with
their hands. Then the ship vanished from the horizon.



THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO 35

CHAPTER VIII
THE SENTENCE OF DEATH

ONSIEUR DE VILLEFORT was not alone—Dr.
M d’Avigny accompanied his patient, and whis-
pered a word in his ear now and then.

Villefort was only a ruin now. His hanging lower
lip and glassy eyes impressed the spectators and the
bench sadly, and even those who were accustomed to
be attacked by him in _the days of his power as a dis-
trict-attorney now only felt pity for the man who had
fallen so low.

The judge was moved when he arose and delivered
the following address to the jury:

“‘Gentlemen of the jury! Dr. d’Avigny, who pays
the greatest care to Monsieur de Villefort, was so kind
as to accompany his patient to-day. Before I subpcenaed
Monsieur de Villefort I inquired of his physician whether
he could attend court without injury to himself. Doctor,
will you confirm this statement to the gentlemen of the

jury ¢’ _
“Certainly, judge,”’ said the old physician, deeply
moved. ‘‘Mongieur de Villefort's condition is hopeless,

and would not be changed in any way by his appearing
in court—the apathy of my patient is beyond descrip-
tion.”’
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Thereupon Dr. d’Avigny turned to his patient and
led him to a chair. Deep silence reigned throughout the
room. The veiled lady looked keenly at the man, before
whose gaze criminals were wont to tremble, and who had
now sunk lower than the wretched beings he had for-
merly prosecuted.

Benedetto, in great excitement, had outstretched his
arms toward Monsieur de Villefort, and almost imme-
diately after fell back again in his seat crushed and
annihilated.

“‘Monsieur de Villefort,”’ said the judge, ‘‘tell us—"
He proceeded no further. Villefort tried to rise, and
made strenuous efforts to stammer forth some words.
The judge waited a short while and then continued:

*‘Monsieur de Villefort, are you able to answer a few
questions I shall address to you?”’

Villefort nodded and stammered with some difficulty:
S e

‘‘Benedetto,’’ said the judge, turning toward the pris-
oner, ‘‘stand up.’’

Benedetto obeyed the order.

“Look at Monsieur de Villefort,” continued the judge,
“‘and tell me, upon your conscience, whether you uphold
the accusations made by you at a former trial of this
case.”

Benedetto was either, as pious souls say, ‘‘touched
by compassion,” or else the most accomplished -hypoerite
in existence. He clasped both hands to his face and
murmured in a voice choked with tears:

‘‘Pardon, father—pardon!’

‘“What does the man want of me?’ asked Monsieur
de Villefort, who was gradually recovering his voice, and
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to the astonishment of the spectators was soon in pos-
session of his speech.

“Ile calls you father,”’ replied the judge, ‘‘you your-
self have acknowledged him as your son.”

Villefort put his hand to his forehead.

“My son? And he is alive? It is impossible—my
children were killed in my house—my son is dead.”

“Have you forgotten the night of the 27th and-28th
of September, 1807 ?"’

*‘No, I have forgotten nothing—that son I killed too.”

“Yes, but he escaped death by a miracle, don't you
know !’

‘“Ah, yes, I remember; it was no miracle; he owes his
life to an attempt at assassination, and the murderer
thought he was lifting up a treasure when he picked
up the box containing the child.”

“Then you acknow]e&ge your son?"’

Villefort laughed maliciously.

“Yes, certainly he is my son. How would he have
been a counterfeiter and murderer otherwise? Oh, it
is all right—the house in Auteuil, the napkin marked
H; Villefort's son must become a murderer.’’

He stretched out his lean hand toward Benedetto and
hissed ironically:

“You are my son. You have murdered already and
will murder again.”

*No, no,”’ gasped Benedetto; ‘‘I have sinned terribly,
but nothing on earth could make me increase my erimes!
Father, I forgive you, and may God have mercy on both
our souls.”

A murmur of emotion ran through the room, and
-Benedetto, encouraged, continued in a sobbing voice:
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‘“And you, too, my mother, whom I have never
known, I forgive. If I could only have stammered
your name and danced on your knee, I would never
have become a criminal.”’

Deep sobbing was heard in the room and the veiled
lady sank half unconscious in her seat. Her companion
busied himself with her, and as soon as she had regained
consciousness he whispered in her ear:

‘‘Prudence—or all is lost.”

‘‘Monsieur de Villefort,” said the judge solemnly,
‘‘you are discharged! Whatever your faults have been
God has made you pay dear for them.”

D' Avigny laid his hand on Villefort's arm and wished
to take his patient with him, but the former district-
attorney shook his head vigorously and said, rather
sharply:

“I do not wish to go yet, I have something to
say.”

‘‘Speak then, we are listening,”’ said the judge, sur-
prised.

“Judge and gentlemen of the jury,” Villefort sol-
emnly began, ‘‘you have heard the contrite words of
the man who is unfortunately my son. Do not believe
him—he lies!”

“Monsieur de Villefort,” exclaimed the judge, warn-
ingly.

*Oh, let me finish,”’ continued the ex-procureur du
roi; “I am supposed to be insane, yet I see things

_ clearer than a great many whose reason is unclouded!
You believe I would have committed a sin had I killed
him—you are wrong, it would have been the only good
action of my life if I had freed the world of such a ras- -
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cal and monster. Benedetto neither regrets nor forgives.
I, his father, ought to know him. He is playing a well-
studied part. Gentlemen of the jury, be careful! The
responsibility which weighs on you is great. When a
tiger escapes from 'his cage, he is shot down. Take the
sword of justice and let it fall on his neck—I, the father
of this man, move that he be condemned to death!”

A murmur of affright ran through the room; people
forgot that a maniac stood before them, and only saw
the district-attorney, who, like a second Brutus, delivered
over his own son to the law. Like the judgment day
the words rang through the room, “I move that he be
condemned to death.” As soon as the echo of the words
died away, Villefort arose, and leaning on D’Avigny’s
arm, he bowed to the judge and slowly left the court-
room.

“Upon my word,” whispered Beauchamp to Chateau-
Renaud, ‘‘Villefort is insane.”’

“Did you notice that Madame Danglars was struggling
with a fainting fit?’’ asked Chateau-Renaud.

“Ah, bah! Benedetto is a handsome youth, and Ma-
dame Danglars is not a model of virtue; who knows
what relations they have had with each other?”’

“‘Perhaps Debray might know more, he—"

““Hush! the procureur du roi is speaking. I'll.wager
that his speech will be less shrewd than that of the
maniac.”’

The procureur du roi arose amid the hushed silence
-of the court-room, and began to speak, throwing all
the blame on Monsieur de Villefort rather than on
Benedetto.

“Let us not be carried away by pity,”’ he said, ‘‘for
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these unscrupulous men, who soil their judicial ermine
in the lowest passions of mankind, and thereby endan-
ger the lives and sacrifice the honor of their wives and
children.”

After the prisoner’'s counsel had summed up eloquently
for his client and the judge had charged the jury, the
latter went out, but returned in a short time.

‘‘Gentlemen of the jury, have you agreed upon a ver-
dict ?"’ asked the judge.

There was intense excitement in the court-room, the
spectators literally holding their breath.

*Yes,”” answered the foreman; ‘‘we find the prisoner
guilty, with extenuating circumstances."

The spectators clapped their hands.

‘‘Prisoner, have you anything to say ?’’ asked the judge.

*No," replied Benedetto, in a calm, dignified manner.

‘‘The sentence of the court is, that you be sent to the
galleys for life.”

No sooner had the sentence been pronounced than the
man who had accompanied Madame Danglars glided to-
ward the bar where Benedetto stood, and whispered
something in his ear.

‘“We have kept our word, have we not?"’

‘“Yes; but the galleys?”

““We have saved your head. More we cannot do at
present. Have patience.”’

The court officials coming up to take the prisoner
interrupted the conversation. Benedetto was placed in a
coach and driven to Bicetre. He was placed in a filthy
jail, and then left to himself. He had not been long
there when he felt a hand touch him and a voice
whisper close to his ear.
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“You are in luck, comrade,”” said the unknown.
‘‘Some rich lady is interested in you. You don’t re-
member me, perhaps. ’'Twas I who brought you that
note two months ago. I got two gold pieces for
doing so.”’ :

““Who was the lady, and how did you get here?”

“I don’t know who she is, but she appears to be
over forty. As for me, I am a priest, and committed
wrong—"’

At this moment the door was opened, and a voice
called:

‘‘Benedetto! Benedetto!” ?

Benedetto arose, and peering through the grated cell-
door saw a woman.

*What do you want?” he gruffly asked.

“I am your mother.”

“My mother?”’

“Yes.”

“I have one favor to ask of you.”

“I am willing to do anything for you.”

‘*Are you going to stay in Paris?”’

“No, I shall leave France on the 26th of February.”

‘“And you sail from Marseilles?”

it Weg: !

“Then you will be near Toulon. I know that you do
not wish me to see your face or learn your secret. But
if you have any love for me, come and sce me there.”’

The poor woman yearned to embrace her son, whose
hypocritical words awoke the dormant love in her bosom.

“I promise to see you before I sail on the 26th.”’

“Come to Toulon, then, on the 24th. And, by the
way, here is a letter from one of my comrades to whom
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I am under deep obligations. On your way home drop it
into the letter-box."’

She could not decline to do him this service. Her
usual caution deserted her, and as she slipped the note
in her bosom the light fell full on her face.

Benedetto recognized her at once as Madame Danglars,
the wife of Baron Danglars, and the mother of the girl
he was to have married. He could hardly restrain a ery
of rage and astonishment.

‘‘Good-by,”” he said. ‘‘Do not forget the 24th.”
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CHAPTER IX

THE EDITORIAL ROOMS

% ELL, my dear Chateau-Renaud, is there any-

\/ \/ thing new ?”’ asked Beauchamp of his friend,

who had paid him a visit to his office.

“Bah—not much! It's the same old story in the
Orient, and outside of that place nothing ever happens
in the world.”

‘‘Nothing? What will you give me if I tell you
something which will interest you, my dear Chateau-
Renaud ?"’

*That depends. Who is the party ?”

“Qur friend, Albert de Morcerf.”

“That is worth listening to: how is the poor fellow
getting along ?”’

“Oh, splendidly! He distinguishes himself in every
battle, and will one day become a famous general.”

“I hope so. Do you still recollect the hard times
poor Morcerf had when the first article from Yanina
appeared in your paper?’’

“I do. I went myself on the strength of it to Yanina,
and the news I brought from there was perfectly crush-
ing from our old friend.”

‘“And Count Monte-Cristo has disappeared ?”’
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“‘For the present, yes. Though I am sure that sooner
or later he will show up again.”

At this moment a loud uproar was heard near the
door, and as Beauchamp opened it, a young man was
seen who was struggling with the office boy to gain
admission.

“What is the meaning of this?"’ asked Beauchamp,
in a tone of surprise, as he opened the door.

‘“Ah, Beauchamp!”' exclaimed the stranger, ‘‘1 knew
you would admit me.”’

‘“At present I have not the honor of your acquaint-
ance,”’ replied Beauchamp, bowing.

‘‘Permit me to refresh your memory; I am the man
who called you into the court-room during the Benedetto
trial. You were at the refreshment counter, and—"’

' said Beauchamp, in a friendly

*‘Ah, now I remember,’
tone. ‘‘What can I do for you ?”

‘‘Pardon me, Monsieur Beauchamp, but I think I can
do you a service.”

“Then come into my office, Monsieur—what is your
name now ?'’

‘““‘Gratillet, Monsieur Beauchamp,’”’ said the young
man, following him into the office. After he had taken
a chair proffered him he laughed to himself and in a
tone of importance said:

“If T am not mistaken, you interest yourself for
Benedetto ?”’

‘A little, Monsieur Gratillet.”’

“When you have heard my report, you will do so
more. I took good notice of Benedetto and have come
to the conclusion that he has been picked out to do
great things!”
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“Really ? Is he going to become a minister, or per-
haps a king ?”’

“Laugh away; he will not die in the galleys.”

“Then, perhaps, on the gallows; that is sometimes the
end of a career like his.”

“‘No, Benedetto is more ambitious than that. I will
only give you the facts and tell you what I heard
yesterday. Last night DBenedetto received a visit in
prison.”

A visit 7

“Just as I tell you. A veiled lady visited him and
remained an hour with him. Her face I could not
recognize.”’

“Have you got wings with which to pursue Bene-
detto ?”’

“No, Monsieur Beauchamp. At the end of the pro-
ceedings I took a carriage and arrived at the prison only
a quarter of an hour after Benedetto.”’

“I call that promptness. You saw the lady then?”

“Yes; I did not recognize her perfectly, but imagine
she is the wife of a banker who Jeft for parts unknown
about three months ago.”’

Beauchamp and Chateau-Renaud looked knowingly at
one another, while Gratillet continued:

“The lady in question left the prison at ten o’clock
and got into her carriage.”

‘*A carriage ?’

““No, a hackney coach she had hired.”

‘“And you followed her again?”’

“This time the matter was much easier; I got upon
the box with the driver and arrived at her destination
as soon as the occupa:nt herself. The carriage drove to
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No. 8 Rue Contrescarpe. I looked closely at the house
and read a sign near the door with the following card:
‘Monsieur Magloire, taxidermist.' The lady got out and
rang the bell, but to no purpose. Becoming bolder she
knocked at the door. A sliding window was opened and
a gruff voice asked:

* ‘Well, what do you want?”

“ ‘I have a letter to deliver,’ said the lady softly.

‘‘From whom ?’ g

“I could not make out what she said. A bhand was
put through the opening and took the letter, whereupon
the sliding window was again closed. The lady waited
a while longer and then rode off.”

“Did you follow her?"’

*“Oh, no, why should I have done that? I am inter-
ested in Benedetto, and the lady is only a side character.
First of all, Monsieur Beauchamp, do you think the
story suitable for your paper?’’

“Hm! that could be talked over. In the meantime
take a cigar.”

‘‘Thanks. Have you ever seen the departure of the
galley-slaves from Bicetre ?"’

‘‘No, but I imagine it must be a curious sight.’’

“It is. This morning I was in Bicetre to see Bene-
detto depart, and I must confess I almost pitied him.
The handsome Andrea Cavalcanti was undressed and
his clothes cut in the usual way.”’

“Why do they do that?’ asked Chateau-Renaud.

“To prevent the flight of a convict. Whoever sees
these cut clothes knows they belong to a galley-slave.
The other prisoners said nothing while the operation was
being performed; Benedetto, however, cried out aloud
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when the jailer cut his elegant coat, and when the
rattle of the chains was heard in another room he gritted
bis teeth and cast such a look around him that I instine-
tively shuddered.”

“Were you present during the chaining of the con-
victs, Monsieur Gratillet?'’

“Certainly; I never do things by halves. The pris-
oners were brought into the courtyard and placed in
rows of two each, who were tied to each other by a
chain six feet long.”’

‘“Are you nearly finished with your story, Monsieur
Gratillet ?’’ said Beauchamp, thoughtfully.

“Directly. Just as the door opened through which
the convicts have to pass to leave the courtyard, I no-
ticed among the crowd assembled to see them off a small
humpbacked man. On his crooked shoulders a monkey
balanced, a poodle in uniform sat on its hind legs beside
him, in his right hand he held a bird-cage, and along
his left arm a large rat promenaded up and down. The
rat had a wonderfully pointed nose and long tail. It ran
up and down the whole time, looking in every direction
with its sharp eyes. The prisoners, the jailers and spec-
tators laughed at its antics. The hunchback drew nearer,
and, as it seemed to me, looked at Bene detto. The latter,
Lowever, did not notice him, and now I perceived I had
made a mistake, and that the gaze of the ratcatcher was
directed to Benedetto's comrade in chains.”

“Did you know this comrade in chains?’’ asked Beau-
champ, hurriedly. ;

“Yes; it was a former priest named Anselmo, if you
have ever heard anything of him.”’

*‘Certainly. The priest was a disgrace to the cloth,”
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said Beauchamp. ‘‘So he is Benedetto's companion.
A worthy pair.”

“I thought so, to0o,”” continued Gratillet, laughing.
*‘Suddenly the rat sprang from the arm of its master
on to that of the ex-priest, and rubbing its pointed nose
on his sleeve it fawned about him.

‘*Oh, what a beautiful animall’ exclaimed Anselmo;
‘present it to me.’

“ ‘I would be a fool,” replied the hunchback, grufily.
‘T sell my animals, but I never give them away.’

‘‘But I have no money.’

*“‘You have a nice ring on your finger, give it to me
and you can have my rat.’

“Now I am ready to swear to it,”’ said Gratillet, sol-
emnly, ‘‘that Anselmo had no ring on his finger before,
whereas he had one now. He looked at the jailer and
said: ‘In case it is allowed, I should like to exchange
my ring for the rat.’

“The jailer made no objection to this. The hunch-
back claimed that his rat was a wonderful animal, and
he would show the tricks it could do. The rat sprang
through little paper balloons, nodded and shook its
head, just as it was asked, and finally crawled up Ansel-
mo’s sleeve. The prisoners were enthusiastic in their
praises. Anselmo and the hunchback whispered softly
together; finally, the jailer put a stop to the thing by
shutting the gate and driving the prisoners back.

‘“‘One word more,” exclaimed Anselmo, ‘I do not
know the name of my rat!’

‘ ‘The animal is called ‘‘Rat King," ' said the hunch-
back, putting his head once more through the door.

*I followed the hunchback; when he turned dewn a
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narrow street I cried to him: ‘Au revoir, Monsieur
Magloire,” and the look he gave me told me T had
guessed right.”

“You believe then—'" said Chateau-Renaud.

“That the letter which the lady delivered in'the Rue
Contrescarpe was written by Anselmo and given to the
lady through Benedetto, the letter inclosed the order
for the rat, and everything went smoothly. The final

1

act in the drama will not permit itself to be long
waited for.”’

‘““As soon as we are ready,’”’ said Beauchamp, ‘‘Mon-
siear Gratillet can write it wp for our paper. Can I
count you, Monsieur Gratillet, from to-day on as one of
my staff 2"’

“I desire no greater honor,’
beaming with joy.

3

replied Gratillet, his face

Vol 21—@)
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CHAPTER X
PONTOON XO. 2

HE galley-slaves were shipped from Chalons to
Lyons. No accident marred the trip, and all the
prisoners were in good humor, with the exception

of Benedetto. Anselmo tried his best to arouse his com-
rade, but his efforts were fruitless. Benedetto remained
silent and gloomy. When the convicts were leaving the
ship at Lyons, Anselmo whispered to his companion:

“Magloire is a good fellow: the file he sent me is
sharp.”’

*‘The file?"’ repeated Benedetto, not understanding the
allusion; ‘‘he did not give you any instrument!”’

“What a stupid fellow you are. But keep patience;
later on I will tell you more.”

Benedetto, since the journey from Paris, was no longer
recognizable; he no longer resembled the proud Andrea
Cavalcanti, and sometimes even thought he was going
crazy.

‘What sustained him was the thought of the million
his mother intended to give the Jesuits on the 25th of
February. This million he must secure for himself; but
how he was to do so he did not know himself.

At first he thought Anselmo would keep his word
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and free him; but gradually this hope vanished, and as
the column marched into Toulon on the 28th of January,
Benedetto was on the verge of despair.

In Toulon the iron necklace was taken off of the
prisoners and replaced by an iron ball fastened to the
leg. The prisoners were brought to the lavatory, given
a bath, and then dressed in the historical clothing of
a galley-slave.

As Anselmo and Benedetto were of the same stature,'
it was only natural that they were both chained together.
They were placed in pontoon No. 2, and the little rat-
king was their companion.

The rat soon made itself at home with all the prison
officials and the prisoners, and not a night passed but
what it played its tricks. Anselmo had taught it a
great deal more, and when he asked it:

‘‘Little rat-king, what are your feelings for the king,
the law, and the turnkeys?’’ the little animal would bow
at every side, cross its front feet over its breast, and
move its pointed nose as if it were murmuring prayers,
at the same time casting its eyes to the floor. If An-
selmo would then ask:

*“What is the penalty for those condemned to
death ?’

The rat would throw itself flat on the ground, and
lie motionless, as if to appear dead.

Benedetto was the only one who was not amused.
Whenever the rat came near him be would tremble
violently. If Anselmo saw it he would make sarcastic
remarks about princely ways, which caused Benedetto to
grind his teeth with rage. His only desire now was
to get away from his comrades in chains. But there
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was little hope for this, more especially as he heard a
jailer one day tell Anselmo he should get rid of his
grumbling companion; if the rat were to support the
petition it would not be difficult, and the ex-priest
laughingly replied:

“‘Not a bit of it; Benedetto is just as agreeable to
me as another; let us leave things as they are!”

As soon as the jailer turned away, Benedetto, mad
with rage, turned to the ex-priest and said:

“Why won't you free me from your society ?"’

‘‘Because I do not wish to have any strange face
about me,”” was the indifferent reply. ‘You do not
embarrass me in the least, and as I do not embarrass
you—""

*On the contrary, you are distasteful to me,’’ inter-
rupted Benedetto, violently.

“Really? Your candor pleases me. Under all cir-
cumstances, we shall stay together.”

‘“And suppose I kill you?"’ hissed Benedetto.

‘‘Hem, my boy, that is easier said than done. Besides,
I can tell you why you hate me.”

“I am curious to know! I hardly know myself why
I hate you,”’ said Benedetto, maliciously.

‘‘Because you think I lied to you, because in prison
I spoke of escape, and have not said a word about that
since.”’

Benedetto stammered a few unintelligible words, and
was ashamed to have had his thoughts read so easily.

“Do you know the story of Brutus, who pretended to
be a simpleton, so as to bring about the downfall of
Tarquin the more effectually ?”’ asked Anselmo, with
a malicious smile.
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““You are making fun of me,”” Benedetto gruffly an-
swered. ‘‘Did you deceive me when you gave me the
letter for Monsieur Magloire ?”’

“Do you really think so?”’

““What a question! Do you think Monsieur Magloire
could aid us in escaping?”’

‘‘Suppose he has already done so.”

Benedetto looked at his comrade with wide open
mouth.

‘“Are you really so anxious to escape?’ continued
Anselmo. !

‘‘Really anxious? I would give my right hand were
I able to escape from prison on a certain day!’

‘“And when is that?"

“I must leave Toulon on the night of the 24th of
April.”’

“You must! That settles it."

“Do not be sarcastic—I must be at liberty or else—''

“Well? or else—"

*Then, you will not betray me, will you?”’

“Your anxiety on that point comes rather late,’’ said
Anselmo dryly. ‘‘To reassure you, however, let me tell
you that it is not to my interest to betray you. Look
at me. Just as I stand here, I have the power to set you
free on the spot.”

Benedetto uttered a cry.

‘“Are you speaking the truth?’’ he breathlessly
asked.

“And why should I deceive you? Let me give you
my conditions, and if you accept them you will be free
on the evening of the 24th of February.”

*““What are your conditions?"’ asked Benedetto faintly.
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‘‘Give me half of the million you are seeking to get,
and we are quits.”’ :

The Corsican looked tremblingly at the ex-priest.

‘‘How do you know ?"’ he stammered.

