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Characters:

DUMAS, the narrator
SCRIBE 1, who is arrogant and jealous of Dantes. He is a
plotter and opportunist, who he believes only in himself.
SCRIBE 2, who is passionate, self-centered and in love with
Mercedes. Quick to jealousy and anger.
SCRIBE 3, who is wheedling and resentful of others. She
will do anything to assure her a place above the other
scribes.
SCRIBE 4, who is deceitful and self-loathing. He destroys
the joy of others, though he feels great remorse
afterwards.
SCRIBE 5, who is quiet and removed.   She takes herself,
and those around her lightly.
SCRIBE 6, who is hard working, and proud. He is obsessed
with executing his duties properly.  A philanderer.
SCRIBE 7, who is bold and compassionate.  She enjoys her
place, but cannot bear other’s suffering.
SCRIBE 8, who is a clever, brooding woman, and in love with
Dantes. She will kill, betray, and lie to protect him.
SCIRBE 9, who is a pleasant and open faced young man.  He
loves everyone around him.
DANTES, a young sailor.
MERCEDES, his betrothed.
MAXIMILLIAN, a soldier.
VALENTINE, his beloved.

DUMAS stands on stage before a book. He is haughty and
demanding.  To his left stand SCRIBES 1, 2, and 3.  To his
right stand SCRIBES 7, 8, and 9.  SCRIBE 6 stands at his
shoulder, while SCRIBES 4 and 5 stand apart.  The SCRIBES
will do a great deal of DUMAS narration, and will portray
the characters of the story.  When a SCRIBE plays a
character, his name (ONE, TWO, THREE, Etc.) and the
character he is playing (Danglars, Fernand, etc.) will be
projected above the stage as a supertitle.  Scene Titles
appear throughout the script in Bold.  These scene titles
are also projected as supertitles.

The Docks
DUMAS

On the 24th of February, 1815, the
watchtower of Notre-Dame de la Garde
signaled the arrival of the three-
master Pharaon from Smyrna, Trieste,
and Naples.  Immediately the ramparts
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were covered with spectators; it is
always an event for a ship to come into
port.

AS DUMAS speaks, SCRIBES 5, 7, 8, and 9 cross stage right
and join MAXIMILLIAN and VALENTINE, who enter as
spectators.  DANTES, a young man, joins SCRIBES 3, 4, and 6
center-left, docking the boat. SCRIBE 1 crosses to the ship
as Danglars, an older man with pursed lips and a tight
smile.

SCRIBE 8
The ship drew on so slowly and sedately
that the idlers,

SCRIBE 7
With that instinct which is the
forerunner of evil

SCRIBE 5
Asked one another what misfortune could
have happened on board.

DANTES
However, had any accident occurred, it
was not to the vessel herself, for she
bore down in perfect condition and
under skillful handling.

DUMAS
Standing by the side of the pilot, a
young man watched every motion of the
ship, and repeated each direction of
the pilot.

SCRIBE 4
Lower topsails, foresail, and jib!

DANTES
Ready there! Lower topsails, foresail,
and jib.

SCRIBE 9 steps forward as Morrel, owner of the Pharaon.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
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Is that you, Dantes?  What's the
matter? Why have you such an air of
sadness aboard?

DANTES
A great misfortune, M. Morrel.  Captain
Leclere left Naples greatly disturbed
in mind. In twenty-four hours he was
attacked by fever, and died three days
afterwards. He is at his rest, sewn up
in his hammock with a thirty-six pound
shot at his head and his heels.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
You see, Edmond, we are all mortal.
The old must make way for the young.
If not, why, there would be no
promotion

DUMAS pushes SCRIBE 1 forward.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
And the cargo is all safe and sound.

DANTES joins the SCRIBES on the dock.  SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
glares after him.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Poor Captain Leclere!

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
He was a first-rate seaman, one who
had seen long and honorable service,
as became a man charged with the
interests of a firm so important as
that of Morrel & Son.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
It seems to me that a sailor needs not
be so old as you say, Danglars, to
understand his business.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
Edmund is young. Scarcely was the
captain's breath out of his body when
he assumed the command, and caused us
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to lose a day and a half docking at
the Island of Elba.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Dantes!

DANTES
In a moment, sir! (To SCRIBE 8).
Lower the colors to half-mast.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
You see, he fancies himself captain
already.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
And so, in fact, he is.

DANTES
Your pardon, M. Morrel, you hailed me,
I think?

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
I wished to inquire why you stopped at
the Island of Elba?

DANTES
I do not know, sir; it was to fulfill
the last instructions of Captain
Leclere, who, when dying, gave me a
packet for Napoleon.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
How is the Emperor?

DANTES
Very well, as far as I could judge
from the sight of him.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
You did right, Dantes, although if it
were known that you had conversed with
the Emperor, it might bring you into
trouble.

DANTES
I did not even know of what I was the
bearer, and the emperor merely made
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such inquiries as he would of any
comer.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Then you can come and dine with me?

DANTES
I must first visit my father; though I
am not the less grateful for the honor
you have done me.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Well, then, after this you shall come.

DANTES
I must again excuse myself, M. Morrel,
for after the first visit, I have
another I am most anxious to pay.

DANTES is already running across stage.  SCRIBE 1 stares
after him. DUMAS drifts to sleep.

The Catalans.
SCRIBES, VALENTINE and MAXIMILLIAN exit.  MERCEDES enters
stage right.  She gazes out to sea.  SCRIBE 2 enters stage
left as Fernand and watches her.

SCRIBE 7
Just down the coast from the
Marseilles docks was the village of
the Catalans. Follow along the only
street of this little village to one
of the houses, which is sunburned the
beautiful dead-leaf color peculiar to
the buildings of the country, and
within coated with whitewash, like a
Spanish posada.