‘‘That you are seeking to get a million—well, out of
your dreams. The words ‘the 24th of February,” and
‘one million,” form the Alpha and Omega of your
thoughts, and in your sleep you constantly repeat these
words. You want to be free on the 24th, so as to steal
this million. Steal it, but give me my share!”

‘*And you want?”’ stammered Benedetto.

“One quarter! I could demand half, but I will be
modest.”’

“How are you going to secure our freedom ?’’ asked
Benedetto after a pause.

“That is my affair! I have an accomplice whom I
can trust.”’

““An accomplice? Who can it be?”’

‘‘Swear to me that you will give me a quarter part of
your million, and I will show him to you.”

Benedetto took the oath. Anselmo whistled for his
rat, and, pointing to the little animal, solemnly said:

“Iere is our savior—the little rat-king will free us!”
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CHAPTER X1
THE DEAD LIVE

R. D’AVIGNY sat in his private office and studied
D the sick-list of his asylum. A servant entered,
and announced a ycung man who desired to

speak with him.

“You know, Jean, that I do not like to receive visi-
tors so late at night,’’ said the physician.

“The gentleman gave me his card and told me you
would receive him.’’

The doctor threw a glance at the card. No sooner
had he read the name, Maximilian Morrel, than he hur-
riedly rose and said:

- “Bring the gentleman in at once.”

Dr. D'Avigny had only seen young Morrel once—at
the time Valentine de Villefort sank apparently lifeless to
the ground. As Maximilian entered, both men remem-
bered the sorrowful circumstances under which they had
met before, and, deeply moved, they shook each other’s hand.

“Doctor,”” said Maximilian in a solemn voice, “‘I do
not come to the physician but to the friend of the Vil-
lefort family."

D’ Avigny bowed and Morrel continued:

“Can you tell me how Monsieur de Villefort is get-
ting on ?"’
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‘‘His condition is hopeless,” said the doctor sorrow-
fully; ‘“‘as his attendant just informed me, he is again in
possession of his senses, but I fear it is the last glimmer-
ing before the final extinguishment. He begged me to
send for the district-attorney, as he wished to make
an important communication to him, and as I hesitated
he hurriedly said:

‘D’ Avigny, I have no time to lose; Death is already
sitting on my tongue.’’’ -

*Then we must be quick,” murmured Maximilian to
himself, and then speaking aloud he said: ‘‘Doctor, would
a great excitement injure your patient?’’

“That depends upon the nature of the excitement,”
answered D’Avigny. ‘‘There can hardly be any more
joys for Villefort, and troubles I would keep aloof from
him, "’

“It is a question of a great joy, which, however, is
not free from certain anxieties.’’

“You are speaking in riddles, Monsieur Morrel.”

“Then let me unravel these riddles to you. Valentine
de Villefort lives.”

The old physician swayed from side to side and would
have fallen to the- ground had not Morrel caught him in
his arms. Hot tears rolled over D’Avigny's cheeks, and
sobbing he asked:

“Is it no dream? Does Valentine live 2"’

“She lives, and yearns to shake her old friend’s
hand,”” replied Morrel.

He then narrated to the astonished physician the ex-
traordinary circumstance of Valentine’s rescue from death.
He told the dangers Monte-Cristo had undergone for her;
how he had made the poisoned goblet of Madame de Vil-
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lefort harmless, and how he had rescued him, too, from a
suicide’s death.

‘““And who is this Count of Monte-Cristo ?”’ asked
D’ Avigny when Maximilian had ended.

“Doctor,”” said Morrel solemnly, ‘‘here my story ends.
Who and what the Count of Monte-Cristo is I am not
at liberty to tell. He has a mission to fulfil, rewards
here and punishes there, and I myself have been at times
moved to believe him a divine person. There is a mys-
tery surrounding him, which he alone can clear up; but
this I know, he is a noble man.”

“Where is Valentine now?’’ asked D’Avigny after
a short pause.

‘‘Since the fall of the house of Villefort, Valentine
has lived with her grandfather, Monsieur Noirtier, on his
estate near Marseilles.”’

‘‘That is the reason, then, why Monsieur Noirtier dis-
appeared so suddenly from Paris?’’ said D’ Avigny.

“‘Yes, the Count of Monte-Cristo informed the old man
that Valentine lived, and was in need of his protection.
Monsieur Noirtier immediately arranged his affairs, and
up to five days ago they were both living quietly at
Olliolles, near Marseilles.”’

‘“And since then?”’ asked the physician, uneasily.

‘*About five days ago Valentine received this note.
Please read it and tell me what you think of it."”

Morrel handed the following letter to the doctor:

“MADEMOISELLE VALENTINE—In Paris, in the house
of Dr. D’Avigny, a dying man awaits your consolation.
If you wish to see your father alive, hurry to him.

' ML G2
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“The Count of Monte-Cristo must have written this
note,’’ said D’Avigny. ‘‘The initials M. C. prove it.”

‘‘We thought so, too,” said Maximilian.

“Do you know where the count is now ?"’

4 No.'

‘*Where could he have found out that Monsieur de
Villefort is dying? I myself have only known it since
two days,’”’ said D’'Avigny, meditatively.

*‘Oh, the count sometimes appears to be endowed with
miraculous powers!” exclaimed Morrel, enthusiastically.
‘‘Valentine immediately travelled here under my pro-
tection. I—"'

At this moment the door opened, and a young man
about twenty-five years of age, with a fine open face,
entered the room. Monsieur d’Avigny took pride in
introducing him to Maximilian as his son Fritz.

“Papa,”” he said to the old gentleman, ‘‘Monsieur de
Villefort is sinking rapidly.”

“You have come at the right time,”” said D'Avigny,
turning toward Maximilian; ‘‘where is Valentine ?"’

‘“At the home of my sister Madame d'Herbault.”

“Theén tell the two ladies, please, to come here at
once,”” said the old gentleman. ‘‘Valentine can be at
hand to come to her father when I call.”

Morrel went away, and the father and son went to
Monsieur de Villefort.
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CHAPTER XII
THE CONFESSION

ITH his head between his hands, Mounsieur de
Villefort sat in his easy-chair, as if an uninter-
ested spectator. When the door opened he rose

in his chair, and, looking expectantly at the two physi-
cians who entered, said:

“Well, is the district-attorney coming?’’

“He will be here soon,”” replied D’Avigny, to quiet
the old man.

“But I have no more time,’’ exclaimed Villefort, pas-
sionately.

“Monsieur de Villefort,”” said the physician earnestly,
‘‘you know that the district-attorney can only be informed
in cases of the utmost importance, and—"’

‘“And is it not an important case when a man who
has himself filled the office of district-attorney for years
wishes to speak to his successor before he dies?’ said
Villefort, sharply. ‘‘What is the name of the new district-
attorney ?’’

‘‘Monsieur de Flambois."”

*Oh, my former assistant,’”’ muttered the sick man,
with a bitter smile. ‘‘Doector, it is a question of rehabili-
tation. Tell Monsieur de Flambois to hurry up.”
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“I will do so,”” said Fritz, after an interchange of
looks with his father, and he immediately left the room.

The old physician also went away, and immediately
afterward Morrel conducted his sister and Valentine into
the private office of the doctor.

Monsieur d’ Avigny with deep emotion drew the young
girl, who was attired in deep mourning, to his bosom,
while the tears fell on Valentine's cheeks.

“My dearly beloved child,”” he said, with tenderness.
“Thank God that my old eyes are permitted to see you
once more.”’

*And my father?”’ asked Valentine, sobbing.

“You will see him, Valentine. Remain patient for a
little while longer; he wants to see the district-attorney,
and, as far as I understand, it is about some former in-
justice which he wishes to repair. Confide in me, I shall
call you when the time comes. In the meantime take
some refreshment, as you must be weak from the
journey.’’ :

Valentine and Julie withdrew to an apartment which
had been prepared for them, and d’Avigny and Morrel
remained alone.

“If I could only understand,” said the old man medi-
tatively, ‘‘how Monsieur de Villefort ever could have
such a daughter.” :

‘‘Perhaps Valentine’s mother, Mademoiselle de St.
Meran, had a noble nature.”

“I hardly think so. Of course I did not know Mon-
sieur de Villefort’s first wife, but, from what I have
heard of her, she was very miserly, and a fit compan-
ion for her husband. Old Madame de St. Meran, too,
was not exactly a tender-hearted woman.”
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1

“‘But she loved Valentine dearly,” Morrel remarked.

“I admit that; although this love did not prevent her
from trying to force Valentine into an obnoxious mar-
riage. Monsieur d'Epinay was of an old aristocratic fam-
ily, and that was why the old lady thought he would be -
a good match for her granddaughter. No, they were all
selfish, and Valentine can congratulate herself for not
being like them.

The entrance of the servant, who announced the arrival
of Monsieur de Flambois and Monsieur d'Avigny, put an
end to the conversation. The old physician immediately
condueted Monsieur de Flambois to the bedside of his
patient, whose eyes lighted up when he recognized the
district-attorney. v

‘‘Monsieur de Villefort,”” began the district-attorney,
bowing low, ‘‘you desired to speak to me to tell me
something important. Do you wish our interview to be
private ?"’

“No,” said Villefort, solemnly. ‘‘I desire Monsieur
d’Avigny to remain and act as a witness.”

The physician seated himself on the bed, while Mon-
sieur de Flambois took up a position at the writing
desk.

“Monsieur de Villefort, we are ready.’’

‘‘Gentlemen,’’ said the sick man, in a clear, firm voice,
*‘thanks to me and thanks to my wife, Heloise de Ville-
fort, my family name has become infamous and I am not
surprised my father no longer wishes to bear it.”’
“But, Monsieur de Villefort,” interrupted the official.
“Let me speak. What would you think of a man
who, to save himself, eondemns another in cold blood

to imprisonment for life.””
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“I would call him a criminal,”” said Flambois sol-
emnly.

“Well, I am such a criminal. In the year 1814, I
condemned a young man to life imprisonment and the
heavens did not fall; I rose step by step, and for twenty-
five years was looked upon as an honorable official whose
reputation was above suspicion, although in my own heart
I knew I was a rogue. But the man I thought had
rotted away in jail was alive and revenged himself upon
me. The first wife who bore my name was my accom-
plice, the second was a poisoner. She murdered every
one who stood in her way; my son and Valentine became
her vietims; my other son sprung from a criminal at-
tachment. I tried to kill him by burying him alive;
as a punishment for me, he was rescued to die on the
gallows.”

‘‘No, Monsieur de Villefort, Benedetto’'s sentence was
commuted to life imprisonment,”’ said Monsieur de
Flambois.

“That is worse than the gallows,” stammered the
sick man. ‘“My first and my second wife, Benedetto
and myself deserved to have our names looked upon
with loathing, but Valentine, my poor innocent Valen-
tine, did not deserve this shame, and on her account
I speak to-day.”

“I do not understand you,’
“Your daughter Valentine—"’

‘“Ah, what fools!”’ exclaimed Villefort. ‘‘How could
you imagine that Valentine was my daughter? No, gen-
tlemen, Valentine is not a Villefort! How could an angel
be a member of such a sinful race!”

“I thought as much,” muttered d’Avigny to himself,

’

said the district-attorney.
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while Flambois looked at his former chief as if the latter
were talking Sanscrit.

“When I married Renee de St. Meran,” continued
Monsieur de Villefort, after a short pause, "I was a
young and ambitious official. My wife was also ambi-
tious, and we were fitted in that respect for one another.
Unfortunately for us both, there was a clause in the mar-
riage contract, by which Monsieur and Madame de St.
Meran pledged themselves to give our first child on its
baptism a present of three hundred thousand framcs. As
soon as I was in possession of such a fortune, I could
go to Paris, and once in the capital, I was sure to make
my way. Renee was of the same mind as myself, she
yearned to come to court and play a part in the world
of society; Marseilles was too small for her. When Renee
became enceinte we were both overjoyed. The birth of a
child would smooth our path, and we only thought-of the
first smile of the little being, to arrange our plans. The
event so anxiously awaited by us was to take place at
the beginning of May, 1816. To have you understand
what followed, I must go back to April, 1815. I was
sitting at work on the evening of the 4th of April, when
loud screams attracted my attention. I opened the win-
dow; it was ten o’clock, and in the moonlight I ob-
served that the street in front of our house was filled
with a noisy and turbulent crowd of people. Collecting
my thoughts, I blew out my lamp. I saw a man running
rapidly along the street, followed by a great crowd shout-
ing, ‘‘Down with the Englishman.” The man ran so
quickly that he distanced all his pursuers, and I already
thought that he was saved, when I saw him stagger and
fall. In a moment his pursuers were upon him, a loud
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cry was heard, and the next moment the unfortunate man
was thrown into the river. Not long after all was still
again. I lighted my lamp again and was about to con-
tinue my work, when I heard a slight tap at the window.
I became frightened. Who could want me at this hour?
Grasping a pistol, 1 walked cautiously into the garden,
from whence proceeded cries for help. I listened, and
could now hear a soft voice with a foreign accent whisper:

‘* ‘Help, my lord. For pity's sake help me.’

*I immediately thought of the ecry, ‘Down with the
Englishman,” which I had heard before. This must be
the man who had been thrown in the water. I grasped
the man, who was shivering with cold and dripping with
water, and led him into my library. By the light of the
lamp I saw he was about thirty years old. :

‘“*You have rescued me, sir,’ he said in a soft voice,
with a peculiar accent, ‘but you will not find me un-
grateful.’

““Who are you, and what am I to do for you?’
I asked him.

‘I was thought to be an English spy in the service
of the royalists,” he said, laughing sorrowfully, ‘and the
excited crowd threw me into the river. Fortunately, I
did not lose my senses; I dived under, swam a short
distance and then gained the bank.’

‘“‘“Then you are not an Englishman?' I asked.

‘“‘I, an FEnglishman?’ he repeated, with his eyes
sparkling with rage; ‘what are you thinking of?’

‘* ‘But who then are you?' I exclaimed.

‘‘He looked searchingly at me.

“‘You are young,’ he then said, ‘you do not know
what betrayal is; I will confide in you! Desides, you
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are a Frenchman and hate the English as I do. Tell
me where is the Emperor Napoleon at present?’
' “‘In Paris.’

¢ ¢Are you sure ?’

‘¢ ¢Positive.’

“‘You love the emperor?’

*‘I am his faithful servant.’

* ‘Thank Ieaven. Would you assist me to reach
Paris ?’

“ ‘Paris?’ I repeated in astonishment.

‘“‘Yes, I must reach the capital as soon as possible.
I must rescue the emperor.’ i

‘ ‘The roads are not safe,’ I hesitatingly replied, ‘and
if you have no passport—'’

“‘You are an official,’ he interrupted me, ‘perhaps a
judge ?’

“‘I am what is called in England attorney for the
crown.’

‘*Ah, in England there are no judges,’ he violently
said. ‘In-England are only hangmen! Thank God I am
in France; and my ancestors were French.’

**And your home ?’

‘“‘Is the Orient, the land of the sum,” he said with
emotion, as his eyes filled with tears. ‘I am an Indian
prince.’

¢ ‘That is the reason you hate England!" I suddenly
exclaimed, as a light dawned on me.

‘ ‘Hate it! I curse it!’ he said, in a choking voice.
‘It is the home of traitors and murderers.’

‘ ‘But did you not tell me a little while ago that you
were of French descent ?’

“ “Yes. Have you forgotten the names of those French-
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men who fought so gloriously for India’s independence?
Dupleix, Labourdonnaye and Lally came with an army
to India. My father belonged to Lally’s detachment, and
fell on the 27th of October, 1803, in the battle of Las-
wari. During his stay in India, he married a Mahratta
at Scindia’s court; two children resulted therefrom, a
boy and a girl, and the son is the one you have rescued
to-day.’

‘ ‘Then you are really a Frenchman ?’

‘“ ‘Noj; I call myself Mahratta; the blood of iy mother
betrays itself in my veins, for she was the daughter of a
prince.’

‘“*And her name?’

‘I have almost forgotten it myself, as I was not per-
mitted to pronounce it for such a long time. About five
years ago Scindia began anew the struggle against Eng-
lish tyranny. We were defeated in the battle of Gwalior,
and I and my sister Naya, a beautiful girl of fifteen,
were taken prisoners by the English. For five years we
suffered martyrdom; we were brought to England, and
finally separated. About two months ago I managed to
escape. I reached the coast, was taken on board a Span-
ish ship, and finally set foot on French ground. Paris
is the place I desire to go to. Napoleon has promised
us help if we assist him against the English. The whole
of India will rise up and crush England, and Napoleon’s
throne will be secured forever.’

“The handsome youth stood before me like a prophet,
and I enthusiastically exclaimed:

‘“‘Whatever I can do to assist your plans shall be
done. Tell me your name, and I will fill out your pass-
port.’
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*‘T am the Rajah Siwadji Daola,” he said.

“ ‘And your sister?’ I asked; ‘is she free, too?’

¢ ‘No; but she soon will be. A prince of the Mah-
rattas followed Naya to England; he loves her, and will
soon bring her to France.’

‘“‘To France? Have they a place to go to here?’ I
eagerly asked.

‘“‘Let my sister and her husband find protection in
your house,” he simply said, ‘and the gods will reward
you.’

“I hesitated for a moment, and then I cordially
answered :

‘“‘Let it be as you say—my house shall be open to
your sister!

‘A thousand thanks,” he joyfully cried. ‘And so
that you know my sister, look here.’

“He took out of his silk belt the half of a pecu-
liarly formed bracelet, and handed it to me with the
words:

 ‘Look at this bracelet! Whoever brings you the
other half, receive in your house as a favor to me. 1
cannot leave the bracelet with you, but if you have
a piece of wax I can make an impression which will
answer the same purpose.’

“Wax was soon found, the broad gold plate, with its
numerous hieroglyphics, was pressed in it, and after the
impression had been secured the rajah hid the bracelet
in his belt.

¢ ‘“When can I get the pass?' he asked.

¢ ‘To-morrow morning. What name shall I put in?’

* ‘The name of my father—Jean d’Arras.’

*The rajah, upon my solicitation, threw himself on
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my bed and slept a few hours. As soon as the day
dawned he left the house with me, enveloped in a wide
mantle, and as we had no difficulty in getting the neces-
sary passporfs from the prefecture, he was already that
same morning on his way to Paris.”

“Monsieur de Villefort,”” said D’Avigny, anxiously,
‘‘you are exerting yourself too much; postpone the con-
tinuation until to-morrow.”’

“No, no,’" replied Villefort, ‘I must speak to-day; to-
morrow would be too late.

“Three months later, Renee de St. Meran became my
wife, the battle of Waterloo followed, and Napoleon was
deposed forever. On the 6th of May, 1816, my wife gave
birth to a child—a daughter. It was very sickly, though,
and my mother-in-law feared it would not live until the
next day. On the night following the birth of the child
I was sitting reading at my wife’s bedside, when I heard
my name being softly called from the direction of the
garden. At first I thought I was mistaken, but the cry
was repeated, and I quietly slipped out. Near the gar-
den hedge lay a white form; the moon was shining
brightly, and I saw a woman’s face of extraordinary
beauty. Giving vent to a low murmur of astonishment,
I drew near to the figure; when I perceived the glisten-
ing eyes and the satiny dark curls, I no longer doubted
but what the woman who lay before me was Naya, the
sister of the Rajah Siwadji.

*““You are Monsieur de Villefort?’ she said, in a
gentle voice.

‘“‘Yes, and you are Naya,’' I said, to make sure.

‘T am. My husband, the Rajah Duttjah, is dead.
Save my child!’
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‘“ At these words the woman opened the white mantle
which covered her, and I saw a new-born babe, which
was wrapped up in a silk cloth. The poor mother looked
anxiously at me. I took the child in my arms and a
happy smile passed over the pale face.

“‘Now I can die peacefully,” she whispered; ‘my
husband died as we were about to leave Kngland—I
felt myself a mother—I had to live. Night and day
I have wandered. Barely two hours ago my child was
born; I dragged myself to the house, but my strength
failed me—here—is—the—bracelet—’

“She paused suddenly—I bent over her—she was
dead. From her cold hand I took the half of the gold
bracelet, and ran into the house. My wife was fast
asleep. I laid the child in the cradle near my little
daughter, and just thinking whether I should call the
nurse who slept in the next room, when I perceived
that I had laid the living child next to a dead one.
Our little daughter had breathed her last!

“I stood as if struck by lightning. All the proud
hopes we had built on the child's birth were gone.
Suddenly the strange child began to cry, and my plan
was quickly made. With trembling hands I dressed the
strange child—it was a girl, too—in the clothes of my
own daughter, and gathering the silk cloth about the
latter, I carried her to the garden and placed her in
Naya's arms.

*One hour later my wife awoke, and when she asked
for our child, I gave her Naya’s daughter!”

*Did not Madame de Villefort ever hear of the change
which had been made?’’ asked the district-attorney.

“QOh, yes; my wife had placed a small chain with a
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golden cross around our child’s neck just after it was
born; in my hurry I had forgotten to put this talisman
on the strange child; I first denied, then confessed, every-
thing. Instead of heaping reproaches on me, she ac-
quiesced in the fraud. The next day my father-in-law
came; Naya's daughter was baptized under the name of
Valentine de Villefort, and on the bed of the child, my
happy ‘parents-in-law laid my appointment as district-
attorney in Paris, and bonds to the value of three hun-
dred thousand franes. Naya, with the dead child in her
arms, was found the next day at our door. They were
both buried in the potter’s field. The papers Naya car-
ried were written in the Indian language; they were
given to me as a high official, and since then they,
together with the wax impression and the half of the
bracelet, have lain in my private portfolio which always
stands near my bed.”’

Upon a wink from Villefort, Monsieur de Flambois
opened the portfolio designated; everything was found
there as he had said.

“Did you never hear again from Daola?’ said
d’Avigny after a pause.

“Yes; three years later the rajah wrote me from
India. He had fought at Waterloo, was again a captive
of the English, and only had an opportunity at the end
of a year to escape. Together with the Rajah Scindia,
who later on went over to England, he had again
begun the struggle for independence; he is now living
in the interior of Hindustan, waiting for a better oppor-
tunity. He asked me for news from Naya; I wrote
him I knew nothing of her, and that ended our corre-
spondence.
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“This is my confession. Now use justice and erase
from the headstone under which Naya's daughter rests
the name of Valentine de Villefort.”

‘‘Suppose Valentine de Villefort is still alive ?"’ asked
D’ Avigny solemnly.
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CHAPTER XIII
FORGIVENESS

OTH Villefort and Monsieur de Flambois uttered

a cry of astonishment, and while the latter stam-

mered forth an ‘‘Impossible,”
pered: ‘‘To-day miracles do not occur any more!”

‘“‘Gentlemen,’’ said the physician quietly, ‘‘you know
I am a sensible man; why should I try to tell you a
fable ?"’

““But I was at the funeral,”’ stammered Flambois.

“I also, and yet I tell you the dead woman lives,”
persisted D’Avigny, ‘‘or if we want to call it by its
proper name, Valentine de Villefort is dead and the
daughter of Naya and the Rajah Duttjah lives.”