SCRIBE 8
Inside, a young and beautiful girl,
with eyes as velvety as the gazelle's,
was leaning with her back against the
wainscot.

SCRIBE 5
Three paces from her was a young man
of twenty, looking at her with an air
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in which vexation and uneasiness were
mingled.

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
You see, Mercedes, here is Easter come
round again; tell me, is this the
moment for a wedding?

MERCEDES
I have answered you a hundred times,
Fernand, and really you must be very
stupid to ask me again.

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
Well, repeat it, -- repeat it, I beg
of you, that I may at last believe it!

MERCEDES
I have always said to you, `I love you
as a brother; but do not ask from me
more than sisterly affection.

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
I will wear a varnished hat, a striped
shirt, and a blue jacket with an
anchor on the buttons.

MERCEDES
What do you mean?

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
I mean, Mercedes, that you are harsh
and cruel with me because you are
expecting someone who is thus attired.

MERCEDES
I will not deny it, I do await, and I
do love him of whom you speak. I love
Edmond Dantes.

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
And you will always love him?

MERCEDES
As long as I live.

DANTES (off)
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Mercedes!  Mercedes!

Dantes runs on stage and gathers MERCEDES in his arms.

DANTES
Mercedes, when I think of you my heart
beats fast, the blood burns in my
veins, and I can hardly breathe. I am
devoted to you, body and soul, my life
and each warm drop that circles round
my heart are consecrated to your
service.

MERCEDES
Take my hand, Edmond, and believe that,
living or dead, I am yours--yours only,
and forever!

During this the lights shift, and SCRIBE 2 crosses to
SCRIBES 1 and 4, who have entered and are drinking.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
Hallo! Edmond! Do you not see your
friends, or are you too proud to speak
to them?

DANTES
No, my dear fellow!  I am not proud,
but I am happy, and happiness blinds, I
think, more than pride.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
And how do you do, Madame Dantès?

MERCEDES
That is not my name, and it bodes ill
fortune to call a young girl by the
name of her betrothed before he becomes
her husband.

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
So, then, the wedding is to take place
immediately?

DANTES
As soon as possible, M. Danglars; to-
day all preliminaries will be arranged
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at my father's, and to-morrow, or next
day at latest, the wedding festival
here at La Rèserve. My friends will be
there, I hope; that is to say, you are
invited, M. Danglars, and you,
Caderousse.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
And Fernand, Fernand, too, is invited!

DANTES
My wife's brother is my brother, and
we, Mercédès and I, should be very
sorry if he were absent at such a time.

The Wedding Party
MAXIMILLIAN, SCRIBE 9 (MORREL), VALENTINE and SCRIBES 3, 5
and 7 enter and start to celebrate the upcoming nuptials.
SCRIBE 1 (Danglars) begins to drink in the corner with
SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE), and SCRIBE 2 (Fernand).  DANTES and
MERCEDES separate to a roar of approval.  SCRIBE 8 enters
up center.

SCRIBE 7
The feast was made ready on the second
floor at La Reserve, consisting of
dusky, piquant, Arlesian sausages,
lobsters in their dazzling red
cuirasses, prawns of large size and
brilliant color, and echinus with
prickly outsides and dainty morsels
within.

SCRIBE 3
The balcony was filled with impatient
and expectant guests, consisting of
the favored part of the crew of the
Pharaon

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
And other personal friends of the
bridegroom!

DANTES
I am too happy; joy takes a strange
effect at times, it seems to oppress
us almost the same as sorrow.
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SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
I should say that you were the
happiest man alive at this instant.

DANTES
That is the very thing that alarms me.
I am lost in wonder to find myself
promoted to an honor of which I feel
myself unworthy -- that of being the
husband of Mercedes.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
Nay, nay! You have not attained that
honor yet. Mercedes is not yet your
wife.

DANTES
It is true that Mercedes is not
actually my wife; but in an hour and a
half she will be.

The crowd shouts in general surprise.  SCRIBE 2 rises.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
In an hour?!  How can that be?

MERCEDES
We have purchased permission to waive
the usual delay; and at half-past two
o'clock the mayor of Marseilles will
be waiting for us at the city hall.

The SCRIBES cheer again.  DUMAS, roused by the onstage
activity, rises to his feet and stomps on the floor.  He
shouts over the crowd until they quiet.

DUMAS
At that instant came the measured
tread of soldiery, with the clanking
of swords and military accoutrements;
then the buzz of many voices, and
then, quickly, a most deathlike
stillness prevailed.

SCRIBE 5 enters as a MAGISTRATE.  SCRIBE 9 places himself
in the MAGISTRATE’s path.
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SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
May I venture to inquire the reason of
this unexpected visit?

SCRIBE 5 (MAGISTRATE)
I am the bearer of an order of arrest,
and although I most reluctantly
perform the task assigned me, it must,
nevertheless, be fulfilled. Who among
the persons here assembled answers to
the name of Edmond Dantes?

Every eye turns toward DANTES.

SCRIBE 5 (MAGISTRATE)
Edmond Dantes, I arrest you in the
name of the law!

SCRIBE 5 grabs DANTES before he can reply, and leads him
from the room.  DUMAS drives the SCRIBES from stage.
FERNAND leads MERCEDES from stage.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
So this, I suppose, is a part of the
trick you were concerting yesterday?
If so, it deserves to bring double
evil on those who perpetrated it.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
Nonsense. I have nothing whatever to
do with it; besides, you know very
well that I tore that paper to pieces.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
No, you did not!  You merely threw it
by -- I saw it lying in a corner.
Where is Fernand?

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
How do I know?  Gone, as every prudent
man ought to be, to look after his own
affairs.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS) hastily exits.  SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
follows after a beat.
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The Magistrate’s Office
SCRIBE 6 chases SCRIBE 3 onstage and kisses her.  She stops
him and points out the audience. SCRIBE 6 sits stage right.