“Then Valentine must have been buried alive,’
tered Villefort, fixing his eyes upon the physician.

“And if that were the case?’ said D’Avigny
solemnly.

“Then I would say God has done a miracle to save
the innocent,”” said Villefort, the tears starting in his
eyes.

“‘Monsieur de Villefort,’’ said the physician, earnestly,
“do you know how Valentine died ?”’

the sick man whis-

' mut-
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*Too well—she was poisoned by my wife.”

‘“What for ?”

““Madame de Villefort wished to have Valentine’s for-
tune go to her son.”’

“That is dastardly,” said the district-attorney.

“Do you remember, Monsieur de Villefort,” continued
D’Avigny, ‘‘to have seen a mysterious man in your
house some time prior to Valentine’s death, whose
mission it appears is to reward the good and punish
the guilty ?"'

“Yes, I remember; you mean the Count of Monte-
Cristo,”” said Villefort, with emotion.

“The Count of Monte-Cristo,”’ repeated the district-
attorney, contemptuously, ‘‘the adventurer ?”

“8ir, do not blaspheme!” exclaimed Villefort, passion-
ately; ‘‘if Valentine is saved she owes it to that God in
the form of man—the Count of Monte-Cristo!’ He alone
has the power.to change the dead into the living. If
Valentine lives, I will believe God has pardoned a por-
tion of my sins.”’

‘‘Gentlemen,” said the district-attorney, doubtingly,
“I only believe what I see; if Valentine de Villefort
lives, let her show herself.”

“Maximilian,” called D’Avigny, opening the door,
‘‘tell Valentine to come in.”

“Whom did you just call?’ asked Villefort, when
D’ Avigny had closed the door again.

‘‘Maximilian Morrel, Valentine’s betrothed, the son of
the shipping merchant Morrel, of Marseilles.”

““Morrel—Marseilles—Edmond Dantes,”” murmured Vil-
lefort. ‘‘Ah, there is justice in Heaven!”’

The door was mnow opened, and Valentine entered.
Vol. 27—(4)



74 THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO

She strode to Villefort’'s bed and sank on her knees
beside it.

‘“Oh, father,”’ she sobbed, embracing him tenderly.
“Thank God, I see you again!"

Villefort gazed at Valentine as if she were a spectre;
but tears fell on the young girl’s cheeks, and his lean
hands were crossed as if in prayer.

‘‘Father, dearly beloved father!' stammered Valentine,
weepingly, ‘‘why do you not speak? Have you no word
of welcome for your Valentine ?"’

*‘Monsieur de Flambois, do you still doubt?’’ asked
d’Avigny, softly.

“Yes, not your statement, but my reason,” said the
district-attorney, wiping the tears from his eyes.

‘‘Valentine,”’ whispered Villefort, in a broken voice,
‘‘kiss me. Now I can die easy.”’

‘O, father, father, you must not die!” she weepingly
cried. 3

*I must, darling, but I die happy, since I know you
will be well taken care of. Monsieur Morrel,”’ he said,
turning to the young man, ‘‘you know what unhappiness
I once caused your father?"

‘‘No, Monsieur de Villefort, I have forgotten every-
thing, and only know that you are Valentine's father,”
said Maximilian, cordially. ‘‘Give us your blessing.’

“No, no!" said Villefort, anxiously; ‘I dare not—I
am not worthy of it! But one thing I can do; I can tell
Valentine who she is, and Monsieur de Flambois and
Monsieur d'Avigny will corroborate my words. Valen-
tine, you, whom I have so often called daughter, look
at me and listen to my words. You are the daughter of
the Rajah Duttjah and his wife Naya. The marriage
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of your parents was celebrated at KEpping Forest, in
England, by a Brahmin, who was also a prisoner there;
in the portfolio there you will find the paper relating to
the marriage. Do not look at me so fearfully, my poor
darling, I am speaking the truth, and these gentlemen
will tell you later on all the details. Your parents are
both dead. There is a letter in the portfolio from your
mother’s brother, the Rajah Siwadji Daola. It was writ-
ten in 1818. If Daolo still lives, he will find out that I
deceived him; that I saw his sister die, and that Naya’s
child still lives.”

“But, father,”’ said Valentine, passionately, ‘‘if my
parents are both dead, and you brought me up, I am
nevertheless your daughter.”

“Thanks, Valentine. But before my strength gives
way, I must perform another duty. Doctor, a glass of
wine; I have one more favor to ask of Valentine.”

D’Avigny poured out a glass of red wine for Mon-
sieur de Villefort, and Valentine put her arm around the
dying man’s neck, and rested his head against her bosom.

“I want you to look after my son, Valentine,”’ whis-
pered Villefort. ‘‘Oh, what would I not give if I could
wear the chains instead of him—what is death to the life
led by a galley-slave? If it is in your power to do any-
thing for Benedetto, do not fail to do it. He is a scoun-
drel, but I was the cause of his downfall. Have mercy
on him, and I die peacefully!”

‘‘Father,” said Valentine, solemnly, ‘‘your wish shall
be sacred to me. I shall go in search of Benedetto, and
bring him your last wishes.”

“You are—an—angel,”’ stammered Villefort. ‘‘Fare-
well.  Ah—this—is—death!”
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A shiver ran through Villefort’s frame—a deep groan
—a long breath—he was dead.

As soon as Valentine's first grief subsided, the phy-
sician persuaded her to stay in her room for the rest
of the night, while the gentlemen conferred about the
wonderful confession they had heard.

“If I only knew,” said Flambois, thoughtfully,
“‘what the papers written in the Indian language
contain—I—""

‘“Monsieur de Flambois," interrupted young D'Ayigny,
modestly, ‘‘if you give me the documents I will trans-
late them for you.’

“Really? How can you do it?” asked the district-
attorney, doubtingly.

‘“Very easily. Besides my profession as a doctor, I
am an enthusiastic Orientalist. I am always in hopes
of being able to go to India; the home of the lotus
flower has always had attractions for me. Give me the
papers and I will give you the translation to-morrow.”

‘‘Here are the papers,’”’ said Flambois, thoughtfully.

They then separated.

The next day, as D’Avigny was sitting with his
daughter, Julie, Valentine and Maximilian at table, a
light knock was heard at the door, and in obedience
to the summons to come in, Ali, Monte-Cristo’'s black
servant, appeared on the threshold.

Valentine and Maximilian uttered a cry of surprise.
Ali bowed deeply, handed the physician a letter, and
disappeared.

D’ Avigny opened it and read the following:

“Waiting and hoping! In these two words lies the
mystery of life. Be courageous and God will help.”
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As soon as Monsieur de Villefort’s remains were
buried, Valentine, Maximilian and Julie returned to
Marseilles. Valentine wished to make the journey to
Toulon, and then go to Italy for the remainder of the
winter with Maximilian, her grandfather, and the Her-
baults. D’Avigny's last words at the parting were:

“Beware of Benedetto!”
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CHAPTER XIV

THE RAT-KING

rat furnished the evening’s amusement, and in

the same degree as Benedetto was excited, An-
selmo remained calm and cool. On the evening of the
24th of February, the young man's patience was ex-
hausted, and he forgot himself so much as to call
Anselmo a liar and traitor, even threatening him with
death.

‘‘Come, come,” said Anselmo indifferently, ‘‘don’t
be so violent. Instead of exciting yourself you had
better be calm and tell me what relation it has with
the million.”’

‘“That means,’”” hissed Benedetto, ‘I should tell you
my secret.’’ -

““You are a fool,”” said Anselmo, laughing; ‘‘remem-
ber that you can never get the million without my aid,
and therefore leave off your sulks and speak.”

“You are always right,’”’ growled Benedetto. ‘‘You
have my fate in your hands and I must speak. The
million, of course, must first be earned—"’

“I am not so foolish as to imagine that the million
will fly into my mouth like a broiled pigeon,’’ inter-

THE days at the Bagnio passed monotonously. The
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rupted Anselmo; ‘‘but first of all, I must know if you
have some right to this million ?"

*‘Certainly,”’ replied Benedetto; ‘‘if the million should
slip from my grasp, I should look upon myself as being
robbed.”

‘““Really—who is the thief ?"’

‘A woman!"

“I thought so; the lady no doubt who took charge of
the letter ?"’

*‘The same.”

““And you must be set free punctually on the 24th ?”’

*“Yes, on the 25th the money would be irredeemably
lost.”

“H'm! that would be fatal. Well, I shall arrange
iadd

“You arrange it? Are you ever going to tell me
how you intend to set us free?”

Anselmo peered cautiously about. The jailers were
sleeping in the corners, and the other prisoners, as it
was Sunday, were amusing themselves with the rat,
which ran from board to board, performing the most
difficult tricks.

“I will call our savior at once,” whispered Anselmo,
and, whistling softly, he called the little rat-king to
him.

The rat immediately came to its master and climbed
upon his knee. Anselmo took the animal in his hand,
put it on its back, and took from under its thick, hairy
skin a small, thin instrument called in galley-slave slang
“‘cow’s tail.”’

Benedetto uttered a cry of astonishment. Anselmo
waved before his comrade’s eyes a narrow little tooth-saw.
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‘Do you believe in my promise now ?'’ the ex-priest
triumphantly exclaimed: ‘‘the jailers call our little ani-
mal ‘rat!’ 1 call him ‘necessary.’”

Benedetto laughed aloud. Anselmo placed the instru-
ment back in its place and the little rat-king sprang
away, while Benedetto looked at him deaf and dumb
with astonishment.

“I am convinced now,” he finally said, breathing
deeply, ‘‘and now you shall hear how the million is
to be got. A lady will come here on the 24th—"

‘“Are youn sure of it?”

‘‘Positive. On the 25th this woman will draw one
million to give to others.”

“You are joking—she intends to give away a
million ?”’

“Yes, and we two will prevent her,” said Bene-
detto, firmly.

‘“And who is to get the million ?"’

“The Church, of course; you understand, now, that
I must be free on the 24th, so as to be able to follow
the lady and take the million from her.”

“Yes, I understand. Who is the woman ?”’

Benedetto shrugged his shoulders.

“Do not bother yourself about that, that is my
affair.”” THe answered indifferently.

“Is it a former girl of yours?”

“NO.”

‘A relative ?”’

“No.”

“Good. Keep your secret. Tell me one thing more.
Will it be a stabbing case?”’

“What do you mean?”
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“Don’t make yourself so green. From what I know
of the world, this woman, who intends to give the money
to the Church, will not offer it to you. You will take it
from her, and if she resists—'’ He finished the sentence
with a suggestive gesture.

Benedetto became pale as death., He bit his lips and
in a hollow voice replied:

“What is necessary will occur.”

“Good. I am pleased with you; but look—there
comes a lady on our pontoon. Perhaps that is your
millionnairess.”’ .

Benedetto looked in the direction indicated. A
lady, leaning on the arm of a gentleman and accom-
panied by several high officials, was coming toward
him.

The Corsican gave vent to an oath and made a move-
ment as if he intended to throw himself upon the party.
“‘Redhead,” said the jailer, letting his heavy stick fall
on Benedetto’s shoulders, ‘‘you are trying to fly away ?”’
Benedetto gritted his teeth. He had recognized Valen-
tine, and as she was a Villefort, and occupied the place
he thought ought to have been his own, he would have
liked to have wrung her neck. He recognized Morrel,
whom he had seen in Monte-Cristo’s house at Auteuil,
and he, too, made his anger rise. He thought they had
both come to gloat over his shame. The head officer
whispered a few words to the jailer, and immediately
afterward Benedetto and Anselmo were ushered into the
presence of the visitors.

*“They take me along too because they can't help
it,” said Anselmo wickedly, pointing to the chain which
bound them.
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The jailer nodded, and the ex-priest whispered in
Benedetto’s ear:

‘‘Commit no follies. You look as if you would like
to poison every one.™

*‘That is what I should like to do. But have no fear,
I will be circumspect.’

**Which one of you is named Benedetto?’’ asked the
inspector, gruffly, turning to the convicts.

“L," said the former Prince Cavalcanti, modestly.

**You are wanted. Follow me, but do not speak a
word or else you will be put in the black hole.”

Benedetto bowed silently, and the next minute stood
with his comrade before Valentine.

The young girl drew back in terror, as she saw him
whom she had thought was her brother. She soon col-
lected herself and gently said:

“Sir, Monsieur de Villefort is dead.”

Benedetto’s eyes shone. He felt a wild joy at the
death of the man he so bitterly hated.

“On his death-bed,’”” continued Valentine with emo-
tion, ‘‘he thought of you, and the officials have carried
out his last wishes, and allowed me to bring you his
regards and certain ameliorations for you. From this
day on you are freed from double chains, and if you
conduct yourself well in the future, you can hope for
other mercies. Farewell, and may God be with you.””

Valentine's voice broke, Maximilian laid his arm pro-
tectingly around the young girl and led her away, while
Benedetto and Anselmo were brought back to their com-
rades.

“Who is the lady?’ asked Anselmo. ‘‘She is very
handsome.’’
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Benedetto remained silent and the ex-priest looked
distrustfully at him.

Toward evening the blacksmith came, and Benedetto
was freed from Anselmo.

“Keep up your spirits,”’ said the jailer to the ex-
priest, ‘‘and I will see what can be done for you.
In a few days a new column will arrive, and if you
conduct yourself properly, I will see that you get no
new comrade."”

“I will let my little rat-king intercede for me,” said
Anselmo, laughing, and the jailer nodded.

The 24th of February dawned, and Benedetto, who had
not closed an eye during the night, looked so miserable
in the morning that Anselmo became frightened.

‘*Come, now, you are frightened, perhaps?’” he mali-
ciously asked. The look he received from his comrade
made him pause. :

The prisoners went as usual to work, and gradually
Benedetto calmed down. The night was to bring the
decision, and if Anselmo lied he would make him pay
dearly for it. i

During this time a ecarriage with four horses rode
from Aubagne to Beaussuet. At the inn of the latter
place it stopped, and while the guard put fresh horses
in the traces, the occupant of the coach, a heavily veiled
woman, got out and asked of the postmaster who ad-
vanced how far it was to the nearest vicarage.

‘ About fifty steps from the inn,’”’ he said.

“‘Then please let some one come along with me to
show me the way,” begged the lady.

‘Directly, madame. Jean, lead this lady to the
vicarage.”’
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““Yes, Monseiur Etienne,”” was the servant's reply,
‘‘but the priest is not at home.’’

‘““What?"' said. the lady, astonished. ‘‘Where is he,
then ?’

“I do not know. He rode past me this morning.
Perhaps the housekeeper can tell us,”’ added the ser-
vant.

“*Good. Let us go there,’’ said the lady, and before
the end of five minutes they were at the vicarage.

The door was opened: by an elderly woman. She made
a courtesy when she saw the lady, and politely said:
‘‘Ah, madame—you are here.”

“Were you expecting me?’’ asked the lady, aston-
ished.

‘‘Certainly; his reverence was unfortunately obliged to
go on a journey, but there is a letter here for Madame
Danglars, if you are the lady.”

“I am Madame Danglars,”” said-the lady, quickly.

The old woman handed her a letter, and invited her
to. make herself at home. Upon. which: she left.

As soon as the lady found herself alone, she hastily
tore open the letter. It contained a sealed packet, and
these lines:

“MapAME—I am, unfortunately, not able to receive
you personally. A journey obliges me to be disrespect-
ful. Nevertheless I hope to see you to-morrow, and beg
you to make yourself comfortable in my house. All your
conditions have been fulfilled. I inclose a note addressed
to the port inspector at Toulon and hope everything will
turn out as you desire.

“JEAN Bavrais, Curate of Beaussuet.”
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The lady put the letter and the note in her pocket,
and as the old lady entered with a cup of steaming bouil-
lon, she hesitatingly said:

“Did the priest tell you I was going to stay here over
night 2’

*Yes, madame! Your room is ready, and I hope you
will sleep soundly,’’ replied the woman, cordially.

*The house iz safe?’’ asked Madame Danglars, look-
ing amxiously about.

*Certainly, madame; we are hid here as if in Abra-
ham’s bosom.” .

The lady drank the bouillon, and then said:

*Will you please show me my room ?’’

“Yes, madame! I hope it will please you,’”’ replied
the woman, as she walked up the stairs, followed by
the lady.

Here she opened a door, and the stranger looked in
and saw a large, plainly furnished room. At one side
stood a snow-white bed, a washstand, some chairs, and
an old-fashioned burean.

“Does this closet lock?’ asked Madame Danglars,
examining the lock. ‘I have a jewel-case in the coach
which I would like to bring to a place of security.”

‘“Ah, the closet is as safe as the poor-box,’”” the old
lady assured her.

The lady nodded her pleasure at this, and, after she
had convinced herself that the door of the room was in
order, she went back to the coach, took a portfolio from
the jewel-casket, and brought it to the vicarage. The old
lady awaited her at the door; Madame Danglars walked
past her and went to the upper story, opened the closet,
put the box in it, closed the door carefully, and put both

’
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keys in her pocket. She then went downstairs again, and,
turning to the old woman, said:

‘“‘For the present, good-by; I shall probably be back
again before night.”” -

“Good-by, madame; but do not stay out too late.
A storm is coming up, and the roads of Oliolles are
dangerous at night.”’

“I will try to be back soon. Adieu.”

Madame Danglars got into her carriage and drove off
in the direction of Toulon.

The feelings of the poor woman, who was going to the
Bagnio to see Benedetto as she had promised, can be im-
agined. She had seen all her hopes reduced to nothing.
Her husband had fled after a shameful .bankruptey, her
lover had deserted her, her daughter had disappeared
without leaving a word behind her, and what was left
to her? The child of her shame, who had been sen-
tenced to the galleys for murder.

She had sacrificed everything for this son, whom she
loved dearly; the Jesuits had taken her million, and saved
Benedetto from the gallows. Though, to her idea, the
galleys was worse than death; but there was a chance
of his getting free. No, she did not wish to think any
more; she would bury herself in a convent in Asia Minor,
and forget everything.

Toulon was at length reached; the driver took the
road to the port, and she felt her heart cease beating.
In a little while she would see Benedetto; the carriage
stopped; the driver got out and opened the door.

“Will you please step out? Here is the Bagnio.”

With trembling limbs, Madame Danglars left the coach,
and slipping a few gold pieces into his hand, she said:
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“Make yourself comfortable in the nearest saloon; in
about three hours we shall return home.”

*To-day, madame?’’ asked the man; ‘‘that would be
impossible.”’

“Why impossible? Get fresh horses, I will pay you
for everything.”’

“I am very sorry, madame; but the storm, the mistral
will come very soon, and while the mistral lasts we can-
not ride.”’

*‘Then I must look for another driver; I cannot delay
my return.”’ :

‘‘Madame, believe me, you will not find any one who
will drive you while the storm lasts. Wait till to-morrow.
T will put up my horses at the Black Eagle and await
your commands there.”

“I will think about it, but doubt whether I shall follow
your advice. Adieu.”

Madame Danglars entered the office of the port inspec-
tor and the driver drove off.
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CHAPTER XV

IN THE BAGNIO

! ELL, what is the matter now ?”’ asked the in-

\/ \/ spector, gruffly, as Madame Danglars handed

him the priest's letter. He grumblingly

opened the Iletter, but when he had read its con-

tents his face -lighted up and, making a respectful
bow, he said:

“Madame, after reading these lines, I can only carry
out all your wishes, as far as they are confined within
the limits of the rules in force here. You desire to see
one of our prisoners?’’

 Wied, mBir. ]

“You are aware that such an interview can only take
place in the presence of the chaplain ?"’

Madame Danglars became frightened. She had not
expected this.

“I will have the chaplain informed,”’ continued the
official. ‘“‘In fact, I shall let him come into my office.
This is a special favor. Yesterday there was a lady here
to see Benedetto, who was not permitted to converse with



THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO &9

him except in the presence of the port inspector and the
jailer.”

“A lady?"” exclaimed Madame Danglars, vivaciously.
**Can you tell me who she was?"

“Oh, certainly, it was Mademoiselle de Villefort, the
daughter of the recently deceased district-attorney.”

“Monsieur de Villefort is dead ?"’ said Madame Dan-
glars in a choking voice.

“Yes, madame, he died in a private lunatic asylum
in Paris. Did you know the gentleman?"’

**Yes, slightly,” replied Madame Danglars, restraining
her emotion. “If you would let the gentleman be in-
formed now—"

‘“At once, madame,’’ said the official.

He wrote a few lines and went away, promising to
return shortly. In about half an hour the chaplain
appeared. He bowed respectfully, and said:

‘*Madame, I am aware of the reason which brings
you here.”’ 3 i

“What, you know?’ exclaimed Madame Danglars,
frightened.

*Calm yourself, madame; the secrets which are in-
trusted to me are buried. I must witness your inter-
view as a matter of form, but I shall neither hear
nor see.”’

Madame Danglars with tears in her eyes thanked the
chaplain. The next minute the door opened and Bene-
detto appeared, accompanied by the jailer. "When the
poor mother saw the yellow and red eclothing, the green
cap, and the chain which led from the waist to the ankle,
she uttered a low cry and clutched the arm of a chair to
prevent herself from fainting. Upon a wink from the
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chaplain, who wore the dress of a Jesuit priest, the jailer
departed, and affer the priest had closed the door, he
turned toward Benedetto, and said:

“My son, thank God for his mercy, and try to show
yourself worthy of it.’

Neither Madame Danglars nor the priest noticed the
smile which flitted across the convict’s face. Benedetto
collected himself immediately, and taking off his hat he
bent his knee to his mother and crossed his eyes with
his hand. The priest sat in the window alcove, pulled
a prayer-book out of his pocket and began to read; Ma-
dame Danglars threw a look around, then she took the
bald-shaved head of Benedetto in her hands and sobbingly
murmured:

‘‘My poor, poor son!”’

‘“A thousand thanks, mother, for coming,’’ said the
hypocritical convict.

*Oh, I desired to come, it was necessary for me to see
you again,”’ stammered the poor woman.

‘““How good you are! Are you aware that my fa-
ther pursued me even on his death-bed? He sent his
daughter, my sister, here; she brought me his last
regards, but she did not give me her hand nor call
me brother.”

“My son, forget everything bad that has been done to
you; forgive your enemies, as you desire to be yourself
forgiven,’’ implored the poor mother.

‘‘For your sake, then. But, tell me, mother, are you
really going to leave France?”

*‘Yes; to-morrow, at this hour, I shall sail.”’

“But you are not going alone; the journey is so far,
and I fear danger for you.”
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*‘Thanks, Benedetto, for your anxiety. How happy
you make me. But calm yourself, I shall dwell in the
society of pious women, who will protect me.’’ )

“Yes, I forgot. You gave your fortune to buy this
protection—the price you paid was pretty steep.”’

‘‘Benedetto, you blaspheme. Your life is not too
dear for me to purchase.’

“I wish I could earn your love,”” murmured Bene-
detto, apparently annihilated; ‘‘you gave up a million
to rescue me. If you had more money, I am sure you
would sacrifice it to secure my full pardon.’’

*Oh, I do not give up all hope yet,” exclaimed
Madame Danglars, vivaciously.

“What? Have you still got the million?”’ asked
Benedetto, hastily.

“I shall not deliver the money before to-morrow.
But that has nothing to do with the matter. What I
have promised, I keep.”

Benedetto remained silent, while a thousand confused
ideas ran through his mind. He stood with downcast
eyes, his left hand carelessly stroking his chain and his
right crumpling his green cap.

‘‘Mother,’”’ he finally said, in a low voice, ‘‘there is
no use speaking of the past—let us think of the future.
You are going to depart to-morrow; where are you stay-
ing now?”’

“I live at the vicarage of Beaussuet. The Jesuit
fathers recommended me there, and I am staying there
over-night, although the priest is absent.’

‘“Oh, God!”’ sobbed Benedetto, ‘‘if I could only ac-
company you.’’

“I would be glad, too; I have a rough road to go
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back to Beaussuet. The mistral blows, and the roads
of Oljolles are said to be so dangerous that my driver
refuses to take me back to-night. Well, I will find
another one.”’

“But why do you not stay in Toulon until the
morning ?"’

‘‘Impossible. I must hurry back to Beaunssuet. I left
the money at the vicarage.”

‘““Wasn't that careless? A lonely vicarage, whose
owner is absent—"’ 3

“I took good care of it; the portfolio containing the
money is stowed safely away in a tight closet, the key
of which I carry.”

“But the portfolio must be a large one. It is not
so easy to wrap up a million,” said Benedetto, inquisi-
tively.

“Yes, if T had to deliver the whole sum in coin; but
that is not the case. Only a small part of the million
is in gold, the rest is in bank-notes.’

Benedetto nodded. He knew now exactly what he
had desired to find out, and as the chaplain rose,
and gently hinted that the time for the interview had
expired, the convict turned to his mother, and weep-
ingly said:

‘‘Bless me, mother.”’

Madame Danglars placed her trembling hands on his
head, and tenderly whispered:

““God be with you!”

Her strength deserted her; and while Benedetto was
being led out by a jailer, she leaned faintingly against
a chair.

The priest consoled her. She sorrowfully shook her
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head, collected herself, slipped a thousand-franc note
into the priest’s hand, and murmured:
“Give that to those who are as unhappy as I am.”
The next moment she wrapped her cloak firmly about
her, and strode toward the inn where the driver awaited
her.
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CHAPTER XVI

THE ESCAPE

& ELL,” said Anselmo to his comrade as the

\/ \/ latter returned, ‘‘how do things stand?”’

Benedetto did not answer at first, but

seated himself on a block of wood and looked stead-
fastly before him.

‘“Well, has the million been stolen?”’ asked Anselmo,
growing impatient.

*‘No, the million is safe for us,”” replied Benedetto.

“‘So much the better. This mistral is very favorable
to us. It helps our escape.’

“Really? Anselmo, we must be free in two hours.”

“I shall look out for that—but what will happen
then? Have you a plan?”

“Yes. Do you know the village of Beaussuet ?’’

*Yes. It is near the gorge of Oliolles.”

“Right. We must reach this village to-night, even
though we run the danger of being caught and brought
back, if we escape by daylight.”

““What are you talking about. There is no daylight
to-day. One can hardly see one’s hand now, and in two
hours it will be night.”

“But suppose we should be locked up in the pon-
toons ?"’
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“That is what I desire. We must flee by way of the
pontoons.”’

‘“*And our chains?"’

‘‘Have you forgotten our little Rat King?”

“*You are talking nonsense again.’’

‘‘Listen, Benedetto. When a million is involved, I
never joke. The saw our necessary carries will cut our
chains in ten minutes. And now to work. Here comes
the overseer.”

The convicts grasped one of the heavy logs and pre-
tended to be working hard peeling off the rind. As
Anselmo had rightly predicted, one could not see one’s
own hand, and no one observed Anselmo and his com-
panion glide toward the pontoon, which was empty.

“Lie flat on the ground,”’ Anselmo ordered, ‘‘and
feel about with your hands.”

Benedetto did as he was told. Suddenly he uttered
a low cry as his hand came in contact with a dark ob-
ject, which flitted about.

**What a noise you  make,’”’ grumbled Anselmo.
“You have disturbed our poor little Rat King from
his work.”

‘“Ah, now I feel a split, too. Has the rat gnawed it
through ?'’ whispered Benedetto, gleefully.

“Certainly. The courageous animal has been work-
ing to free us for over a month. As you might have
noticed, I smeared the floor of our pontoon with grease,
in consequence of which our shrewd rat has spent all
his spare moments here, and now his business is ended.
The boards are gnawed through.”

““Ah! then we are to escape by swimming?"’ asked
Benedetto, surprised.
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“Have you finally found out? You are not afraid,
are you?”

“No, no!” exclaimed Benedetto hastily. ‘‘Freedom
at any price.”’

‘‘Now you please me! Let us go now and take up
our work again before our absence is mnoticed.”’

*‘One word more! Have you thought of our clothes?”

‘I have thought of everything. Trust in me.”

The conviets returned to their work, but soon after
the weather became so bad that the jailers stopped work
and formed the prisoners in columns to return them to
the pontoons. The storm broke with such fury that the
masts snapped and the sails flew about. A piece of a
mast knocked a conviet overboard, and when he was
fished up his skull was found to be fractured. A ecry
of terror ran through the lines and the jailers hastened
to bring the columns to the pontoons. Benedetto and
Anselmo cowered in their corners and listened to the
roar of the mistral. The louder it became, the more
their hearts beat with joy. »

‘‘Are you ready?’ whispered Anselmo to his com-
rade.

$iiesy’

“‘Then forward! It is a question of life or death.”

They both lay flat on the ground and Anselmo drew
from a hole a package wrapped in sail cloth. ‘‘Iere,
take this package,’’ the ex-priest told his companion,
‘‘and give it to me as soon as I am in the water. Do
you see the plank which our little pet gnawed through ?
Well, it can be shoved aside, and by that way we come
to a cave where instruments and nails are kept. In this
cave ig a door, to which I have the key which locks it.
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Now pay attention; I am turning the key. Forward, in
the devil’s name!” Through the open door Anselmo
carefully glided into the water, which surged and
roared. Benedetto handed him the package and glided
likewise into the river, and while the pontoon creaked
and groaned, torn by the force of the storm, the two
convicts disappeared in the darkness.

Vol 27—(4)
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CHAPTER XVII
IN THE MOUNTAIN PASS OF OLIOLLES

ADAME DANGLARS had returned to the inn
M and asked feverishly for fresh horses, so as to
be able to drive to Beaussuet. The innkeeper
politely assured her it was impossible to carry out her
wishes. Madame Danglars, without changing a muscle,
looked steadily at the man. To her idea money could
do anything, and she therefore opened her purse, and
placing five hundred francs on the table, asked once
more for fresh horses. The innkeeper immediately re-
membered that there was a man in Toulon who would
risk his own and his horses’ lives for money, and he
sent a messenger for him. Two long hours passed be-
fore the messenger returned. He brought a favorable
answer. Father Jacob, that was the man's name, would
come at four o’clock with two good horses.

“Who is this Father Jacob?"’ asked Madame Dan-
glars of the innkeeper.

“Oh, he is a former city boarder,” replied the host,
laughing, as he gave a suggestive glance in the direc-
tion of the Bagnio.

Madame Danglars shuddered.
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“Does he know how to drive?”’ she asked.

‘‘Like Satan. He used to be a driver of the mail
coach, but got a few years in the galleys for assisting
robbers to plunder the mails. He is now, however, a
good, honest man, and you can safely trust yourself to
his care.”

What was the baroness to do? She patiently sat
down, and breathed more freely when the clock struck
four, and the expected coachman arrived with two splen-
did horses.

‘“So you want to drive me to Beaussuet?’’ asked
Madame Danglars, vivaciously.

“Yes, madame, for five hundred francs.”

“Then harness your horses at once.”

*‘But,” stammered the ex-convict, scratching his head,
“I make it a rule to take money in advance.”

“Good! Here is the money, and go quick, because I
am in a hurry.”

“I am in a hurry to go too. The roads will not get
any better, and the mountain passes of Oliolles are not
easy to ride over, even in good weather.”

In less than a quarter of an hour, the baroness sat in
the coach. The innkeeper stood at the door, and, as
the horses started, he whispered to the coachman: ‘‘Take
care of yourself, old fellow. You know you have every
reason to be prudent.” .

“I will' be so,”’ replied Jacob, as he whipped the
horses and drove off.

In the meantime, the storm continued with unabated
vigor, tearing up trees, rolling the waves mountains
high, and sometimes shaking the heavy coach as if it
had been a feather. The horses seemed to care as little
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for the weather as the coachman. Madame Danglars,
however, became terribly excited, and, sobbing bitterly,
cowered in a corner of the carriage. Around about her,
as within her, all was dark. She still thought she heard
the rattling of Benedetto’s chains in the roar and fury
of the storm—she thought she could distinguish the soft
voice of Benedetto. Suddenly a sharp jolt was felt, the
coachman uttered an oath, and Madame Danglars sank
in a semi-unconscious condition against the cushions of
the coach. :

When she recovered herself she became aware that
one of the horses had stumbled; the coachman was still
swearing, and tried to raise the animal up. Suddenly he
came to the carriage door, and grumblingly said:

“Madame, I must give you your money back. We
will not be able to reach Beaussuet.”

The storm whistled and roared with bitter fury.
Madame Danglars looked anxiously at the man, and in
a hollow voice asked:

*“Where are. we?’

““The devil only knows. These passes look all alike.’

“‘But we cannot remain here. What would become of
us ?"’ said the poor woman sobbing.

‘‘Come, come, do not carry on so,”’ Jacob consolingly
said.

‘“These passes have always been dangerous. Thirty
years ago I met with a misfortune at this same place;
oh, when I think of that time—'"

The face of the ex-convict darkened; Madame Dan-
glars looked anxiously at him, and murmured softly:

‘‘May God have mercy upon me!”

The man paused for a moment and then said:
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“I know another way out of the difficulty. We could
return to Oliolles, which is fifteen minutes distant, and
some one there would fix my axle, which the horse in
falling broke. We could wait at Oliolles until the storm
subsides. It won't rage so furiously long. I know the
mistral well.”’

‘“And you promise me you will go ahead again as
soon as the storm is over?’’ ’

‘“As true as I stand here,”’ the man replied..

Madame Danglars rose up and got out, while Jacob
unharnessed the horses and took one of the coach lamps
in his hand.

“Now follow me,”” he said, holding the lantern
aloft.

He threw the reins about his arm and strode bravely
along, while Madame Danglars slowly walked behind.

As Jacob had said, the storm had decreased in inten-
sity. A fine rain poured down, and the poor woman
strode on with renewed courage.

Suddenly the storm cast a curiously formed thing at
the feet of the pedestrians. Jacob picked it up and
laughed loudly, as he put a convict’s green cap, for
such it was, upon his head.

‘“Almighty God!’ exclaimed Madame Danglars in
terror.

‘‘Madame,”” said Jacob, confused, “I did not want
to frighten you. I was only glad to see such a cap after
so long a time.”

“How did the cap get here?’ asked Madame Dan-
" glars, excitedly.

“That is easy to say. A conviet has thought fit to
free himself from the kindly care of the Bagnio attend-
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ants, and as the beautiful costume of the galley slaves
is universally known, he has changed his toilet and thrown
his cap, jacket and trousers to the winds.”

Madame Danglars became excited, but she kept silent.
They soon reached the house at Oliolles. The church
bell of the village struck eight o’clock. Jacob went to
the nearest inn, and, tying his horses to a tree, he en-
tered the smoky little saloon, accompanied by his com-
panion.

The innkeeper immediately hurried toward them, and
while Madame Danglars ordered a glass of brandy for
the coachman, the latter went to the kitchen to get the
nails and cords he required to fix his broken axle. He
threw the green cap carelessly on the table. Several
people who sat there threw curious glances at the de-
spised head-dress. Finally one of them said:

“Where did you get that pretty cap ?”’

“My coachman found it,"" said Madame Danglars
softly.

“On the road?”’ exclaimed the men, rising as if
electrified.

*“We must hurry! Who is going along?”

“I—II"” came from all sides, and, as Madame Danglars
looked from one to the other, the innkeeper said:

“There is a reward, madame, given by the city of
Toulon for the capture of an escaped convict, and where
a convict’s cap is found they naturally conclude that the
owner must be near at hand. At present wages are low,
and one must not blame our peasants if they try to
make something extra. I can guarantee you that the’
prisoner will be captured before two hours more have
passed.”’
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*‘The escaped convict cannot have been long in the
Bagnio!'’ exclaimed a peasant looking closely at the cap.
*‘The thing is almost new."’

‘‘Is there no name on the lining ?"’ asked another.

*No, only a number—88!"

Madame Danglars gave a loud scream and with diffi-
culty stammered:

‘‘Show me the cap ?"’

Yes, there could be no doubt, the cap bore the num-
ber 88, the same which she had noticed on Benedetto’s
clothing. Had he escaped ? And now these people wished
to hunt him down like a wild animal, and he would not
be able to hide from them.

““We must be going,”” said one of the peasants; ‘‘the
convict cannot be far away, and who knows but we shall
have luck and find two. It seldom happens that one
escapes alone, the double chain is a good invention.
Are you all ready?"

‘‘Listen to me, gentlemen,’’ said Madame Danglars
firmly; ‘I will make you a proposition. Let the convict
escape.’’

‘“And our hundred francs?"’

“You will lose nothing! I will give you two hundred
francs. It might be a humor, but I cannot reconcile
myself to the thought of having a man pursued as if
he were a wild animal.”

The men looked up.

“The weather is terrible,’”’ said one.

‘“And a bird in the hand is worth two in a bush,”
said another.

“But we are three?'' said the third, with a look of

12}

cupidity.
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“You shall have, three hundred franecs, but let the
conviet escape.”’

“‘Good, madame! Your wish shall be fulfilled,” said
the men, after a paude; ‘‘but suppose he should be cap- -
tured by some one else?”

“That cannot be helped,” said Madame Danglars.
“Who knows but what the poor fellow might get free
this time. I saw the Bagnio to-day, and since then I am
terribly nervous. It was frightful.”

At this minute a shot was heard, and a firm voice
cried:

‘‘Help! help! Hold him!"”

The innkeeper ran out, followed by the men. Madame
Danglars crouched in a corner, and prayed to God to let
her die before she should see her son.

The door was now torn open, and a great crowd en-
tered the room.

‘Forward, you horse thief,”’ Jacob’s rough voice was
heard saying; ‘“we just captured you in time.”

A man whose face was covered with blood was pushed
into the room. He fought desperately, throwing chairs
and tables about, and falling flat on the ground.

“‘Let me alone,” he cried, breathlessly. “I am tied
already. I eannot escape.”

Madame Danglars muttered a prayer of gratitude.
No, that was not Benedetto’s voice.

“Yes, we have got you,”’ replied Jacob; ‘‘but the
other one who took my horse has escaped! Would you
believe it,”’ he said, turning to the people, ‘‘that the
other rascal ran off with my horse? While I was getting
cord and nails I heard a noise in the courtyard. I ran
to the spot, and saw two men getting on the backs of
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my horses. Quick as thought I pulled out my pistol
and fired. One of them fell, but before I could load
again the other had disappeared! But I shall get him,
and may God have mercy on him. Quick, a glass of
brandy, and may the devil take him!”

While the people crowded about Jacob, Madame
Danglars drew near to the convict.

“Did Benedetto accompany you?'' asked Madame
Danglars, softly.

Anselmo looked up surprised.

“Ha! the lady who gave  me the letter for Bene-
detto,”” he murmured.—‘‘Yes, Benedetto accompanied
me."”’

“I want to save him; help me, and I will make you
rich.”’

Lo! that was the lady with the million. Anselmo
looked cautiously about, then whispered softly:

*Cut my cords. A knife lies over there.”

Madame Danglars let her handkerchief fall on the
table; when she picked it up she held a knife in her
trembling hands; one cut and Anselmo was free. At
the same moment she got up and stood in front of
the door.

“Now, good-night,”” said Jacob, putting the empty
glass down and drawing his pistol from his pocket.

At the same instant Anselmo sprang forward, and,
seizing the pistol, he clutched Madame Danglars under
the arm as if she were a child, and ran out of the room
with her. Madame Danglars at once realized the situa-
tion. While Anselmo pressed against the door with all
his strength, Madame Danglars, who was a splendid:
horsewoman, sprang into the saddle. Anselmo then let
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go of the door, fired a shot into the crowd which sur-
rounded him, and likewise bounded on to the back of
the horse. The animal reared, but receiving a slight cut
with the knife Madame Danglars still held in her hand,
it flew like the wind, bearing the two far from their
pursuers.
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CHAPTER XVIII
THE MOTHER

ENEDETTO, who had been told the way to Beaus-
B suet by Anselmo, whipped his horse severely, mak-
ing it fly over the stones and pavement. The
vicarage was situated at the entrance to the village; the
horse was covered with blood and foam, but Benedetto
knew no mercy. Like a flash of lightning horse and rider
flew along, and when the horse finally broke down, the
first houses in the village had been reached.

Benedetto jumped off, but did not throw a look at the
dying horse; he only thought of himself and his safety.
He thought Anselmo had fallen into the hands of the
people at Oliolles. That his companion would not betray
him he knew, but the coachman had seen him and he
would be pursued. There was no way out of it. He
must get possession of the million, and then try to reach
the coast.

Benedetto recognized the vicarage at the first glance,
as his mother had described it accurately to him. An
olive-tree stood inside the wall near the entrance. Bene-
detto took between his teeth the knife Anselmo had given
him, and swung himself over the wall and thence on to
the window-sill. The wretch hesitated a moment before
he broke the pane. Suppose his mother uttered a cry.



108 THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO

¢“Ah, bah,” he thought, ‘‘it will be her own fault.”

With a quick movement he broke the glass.

Taking out a small thieves'-lantern and some matches,
which Anselmo had also given him, he struck a light and
looked around. The bed was empty.

“The mistral delayed her,’’ muttered Benedetto; ‘‘F
must be quick.”

Hastily plunging his knife into the closet, he opened
the door, and was soon in possession of the portfolio. He
put it on the table and tried to open the lock with his
knife. But in vain; it would not open.

At this moment his sharp ear detected the sound
of horses’ hoofs.

“‘The pursuers,” he muttered, and for a moment he
was dazed.

He collected himself rapidly. He did not wish to be
caught, yet did not desire to lose the million. Taking
the portfolio in his hand, he opened the window and was
about to spring out when he paused. Unless he had the
use of both of his hands, he could not hope to reach
the wall, and he did not think of leaving his plunder
behind him. Now he heard voices. His pursuers must
have halted under the olive-tree; a horse whinnied, there
was no chance of escape! He ran to the door. It was
shut tight, and now it recurred to him that his mother
had told him she carried the key in her pocket.

What was he to do? Alive he would not be cap-
tured, and the bandit who hesitated to draw his knife
against his pursuers was a coward. He-himself dreaded
death, and he therefore carefully tried to remove the lock
with his knife. Perhaps he could escape anyhow!

He had just removed two screws, when he heard heavy
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steps coming up the stairs. His pursuers were at hjs
heels.

With the portfolio under his arm and his knife held
aloof in his hand, he waited. A key was inserted in
the lock now, the door opened, and a figure entered the
room.

But it did not proceed far. Benedetto’s knife sank
down and a hot stream of blood squirted into the face
of the murderer, who had struck his victim in the breast.
At the same moment Benedetto felt himself seized by a
hand of iron and thrown down, while a well-known voice
cried in his ear: :

‘“‘Miserable scoundrel, it was your mother—your
mother, and you knew it!”

The man who said this in a voice of thunder was
none other than Anselmo, the galley slave, the ex-priest
who had disgraced his cloth, but who was innocent in
comparison to his comrade Benedetto.

He shook the Corsican like a madman, and continually
repeated the words:

“‘Scoundrel! Murderer! Monster! It is your mother!”

Madame Danglars lay groaning on the floor, the knife
was buried up to the hilt in her breast, and yet she did
not utter a cry as she recognized her murderer. She re-
strained herself with superhuman power, fearing to give
the alarm to Benedetto’s pursuers.

‘‘Benedetto,’’ she faintly whispered, ‘‘you have killed
me—but you did not know it was I, did you? Ob, sir,”
she added, turning to Anselmo, ‘‘leave him alone, he must
escape—quick!"’

Anselmo obeyed. During their desperate ride, he had
been told by the poor mother what Benedetto was to her.

’
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He knew Benedetto would go to the extreme, and his
heart stopped beating as he thought of the unnatural
son! He had urged the horse on at a wild gallop, so
as to bring Benedetto’s mother to the vicarage in safety.
His own safety was of secondary importance to him, when
it was a question of protecting a mother from the knife
of her son. He intended to alarm the house; that
Benedetto would arrive there before them he had not
imagined.

“Sir,”” muttered the baroness, faintly, ‘‘swear to me
that you will let Benedetto escape. Do not pursue him,
and I die peacefully.”

“I swear it,”’ said Anselmo, in a hollow voice.

“Thanks, a thousand thanks! Benedetto, embrace me
and fly.”

The bandit stood as if transfixed, and gazed at the
dying woman, and only when Anselmo touched him by
the arm and drew him to the groaning woman, exclaim-
ing: “Do as she says, or I will kill you,” did he con-
descend to press his forehead to her cold lips.

‘‘Benedetto,”” she whispered faintly.

Her breath ceased—she was dead.

“I have the million,’”’ said Benedetto, after a pause,
‘“‘come!”

Instead of answering, Anselmo tore the knife from out
of the breast of the dead woman and, holding it toward
the son, hissed:

‘*“Go, monster, or I shall break my oath and kill
you."” '

Benedetto hesitated no longer, took the portfolio which
lay on the floor, and bounded down the stairs.
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CHAPTER XIX
ON THE SEA

INCE that eventful evening at the vicarage of Beaus-
S suet eight days have passed. On the evening of
the eighth day a sharp northeast wind blew and
whipped the waves of the Mediterranean Sea so violently
that they rose mountain high and almost buried a small
frigate under their white caps. The captain of the frigate
stood at the helm and hoarsely roared out his commands
to the sailors, but they did not understand him, and when
the storm tore off the mainmast a loud outcry was heard.
The captain was the only one who did not lose his senses.
With his axe he chopped off the remaining pieces of the
mast, and turning to his crew, his face convulsed with
passion, he said:

“Thunder and lightning! what do you mean by dis-
obeying my orders? Iave you got cotton in your
ears P’

‘No, captain,’’ replied the oldest sailor, ‘‘we do not
disobey your orders, but why should we carry them out,
since we are lost anyhow ?'’

As if in confirmation of his words a terrific wind
threw the frigate on its side, and even the captain could
hardly sustain himself on his feet.



112 THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO

““You are miserable cowards,’”’ he cried to the sailors;
‘‘one would imagine you had never seen a storm before!
Do you still remember how the frigate was almost wrecked
off Malta, and yet we saved our lives then P—"

‘“Yes, captain,” interrupted a sailor, ‘‘but that was
different.”

‘‘How so? What do you mean? Open your mouth,
or—"’

“That time we did not have any branded men on
board,” said the sailor, firmly.