SCRIBE 3
Gerard de Villefort was as happy as a
man could be. Already rich, he held a
high official situation, though only
twenty-seven. He had come from his
wedding announcement to a young and
charming woman, whom he loved, not
passionately, but reasonably, as
became a deputy attorney of the king;
and besides her great personal
attractions, Mademoiselle de Saint-
Meran's family possessed considerable
political influence, which they would,
of course, exert in his favor.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
Who and what are you?

DANTES
My name is Edmond Dantes.  I am mate
of the Pharaon, belonging to Messrs.
Morrel & Son.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
What were you doing at the moment you
were arrested?

DANTES
I was at the festival of my marriage,
monsieur. A beautiful young girl I
have been attached to for three years.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
It is reported your political opinions
are extreme.

DANTES
Alas, sir, I never had any opinions. I
am hardly nineteen; I know nothing; I
have no part to play. If I obtain the
situation I desire, I shall owe it to
M. Morrel. Thus all my opinions -- I
will not say public, but private --
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are confined to these three
sentiments, -- I love my father, I
respect M. Morrel, and I adore
Mercedes. This, sir, is all I can tell
you, and you see how uninteresting it
is.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
Have you any enemies that you know of?

DANTES shakes his head.  SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT) draws a
letter from his pocket, and presents it to Dantes.

DANTES
I do not know the writing, and yet it
is tolerably plain.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
Now, answer me not as a prisoner to a
judge, but as one man to another. What
truth is there in the accusation
contained in this anonymous letter?

DANTES
None. When we quitted Naples, Captain
Leclere was attacked with a brain
fever. He called me to him. `After my
death the command devolves on you as
mate.  Assume the command, bear up for
the Island of Elba, and give The
Emperor this letter -- perhaps they
will give you another letter, and
charge you with a commission. You will
accomplish what I was to have done, and
derive all the honor and profit from
it.'  Two hours after he was delirious;
the next day he died.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
And what did you do then?

DANTES
What I ought to have done, and what
every one would have done in my place.
I sailed for the Island of Elba, I
ordered everybody to remain on board,
and went a-shore. The Emperor gave me a
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letter to carry on to a person in
Paris. I was, as I told you, at my
marriage-feast; and I should have been
married in an hour, and to-morrow I
intended to start for Paris, had I not
been arrested on this charge which you
as well as I now see to be unjust.

DUMAS enters, searching.  He spots SCRIBE 3, who scampers
off.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
Ah, this seems to me the truth. If you
have been culpable, it was imprudence,
and this imprudence was in obedience to
the orders of your captain.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT) pauses.  DUMAS jabs him.

DUMAS
The letter.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
Give up this letter you have brought
from Elba, give your word you will
appear should you be required, and you
shall go and rejoin your friends.

DANTES
You have it already, for it was taken
from me with some others that I see in
that packet.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
To whom is it addressed?

DANTES
To Monsieur Noirtier, Rue Coq-Heron,
Paris.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT) pauses.  DUMAS grins.  SCRIBE 6
(VILLEFORT) reads the letter.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
Have you shown this letter to any one?

DANTES
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To no one, on my honor.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
Sir, I am no longer able, as I had
hoped, to restore you immediately to
liberty.  Before doing so, I must
consult the trial justice; what my own
feeling is you already know.

DANTES
Monsieur, you have been rather a
friend than a judge.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
The principal charge against you is
this letter, and you see…

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT) destroys the letter.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLEFORT)
Should any one else interrogate you,
say to him what you have said to me,
but do not breathe a word of this
letter.

DANTES
I promise.

SCRIBE 6 (VILLLEFORT) claps his hands.  SCRIBES 1 and 2
appear as GUARDS and blindfold DANTES.  They escort him
stage left.

The Chateau D’If
DUMAS enters stage left as Abbe Faria, and imprisoned
churchman, and paces his cell, speaking aloud.  During his
speech the GUARDS fold DANTES into a pretzel.  SCRIBES 4,
5, 7, and 8 enter as the Prison Wall.

DUMAS (ABBE)
The pope had need of money to bring
matters to an end with Louis XII. His
holiness determined to sell two
Cardinal’s hats.  One for Casesar
Spada…

DUMAS begins to dig.
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DANTES
 Where am I?

SCRIBE 1
You are a native of Marseilles, and a
sailor, and yet you do not know where
you are?

SCRIBE 1 tears the blindfold from DANTES’ eyes.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Then the pope and Caesar Borgia invited
the new cardinals to dinner.  Spada, a
prudent man, knew what these
invitations meant, and with paper and
pen made out his will.

DANTES
The Chateau D’If? What about an
inquiry?

DANTES makes a break for it.  He fights SCRIBE 1 and over
powers him, but is brought down by SCRIBE 2.

SCRIBE 2
All the formalities have been gone
through.  The inquiry is already made.

DANTES
Just so, in spite of M. de Villefort's
promises?

SCRIBE 1
I do not know what Villefort promised
you.

SCRIBE 2
Leave him in the dungeon with the mad
abbé. He was the leader of a political
party in Italy, and has been here since
1811.  In 1813 he went mad, and the
change is astonishing. He once wept,
and now laughs; he grew thin, he now
grows fat.  It’s quite amusing.

The SCRIBES leave off beating DANTES.  SCRIBE 3 enters with
a bowl of soup, and exits with SCRIBES 1 and 2. During
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this, DANTES lies still on the floor, ignoring the food
that SCRIBE 3 brings.

SCRIBE 8
Before Dantes stretches an azure calm;
but he who unwarily ventures within its
embrace finds himself struggling with a
monster that would drag him down to
perdition. Once thus ensnared, unless
the protecting hand of God snatch him
thence, all is over, and his struggles
but hasten his destruction. There is,
however, a sort of consolation at the
contemplation of the yawning abyss, at
the bottom of which lie darkness and
obscurity.

During this, DANTES first lies totally still.  Then,
impatient, he tangles his neck in his chains, but is unable
to find a place to hang himself from.  Exhausted he sits
back and stares at his meal.  For the first time, he hears
DUMAS.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Spada died on the threshold of the
vineyard; his nephew expired at his own
door, saying to his wife, `Look well
among my uncle's papers; there is a
will.' The pope hastened to lay hands
on the heritage, under pretense of
seeking for the papers of the dead man.
But as much as they searched, examined,
and scrutinized, no treasures -- unless
they were those of science, were
contained in the library and
laboratories.

DANTES pulls himself to his food and eats feverishly.  His
meal finished, DANTES smashes his plate on the floor, and
moves to the wall, digging with a shard of plate, which
crumbles away in his hand.

DANTES
O my God, after having deprived me of
my liberty, after having recalled me to
existence, my God, have pity on me, and
do not let me die in despair!
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DUMAS (ABBE)
Who talks of God and despair at the
same time?

DANTES
An unhappy prisoner.  A Frenchman.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Your name? Your profession?

DANTES
Edmond Dantès, a sailor.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Of what are you accused?

DANTES
Of having conspired to aid the
emperor's return.  I am innocent.

DUMAS (ABBE)
What! The emperor's return?  The
emperor is no longer on the throne?

DANTES
He abdicated at Fontainebleau in 1814,
and was sent to the Island of Elba.
How long have you been here?

DUMAS (ABBE)
Since 1811. <pause> What does your
chamber open on?

DANTES
On a court.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Alas! I must have made a mistake in my
writing my plans.

DANTES
Writing!  How did you come by ink?

DUMAS (ABBE)
There was formerly a fireplace in my
dungeon, though it was closed up long
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ere I became an occupant of this
prison. Still, it was thickly covered
with a coating of soot; when dissolved
in a portion of the wine brought to me
every Sunday, and I assure you a better
ink cannot be desired. For very
important notes, I prick one of my
fingers, and write in my own blood.

DUMAS (Abbe)’s hand appears comes through the wall in
DANTES’s cell.

The Abbe
DUMAS (ABBE) sits on DANTES shoulders, looking out a
window.  SCRIBE 5 watches.

SCRIBE 5
Working diligently for several days,
Dantes and the Abbe finished the tunnel
between their rooms.

DUMAS (ABBE)
This side of your chamber looks out
upon a kind of open gallery, where
sentries keep watch day and night,
rendering escape through your dungeon
impossible.

DUMAS (ABBE) climbs down and paces the cell.

DANTES
Tell me, I entreat of you, who and what
you are?

DUMAS (ABBE)
I am the Abbé Faria, and have been
imprisoned in the Château d'If since
the year 1811.

DANTES
Are you not, the priest who, here in
the Château d'If, is generally thought
to be--ill?

DUMAS (ABBE)
Mad, you mean, don't you?
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DANTES
I did not like to say so.

DUMAS (ABBE)
I am the poor mad prisoner of the
Château d'If, for many years permitted
to amuse the different visitors with my
insanity.  In all probability, I will
be promoted to the honor of making
sport for the children, if such
innocent beings can be found in an
abode devoted to suffering and despair.

DANTES
Would it not be expecting too much to
hope to succeed at your first attempt?

DUMAS (ABBE)
I was four years making tools.  I have
been two years scraping and digging out
earth, hard as granite itself.  Whole
days have I passed in these titanic
efforts, considering my labor well
repaid if, by night-time, I had
contrived to carry away a square inch
of this hard-bound cement.  I shall
return to my life’s true work.  It is
called ‘A Treatise on the Possibility
of a General Monarchy in Italy’, and
the pages I have in my room will make
one large quarto volume.

DANTES sinks to the bed.  Pause.

DANTES
          How do you write unnoticed?

DUMAS (ABBE)
          I do so at night.

DANTES
Without light?  Can you see as an owl,
too?

DUMAS (ABBE)
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I separate the fat from the meat served
to me, melt it, and so fill an oil lamp
I have made.

DANTES
We must pierce through your corridor
from the middle!  We shall get out into
the gallery, kill the sentinel who
guards it and escape!

DUMAS (ABBE)
I have thought it no sin to bore
through a wall, or destroy a staircase;
but I cannot so easily persuade myself
to take a life.

DANTES
With freedom at stake you allow your
scruples to deter you from obtaining
it?

DUMAS (ABBE)
What has hindered you from knocking
down your jailer with a piece of wood
torn from your bedstead?

DANTES
The idea never occurred to me.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Because your natural repugnance toward
the commission of such a crime.

DANTES
My natural repugnance rises toward my
unjust imprisonment.

DUMAS (ABBE)
You continually claim yourself innocent
of your crime. Come, my young friend,
let me hear your story.

DANTES acts how his story so far – arrival, marriage feast,
capture, imprisonment.  He does so in exaggerated mime
while SCRIBES 5 and 7 speak.

SCRIBE 5
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Dantès commenced what he called his
history.

SCRIBE 7
An account of his trip to India, his
work for M. Morrel, his last cruise and
arrival at Marseille.

SCRIBE 5
And then his arrest and subsequent
examination before his final
imprisonment in the Château d'If.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Could any one have had any interest in
preventing you from being captain of
the Pharaon?

DANTES
Danglars.  He was supercargo.  I had
quarreled with him some time
previously, and had even challenged him
to fight me; but he refused.

DUMAS (ABBE)
And did anyone have an interest in
preventing your marriage to Mercedes?

DANTES
Fernand, her childhood friend.

DUMAS (ABBE)
The deputy who examined you, was he
young or old?  And what was his name?

DANTES
Villefort.  He was about six or seven
and twenty years of age, I should say.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Villefort has a reputation for justice.
How did he treat with you?