‘‘No branded men? Are you mad ?"’

‘‘No, captain; but so long as we have these unhappy
men on board the storm rages, and neither God nor the
devil can save us. Look over there; there he lies on
the floor, and, Jesus, Mary and Joseph!—another such
a crash and we shall be food for the sharks!”

Unconsciously the captain looked in the direction in-
dicated. A man, whose face could not be seen, lay flat
on the vessel, his arms nervously clutching a package
enveloped in a piece of sail-cloth. Now and then a
tremor ran through his frame. He was apparently greatly
frightened.

““What's the matter with the man?” asked the cap-
tain, grufily.

““When he came on board at St. Tropez he was cov-
ered with blood, and—'"

‘‘Well, what then ?” }

‘*Well, his hair is shaved clean to the skin, as if
he just came from the Bagnio.” ]

“‘One would think,’’ exclaimed the captain, loudly,
“you are all saints. Do you remember, Pietro, what
you had done before I shipped you?"
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“Bah! 1 killed a Custom House officer, that is no
crime.”

*So, and what was the matter with you, Rosario?”

‘“‘Captain,’”’ answered Rosario, proudly, ‘‘you ought to
know what a vendetta is.” . :

“Didn’t I say so? You are all as innocent as newborn
babes. You ought to be ashamed of yourselves.”

In spite of his apparent indifference, the captain felt
inwardly uneasy, and the sailors’ statements appeared to
him to be well founded.

About four days before, as the frigate lay at anchor
at St. Tropez, a man had approached the captain and
offered him three thousand francs if bhe would take him
along and land him on the Italian coast. Gennaro, the
captain and owner of a smuggling vessel, did not hesitate
long. Three thousand francs was a large sum, and as the
passenger paid cash he overlooked certain things which
he might otherwise have mnoticed. The closely shaved
head pointed to a former galley slave, but as he con-
ducted himself well on board and kept out of every one’s
way, the captain no longer thought about it.

The sailors, however, thought differently. With that
superstition peculiar to Italians, they blamed the strange
passenger for all the mishaps which had befallen the ves-
sel since the ‘‘Shaven Redhead,” as they called him, had
come on board the vessel. On the first night a sudden
storm carried away the rudder, on the second day one of
the planks near the helm split, and the storm kept on
increasing, finally reaching such a height that even Gen-
naro, the veteran sailor, could not remember to have ever
seen one like it.

The boatswain now approached Gennaro.
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“Well, Mello,”" said the captain, trying to appear in-
different, ‘‘do you also think the frigate is lost because
the branded man is on board ?'’

“Yes,”” replied Mello, briefly, ‘‘if God does not per-
form a miracle.”

At this moment a terrific crash was heard, and with
loud cries the sailors rushed on deck.

‘A waterspout; we are sinking!'' they exclaimed,
terror-stricken. ‘‘Help, captain, help!”

Immense waves of water poured over the deck and
tore away part of the stern, making a deep hole in the
frigate, which rapidly filled with water.

““To the pumps, men!” exclaimed Gennaro—‘'‘to the
pumps!”

This time his command was immediately obeyed. The
feeling of self-protection was stronger than their super-
stition, and the sailors were soon hard at work at the
pumps. %

Only two persons remained behind.

‘‘Pietro,” said ome of them to the other, ‘‘are you
anxious to swallow water ?'’

* Corpo di Dio, no!'"”

‘“‘How do you expect to save yourself ?”’

*‘Oh, there is still a remedy!”

The men exchanged knowing looks, and then one of
them whispered:

“Be careful; do not let the captain hear of it; he
might hinder us.”’

“He would be foolish enough to do so. We are head-
ing straight for Elba, on the rocks of which we will be
hopelessly dashed, if we do not take our steps beforehand.
Let me attend to it as soon as she lies in the water.”
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As he said this, he looked toward the stranger, who
was still lying motionless on the deck.

“Comrade,” said Pietro to the stranger, ‘‘are you
aware that we are sinking?"’

A look of horror met the speaker, and then Bene-
detto, for it was he, said:

“Is there no rescue possible ?’

*“Oh, yes; with money you can do anything.”

“Then rescue me, and I will pay you what you ask.”

“‘Then listen. The frigate has but one boat. Follow
us and make no noise. We will get into the boat and
push off. For the rest, may God look out.”

Benedetto nodded. When had he ever said no to
any deviltry ?

With staggering steps he followed the two sailors.

‘‘Here!"’ exclaimed Pietro.

Benedetto could not see his hands before his eyes and
blindly followed his guides. Suddenly he felt himself
grasped by strong arms, and the next minute he was
hurled headlong into the sea. The sailors had thrown
him overboard to save the ship! ‘

The package enveloped in sail cloth, and which con-
tained his fortune, the wretch firmly clasped.

The waves threw him here and there. He lost con-
sciousness. Suddenly he came to; a wave had thrown
him upon a rock, and his forehead struck violently on
a sharp stone. A dark stream of blood flowed over the
pale face of the parricide, and heaving a deep sigh he
lost consciousness anew.
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CHAPTER XX
MONTE-CRISTO

HE storm had subsided and the stars shone clear
and bright upon the softly rippling sea as a yacht
plowed swiftly through the blue waters. A man

enveloped in a long cloak leaned with folded arms against
the railing and thoughtfully peered into the stream. Ie
shuddered slightly as a small white hand was softly laid
upon his arm. The next minute, however, he grasped
the hand, pressed it to his lips, and gazed tenderly with
his sparkling eyes, which shone like dark stars, upon a
handsome young woman.

The young woman wore the costume of the inhabitants
of Epirus; the fine white silk dress, which inclosed the
slim, beautifully shaped form, looked like freshly fallen
snow, and the embroidered flowers on her broad belt
could hardly be distinguished from real plants.

“My darling,”’ said the man softly, as he pressed
a kiss upon the raven-black hair.

*“Oh, how I love you, my friend, my husband,” she
whispered in the same tone.

“Did the storm frighten you, Haydee?' asked the
man anxiously.

“I am never frightened when you are near me,” the
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pretty Greek laughingly replied; ‘‘you ought to know
me better.’’

‘“Nature, Haydee, is sometimes stronger than the will
of man.”

“But God supervises the actions of nature, as he does
the hearts of men,”” said Haydee, casting a look full of
childish confidence at the starry sky.

‘“Are you aware, Haydee, that we shall reach our
destination in an hour?”

“Yes, and when we land at Monte-Cristo you will
tell me the story of your life, and I shall then find out
the nature of the sorrow you have undergone.”’

‘‘Haydee, the sorrow belongs to the past; the future
at your side has in store for me only joy and happiness.
From your pure lips the sentence, whether I am to be
damned or saved, must come.’’

At this moment an old sailor approached them and
in a tone of awe said:

“‘Count, are we going to Monte-Cristo ?"’

‘“Yes, Jacopo; you and your men stay on board,
while Bertuccio and Ali accompany us. We shall only
stay a few hours. Send Ali to me, and see to it that
the yacht reaches its destination soon.” )

Jacopo bowed, and shortly afterward Ali appeared.

‘*Ali,”’ said the count, turning to the Nubian, ‘‘have
you carried out my orders?’’

Ali folded his arms across his breast and nodded his
head.

*‘And you know that your life is at stake?”

Ali again nodded.

“Good; you can go.” .

“You frighten me,’”’ saild Haydee, clinging to the
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count. ‘‘Ali is so devoted to you, and if we should
lose him—"'

‘‘Have no fear, child; we will not lose him if he does
his duty.”

Like lightning the Ice Bird—for such was the name
of the yacht—flew over the hot waves, which were
bathed in the first rays of the morning sun, and soon
the rude rocks of the island of Monte-Cristo were in
view of the travellers. Haydee stood leaning against
her husband's shoulder, and watched the play of the
glistening waves, while before Monte-Cristo’s eyes the
past rose like a vision.

Ten years before, in February, 1829, Jacopo had
taken him, who had passed fourteen long years in the
Chateau d'If, into his service. Caderousse, Ferdinand,
Danglars, and Villefort had been his enemies, and now
justice had overtaken all of them. The treasure of the
Abbe Faria had placed Edmond Dantes in a position to
play an important part in the world as the Count of
Monte-Cristo, and, now that he saw his plans realized,
and the traitors punished, Monte-Cristo felt his soul
stirred by doubts. Faria had intended to establish the
unity of Italy with the legendary wealth of the Spadas.
Later on he had given his treasure to Edmond Dantes
to do with as he pleased; like the angel with the fiery
sword, Monte-Cristo had punished the guilty, and now—

‘‘Count,”” said Bertuccio, ‘‘we shall land directly.
Have you any new order for me?”

*No, Bertuccio; you know my orders for Ali; they
suffice.”

Bertuccio departed, and immediately afterward the
ship came to anchor.
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The count laid his arm on the shoulder of the pretty
Greek, and tenderly led her to the boat in waiting. Ali
and Bertuccio followed, and the little vessel, driven by
four strong oarsmen, flew like an arrow through the
water.

The boat soon reached the beach, and Monte-Cristo
carried Haydee in his arms to land. He motioned to
Bertuccio and Ali, and, turning to the sailors, said:

“Come back for us in two hours.”

The bark disappeared, and Monte-Cristo walked in the
direction of the grotto. Haydee followed him, feeling
as if she were entering some sanctuary, since it was at
Monte-Cristo that she became the wife of the man whom
she loved above everything else in the world.

The count divined the young woman’s thoughts and
drawing her toward him, he whispered: ‘‘My darling, at
this place you became mine. To-day I wish to hear
from your own lips whether I really deserve my hap-
piness.”’

The subterranean palace housed the travellers. Fra-
grant perfumes filled the magnificent halls, and in the
light of the wax candles the gold and silver service
shone with fairy-like splendor.

Monte-Cristo conducted Haydee to a charming boudoir;
her feet sank in wavy carpets, and after she had seated
herself with incomparable grace on a divan, the count
stood beside her and proceeded to relate the story of
his life. It was a long time before he had finished his
tale. Haydee felt with him the horrors of his prison, she
sobbed as he described the death of Faria, whom he
called his spiritual father, and cried out in terror as she
heard that the cemetery of Chatean d’If was the wide
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sea! Then he had dug out Faria's treasure. How rich
he thought himself then, and how poor he was at the
moment when he set foot on the land and heard that
his father had died of starvation, and that Mercedes, his
bride, had forgotten him and. married the man who had
betrayed him.

He had sworn then that he would revenge himself
and punish all those who had sinned against him.
Villefort, Caderousse, Danglars and Morcerf had sue-
cumbed to him, and he could now triumphantly exclaim:
“I am your master; I have punished all of you as you
have deserved.”

“Haydee,’" said Monte-Cristo finally, ‘“‘what is your
decision ?”’

*‘That you have fulfilled the mission which God has
placed in your hands according to his wish and desire.
God was with you, for you have dealt out justice,’’ ex-
claimed Haydee, her eyes sparkling.

**And now, Haydee—now—"

“Now justice is satisfied and you will become merci-
ful,” whispered the young woman softly.

“I wish to do so, Haydee, so help me God; for each
act of revenge I will place a good deed in the eternal
scales, and the years which still remain to me shall be
devoted to the noblest aims of humanity. I—"

Suddenly Monte-Cristo paused, a slight motion from
Ali showed that something unexpected had happened,
and, hastily drawing Haydee with him, he left the
grotto.

““What's the matter, Ali?"’ he asked, turning to the
Nubian, who stood uneasily on a sharp ledge of the
rock.
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Ali threw himself at full length on the ground and
closed his eyes.

‘“Ahl” exclaimed the count, ‘‘you have a man on
this rock ?"’ '

Ali nodded gleefully.

‘“And do you know who he is?”’

Ali's look expressed doubt. He put his hand to his
forehead and shook his head to indicate that his memory
had deserted him.

‘‘Is the man wounded ?’

“Yes,”” nodded Ali.

“Dead ?’’

*No,” shaking his head.

‘But he i3 not able to move?”’

Ali's face lighted up again when he saw he was
understood.

‘‘Haydee,’’ said the count, turning to his wife, ‘I
look upon it as a good sign that God has permitted me
at this minute to do an act of charity. Remain here,
while I go with Ali to save the poor fellow.”

“I shall accompany you,”” said Haydee, pleadingly;
‘‘let me take part in your good deeds.”

“Then come, my darling,” said Monte-Cristo, in
whose eye a tear glistened, and they both followed
Ali, who hurried toward the beach.

As they passed by the entrance to the grotto, Haydee
noticed that Bertuccio was making a hole in the rock
with his pickaxe.

‘“What is Bertuceio doing?'’ asked Haydee, curi-
ously.

“You shall find out later on,” replied the count, and,

turning to Bertuccio, he asked in a low voice:
Vol. 27—(6)
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“Is the work nearly finished ?"’

‘‘Almost, count. I have just one thing more to do,
and as soon as you give the sign, all will be over.”

“Very well, Bertuccio, and now follow us.”

The Corsican looked wonderingly at the count, and,
taking his pick in his hand, walked behind. When they
had reached the rear part of the little island, Ali paused
and pointed to a rock which projected into the sea.

Monte-Cristo’s eyes followed the Nubian's direction,
and he recognized a human body lying at full length
upon a rock. The face was turned aside, and a dark
pool of blood indicated a wound. The man’s right hand
convulsively clutched a package. With a bound Monte-
Cristo had reached the side of the motionless man, and
taking him in his strong arms, he carried him to a small
grass plot and carefully laid him down.

*“Al,”" he ordered, ‘‘run to the grotto and get some
rum. Do not lose a minute, it is a question of life and
death.”’

The Nubian departed, and Monte-Cristo laid his hand
upon the wounded man's breast.

“‘He still lives,”” he exclaimed, breathing more freely,
“and with God’s help we will save him.”

Suddenly a terrible ery was heard behind him, and
Bertuccio stammeringly exclaimed:

‘Oh, sir, it is the wretch, the murderer! Do you not
recognize him ?"’

The count bent over the wounded man, and washing
the blood from his face he exclaimed in horror:

“Really, it is Benedetto!”

‘“‘Back, sir,”’ cried Bertuccio in a rage, as he swung
his pickaxe, ‘‘I will crush the viper's skull.”
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The pick cleaved through the air, but before it de-
scended on Benedetto’s head, the count had grasped
it, and with a powerful movement hurled it into the
sea.

“Bertuccio,”’ he said coldly, ‘‘what right have you
to play the judge in my presence?”’

*Oh, sir, pardon. Anger overcame me. Benedetto
burned Assunta, my sister-in-law and his foster mother,
so as to get her money; he only lived from robbery and
murder. "’

‘“He is a man, he must be saved.”

Ali came now with the rum. The count poured a
few drops into Benedetto’s throat, Haydee rubbed his
temples, and in a few minutes the wretch uttered a deep
sigh and his lips moved, though his eyes still remained
closed.

The count examined the wound.

‘‘He will live,”” he said decisively. ‘*‘The wound is
not dangerous.”

“It would be better for society if he died,”’ hissed
Bertuccio. i

‘‘Bertuccio,”” said the count sternly, ‘‘get some water
and wash out this wound.”,

‘‘But, count, 1"’

“‘Yes, you! Kither you obey, or we shall separate.’

Bertuccio hurried away and soon returned with some
water. He trembled with rage, as he washed Benedetto’s
wound, but he did not dare to say a word.

Haydee had in the meantime loosened a cord from
the package and discovered a small oaken box, which
she tried in vain to open. The count noticed it, and
after he had carefully examined the lock, he murmured:
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“I will try to open it with my key.”

He really succeeded in doing it. The cover flew
open, and the count could not repress a cry of surprise
when he saw the pile of gold and bank-notes.

““Count,”” said Bertuccio, approaching, ‘‘he is open-
ing his eyes.”

“Did he recognize you ?"”’

*‘Oh, no, he is still confused.”’

“So much the better. Keep yourself at a distance.
He will recover.”

‘“What is this?”’ exclaimed Bertuccio, catching a
glimpse of the contents of the box. ‘It must be the
spoils of some new robbery.”

‘Undoubtedly,”’ said the count; ‘‘but, stay, there is
a letter under these bank-notes which might clear up
the mystery.”’ i

“My son,”” ran the letter, ‘‘I will send this letter to
you on the eve of my departure from France. You have
forgiven me. To-morrow I shall see you for the last
time. May God be with you and place you under his
protection. Your mother, H. D.”

Monte-Cristo shuddered.

‘“Hermine Danglars,’’ he muttered to himself. ‘‘Poor,
poor woman!”’

Shoving Bertuccio aside, he bent over Benedetto, and
said, in a voice which penetrated the deepest depths of
the soul:

‘““Benedetto, hear me!”’

A shiver ran through the wretch, but the dark eyes
remained closed.

‘‘Benedetto,”” continued Monte-Cristo, sternly, ‘‘you
have killed your mother. Shame upon you, parricide.”
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This time Benedetto opened his eyes in terror, and
in a faint voice murmured:

“My mother! Yes, yes. Mercy!”

Monte-Cristo rose. His gaze met that of Bertuccio,
in which he read a silent question.

‘““Are you still going to be charitable?”’ asked Ber-
tuccio’s eye. ‘‘The wretch has murdered the mother who
bore him? Does he deserve mercy ?”’

Just then a merry sailor-song was heard. The bark
of the Ice Bird appeared on the beach to fetch the
passengers. i

“Jacopo,”’ exclaimed Monte-Cristo aloud, ‘‘listen!”

Jacopo stood up in the bark, and looked closely at
the count, who called out some words in Maltese dialect
to him.

Immediately a sailor jumped from the bark into the
sea and swam toward the Ice Bird, while Jacopo with
the two other sailors jumped on land. i

‘‘Bring some provisions from the grotto,”’ ordered
the count.

Jacopo and Ali did as they were told, and while the
sailors carried the provisions to the bark, the count whis-
pered a few words to the Nubian. Ali approached the
wounded man, and, taking him in his strong arms, he
carried him to the bark and placed him on the floor of
the same. The count then took the box and threw it
near Benedetto; he then took Haydee's arm in his own
and went back with her, while Ali plunged into the
water up to his waist and laid hold of the bark.

‘‘Benedetto,”” cried the count aloud, ‘‘you have blas-
phemed God. You have trodden under foot all human
and divine laws. Men cannot punish you; may God
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weigh guilt and punishment with each other! Ali, do
your duty.’

Alj, with a powerful movement, pushed the bark from
the shore. The tide seized the light vessel, and in a
short while it disappeared from the horizon.

“Oh, count,”” stammered Bertuccio, beside himself,
‘‘you have given him his life.”

“If Almighty God wishes him to be saved, let it be
so. He has the right to punish and forgive,”” replied
the count, solemnly.

The yacht was now approaching the shore, in obedi-
ence to the command the sailor had brought, and, with
Haydee and the seaman, the count got on board, and
solemnly said: -

‘‘Bertuccio and Ali, do your duty!”’

Haydee looked wonderingly at her husband; he took
her head in his hands and earnestly said:

“My darling, I bury the past at this hour—the grot-
toes of Monte-Cristo are no more.”

A column -of fire rose from the island—a loud report
was heard, and the treasure chamber of the Cardinal
Spada was annihilated.

Ali and Bertuccio hurried to the yacht, and the Ice
Bird flew with all sails toward the open sea.

“Oh, darling,” whispered Haydee, blushing deeply,
‘‘you have been merciful, and 1 thank you doubly for
it. What you do for your fellow-men God will return
to your child. Yes, I speak the truth. God has given
me the great happiness to become a mother. Kiss me,
my beloved.”
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CHAPTER XXI1
WITH THE PANDURS

N THE {forties, Signora Aurora Ventelli was the owner
l of a place near the Scala, at Milan, called the Casino.
The Casino was the meeting-place of the Austrian
officers, for at that time the old Lombardian city was
garrisoned by Austrians, under the special command of
Marshal Radetzky.

Count Joseph Wenzel Radetzky is a celebrated his-
torical personage, and the words of a contemporary:
‘‘Radetzky is a great hunter before the Lord; he drives
the people before him like the hunter game,’’ describe
him sufliciently. If Radetzky was a tyrant, his officers
were a torture to Italy, and it often happened that the
Bohemian and Croatian officers whipped women and chil-
dren on the open streets, or else ran a dagger through
the body of some peaceful citizen.

Aurora Ventelli, however, enjoyed the protection of
the Austrian policel What the services were that she
rendered the State is not known; but, nevertheless, the
“‘handsome Aurora,”’ as she was called, was in great
favor at police headquarters. The eating at the Casino
was celebrated, the wines were second to none, and dice
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and cards were provided for the ‘‘spiritual’”’ amusement
of the guests.

An Italian was seldom seen in the Casino, and those
that came were generally those who had taken to the
Austrian army.

On the night of the 15th to the 16th of March, 1848,
lively scenes were being enacted in the Casino, and nei-
ther Aurora Ventelli herself nor old Major Bartolomeo
Batto, who was one of the regular customers at the
place, could restrain the excited guests.

“What is going on at Vienna, Lieutenant Pasky ?”
asked a young officer. ‘‘Have the riots there any im-
portance ?”’

*No, thank God,” replied the lieutenant; ‘‘the canaille
will soon be brought to their senses.’’

“H'm, if the emperor would only be strict,’”’ said
another.

‘“Ah, bah! the mob has no importance.’’

‘And the cannons generally prove it.”’

“‘Comrades,”” said an elderly officer, approaching the
group, ‘‘I think the affair is serious.”’

“How so? What has happened ?”’

““Well, the emperor has made concessions.”

‘‘But that would be a shame.”

“They want to repeal the censorship—"

“That’s good. The newspapers could then print what
they pleased.’’

““The new press-bill is said to be very liberal.”

‘“A bullet and a rope are the best laws.”

‘‘Besides that, the delegates of the German kingdom
and the Lombardian-Venetian kingdom are going to be
called in—"'
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A storm of anger rose, and a rough Austrian noble-
man, Hermann von Kirchstein, passionately exclaimed:

“Comrades, the emperor can do what he wishes, but
we shall do what we wish, and if the Italians make
a move we shall crush them.”

As if to add strength to his words, Herr von Kirch-
stein crushed the wineglass he held in his hand, amid
the applause of his comrades.

“Bravo!"’ they ecried.

Count Hermann looked proudly about and said:

*Only as late as yesterday I bhad an opportunity to
show the Milanese who is master here.”

“Tell us, comrade; tell us all about it,”’ came from
all sides.

““Well, last evening, about six o’clock, I was going
across the Piazza Fontana, when two confounded Italians
—a lady about forty years of age, dressed in deep mourn-
ing, and a young sixteen-year-old boy—approached me.
They took one side of the pavement and did not stir to
let me pass. I was walking along smoking a cigar, and
did not look up; the lady did not move, and you can
understand—""’

The count made a gesture signifying that the lady had
lost her balance, and, amid the coarse laughter of his
comrades, he continued:

“I went ahead, but the young booby ran after me,
cursed me, and tore my cigar out of my mouth. I drew
my sword, but the woman clutched my arm and cried:
‘You killed the father on the 8d of January, on the
Corsa dei Servi—spare the son.’