DANTES
With more of mildness than severity,
though he did appear much disturbed
when he read the letter that had
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brought me into this scrape. He burned
it as a sign of goodwill.

DUMAS (ABBE)
To whom was this letter addressed?

DANTES
To M. Noirtier, No. 13 Coq-Héron,
Paris.

The DUMAS (ABBE) busts out laughing.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Did he make you swear never to utter
the name of Noirtier?

DANTES
Yes.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Why, you poor fool, can you not guess
who this Noirtier was, whose very name
he was so careful to keep concealed?
Noirtier is Villefort’s father – I knew
the man myself.  Now, is there anything
else I can assist you in discovering,
besides the villainy of your friends?

DANTES
You must teach me a small part of what
you know.

Blackout.

Learning
Lights up on DANTES in his cell.

SCRIBE 8
Realistically, human knowledge is
confined within very narrow limits; in
scarcely two years the Abbe was able to
communicate to Dantes, the stock of
learning he possessed.

DANTES
Dantes possessed a prodigious memory.
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SCRIBE 8
They also began to carve a passage
beneath the gallery.  But not before
Dantes promised the Abbe he would bind
and gag the guard, rather than kill
him, when they made their escape.

SCRIBE 3 enters.

SCRIBE 3
What Chapter is this?

SCRIBE 8
Seventeen.

SCRIBE 3
Have you been assigned Seventeen?

SCRIBE 8
No.

SCRIBE 3 stares down SCRIBE 8.  8 exits.  DUMAS speaks from
his cell.

DUMAS
The entire stock of learning?  The
principles, perhaps.  To learn is not
to know; there are the learners and the
learned. Memory makes the one,
philosophy the other. But philosophy
cannot be taught. It is the application
of science to truth.

SCRIBE 3 strikes DUMAS, who cries out and falls to the
floor.  DANTES rushes to him.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Quick! Quick!  The loose stone in the
tunnel.  Bring me the red liquid…

DANTES searches the wall. He retrieves a vial, which he
takes to the DUMAS (ABBE).

DANTES
What has happened?

DUMAS (ABBE)
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I am seized with a terrible, perhaps
mortal illness.  I had a similar attack
the year previous to my imprisonment.
This malady admits but this one remedy.
I am about to be seized with a fit of
catalepsy; when it comes to its height
I shall lie still and motionless as
though dead.  When I become quite rigid
as a corpse, then, and not before,
force open my teeth with the knife,
pour from eight to ten drops of the
liquor contained in the phial down my
throat, and I may perhaps revive.

DANTES
Perhaps!

DUMAS (ABBE)
Help! Help! I—

The DUMAS (ABBE) goes stiff, then limp. Blackout.

The Cemetery D’If

SCRIBE 7
(In Darkness)

Edmond waited till life seemed extinct
in the body of his friend, and then
forced open the closely fixed jaws,
carefully administered the appointed
number of drops, and anxiously awaited
the result.

Lights on DANTES at DUMAS (ABBE)’s side.

DUMAS (ABBE)
I did not expect to see you again,
knowing that all was ready for flight.

DANTES
Without you? Did you really think me
capable of that?

DUMAS (ABBE)
The last attack I had lasted but half
an hour, and after it and got up
without help; now I can move neither my
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right arm nor leg.  The third attack
will either carry me off or leave me
paralyzed for life. Here I shall remain
till the hour of my deliverance
arrives.

DANTES
Then I shall also remain.

DUMAS (ABBE)
I have something of the greatest
importance to communicate to you. This
paper, my friend, I may now avow to
you, since I have the proof of your
fidelity--this paper is my treasure,
which, from this day forth, belongs to
you.  In 1807, a month before I was
arrested, I was reading and arranging
the papers of the late Count of Spada.
Tired with my constant labor at the
same thing, and overcome by a heavy
dinner, my head dropped on my hands,
and I fell asleep at about three
o'clock in the afternoon. I awoke in
utter darkness as the clock was
striking six. I took a wax-candle in
one hand, and with the other groped
about for a piece of paper with which I
get a light from the fireplace embers.
Fearing to use any valuable piece of
paper, I grabbed an old piece, yellow
with age, which had served as a place
marker for centuries in the breviary,
and set light to it.  Beneath my
fingers, as if by magic, I saw
yellowish characters appear on the
paper. I put out the flame as quickly
as I could, lit my taper in the fire
itself, and examined the paper. Aided
by the remaining fragment, I guessed
the rest; measuring the length of the
lines by those of the paper, and
divining the hidden meaning by means of
what was in part revealed.

SCRIBE 5
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His features were writhing with those
horrible symptoms that Dantes already
knew, and which had so seriously
alarmed him when he saw them for the
first time.

DANTES
Help, help!

The DUMAS (ABBE) grabs DANTES arm.

DUMAS (ABBE)
Silence.  We must now only think of
you, my dear friend, and so act as to
render your flight possible.

DANTES
I have saved you once, and I will save
you a second time!

DANTES reaches into the wall and removes the red phial.

DUMAS (ABBE)
There is not a hope, but no matter,
try. The cold gains upon me. I feel the
blood flowing towards my brain. These
horrible chills, which make my teeth
chatter and seem to dislocate my bones,
begin to pervade my whole frame; in
five minutes the malady will reach its
height, and in a quarter of an hour
there will be nothing left of me but a
corpse. My son, I bless thee! Hasten to
Monte Cristo.

DANTES
No, not yet, do not forsake me! Oh,
succor him! Help!

SCRIBE 5
He fell back on the bed. The crisis was
terrible, and a rigid form with twisted
limbs, swollen eyelids, and lips
flecked with bloody foam, lay on the
bed of torture, in place of the
intellectual being who so lately rested
there.
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DANTES administers the medicine to DUMAS (ABBE).

DANTES
Half an hour, an hour, an hour and a
half elapsed.

SCRIBE 8
The body gradually grew cold. The
heart's pulsation became deeper and
duller, until at length it stopped. It
was six o'clock in the morning, the
dawn was just breaking, and its feeble
ray came into the dungeon.

SCRIBE 3 enters.  DANTES scrambles into the tunnel.

SCRIBE 3
As the daylight gained pre-eminence, he
saw that he was alone with a corpse.
An invincible and extreme terror seized
upon him, and he dared not again press
the hand that hung out of bed, he dared
no longer to gaze on those fixed and
vacant eyes. It was time, for the
jailer was coming.

SCRIBES 1 and 2 enter, and pull a sack over the DUMAS
(ABBE).

SCRIBE 1
Will there be any mass?

SCRIBE 2
Hah! The chaplain is on a leave of
absence, vacationing in Hyères for a
week. It’ll be straight to the cemetery
d’If for him tonight. If the poor abbé
had not been in such a hurry, he might
have had his requiem.

SCRIBES 1 and 2 exit.  SCRIBES 3, 4, and 5 exit.

DANTES
If I could die, I should go where he
goes, and should assuredly find him
again.  <pause>  Whence comes this
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thought?  Since none but the dead pass
freely from this dungeon, let me take
the place of the dead!

DANTES removes the sack from the DUMAS (ABBE), and pulls
the sack over his own body.  SCRIBE 7 hides DUMAS.  SCRIBES
1 and 2 return, collect the body bag, throw it into the
sea, and exit.  DANTES is pulled aboard by SCRIBES 3, 4, 6,
and 9.  SCRIBE 8 enters. SCRIBES 6, and 9 exit.

SCRIBE 8
He was nineteen when he entered the
Château d'If; he was thirty-three when
he escaped.

SCRIBE 7
When he first touched ashore, Dantes
went to have his hair cut.  The barber
gazed in amazement at this man with the
long, thick and black hair and beard,
which gave his head the appearance of
one of Titian's portraits.

SCRIBE 3
At this period it was not the fashion
to wear so large a beard and hair so
long. Now a barber would only be
surprised if a man gifted with such
advantages should consent voluntarily
to deprive himself of them.

SCRIBE 4
The master of The Young Amelia, who was
very desirous of retaining amongst his
crew a man of Edmond's value, had
offered to advance him funds out of his
future profits, which Edmond had
accepted.

SCRIBE 7
At length, by one of the unexpected
strokes of fortune which sometimes
befall those who have for a long time
been the victims of an evil destiny,
Dantès was about to secure the
opportunity he wished for, by simple
and natural means, and land on the
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island  of Monte Cristo without
incurring any suspicion.

SCRIBES 3 and 4 exit.  DUMAS reads.  SCRIBES 7 and 8 dress
DANTES as Lord Wilmore.

DUMAS
This 25th day of April, 1498, being
invited to dine by his Holiness
Alexander VI, and fearing that not
content with making me pay for my hat,
he may desire to become my heir, I
declare to my nephew, Guido Spada, that
I have buried in the caves of the small
Island of Monte Cristo all I possessed
of ingots, gold, money, jewels,
diamonds, gems; which he will find on
raising the twentieth rock from the
small creek to the east in a right
line. Two openings have been made in
these caves; the treasure is in the
furthest angle in the second; which
treasure I bequeath and leave entire to
him as my sole heir. – Caesar Spada

MORREL
SCRIBE 9 enters as Morrel.

DANTES
The house of Thomson & French had
300,000 or 400,000 francs to pay this
month in France; and, knowing the
strict punctuality of Morrel and Sons,
collected all the bills bearing that
signature.  While Morrel’s probity and
exactitude up to this moment are
universally acknowledged, the current
report in Marseilles is that he is
unable to meet your liabilities.

DANTES sits.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Lord Wilmore, sir, I shall pay, if, as
I hope, my vessel arrives safely; for
its arrival will again procure me the
credit that the numerous accidents, of
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which I have been the victim, have
deprived me; but if the Pharaon should
be lost, and this last resource is
gone…

DANTES
Well, if this last resource fails you?

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
I fear I shall be forced to suspend
payment.

DANTES
Have you no friends who could assist
you?

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
In business, sir, one has no friends,
only correspondents.

SCRIBE 8 enters as JULIE, Morrel’s daughter.

SCRIBE 8 (JULIE)
Oh, father, father!

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
The Pharaon has gone down, then?  And
the crew?

SCRIBE 8(JULIE)
Saved, saved by the crew of the vessel
that has just entered the harbor.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Thanks, my God, at least thou strike me
alone.  Come in, come in, for I presume
you are all at the door.

SCRIBES 4, 6, and 7 enter as Sailors.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
A pleasure to see you all safe.  I know
there was no one in fault but destiny.
What wages are due to you?

SCRIBE 7
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Oh, don't let us talk of that, M.
Morrel.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Yes, but we will talk of it.

SCRIBE 7
Well, then, three months.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Julie, pay two hundred francs to each
of these good fellows.

SCRIBE 6
As for that, M. Morrel, the crew all
say that fifty francs will be enough
for us at present, and that we will
wait for the rest.

SCRIBE 7 and SCRIBE 9 (MORREL) embrace.

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Well, you have heard all.

DANTES
I see that a fresh misfortune has
overwhelmed you, and this only
increases my desire to serve you. I am
one of your largest creditors?

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Your bills, at least, are the first
that will fall due.

DANTES
Do you wish for time to pay?

SCRIBE 9 (MORREL)
Two months would save my honor, and
consequently my life.

DANTES
I will give you three.

DANTES and SCRIBE 9 (MORREL) shake hands.  SCRIBE 9
(MORREL) exits with SCRIBES 4, 6, and 7.  DANTES leads
SCRIBE 8 off, whispering conspiratorially.