‘““With my sword,”” continued Count Hermann, ‘I
struck the woman over the hands until she let go
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of my arm, and then I broke the young fellow’s skull
The people crowded around, and the police arrived, to
whom I told the affair.”

“Did the dastardly wretch lie dead on the ground?”
asked a young officer.

*“No, the police took him away; but after the expla-
nations I gave, I think he must be tried at once; in
urgent cases a criminal can be hanged inside of twenty-
four hours.”

‘‘ Antonio Balbini was strangled this morning, and
nailed to the wall of the prison,/’ said a deep voice,
suddenly.

Every one turned toward the speaker, who continued
in a calm voice:

““As I tell you, Count Hermann—nailed to the wall.
Ah, we have splendid methods here to humiliate the
mob. About eight days ago two traitors were fried
in hot oil, and if they are to be buried alive a la
proviguere—'"

‘“What is that?’’ asked a captain, sipping sorbet.

“What? You don’t kmow what that is?"’ said the
first speaker, in hard metallic tones. ‘‘One would think
you had just come from another world.”

The speaker was an Italian, about thirty years of age,
of extraordinary beauty. Deep black, sparkling eyes
lighted np the finely-chiselled features, and perfect white
teeth looked from under the fresh rosy lips and raven
black mustache.

The Marquis Aslitta was since two months in Milan,
and, as was said, had formerly lived at Naples. He care-
fully refrained from meeting his countrymen, and appeared
to be a faithful servant of foreign tyrants.
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While he spoke the officers appeared to feel uncom-
fortable, and if they laughed, it sounded forced and
unnatural.

“To come back to the proviguere,’’ said Aslitta, laugh-
ing loudly. ‘‘The prisoners are chained, their legs are
broken, and they are hurled head foremost into a pit
about four feet deep. Then the pit is filled with dirt,
leaving the legs exposed up to the knees. It recalls
little trees and looks comical.’

Aslitta laughed again; but, singular thing, the laugh
sounded like long-drawn sobs.

Count Hermann felt his hair stand on end.

“Let us play cards,”” he .proposed; but before his
comrades could say anything, a thunderous noise came
from the direction of the Scala, mingled with loud
cries.

“Long live La Luciola! Long live Italy!”

The officers hurried out. As soon as the hall was
cleared, Aslitta strode toward Major Bartolomeo, and
whispered in his ear:

“To-night in the little house on the Porta Tessina."
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CHAPTER XXII
THE QUEEN OF FLOWERS

HE Italians have always been born musicians, and
in Milan, too, there are plenty of artists. Among
the latter, Maestro Ticellini occupied the first

place. He had a great deal of talent, wrote charming
cavatinas, and his songs were much sought after. He
had not composed an opera as yet; and what was the
cause of this? Simply because he could find no fitting
libretto; the strict censorship always had something to
say, and the most innocent verses were looked upon
as an insult to his majesty, the emperor.

Since a few weeks Ticellini was in a state of great
excitement. Salvani, the impresario of the Secala and a
friend of Ticellini, had engaged La Luciola, the star of
the opera at Naples, for Milan, and the maestro had not
been able to find a libretto.

Dozens of text books had been sent back by the cen-
sor; the subjects out of the old and new history were
looked down upon, because in all of them allusions were
made to tyrants and oppressed people, and while La
Luciola achieved triumphs each evening in the operas
of Bellini and Donizetti, Ticellini grew desperate.

One night as he returned to his home in the Via de
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Monte an unexpected surprise awaited him. Hig faithful
gervant stood in front of the door and triumphantly
waved a roll of paper before his eyes. Ticellini indif-
ferently unrolled the package, but suddenly he broke
into a cry of joy. He held a libretto in his trembling
hands.

Shutting himself in his room, Ticellini flew over the
manuscript. He did not notice that the binding which
held the libretto was tricolored. And yet they were the
Italian colors, white, green and red, the tricolor which
was looked down upon. '

The title already pleased the maestro. It was *‘The
Queen of Flowers.”” The verses were very lucid and
melodious, and the subject agreeable. The queen of
flowers was the rose, which loved a pink, whereas the
pink was enamored of a daisy. After many entanglings
the allegory closed with the union of the pink and the
daisy, and the rose generously blessed the bond. All was
joy and happiness, and as soon as Ticellini had finished
reading, he began to compose.

The part of the daisy was made for the high soprano
of La Luciola, the pink must be sung by Signor Tino,
the celebrated baritone, and Signora Ronita, the famous
contralto, would secure triu'mphs as the rose. The subor-
dinate characters were soon filled, and the next morning,
when Ticellini breathlessly hurried to Salvani, he was in
a position to lay the outline of the opera before him.

Salvani, of course, was at first distrustful, but after
he assured himself that there was nothing treasonable in
it, he put the manuseript in his pocket and went to see
the censor. 4

The censor received Salvani cordially, and taking his
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ominous red pencil in his hand, he glanced over the
libretto. But no matter how much he sought, he could
not find a single libellous sentence, and at the end of an
hour Salvani was able to bring his friend the news that
the performance of the opera was allowed.

Ticellini was overjoyed; he worked night and day, and
at the end of a week he appeared before Salvani, wav-
ing the completed score triumphantly in the air.

While the two friends were sitting at the piano, and
Ticellini marked several songs and duets, a knock was
heard.

‘‘No one can enter,’”’ said Salvani, springing up; “‘we
wish to be alone.”’

*Oh, how polite!’”’ exclaimed a clear, bright voice,
and as Salvani and Ticellini looked up in surprise they
uttered a cry of astonishment:

“Luciolal!”

La Luciola was very beautiful. She was slim and tall,
about twenty-seven years of age, with beautiful black
hair and finely-formed features. Her almond-shaped eyes
were likewise dark, but had a phosphorescent gleam,
which gave her the name of Luciola, or the fire-fly.
She was dressed in a red satin dress, and wore a
jaunty black felt hat. There was quite a romantic le-
gend connected with the pretty girl: no one knew from
what country she came, since she spoke all the European
tongues with equal facility, and steadfastly refused to say
a word about the land of her birth. She possessed the
elegance of a Parisian, the grace of a Creole, and the vi-
vacity of an Italian. Her real name was unknown. She
was called the heroine of several romantic adventures,
though no one could say which one of her numerous
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admirers she preferred. La Luciola appeared to have no
heart.

Very often La Luciola, dressed in men’s clothes, would
cross. the Neapolitan plains, accompanied by her only
friend, a tender, tall blonde. The latter was just as mod-
est as La Luciola was audacious, and she clung to the
proud Amagzon like the ivy to the oak.

A few days before her departure from Naples, a Croa-
tian officer had insulted her, and instead of asking a gen-
tleman of her acquaintance to revenge the coarse remark,
she herself sought the ruffian, dressed in men’s clothes,
and boxed his ears as he sat in a café. Amid the laugh-
ter of his comrades the officer left the café, and La Luciola
triumphed. :

Such was the person upon whom the fate of the new
opera depended, for she reigned supreme at the Scala, and
Salvani as well as Ticellini knew this.

While they were both meditating how to secure the
Luciola in the easiest way, the songstress said:

“My visit seems to be unwelcome to the gentle-
men ?"’

“Unwelcome ?’" repeated Salvani. ‘‘Signora, what are
you thinking of ? On the contrary, we were just speak-
ing about you and wishing you were here.’’

‘‘Flatterer,”” said La Luciola, laughing, and pointing
her finger warningly at him. '

“No, signora, Salvani says the truth,” Ticellini said,
earnestly. « “ We wish to ask a great favor of you.”

“That is excellent. I also come to ask for a favor,”
replied the diva, springing up hurriedly. ‘‘You speak
first, and then you shall hear what brought me to
your office.”
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*‘Oh, signora,’” said Ticellini, crossing his hands and
falling on one knee, ‘“‘my fate lies in your hands.”

“That sounds quite tragical! One would imagine I
was Marshal Radetzky. But are you ever going to tell
me what is the matter ?”

“We—I—"" began Salvani, stammering.

“My dear impresario,’’ interrupted La Luciola, laugh-
ing, ‘‘let us make short work of it. I will tell you why
I came, and, in the meantime, you can collect your
thoughts. Well, then, I am growing tired at La Scala;
Donizetti, Bellini, and whatever other names your great
composers bear, are very good fellows, but, you know,
toujours perdrix.’’

“Well—and—"' asked Salvani, breathlessly, as the
diva paused.

“Well, I must have a new rdle in a new opera or
I shall run away,” said La Luciola, firmly.

Both men uttered a cry of joy. Luciola looked from
one to the other and finally said:

“Does my demand embarrass you?"’

“No, luck alone makes us dumb. We intended, sig-
nora, to ask you to-day to take a part in a new opera.’’

“Is it possible?"! exclaimed La Luciola, clapping her
hands with joy. ‘Who is the composer of the new
opera? Gioberto, Palmerelli, or perhaps you, Ticellini?
But stay! before we go any further, I make one con-
dition: the subject must not be tragical.’’ .

‘‘Oh, tragic opera has long since gone out of fashion.

“Thank God, you have the same opinion as I. What
I should like now would be a spectacular piece, an al-
legory or something like it—pretty music and bright
verses.’’
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‘‘Oh, signora!”’ exclaimed Ticellini, joyfully, ‘I have
got what you want. The new opera is called the ‘Queen
of Flowers.””’

‘“What a pretty title!”’

“Your part will be that of the daisy.”

‘‘Beautiful, beautifull”

“Permit me to play you the first cavatina.”

Ticellini hurried to the piano and began to play.

Luciola listened attentively and nodded satisfaction as
Ticellini sung the verses.

‘““That will do,”” she said. *Get everything ready for
the rehearsals; I shall sing the part.’

She went out, and the next day the rehearsals began
for the new opera, the first performance of which was
to take place on the 15th of May, 1848.
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CHAPTER XXIII
GREEN, WHITE AND RED

HE night of the 15th of May arrived, and both
T Salvani and Ticellini were very mnervous about
the first performance of the ‘‘Queen of Flowers.”
La Luciola was certainly the pet of the public, but the
situation at Milan was such that it was a question whether
the performance at the Scala would receive any attention.
Even the day before, there had been very little call for
tickets, and Salvani, who had spared no expense to mount
the new opera properly, had awful dreams on the night
of the 14th about deficits and bankruptey.

At length, on the morning of the 15th, the demand
became heavier, and after a few boxes had been taken,
a negro appeared at the box-office about eleven o’clock,
and pointed at a pack of tickets.

‘“ Ah—your master desires a box ?"’ asked Salvani, who
did not disdain on special days to take charge of the
box-office.

The negro laughed, so that the impresario could won-
der at his white teeth, and shook his head, pointing once
more at the tickets.

“You want two boxes, perhaps?"

Again the negro shook his head.
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*Three boxes?"’

NG

“My God, are you dumb ?”

An expressive look from the Nubian confirmed the
insinuation. He put a roll of bank-notes on the pack-
age, and made a motion as if he wished to put the
latter in his pocket.

“Do you want to buy the whole package?’ asked
Salvani, breathlessly.

“Yes,”” nodded the negro.

The impresario looked doubtingly at him, and said:

‘‘But that is eleven boxes on the first tier, each of
which costs fifty lire—''

‘Yes.”

“Twenty-two boxes on the third tier, at thirty-six
lire; and all the boxes on the fourth tier, thirty boxes
at twenty-five lire.’

Again the Nubian nodded. Salvam began to reckon,
and excitedly exclaimed:

““But that is impossible. Are you aware that this is
a matter of 2,848 lire ?”’

‘Without hesitating, the negro laid the sum of 38,000
lire in bank-notes on the window and put the tickets
in his pocket. Thereupon he drew his arm under that
of the impresario and pointed to the stage.

“I do not understand,”’ stammered Salvani. ‘‘You
want to go on the stage?"’

“Yes.”

“Then follow me."

Salvani walked down a small stairway and soon stood,
with the negro, on the dimly lighted stage. The Nubian
walked in front of the prompter’s box and pointed so
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expressively toward the parterre and the parquet, that
the impresario at once knew what he wanted.

“You want to buy the rest of the seats unsold ?’’ he
hastily asked.

“Yes:

‘“The places cost originally five, four and three
lire.”

ERYesh's

“Well, I would be a fool if I did not take a hand

in.” :
Before the Nubian had departed, he had purchased
all of the seats still to be had, for the round sum
of 6,000 lire, and with head proudly erect he strode
through the streets.

‘When Ticellini appeared, Salvani triumphantly pointed
to the pile of bank-notes, and when the maestro anxiously
remarked that he thought it must be a trick of one of
his rivals to ruin him, the impresario coolly said:

“Ticellini, would you be able to raise 6,000 lire to
annihilate Gioberto and Palmerelli ?”’

The composer was silent. This kind of logic con-
vinced him. e

When the eventful evening came, the Scala looked
magnificent.

For the first time since the Austrian occupation, all
the aristocratic ladies appeared in full dress. Salvani,
as well as the maestro, looked wonderingly at the audi-
ence. Very soon, however, their wonder changed to
curiosity, for the toilets of the ladies were arranged in
a peculiar way. Some were dressed entirely in green
satin, with green leaves in their hair; others wore red
satin, with red roses, and others again white satin and



THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO 141

white flowers; and then the ladies were grouped together
in such a way that the tricolor green, white and red
always appeared. Ticellini was a patriot from head to
foot, and his heart beat loudly when he saw the Italian
tricolor.

What could it all mean? A revolution? That would
destroy all chances of the success of his opera, but Ticel-
lini did not think of himself, when the fatherland was
in question, and he enthusiastically hummed the first
lines of the national hymn:

“Chi per la patria muore
Vessuto ha assai!”

(He who has died for his country has lived long enough.)

The parquet and balcony were filled with students,
and only one proscenium box was still empty.

A murmur ran through the theatre; the door of the
proscenium box was opened and three persons entered it.

A tall, majestic man, whose dark locks inclosed a
pale face, led a lady of extraordinary beauty. He was
dressed in a frock suit, the lady in purple silk, with a
white sash. A diadem of sparkling emeralds ornamented
the finely shaped head, and on her neck and arms dia-
monds of the purest water shone.

A remarkably handsome child, a boy about eight or
nine years, took a seat between the lady and gentleman,
and it only needed a casual look upon the features of
the youth to recognize him as the son of the pair. The
box just -opposite to them was Radetzky’s, and was oc-
cupied by his adjutant. - Observant of everything which
looked like a manifestation or a demonstration, they



142 THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO

threw threatening glances at the color constellation, and
the confidant of Radetzky immediately sent for Salvani.

The impresario appeared, excited and trembling. Sup-
pose the adjutant should forbid the performance?

**What does this mean ?"’ the officer angrily exclaimed.
‘‘Have you noticed the three colors?”

“Your Excellency, I—"

“Well, are you going to answer me?"’

“Will your excellency condescend to take a look over
the house—"’

At the same moment, as Salvani had entered the box,
the gentleman in the opposite box had arisen and placed
a light blue band over the lady’s shoulders. Simulta-
neously all the other ladies in the house threw sashes
over their shoulders; yellow, blue, black, and brown
were the colors which met the astonished gaze of the
adjutant, and he grumblingly said:

‘“Wait, canaille, I will not be deceived.”

Salvani had hurriedly left. The first notes of the
overture ran through the house, and loud applause was
heard. This time, too, the gentleman in the proscenium
box gave the signal for the applause, but no one ap-
peared to notice it.

Ticellini hurried to La Luclolas dressing-room. The
diva was already dressed for her part, and looked so
transcendently beautiful that the maestro held his
breath.

““Well, maestro,”” said the diva, laughing, ‘‘do I
please: you, and do you think the opera will be a
success ?”’

*“Oh, signora, I have never doubted it, since you con-
sented to take the part of Marguerite.”
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A dark form came from the rear of the dressing-
room, and the Marquis Aslitta went toward Ticellini.

‘*Let me congratulate you, maestro,’’ he cordially said,
offering Ticellini his hand.

Ticellini hesitated before he took it. Aslitta was
looked upon in Milan as a renegade, and therefore Ticel-
lini was very glad when he was called away. Bidding
good-by to the diva, he hurried back to the stage, and
Aslitta remained alone with Luciola.

‘‘Giorgio,”” whispered Luciola, giving the marquis
her hand, ‘‘the eventful hour has arrived.'

“Thanks, my darling,”’ murmured the young man;
“‘you are staking your existence to save my country—
a whole life would not suffice to reward you.”

Luciola threw herself into the outstretched arms of
Aslitta.

“You love me, Giorgio?"’

“Dearly; you are my goddess, my all.”

_ “Oh, Giorgio; nothing shall be too difficult for me to
do for you. But go now, the time has come.”’

““And you have forgotten nothing, and will observe
the sign?"’

‘“Be easy, 1 will think of everything.”

“Then farewell; have courage.”

‘“And hope,’”’ added Luciola, kissing Aslitta.

At this moment a heavy hand was laid upon Aslitta’s
shoulder, and a clear voice said:

‘‘Marquis, you should have closed the door.”

Aslitta turned hurriedly about. A man stood in front
of him, whose appearance was very repulsive.

Count San Pietro had short, red-brown hair, and one
of his eyes was always closed; a deep blue scar, reach-



144 THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO

ing from the eye to the left ear, disfigured his otherwise
handsome face in a horrible manner. A diabolical smile
played upon his lips, and Aslitta grew pale as he recog-
nized the count.

La Luciola, measuring the count with a stern look,
said:

‘‘Count, by what right have you come here ?"’

A malicious smile was the answer, and then San
Pietro audaciously said:

*““Who will prevent me from coming in?"’

“II"” exclaimed Luciola, passionately. ‘‘Depart at
once."’

‘“Ah, you are defending the marquis.”

Aslitta was moved to become angry, but he restrained
himself, and laughingly said:

“Why should not others have the right to admire La
Luciola ?”

The diva trembled, but a look from Aslitta gave her
courage, and, trying to appear cool, she said:

‘““Really, count, you frightened me; I hardly recog-
nized youw."

‘“And the marquis has no need to hide; he can leave
that to the conspirators,’”” remarked the count, with a
piercing look.

Aslitta met the gaze fearlessly, and indifferently an-
swered, evading the question:

*‘Count, have you a box for to-night's perform-
ance ?”’

*No, every place was taken when my servant went
to the box-office.”’

“Then do me the honor to take a seat in my
box.”’
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*‘Ah, you were more fortunate than I1.”’

The manager opened the door leading to the stage-
row, and exclaimed:

‘‘Signora, your scene begins.”

“I am coming,”” said Luciola, and, passing by the
gentlemen, she laughingly said:

“*Good-by, and do not forget to applaud.”

As soon as she had gonme, the gentlemen went toward
the auditorium, and on the stairs leading to the boxes
Pietro pansed and hissed:

“*Marquis, you know I shall kill you the first chance
I have.” V

‘‘Really ?’ asked Aslitta; ‘‘have you become so blood-
thirsty all of a sudden ?”’

“No evasions,”’ replied the count.  ‘‘You love Lu-
ciola ?’

*“Why not ?”’

‘“And Luciola loves you ?”’

“I am not vain enough to imagine your statement to
be true.”’

‘‘Beware, marquis,’

“So much the better for you.”

“And in the dungeons of Milan there are cells, in
which patriots are broken on the wheel and forced to
name their accomplices—’’

“Count,” interrupted Aslitta, ‘‘there are also dark
places in Milan, where Italians who betray their country
to the oppressor are shot.”

Stepping into his box, Aslitta closed the door in the
count’s face, and San Pietro was forced to go to the mar-
shal’s box.

As San Pietro took his place, La Luciola just ap-
Vol 27—(7)

' said the count; ‘I have eyes.”’
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peared on the scene; deafening applause greeted her,
and she gratefully bowed.

‘“Colonel,” said San Pietro, turning to the adjutant,
*I bave to give you the name of a traitor.”

‘‘But not now,’’ said the colonel, impatiently; °‘just
listen to that beautiful duet.”’

The duet between the rose and the daisy was magni-
ficently sung. No one noticed, however, that Luciola
threw a look at the gentleman in the proscenium box,
directing his attention to that occupied by Radetzky's
adjutant. The unknown arose, and cast his sparkling
eyes at San Pietro. He then looked down at the stage
again, and La Luciola laughed with satisfaction. The
duet finished amid applause.

‘‘Colonel,” repeated the count again, ‘‘Aslitta con-
spires with the patriots, and—"

*Po-morrow—to-morrow, count.’”

‘To-morrow would be too late.’’

“Then, in the devil’s name, speak now and be done
with it. What do you wish ?"’ ?

“That Aslitta be arrested this evening.’’

““Ah, La Luciola is divine; we must secure her for
Vienna!” exclaimed the colonel, enthusiastically. ‘Will
you arrange it?"’ ;

**What, your excellency ?"

‘‘Are you deaf? We must secure Luciola for Vienna.”

‘‘Have Aslitta arrested, and La Luciola will be a
member of the Vienna Opera.”

‘‘Stupid, what interest has La Luciola in Aslitta?”

*‘She loves him,’’ hissed the count.

““What! La Luciola disdains our advances, and falls
in love with this Neapolitan! That is treason.’’



THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO 147

“Then your excellency—'’

“I give you carte blanche; bring Aslitta to the citadel,
but not before the close of the performance; I wish to
hear the opera to the end.” ‘

The adjutant tore a piece of paper from a note-book,
wrote a few lines upon it and gave it to San Pietro.
The count gave a diabolical laugh. His course was easy
now.

As much as San Pietro had tried, he could not re-
member whom La Luciola looked like. Thanks to his
wound, a blank had occurred in his memory, and certain
episodes of his former life were covered with a heavy
veil. As he now threw a glance at the opposite box, a
part of this veil was torn asunder, and like a dazed
person he looked at the gentleman dressed in black.
The latter transfixed him likewise. Instinctively the
count coughed and hid his face in his handkerchief.
He could not meet the gaze of those coal-black eyes.

“No, no,” he muttered, anxiously. ‘‘No one knows
my former name; I would be a fool to get fright-
eued. "

As soon as the first act was over, San Pietro turned
to an officer and said:

“Do you know the gentleman sitting in the opposite
box ?"

“Not personally, but from reputation. He is said to
be enormously rich.”

*“What is his name?"’

“The Count of Monte-Cristo; his wife, who is sitting
next to him, is wonderfully handsome; they say she is
a Greek. The pretty boy is their son.”

“Thanks,”” said San Pietro; and then he muttered to
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himself: ‘‘’Tis he; he has a son! This time he will not
escape me.’’

“Do you know the count’s political opinions?” said
San Pietro, after a pause.

“I only know that immediately after the gentleman’s
arrival from Naples he sent his negro with his card to
Radetzky, asking the marshal to allow him to pay his
respects to him.”

*‘That is decisive.”’

The opera had in the meantime been proceeded with;
when the third act began a messenger appeared with an
order which called the adjutant to the marshal's house.
What could the officers do? The service went before
everything else, and they disappeared just as La Lu-
ciola, Ruinta, and Signor Tino were singing a beau-
tiful trio.

At length the last scene came; the rose, the proud
queen of flowers, assented to the marriage of the pink
and the daisy, and a bower of green vines was raised
before an altar constructed of evergreens.

Red, white and green! The national colors!