33

Carderousse
SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse) sits across from a DANTES who is
dressed as ABBE BUSONI.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Abbe, Busoni?  I am Gaspard
Carderousse, at your service.

DANTES
You formerly lived, I believe in the
Allées de Meillan, on the fourth floor?

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
I was a tailor, till the trade fell
off. It is so hot at Marseilles that
really I believe that the respectable
inhabitants will in time go without any
clothing whatever.

DANTES
Did you, in the year 1814 or 1815, know
a young sailor named Dantès?

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Why, Edmond Dantès and myself were
intimate friends!  Tell me, I pray,
what has become of poor Edmond? Did you
know him? Is he alive and at liberty?

DANTES
He died a more wretched, hopeless,
heart-broken prisoner than the felons
who pay the penalty of their crimes at
the galleys of Toulon.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Poor fellow! Good people are never
rewarded on this earth, and none but
the wicked prosper.

DANTES
I was called to see him on his dying
bed, that I might administer to him the
consolations of religion. A rich
Englishman who had been his companion
in misfortune, but had been released
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from prison during the second
restoration, bestowed on Dantès a
diamond of immense value for the
kindness and brotherly care with which
Dantès had nursed him through a severe
illness during his confinement.

DANTES places the diamond on the table.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
How comes the diamond in your
possession, sir? Did Edmond make you
his heir?

DANTES
Merely his testamentary executor. ‘I
once possessed four dear and faithful
friends; besides the maiden to whom I
was betrothed' he said; 'and I feel
convinced they have all unfeignedly
grieved over my loss.’ Gaspard
Carderousse. Danglars.  Fernand
Mondego.  His betrothed was

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Mercédès.

DANTES
I am to sell this diamond and divide
the money into five equal parts, and
give an equal portion to each; the only
persons who loved Dantes on Earth.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Five parts?  You only mentioned four
persons.

DANTES
Because the fifth is dead, I hear. The
fifth was Edmond's own father.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Too true, too true! About a year after
the disappearance of his son he died.
The doctors called his complaint
gastro-enteritis; his acquaintances say
he died of grief; but I, who saw him in
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his dying moments, I say he died of
downright starvation.

DANTES
Starvation!  The vilest animals are not
suffered to die by such a death as
that.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Well, when Dantès was arrested,
Monsieur Morrel hastened to obtain the
particulars, and they were very sad.
The old man returned alone to his home,
folded up his wedding suit with tears
in his eyes, and paced up and down his
chamber; I was underneath him and heard
him walking the whole night. Mercédès
went to implore the protection of M. de
Villefort; she did not obtain it,
however, and went to visit the old man.
She wished him to go with her that she
might take care of him; but the old man
would not consent. 'No,' was the old
man's reply, 'I will not leave this
house, for my poor dear boy loves me
better than anything in the world; and
if he gets out of prison he will come
and see me the first thing, and what
would he think if I did not wait here
for him?’

DANTES
Did you not go up-stairs and try to
console the poor old man?

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Ah, sir, we cannot console those who
will not be consoled. From day to day
he lived on alone, and more and more
solitary. M. Morrel and Mercédès came
to see him, but he would not make any
answer. One day, when, contrary to his
custom, he had admitted Mercédès, and
the poor girl endeavored to console
him, he said to her, 'Be assured, my
dear daughter, he is dead; and instead
of expecting him, it is he who is
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awaiting us; I am quite happy, for I am
the oldest, and of course shall see him
first.’  The old man would not take any
sustenance; at length, he died, saying
to Mercédès, 'If you ever see my Edmond
again, tell him I die blessing him.'

DANTES
This was, indeed, a horrid event.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
The more so, sir, as it was not God’s
doing, but men's.

Betrayal
Lights up on SCRIBES 1 (Danglars), 4 (Carderousse) and 2
(CARDEROUSSE).  They are drinking in the same positions
they held at the end of The Catalans.

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
Mercedes told me that if any misfortune
befell Edmond, she would kill herself.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
That's what I call love!

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
If the walls of a prison were between
Edmond and Mercedes they would be as
effectually separated as if he lay under
a tombstone.

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
And why should they put Dantes in
prison?

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
Look here.

SCRIBE 1 signals.  DUMAS brings pen, ink, and paper to the
table.  SCRIBE 1 begins to write with his left hand.

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
Pen, ink, and paper?

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
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I am a supercargo; pen, ink, and paper
are my tools.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
To think a pen has wherewithal to kill a
man more sure than if we waited at the
corner of a wood to assassinate him!

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
Who speaks of killing?

DUMAS refills SCRIBE 4’s cup.  SCRIBE 4 drains his cup
mightily and eases his head to the table.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
If after a voyage such as Dantes has
just made, some one were to denounce
him to the king's procurer as a
Bonapartist agent…

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
The honorable, the king's attorney, is
informed by a friend of the throne and
religion, that one Edmond Dantès, mate
of the ship Pharaon, arrived this
morning from Smyrna, after having
touched at Naples and Elba, has been
entrusted by the usurper with a letter
for the Bonapartist committee in Paris.
Proof of this crime will be found upon
him, or at his father's, or in his
cabin on board the Pharaon.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
Now your revenge looks like common-
sense, and in no way can it revert to
yourself. There is nothing to do now
but fold the letter as I am doing, and
write upon it, 'To the king's
attorney,' and that's all settled.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Yes, and that's all settled! Only it
will be an infamous shame!

SCRIBE 4 reaches for the note.  SCRIBE 1 yanks it away.
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SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
And as what I say and do is merely in
jest --look here!

SCRIBE 1 balls up the note and throws it in the corner.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
In that case, let's have some more
wine. I wish to drink to the health of
Edmond and the lovely Mercédès.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
You have had too much already,
drunkard, and if you continue, you will
be compelled to sleep here, because
unable to stand on your legs. Give me
your arm, and let us go.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Come, Fernand, won't you return to
Marseilles with us?