At this moment Monte-Cristo arose and gave the sig-
nal. Immediately every one rose and clapped their
hands, and he joyously exclaimed:

“Long live Italy! Long live the national flag!”

And then a loud voice thundered above the tumult:

‘*Fuort ¢ barbari/ Away with the foreigners!”

The next minute the students climbed on to the stage
and divided the palms. A roar of a thousand voices was
heard singing the national hymn:

““Chi per la pairia muore
Vessuto ha assail’’
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La Luciola was carried in triumph to her coach by
the students; the enthusiastic young men took the horses
out of the traces and bore the carriage along themselves,
shouting through the night air:

“Long live La Luciola! Long live Italy!”
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CHAPTER XXIV
A Y

A FIGHT IN THE STREETS

HEN the Major von Kirchstein and his com-

\/ \/ rades, attracted by the noise, rushed out into

the street, they saw La Luciola’s carriage cov-

ered with flags bearing the national colors; the diva

and her friend were seated therein, and La Luciola
enthusiastically cried:

*Oh, Milla, Milla, this is great and sublime!”’

“Comrades!"”” shouted the major in a rage, ‘‘follow
me. We will capture La Luciola, and bring her to the
citadel!” ;

Loud applause greeted the major’s words, but before
he had reached the coach a hand grasped him by the
throat, and a hoarse voice cried in his ear:

“If you touch a hair of La Luciola’s head, you are
a dead man.” ;

It was Aslitta. Our readers have already guessed that
the marquis was playing the part of a Brutus, and La
Luciola, who loved him dearly, supported him in his
plans. The two fiery natures had become acquainted
at Naples. Luciola’s friend, the gentle Milla, had writ-
ten the mysterious libretto and Aslitta had sent it to
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Ticellini. Edmond Dantes had kept the oath he made
upon Monte-Cristo, to be the warm friend of the op-
pressed. He was an admirer of Aslitta, and placed
himself at his service and the cause he represented.

Up till now he had never met La Luciola, but when
the diva saw at the Scala that evening the man whom
her lover had talked to her about, she was seized with
a deep emotion. Yes, she recognized and knew the man
who took up the cause of Italy’s misery, and had confi-
dence in his ability to carry out whatever project he
undertook. ]

As the major uttered the threat against La Luciola,
Aslitta recognized the danger his love was in. He had
already grasped the coach door with his hand, when he
felt himself seized by strong arms and borne to the
ground. A well-known voice hissed in his ear—the
voice of San Pietro:

““We have got you."

A gag was nserted between Aslitta’s lips, his arms
and limbs were bound, and two pandours dragged him
away, while the count said:

“You know the order; take good care of him! You
must answer for the prisoner with your life.”

One of the pandours pressed the muzzle of his gun
against Aslitta’s forehead and threateningly said:

“Do not stir or I will blow your brains out.”

Aslitta was obliged to obey. The carriage in which
he had been placed stopped, the marquis was lifted out,
and the doors of a subterranean dungeon closed behind
him.
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CHAPTER XXV

THE MASKS FALL

HEN the hated Austrian uniforms appeared in

\/ \/ the brilliantly lighted streets, a threatening

noise was uttered by the mob, and the stu-

dents who surrounded ILuciola’'s carriage threw them-
selves upon the officers.

It was a foolish beginning, for they had no weapons
—they only possessed burning patriotism, and their
hatred of the foreign oppressor.

A shot now fell, and at the same time the tall form
of Count San Pietro loomed up, giving commands to the
soldiers to make the attack—an attack against a defence-
less crowd of human beings. As soon as the students
heard the shot, they surrounded the carriage of the diva
again. The latter tried to encourage the trembling Milla.
As for herself, she had no fear, and though she could
not understand Aslitta’s absence, she was far from im-
agining the truth.

Suddenly San Pietro’s repulsive features appeared
at the carriage window, and Luciola’s heart ceased
beating.

Had he betrayed Aslitta?

The count had arranged things well. Narrower and
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narrower grew the circle about the patriots, and the
students tried in vain to draw the carriage away from
the soldiers. ‘

‘“‘Luciola,’’ said the count, maliciously, ‘‘do y‘ou still
think you can escape me?”

Luciola drew herself up, and casting a look of con-
tempt at the count, she cried, in loud, clear tones:

*‘Miserable coward!”

San Pietro uttered a cry of rage, and lifted his sword
aloof.

1

Luciola looked coolly at him; not a muscle of her fine
face quivered, but her hand grasped the jewelled hilt of
a dagger.

She did not intend to fall into the villain’s hands
alive. '

Suddenly, above the roar of the multitude, a voice
thundered:

“Benedetto! Murderer! Escaped galley slave—beware!
God cannot be mocked at! Shame over you!”

And as these words were heard, Count San Pietro, the
favorite of Radetzky, tremblingly looked in the direction
from whence the words came, and which sounded to him
like the call of the judgment day. On the pedestal of
a marble statue opposite to him stood the man he had
recognized at the Scala, who pointed threateningly at
him, and Benedetto, wild with rage, pulled a pistol
from his pocket and fired at Monte-Cristo. When the
smoke cleared away, Monte-Cristo still stood there; at
the same time the crowd separated in the centre, and
two harnessed horses were shoved in front of Luciola’s
carriage. How it happened no one knew—in an instant
the traces were fastened to the shafts, the negro who sat
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on the box whipped up the horses, and in a second the
carriage rolled away.

The shots fired after them did not reach them, and
in a few minutes they had disappeared.

“Death and thunder,”’ hissed Benedetto, ‘‘this one at
least shall not escape me’’; and foaming with rage, he
threw himself upor the count.

The latter let him come. Benedetto put the muzzle
of his pistol to the count’s breast, but at the same mo-
ment the iron arm of the latter had clutched the scoun-
drel by the throat, and with a hoarse laugh Benedetto
let his weapon fall and “sank upon his knees. Quick
as thought the count seized the weapon, and placing
it against Benedetto’s forehead, said in a loud, clear
voice:

*“All you people who are with this villain whom you
call Count San Pietro ought, at least, to know whom
your ally is. Listen attentively, gentlemen. The man to
whom you bend the knee is an escaped galley slave
—he murdered his mother!"’

A cry of horror came from the lips of the crowd, and
the Croatians, whose roughness was proverbial, turned with
horror from the scoundrel.

Monte-Cristo threw the pistol on the ground, and, get-
ting down from the pedestal, he walked slowly through
the lines of the retreating soldiers.

As soon as Benedetto felt himself free he sprang up,
and, turning to the crowd, he hissed:

“Do not believe him, he lied; he is an enemy of Aus-
tria! How will you be able to look Marshal Radetzky
in the face, if you allow him to escape ?”

The name of Radetzky acted like magic upon the
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soldiers. They turned pale and rushed in pursuit of
Monte-Cristo.

They had caught up to the count, when he suddenly -
vanished from their gaze. To the bystanders it seemed
as if a wall had opened to give him protection.

But soon the riddle was solved. The wall through
which the Count of Monte-Cristo had escaped belonged
to the Vertelli house, and all the officers knew that the
building contained several secret passages.

‘‘Follow me,"" said Benedetto, angrily, entering the
Casino.

On the threshold Major Bartolomeo met him. Bene-
detto grasped the old veteran by the throat, and shaking
him like a leaf, he exclaimed:

‘Wretch, you have betrayed us; but you shall pay
for it!”

*I,” stammered the major, ‘‘I—am—innocent.”

‘“Oh, no deception. I know you. How long is it
since you called yourself Cavaleanti, and played the
part of my father? Come, men, take this man pris-
oner. I will report to the marshal about it.”’
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CHAPTER XXVI
LOVE OF COUNTRY

ED by Ali's strong hands the noble steeds flew
along the streets of Milan like the wind. La
Luciola appeared now to have changed roles with

Milla, for she wept bitterly.

*‘Oh, Milla,”’ groaned the diva, ‘‘ Aslitta is surely dead,
or else he would have kept his word, and if I have lost
him my life will be at an end.”

“But, Eugenie,”” consoled Milla, ‘“why fear the worst
always? I—"

The sudden stoppage of the coach caused Milla to
pause. The negro sprang from the box, opened the door
and motioned with his hand to the ladies to descend.

““Come, Milla,”” said La Luciola, ‘‘wherever we are,
we are under the protection of a powerful friend.”

They were ushered into a beautifully furnished hall-
way, which led to a room furnished with heavy velvet
draperies. A man with gray hair and aquiline nose, our
old friend Bertuccio, received the ladies with a deep
bow.

‘“‘Signora,”” he said, turning to Luciola, ‘“have no fear;
you are in the house of a friend. Follow me.”’

La Luciola and Milla accepted the invitation and
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uttered a cry of surprise. They had entered a room
decorated with the finest frescoes and hung with the
richest silk and satin tapestries. In the centre of the
room was a tent of blue silk under which sat a lady
of extraordinary beauty, the same one who had attracted
such attention at the Scala.

‘“Welcome, sisters,”” said Haydee in a gentle voice as
she came toward them, ‘‘I was expecting you.”

La Luciola and Milla bent over to kiss the white hand
she extended toward them, but Haydee would not permit
it, and pressing her lips to the young girl's forehead she
drew them both to the divan.

“Youn have acted courageously, sister,”” said Haydee,
turning to Luciola, ‘“‘but I was not anxious about you.
He told me he would watch over you.”

La Luciola understood whom she meant by this ‘‘he,”
and she timidly replied:

‘‘Madame, you seem to know all about the terrible
affair. Would you permit me a question ?"”’

“Gladly. Ask without fear; I will answer you.”

La Luciola hesitated a moment and then firmly said:

‘‘Madame, there is a patriot in Milan who is putting
his life at stake for the freedom of Italy. He offered
his breast to the minions of Radetzky—"

“You are speaking of the Marquis Aslitta,”” said
Haydee, gently.

“Yes, of him, and if you knew my past you would
understand that it is the love I bear for him which keeps
me alive.'® ]
“Speak freely, sister,”” whispered the handsome Greek,
‘*‘perhaps I can help you.”*

“I am a Frenchwoman by birth,”’ said the diva,
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timidly. ‘‘My youth was passed in the capital. I was
courted and petted, and yet I was not happy. My fa-
ther, occupied with his financial operations, did not bother
himself about me. My mother was just as unhappy as I
was. I would have become desperate if a dear friend
and putting her arm about Milla’s
waist, the diva continued:

had not clung to me,”

*“We were both devoted to music. It was a substitute
for happiness to me, and in the empire of harmony I tried
to forget my barren life. A certain trouble happened to
me; in a twinkling all the ties which bound me to home
were broken, and I fled, with misery and desperation in
my heart! Madame, I was then hardly twenty, but virtue,
honesty and love were already to me empty words!™

“Poor sister,”” murmured Haydee, ‘‘how you must
have suffered.”

“Yes, I suffered greatly,’”” continued Luciola, with
tears in her eyes. ‘‘The world appeared to be a des-
ert, and so I devoted myself to art. In Naples I discov-
ered that there was something besides the applause of the
crowd and one’s own ambition! A group of young Ital-
ian noblemen had come to Naples to free their brothers
from the tyranny of the Austrian oppressors. One night
we heard a loud noise. Not having anything to lose, I
had my horse harnessed and rode in the direction of the
ery. Milla insisted upon accompanying me. When we
reached the spot, a bloody fight was going on. We saw
shining uniforms. It was at Crotona in Calabria. On a
ledge stood a young man, swinging a sword and urging
his comrades on against the Austrians. A shot was fired
and the young man fell. I urged my horse on toward
the spot where I had last seen him. The unhappy man
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had fallen down a precipice. With the help of my strong
tunic, Milla and 1 succeeded in drawing him up. We
brought him to my house and I cared for him tenderly.
Giorgio Aslitta awoke to new life. His first words, as he
gained sensibility, were:

“Chi per la pairia muors

Vessuto ha assai.’”

*“Ah, the battle’hymn of the Ttalians,” interrupted
Haydee, her eyes glistening.

“Yes; and when I heard these words I was saved! I
believed in man again, and no love song ever sounded
80 sweet to me as that patriotic hymn.”’
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CHAPTER XXVII

SHADOWS OF THE PAST

a deep voice said:
‘‘Eugenie Danglars, I thank you in the name
of humanity! The past is forgiven!”

The diva turned affrightedly around. The Count of
Monte-Cristo stood before her, leading his son by the
hand.

*‘Oh, how grateful I am to you,” said Luciola, sob-
bing. ‘‘You recognized me?”’

“I have mnever lost sight of you,” replied Monte-
Cristo, earnestly; ‘‘and the name you bear makes me
a debtor to you.”

““You shame me, count—you my debtor ?"’

‘‘Rest satisfied with what I have told you. I am not
at liberty to reveal the sorrowful past to you. But be
assured that if I have ever caused you grief, it was
because I am the instrument of a higher power.”

“You know something about my parents. 1 beseech
you, do not hide anything from me,” implored Luciola.
“T know that my father lives, and—" \

“‘One moment,"’ interrupted Monte-Cristo, giving Hay-
dee a wink.

l IARDLY had Luciola uttered the last words, than
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Immediately the young woman put her hand upon the
boy’s shoulder and led him out.

“I know that my father is doing Stock Exchange busi-
ness in Germany,” continued Luciola, ‘‘but my poor
mother—"’

*“Your mother lives too,”’ interrupted the count, sor-
rowfully, ‘“though I do not know whether you will ever
see her again.”

“I do not understand,”’ stammered La Luciola.

“Listen, my child, and be strong. Have you recog-
nized the wretch who calls himself Count San Pietro ?”’

‘‘Recognized ? Noj; he is a wretch who merits the con-
tempt of every one.”

“I thought Eugenie Danglars was shrewder than that.
Of course his scar disfigures his face so much as to make
it almost wunrecognizable. Who was it, Eugenie, who,
in former years, had the audacity to ask your hand in
marriage, and then—"’

“‘Prince Cavalcanti!” exclaimed La Luclola, horror-
stricken.

“Yes, if you wish to call him thus; in reality, though,
he is the escaped galley slave and murderer, Benedetto.”

“But what has the wretch to do with my mother?”

“Unfortunately, more than you think; to rob your
mother of her treasure, a full million, the monster plunged
a dagger in ber breast—"'

‘“Oh, the miserable coward! But you told me my
mother lived—"

““Yes, she lives! The murderer did not strike the
heart as he had intended, and, after months of agony,
the poor woman recovered.”’

“Thank God! But where is she? I want to go to
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her and throw myself at her feet. My love will make
her forget her grief,’” exclaimed Luciola, passionately.

“That is impossible just now. Your mother had in-
tended to enter a convent, but chance just happened to
throw her in Valentine de Villefort’s way. You know
her ?"

“Oh, certainly; Valentine, the only one whom I love
to remember among all my past acquaintances.’’

*‘Well, then, Valentine is now Madame Morrel. They
left France and went to India. They needed a governess
for their little daughters, and so she asked Madame Dan-
glars to take the position.”

‘‘Poor mother,” muttered Luciola, sorrowfully. ‘How
hard it must have been for her to take a dependent
position.”’

“Madame Danglars,”’ said the count, ‘‘accepted the
offer with thanks, and she tenderly loves Valentine and
her daughters.”’

“How long has my mother been in India?"”

‘¢ About three years.”

“And do you know where she is?"’

“1 do not know Morrel’s present address, but expect
a letter from him soon.’’

Just then the deep tones of a bell were heard, and
Monte-Cristo arose.

“My echild,”” bhe solemnly said, ‘‘whatever your past
has been, you have expiated it a thousand times, and
you deserve the love ot a humane and honest man.”

“Ah, you recall Aslitta to me—where is he?"’

Monte-Cristo sorrowfully shook his head.

‘‘Eugenie, the Marquis d'Aslitta was arrested two
hours ago.”
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‘“Arrested. Oh, my God! That is worse than death.”

‘“All is not lost yet.”

‘‘Where is he?”’

“In the citadel.”

“Count, rescue him. You are superhuman. But tell
me who betrayed him ?"’

‘‘Benedetto."’

Luciola uttered a ery of horror.

“I will do what I can,” continued the count, ‘‘to res-
cue him.”

‘“A thousand thanks; I believe you.”

The count went to the door and called:

‘*Spero.”’

The handsome boy immediately appeared, and looked
inquiringly at his father.

“‘Come with me," said the count. ‘‘You are still a
child, but from this day forth you enter life. ~Courage
and devotion to a just cause make the weak strong.
Should I die before my work is done, then take my
place.”

A pressure of a silver bell brought Ali to the count.

‘“ Are all here?”’ he asked.

The Nubian nodded.

‘“Ali, you know what you have to do. As soon
as the slightest traitorous voice is heard, you give the
signal.”’

Ali again nodded; the count shoved the curtain aside
and disclosed a secret staircase.

‘‘Spero, conduct La Luciola,’”’ he ordered, as he de-
scended the stairs, followed by Spero and the diva.
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CHAPTER XXVIIIL
THE CONSPIRATORS

RRIVING at the foot of the stairs, Monte-Cristo
entered a large hall, in which several hundred
men were assembled. They all rose up from their

seats, and, taking off their hats, greeted the count with
loud cries of:

“Long live Italy!”

Monte-Cristo approached a white-haired old man, the
Marquis of Sante-Croce, and asked him to preside over
the assembly. Sante-Croce nodded, and began his ad-
dress:

“Friends and patriots,”” he said, ‘‘the long-wished-for
day has come. Are you ready to defend the flag?"”’

“So help us God! Out with the foreigners!’ was
shouted from all sides.

““Good! Now listen to what our noble friend, the
Count of Monte-Cristo, has to tell us!”

The marquis took his seat, and the count, unrolling
a paper, said in an earnest voice:

“I can bring you a piece of news which Marshal
Radetzky has just received; a revolution has broken out
in Vienna, and at this very hour the viceroy is leaving
Milan.”
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A murmur of astonishment ran through the assembly.

“‘My couriers,”” continued the count, ‘‘were quicker
than the emperor’s, and in consequence of that I am
better informed than the officials. The emperor has
bowed to°the necessity of the situation, and made im-
portant concessions—"’

““No concessions!”’ said a voice; ‘‘we want freedom!”’

‘‘Patience,”” said Monte-Cristo. ‘‘The emperor has re-
pealed the censorship; the new press law is very liberal,
and the representatives of the German and Lombard-
Venetian provinces have been convoked.”

The astonishment was now general. Loud cries of
‘‘Impossible! impossible!”” were heard.

‘“And when will the convocation take place?”’ asked
Sante-Croce.

** Unfortunately not so soon—on the 3d of July,
the count, sorrowfully.

"’ said

Angry murmurs arose.

“They wish to mock wus,”” said a young man.
‘‘Radetzky’s minions have murdered my brother; I de-
mand revenge!”

“My mother was wounded at Corsa,’”’ said a second.
*‘No compromises: war!”’

“Yes, war to the knife!” shouted the whole
assembly.

‘‘One moment!”’ exclaimed Monte-Cristo, in a tone
of command. I know how angry you all are, and yet
counsel you to reflect. A nation which is eager for
independence, is strong and powerful, but your oppres-
sors are as numerous as sands in the sea. You will con-
quer, Milan will be free; but when you have spilled
your blood, and piled your bodies up like a wall, the
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allies upon whom you count will desert you. You will
fall again into the hands of the enemy, and the heavy
yoke will become heavier. Charles Albert, the king of
Sardinia, will betray you as soon as his ends have been
served. Do you still desire to carry out your ideas ?"’

Monte-Cristo’s words sounded prophetic. The patriots
could not dissimulate the impression they made. But
their opinions did not change.

‘*And if the worst should come
geously, “‘I would rather die than hesitate any longer.
To arms!’

“To arms, then!” repeated the Marquis of Sante-
Croce, solemnly, ‘‘and may God be with us!”

“‘But where is Aslitta? He must lead us.’’ some
cried.

La Luciola advanced.

‘‘The patriot Aslitta has been imprisoned,’”’ she sor-
rowfully said; ‘‘he is lying in the citadel.”

A cry of rage arose.

‘‘Let us rescue him,
storm the citadel before-they murder him.”

“Yes, let us rescue him,’”’ said Monte-Cristo. ‘‘Let
the fight begin to-morrow! To arms in the name of
humanity and freedom!’’

Suddenly & man arose from the crowd, who had
heretofore remained silent, and casting a look at the
count, he slowly said:

“We hardly know you. What guarantee will you
give us that you won’t betray us?”

“The man is right,” the count replied. ‘‘Sante-Croce,
here is my own child. Take Spero with you. Let him
vouch for his father with his head!”

" gaid one, coura-

' came from all sides. ‘‘Let us
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Sante-Croce refused to accept the guarantee, but
Monte-Cristo was firm. The boy, with proudly uplifted
head, strode toward the old man and said:

“I shall accompany you. My father has taught me
to do my duty.”

With enthusiastic cries the patriots crowded about
the handsome lad, and Monte-Cristo felt his heart throb
with joy as he looked at Spero.

‘“And I, too, will accompany you!’ exclaimed La
Luciola. ‘‘Italy must be freed, and Aslitta rescued.”
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CHAPTER XXIX

FATHER AND SON

ENEDETTO, who had been pushed into the open
B sea in a frail bark by the Count of Monte-Cristo,
had been miraculously rescued by some fishermen,
and when the murderer recovered consciousness his first
glance fell on the box which stood near his bed. The
contents were undisturbed, the poor fishermen had not
thought of opening the box which the Count of Monte-
Cristo had closed again, and thus the world stood open
to the wretch.

His viperous instincts had not deserted him. One
evening as Benedetto lay faint and weak on the straw,
he heard low murmurs of conversation in the neighbor-
ing room. He discovered that his benefactors belonged
to a patriotic league similar to the Carbonari, whose
object was to free Italy. On this particular evening
they were discussing the question of shipping arms and
ammunition to their countrymen.

The next day Benedetto, with tears in his eyes, told
them that he had to depart at once, as he was expected
at Lucca by a friend of his. The honest fishermen took
cordial leave of him. e arrived at Lucca, got some
elegant clothing there, and went to Milan, where he rep-
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resented himself as Count San Pietro. His first visit was
to Radetzky, to whom he denounced the fishermen who
had saved his life. Radetzky took advantage of the
traitor’s story, captured the fishermen, had them tried
by court-martial, and then shot. From that moment San
Pietro became a favorite of the marshal.

The Major Bartolomeo had been formerly a croupier
in a large gambling house at Lucca. ~Where he got his
major’s title from, no one knew; even his mistress, the
beautiful Aurora Vertelli was reticent on this point.
‘When Bartolomeo came back from Paris and threw his
winnings, amounting to fifty thousand francs, into the
lap of the handsome Awurora Vertelli, the practical
beauty said:

‘‘Bartolomeo, suppose we open a dining-room too.
You have been a croupier long enough—let us try to
turn over the fifty thousand franes.”

Bartolomeo gleefully assented to this proposal. They
opened a magnificent place, and were soon making money
hand over fist. Yet—no luck without a shadow—one
evening, as Bartolomeo was receiving his guests, a tall,
slim young man, whose face was disfigured by a scar,
approached him, and laying his hand upon his shoulder,
whispered in his ear:

‘‘Good-evening, father.”

The major trembled, and, looking with affright at the
stranger, stammered:

“I do not know you, sir—it would be a great honor
to me—but—"

"The stranger laughed loudly, and, conducting the
major to a neighboring room, impressively said:

“My dear sir, let us be candid—do you remember
Vol. 27—(8)
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the name of Cavalcanti which you once wrongfully
bore ?"’

The major grew pale, and the stranger continued
unmercifully: 3

*“If the officials were to find out that you were once
a counterfeiter, it might go hard with you. Your license
would be revoked, and besides—well, you understand.”

The major looked about him in astonishment—who
was the man who knew the secrets of his past life?

‘“Well, father?"’ mockingly said Benedetto.

‘‘Father, father,’’ repeated the major, dazed. ‘‘You
are not—"'

He mechanically opened his arms to press Benedetto
to his heart.

‘‘Not necessary,’’ said the latter, laughing. ‘‘We are
not in the Count of Monte-Cristo’s house, and can dis-
pense with tenderness.’’

The major sighed—for a further sum of fifty thousand
francs he would have embraced ten Andreas.

]

‘‘But who are you, anyhow?’’ ‘he finally asked. ‘I
thought I had heard that you—''

“Beware!'’ exclaimed Benedetto. ‘‘Do not refer to
the past; here I am the Count of San Pietro!"

*The confidant—'" stammered the major.

*Of Radetzky,”” added Benedetto.

“But as an Italian—"’

‘‘Keep silent and listen to me. Either you do as I
say, or else I denounce you to the marshal,” said
Benedetto in a rough voice, and as the major bowed
his head, the wretch explained to him what he wished
of him. It was nothing less than to play the part of

a spy.
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One can call one’s self a major, even play the part
of a loving father for a sum of fifty thousand francs,
and yet not be a traitor to one’s country, and Bartolomeo,
in spite of his being a criminal, was an ardent patriot;
but when the count calmly said he would have Radet-
zky close the Casino, he gave in.

From that day the major tried to drive the Italians
away from his Casino. He was pompous and disrespect-
ful to his countrymen and polite and cordial to the Aus-
trian officers, so that the latter were at length the only
ones who came, and San Pietro’s spy had very little
news to report.

Aslitta, who was playing a double game, was the
only one who could not be driven away. One day he
took Bartolomeo aside, told him he knew his position
exactly and would help him to deceive San Pietro and
free Milan of the tyrant. :

Bartolomeo, who until now found himself despised by
his countrymen, was overjoyed; he threw himself at the
feet of Aslitta, acknowledged him as his deity and vowed
that he would follow him at command.

Bartolomeo arose, and as he did so he secretly resolved
to square his account with Benedetto in such a way as
to serve his country. He soon became the most clever
of Aslitta’s emissaries, and soon pictured himself as one
of the most illustrious patriots of his country bedecked
with laurels.

But fortune makes rapid strides. Through certain
peculiar events Benedetto turmed his attention to Bar-
tolomeo and caused a strict watch to be kept wpon him,
and when on the evening of the 15th of March he saw
him vanish from the Casino he realized all.
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Night was already far advanced when he reached
the damp subterranean cell of Bartolomeo and rattled
the rusty hooks that held the bolts. The major having
fallen into a pleasant revery in which he beheld visions
of his future.greatness as a martyr to duty’s cause, raised
his eyes and shrank back as he saw the three men, one of
whom carried a cane tipped with hair of an unusual design.

‘‘Get up, you old fool,’”" cried the one who carried the
cane, addressing the prisoner, ‘‘follow us!” %

Bartolomeo rose without a murmur, and, arranging
his disordered uniform, stepped between the two soldiers,
who bore torches, and who rudely pushed him down a
dark stair.

He was no coward, but yet he felt as though he would
rather ascend to where he could at least enjoy the sun-
shine than go further down where it became darker and
colder. They walked a considerable distance along dark
passages, and halted in front of a rickety iron door. A
huge key was thrust into the keyhole and slowly the
bolts sprang back.

Accompanied by his guides, Bartolomeo stepped into
a gloomy cavern—the torture-chamber. Heavy chains
hung on the walls, blocks, tourniquets, thumbscrews,
and other implements of torture lay wupon the floor,
while the corners contained a variety of others which
the major could not recognize.

*Sit down,”” commanded the bearer of the cane,
pointing to a block; as Bartolomeo hesitated, a well-
directed blow caused him to accelerate his movements.
Thereupon the man withdrew, leaving the major and the
soldiers behind. The prisoner gazed timidly upon his
jailers, and murmured:
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*Poor prospects for me.”’

Although the remark was scarcely audible, a heavy
blow from one of the soldiers caused him to stagger,
and for the next fifteen minutes he remained silent.

At last the door was again opened and Benedetto
entered; at a sign the soldiers withdrew; to his dismay,
Bartolomeo saw his former son standing before him.

Benedetto wore the uniform of an Austrian officer,
a kalpak was strapped over his forehead and his coat
bedecked with costly gold lace. From his belt hung a
dagger, whose handle was inlaid with jewels, which was
partly concealed by the flowing mantle that covered his
shoulders. As soon as he entered he threw off the man-
tle and posed, as if to dazzle Bartolomeo with the splen-
dor of his attire.

“You know,” he began, without wasting any words,
‘‘that you need expect no mercy from me.”’

The major remained silent, his speech failed him
through the brusque manner in which he was addressed.
Taking advantage of the situation, Benedetto continued:

‘“You have betrayed me. Don't deny it—I know all.”

“Il"” stammered the major, confused.

‘“Yes, youl—the virago has exposed you."

This remark roused the nobler qualities of Bartolo-
meo. He was astounded at the impudence of the knave
who dared to call Aurora a virago.

“Be silent!” he cried, angrily; ‘“‘and do not malign
the character of a pure woman—jyou red-headed scoun-
drel!”

Benedetto moved as if to rise, but on second thoughts
he remained seated, and burst into a hearty laugh.

“Your immutable confidence in your wife is to be
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envied, but really it is out of place here. Aurora Ver-
telli has confessed to me what you will doubtless deny.
I forced her to admit the truth at the point of the
pistol.”

The major grew pale, and beneath his clinched lips
a terrible feeling raged.

‘‘Base coward! to wring a confession from a woman
in such a way.”

‘‘Enough—cease your idle talk,”” cried Benedetto,
stamping his foot nervously. ‘‘Tell me, where do the so-
called patriots hold their meetings? Do not hesitate.
Aslitta is a prisoner like yourself, and I desire to know
the truth.”’

“I do not know,’’ replied the major, with a sinister
smile.

“You don’t say so. I am sorry for you, for I be-
lieved that your memory would come to the rescue,”
said Benedetto, casting a knowing glance at the imple-
ments of torture.

Bartolomeo’s heart beat fast. He knew that Bene-
detto was capable of any crime. Not a muscle of his
face trembled as Benedetto said threateningly:

“So you will not speak!”

Bartolomeo cast a look of contempt toward him, and
exclaimed: *‘Go to the devill”

Benedetto clinched his fist and held it in the face of
the major.

“Did you not understand me? Look here! You see
those beautiful toys?'’ pointing to the implements of tor-
ture. *‘I will dismember you if you hesitate longer!”

“Tell me, what did you want,”’ demanded the major,
with a shrug of his shoulders, ‘‘at the time when you
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introduced me into the salon of the Count of Monte-
Cristo ?"’

A ecry of rage, uttered by Benedetto, interrupted
him.

‘Do not mention that name!"’ exclaimed the bandit,
gritting his teeth. ‘If I kill you off and slay Aslitta it
will only be to wreak my vengeance upon that man,
whom I despise. Oh, he called me a galley slave once—
the murderer!”

And he stopped short, his voice half choked with rage.
Bartolomeo trembled visibly; and to humble him the more,
Benedetto spat in his face. ;

The major scarcely regarded this last insult. He was
busied with many reflections. How would it be if he -
tried to overpower Benedetto?

“Well, I am waiting,”’ said San Pietro, after a pause;
“will you speak ?"’

“No.”

“You know that Aslitta is in my power, and you will
die like him if you remain headstrong.’

‘‘Listen to me, Benedetto,’’ said the major, earnestly.
*I have lied and defrauded, but never will I consent to
become a traitor to my country!”

““Well, then, come along!” ecried Benedetto, seizing
the major by the shoulder and shoving him to a corner
of the closet. There stood an old wardrobe. Benedetto
opened the door, and, by the flickering light of the
torches, Bartolomeo saw the dim outlines of a human
head, which stood out like a silhouette from the wall.

“Do you see that apparatus?’’ he asked.

“Yes.”

““And do you know its purpose?”
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“No.”

“Then mark well what I say—you shall soon know!
About a century ago an Italian nobleman was deceived
by his wife, who had a liaison with one of his pages.
The nobleman discovered it, but pretended ignorance in
order to complete his plans for the destruction of both.
One day he presented the page with a beautifully
wrought helmet. As soon as the present was received,
the page placed it upon his head, and, lo! it fitted him so
perfectly that he could not take it off, and he died a
horrible death; for as soon as it touched the forehead
a concealed spring loosened and caused the helmet to
drop over the head, thus choking him.’’

‘Well,” replied Bartolomeo, in suspense.

““Well, in this closet you will find the counterpart of
that beautiful helmet. If you refuse to accede to my de-
mands I shall summon aid and have you placed in the
closet. A delicate attachment will push the helmet into
place, and after your head has been placed inside, you
will die a most horrible slow death by starvation, and
that indeed is a terrible way to die.”

“I am resigned,”’ was the quick response of the
major. With a strong grasp he seized Benedetto, who
was unprepared for the attack, and pushed him into
the wardrobe. The ominous helmet encircled his head,
and, despite his struggles, he could not free himself.

Bartolomeo stopped for a moment; being a prudent
man, he at once foresaw what was to be done. Throwing
his green coat across his shoulders, he approached Bene-
detto. He tore the embroidered coat from his body, and
replaced it by his own, and, together with the kalpak,
which Benedetto had thrown aside, completed his toilet.
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Hastily strapping the dagger to his side, he left the
torture chamber. At the door he met the soldiers, who
did not recognize him, and saluted him as he passed.
His thoughts were not regarding his own safety—he
desired to rescue Aslitta if possible.
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CHAPTER XXX
IN THE WELL

HE subterranean prison into which Aslitta had been
thrown was dark as pitch, and it was a long time
before his eyes became accustomed to the dark-

ness and he could make out his surroundings. He re-
membered that he had descended many steps, and he
supposed that his cell was in the casemates of the
citadel. :

He soon discovered that the cell was very narrow but
high; about ten feet above his head he found an open-
ing, secured by iron bars. All attempts to reach this
proved futile, and he could secure no foothold on the
slippery walls.

‘What should he do? At any moment the door
might be opened, and his ecaptors enter and lead him
to the torture-chamber, or, perhaps, to his doom. He
did not fear death itself—but what would become of Lu-
ciola in case he died? The last meeting of the patriots
was to take place this very evening. As it was, there
were but a few of these in comparison to the number of
their oppressors, and if but one remained away the good
work might be seriously hampered.

He paced the floor deeply absorbed in thought, when
suddenly he stumbled and fell, as it appeared, into a
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vast empty space. Inétinctively extending his arms, he
caught hold of one of the projecting ledges, and so hung
suspended in mid-air.

What was to be done? Aslitta strove to secure a
foothold, but the relation of his accident to his imprison-
ment soon dawned upon him.

In the centre of the floor he had discovered an open-
ing, which evidently was the passage leading to a well,
or perhaps, as he thought, to one of the unused drains,
such as there are many in the old castles. A low stone
fence surrounded the opening, and it was this over which
he had stumbled. Aslitta reflected for a moment—perhaps
it was once covered with a stone, which,. slipping out of
place, dropped below. The opening was not very wide,
and it was only after a great effort that he succeeded in
jumping over the rail.

If he could only have seen whether there was water
in the well which might aid him in his escape. What
would he not have given for a match? DBut that was out
of the question.

Suddenly he stopped short; it appeared as though he
heard a noise proceed from the well. He listened, but
again everything was quiet. He bent over the opening,
and now he could distinctly hear a sound. It was a
human voice—it was a curse he had heard uttered.

Placing his hands about his mouth he cried out:

‘‘Is anybody here?”’

No answer came. The prisoner waited and then called
out once more.

Again no answer came.

Presently he heard a voice cry out, ‘““You are a pris-
oner; are you not?"’
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“Yes, I am. Whoever you may be, have no fear;
I am not your enemy,’’ returned the voice of Aslitta.

“I am down in the water half drowned.”

‘‘Peculiar,’”’ thought Aslitta; ‘‘I ought to know that
voice, it sounds so familiar;'’ and in a loud tone he
asked, ‘‘Who are you?”

Yet no answer came; evidently the voice in the well
doubted his sincerity. To his good fortune he found
a match which he lighted. With a suppressed cry he
shrank back; he recognized the uniform of the Austrian
officer.

Before he could recover his surprise, he heard words
in pure Italian proceeding from the well.

‘“Keep me up! I am sinking deeper and deeper.”

Now there was no reason for doubt; were he friend
or enemy he would save him. Quickly unfastening his
scarf, he held one end firmly while he threw the other
over into the well.

‘‘Cateh hold of the scarf " he called down, ‘‘the stuff
is firm and will bear you.”

Immediately thereafter he felt that his order had been
obeyed—the heavy silk became taut.

*Pull up,” a voice now cried from below, ‘I will hold
tight.”’

Aslitta was young and powerful, but he had to exert
himself terribly to pull up the heavy load and lift it over
the rim of the well.

‘“‘Thank Heaven,”’ the words reached his ear, ‘‘for the
present we are saved. Ah, what would my poor Aurora
say if she knew this?”

Aurora! This name seemed like a revelation to
Aslitta, and, in glad surprise, he exclaimed:
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.

‘‘Bartolomeo—is it you ?”’

*Why, of course; but with whom have I the honor—
It is as dark here as in a sack.”’

“I am Giorgio Aslitta.” ;

‘“‘Heaven be praised that I have found you. I was
looking for you.”

“Indeed? Where, in truth, do you come from ?”

‘‘Oh, that would take us too far to-day. I fell into
the clutches of that cursed San Pietro and escaped from
him only through a miracle. Well, for that he’s now got
his deserts.”’

*“Is he dead ?”’

“‘Oh, no. That sort of vermin has a very tough life,
but he’s locked up for the present, and therefore we must
hurry up to clear out.”

“I'm with you, only tell me how and in which way,
and, besides, I would like to know how you obtained that
Croatian uniform.’’

**Oh, that was a rare joke! It was San Pietro’s uni-
form which I took from him. I will tell you the particu-
lars later on—or do you mistrust me?’’

*‘No, Bartolomeo, I know you as a good patriot.”

“Thanks for this word. I come, besides, direct from
the torture-chamber. After I had escaped from my tor-
turer I was standing in a damp, narrow, totally dark
passage. By groping along I reached a descending stair-
case; I slowly walked on and only stopped when I felt
the moisture under my feet. But what ecould I de? I
cautiously groped ahead, and soon my shoes were filled
with water. It shortly afterward rose to my ecalves; and
then, oh joy! I could again rise to my full height. The
steps were at an end and [ stood in a capacious vault,
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as I could perceive by the light of a matech. At the
same time I felt a strong draught, and then I heard your
question whether anybody was down there. I answered for
luck—whether I was captured or drowned in the gradually
rising water would, in the end, amount to the same thing."’

‘‘But why were you arrested ?"’

‘‘Later on you shall hear all.”

‘‘Can you not at least tell me whether Luciola has
been saved ?"’

““Yes, she is in safety in the Count of Monte-Cristo’s
house.”

‘“‘Heaven be praised! Now I can die calmly,
pered Aslitta.

‘‘Nonsense! who is speaking of dying? Think of our
rescue. It is not safe to remain here, and the sooner we
get out of this hole the better. Where is this cell ?"

““Ah, if I knew that! I have no matches, and, there-
fore, could not very well fix where I was.”

“Good; we will find out.”

Bartolomeo drew a match from his pocket, and soon a
bright light illuminated the cell, without, however, reveal-
ing a consoling prospect.

““Humph!’ growled the major, ‘‘it was, after all, better
down there.”

“But there, also, you did not find an exit.”

“True; but I was, perhaps, awkward. You may do
better. Let us descend.”

‘“*As if that was so easy. If one holds the scarf, the
other can descend, and that’s the end of the chapter,”
said Aslitta, calmly.

‘“Well, one's enough,’’ thought the major, after a few
moments’ deliberation.

" whis-
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“How so?”’

‘“Well, I don’t amount to much, and if I go under,
my poor wife will be taken care of. You will give
Aurora a small annuity, will you not, marquis, should
she fall in need, and you will tell her that I died for my
country? You, on the other hand, must preserve your-
self. What would become of Italy without you? Come,
I will hold the scarf, and you can descend by it. The
more I consider it, the surer I am that there’s a canal
down there, by means of which we can get into the moat
of the fortress. Well, won't you do it?"’

“‘No,”” replied Aslitta, with emotion. “I would be a
scoundrel to save myself at your expense.’’

“But there’s no other way. Were I in your place I
would not hesitate an instant. Think of your friends;
you are to lead them, and if you are missing, they are
lost.”’

Tears rose to Aslitta’s eyes, but he resisted no longer,
and, cordially shaking the major’s hand, he said: ‘‘Friend,
I accept your sacrifice, and if I find an exit, I will save
you

It seemed to Bartolomeo as if Aslitta’s clasp was the
most precious thing he had gained, and he was almost
overcome with emotion. But he quickly. recovered when
he heard footsteps close at hand, and urged Aslitta to
leave.

The young man embraced the major.

“Thanks, in the name of Italy!’’ he ardently ex-
claimed. Then, tying the scarf around his waist, he
swung himself from the rim of the well

Bartolomeo held the other end of the scarf with all
his might. Aslitta must now have reached the bottom.



184 THE SON OF MONTE-CRISTO

At the moment when the major let go of the silken stuff,
a key was turned in the lock and the door opened. The
major had crouched on the floor; but, as he threw a
glance at those who entered, he almost uttered a loud
ejaculation, for before him stood—Benedetto. ‘‘I thought
so,”’ muttered Bartolomeo, in a rage; ‘‘some cursed chance
has rescued him. Such a scoundrel’s soul is too bad for
the devil himself.”’

‘‘Get up, vagabond,”’ roughly exclaimed Benedetto.

He had looked up Aslitta to avenge Bartolomeo’s
escape on him, and he was in a very bad humor.

As the major did not stir, Benedetto uttered an oath
and cried:

‘“Are you deaf, Aslitta?”

He then snatched a torch from one of the soldiers who
accompanied him and looked around. As if struck by
lightning he started when a well-known voice tauntingly
said:

“Good-day, Andrea Cavalcanti.”

“You and always you!' cried the bandit furiously.
‘““Where is the other one?’’

The major shrugged his shoulders, while the soldiers
looked in every corner and Benedetto angrily gnawed his
under lip. .

‘‘He has probably escaped through the well,” said
one of the soldiers at last.

*‘Oh, then we have him sure,’’ laughed another.

“Light here,’’ ordered Benedetto, bending over the
opening. The soldier obeyed as directed and Bartolomeo
felt his heart cease beating.

‘“We have him sure,”’ one of the soldiers had said.
Was the well a trap? A strange sound was now heard.
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The major sank on his knees. He recognized the noise.
The water was slowly rising in the well and soon stood
hand-high under the stone curbing.

‘“Where does the water come from ?'’ asked Benedetto,
stepping back.

‘““About a quarter of an hour ago,’’ replied one of
the soldiers, ‘‘the commander gave the order to open the
sluices of Santa Maria. Canals run from the aqueduct
under the citadel, and that’s why I said before we had
our prisoner sure. He is drowned.”

‘‘Speak, wretch!” said San Pietro, turning to the
major. ‘‘Did Aslitta escape through the well ?"’

But Bartolomeo made no reply. A dull sob escaped
his lips, and his eyes, filled with hot tears, fixed them-
selves, in horror, on the silk scarf which the rising flood
wafted to and fro.

““One has escaped,”” cried Benedetto, from between his
gritted teeth, “but the other shall suffer for it. Take
the prisoner with you,’’ he added, addressing the soldiers;
‘‘to-morrow at daybreak he shall be shot.”

He walked toward the door. Bartolomeo slowly rose
to his feet and muttered only a single word:

“Villain!”
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CHAPTER XXXI
SPERO

HE morning of the 16th of March had come, and
Milan had a martial appearance. Placards were
attached to all the walls, informing the Imperial

authorities of the ultimatum of the people of Lombardy;
a great throng was gathered around these placards, and
the streets were crowded with Austrian troops.

Grenadiers were on guard before the official buildings,
but the sentinels were suddenly disarmed, and, without
being able to tell how it happened, the palace was occu-
pied by the citizens. The municipal councillors fled in
every direction; only the president of the Senate remained
firm, and only when the tumult became greater, he, too,
went, guarded by an escort, to the Brobetto palace, which
was situated in the centre of the city.

In the Via Del Monte the crowd was the greatest, and
all passage was soon entirely cut off. Rifle shots were
.suddenly heard, deafening shouts followed, and there was
a terrible confusion. Radetzky had ordered his soldiers
to load heavily and to fire into the crowd. A howl of
rage followed the first discharge, and numberless wounded
fell to the ground. That was no honest combat, but an
infamous massacre. K

Monte-Cristo stood at one of the lofty arched windows
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in the Vidiserti palace, and, with a dark frown, observed
the terrible massacre which Radetzky’s minions created
in the streets. Spero stood at his father’s side.

‘‘See, papa,’’ he said, with tear-choked utterance, ‘‘that
wounded woman carrying a dead child. It was shot in
her arms. Oh, the poor wretches, what did they do to
the soldiers ?”’

‘‘My child,”’ sadly replied Monte-Cristo, ‘‘man’s worst
enemy is man!”

“Papal” suddenly exclaimed Spero, ‘see, there, the

flag!”’ ;
The count glanced in the direction indicated. A young
Italian had just elimbed up the tower of a church oppo-
site the Vidiserti palace, and there unfurled the national
standard. The tricolor fluttered gayly in the wind. Sud-
denly, however, the young man was seen to totter; he
sought to hold himself, turned a somersault and fell
crushed to the pavement. A bullet had hit him.

At this moment Bertuccio entered the hall.

“Well?”’ asked the count.

‘‘Count, one of our emissaries has penetrated to the
citadel. The Marquis Aslitta is no longer there!”

“What can that mean? Had he escaped he would
have looked for us here,”’ exclaimed the count uneasily.

“The man could learn nothing further,”’ said Bertuec-
cio, sadly; ‘‘but he was informed that some one else was
found in the marquis’s cell.”

‘‘Some one else? Who?”’

“You know him. In Paris he called himself Major
Cavalcanti, and here—"

““What about this substitute ?"’ eagerly interrupted the
count.
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‘‘He was sentenced to death; whether the sentence *
had been already executed our emissary could not
ascertain.”’

‘‘Bertuccio,”’ said the count anxiously, ‘‘if Aslitta—"

“ Aslitta is dead!’’ ecried Lu