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
No.  I shall return to the Catalans.

SCRIBE 4 (CARDEROUSSE)
Just as you like; there's liberty for
all the world.

SCRIBES 1 and 4 cross the stage.  SCRIBE 1  exits, SCRIBE 4
watches SCRIBE 2 stoop, pick up the note and exit.  SCRIBE
4 returns to his table, but DANTES has left, leaving the
diamond.  Blackout.

Albert d’Morcerf
SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT) sits at a table with MAXIMILLIAN, SCRIBE
6 as Cheateau-Renard, a young lord, and SCRIBE 8 as
Beauchamp, a journalist.

SCRIBE 6 (Cheateau-Renard)
I was retreating on foot, for my horse
was dead. Six Arabs came up, full
gallop, to cut off my head. I shot two
with my double-barreled gun, and two
more with my pistols, but I was then
disarmed, and two were still left; one
seized me by the hair (that is why I
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now wear it so short, for no one knows
what may happen), the other swung a
yataghan, and I already felt the cold
steel on my neck, when this gentleman
whom you see here charged them, shot
the one who held me by the hair, and
cleft the skull of the other with his
saber. He had assigned himself the task
of saving a man's life that day; chance
caused that man to be myself.

MAXIMILLIAN
Yes, it was the 5th of September, the
anniversary of the day on which my
father was miraculously preserved;
therefore, as far as it lies in my
power, I endeavor to celebrate it by
some -

SCRIBE 6 (Cheateau-Renard)
Heroic action!  I was chosen. But that
is not all--after rescuing me from the
sword, he rescued me from the cold, not
by sharing his cloak with me, like St.
Martin, but by giving me the whole;
then from hunger by sharing with me--
guess what?

SCRIBE 8 (Beauchamp)
A Strasbourg pie?

SCRIBE 6 (Cheateau-Renard)
No, his horse; of which we each of us
ate a slice with a hearty appetite.

SCRIBE 8 (Beauchamp)
What time do you breakfast, Albert?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
At half-past ten. I also expect a
preserver.

SCRIBE 2 (Cheateau-Renard)
Of whom?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
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Of myself, do you think I cannot be
saved as well as any one else, and that
there are only Arabs who cut off heads?

SCRIBE 8 (Beauchamp)
And where does he come from?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Really, I do not know; when I invited
him three months ago, he was then at
Rome, but since that time who knows
where he may have gone?

SCRIBE 6 (Cheateau-Renard)
We have only ten minutes left.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
I will profit by them to tell you
something about my guest.  I was at
Rome during the last Carnival.

SCRIBES 3, 4, 5, and 7 enter for Carnival.  SCRIBE 5
(Bandit) lures SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT) from and off stage.

DUMAS
At Carnival, Albert was kidnapped by
Bandits.  He was informed that he would
be a prisoner until he paid the sum of
24,000 francs.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Unfortunately, he had not above 1,500.

SCRIBE 7 (FRANZ)
He wrote to Franz d’Epinay, his
traveling companion, that if he did not
come with the four thousand crowns
before six, at ten minutes past Albert
should have gone to join the blessed
saints and glorious martyrs.

SCRIBE 4 (VAMPA)
Signor Luigi Vampa, the chief of these
bandits, scrupulously keeps such
promises.
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SCRIBE 4 as Luigi Vampa and SCRIBE 5 as a Bandit cross
downstage. DANTES enters and joins SCRIBE 7 as Franz
d’Epinay.

SCRIBE 3 (Bandit)
Who comes there?

SCRIBES 4 and 3 leap forward, swords drawn, and engage
DANTES and SCRIBE 7 (Franz).  They fight.

DANTES
Well, well, my dear Vampa, it appears
to me that you receive a friend with a
great deal of ceremony.

SCRIBE 4 (Vampa)
Ground arms!  Your pardon, your
Excellency, but I was so far from
expecting the honor of a visit, that I
did not really recognize you.

DANTES
It seems that your memory is equally
short in everything, Vampa.  Was it not
agreed that not only my person, but
also that of my friends, should be
respected by you?

SCRIBE 4 (Vampa)
And how have I broken that treaty, your
Excellency?

DANTES
You have this evening carried off and
conveyed hither the Vicomte Albert de
Morcerf.  This young gentleman is one
of my friends, lodges in the same hotel
as myself and has been up and down the
Corso for hours in my private carriage,
and yet, you have carried him off and
set a ransom on him, as if he were an
utter stranger.

SCRIBE 4 (Vampa)
Fool!  Why have you caused me thus to
fail in my word towards a gentleman
like the count, who has all our lives
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in his hands? By heavens, if one of you
knew that the young gentleman was a
friend of his Excellency, I will blow
your brains out with my own hand!

SCRIBE 3 scampers off and retrieves SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT).

SCRIBE 7 (Franz)
I knew there was some mistake in this.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT) crosses downstage led by SCRIBES 3 and 5.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
My dear, remember, for the future,
Napoleon's maxim, 'Never awaken me but
for bad news;' if you had let me sleep
on, I should have finished my gallop,
and have been grateful to you all my
life. So, then, they have paid my
ransom?

SCRIBE 3 (Bandit)
No, your Excellency.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Well, then, how am I free?

SCRIBE 4 (Vampa)
A person to whom I can refuse nothing
has come to demand you.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Is it you, my dear Franz, whose
devotion and friendship are thus
displayed?

SCRIBE 7 (Franz)
No, not I, but our neighbor, the Count
of Monte Cristo.

The clock chimes, and SCRIBE 7 shifts, announcing the
arrival of DANTES.  SCRIBES 4 and 7 exit. SCRIBE 8 lingers.

DUMAS
The involuntary start every one gave
proved how much Morcerf's narrative had
impressed them, and Albert himself
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could not wholly refrain from
manifesting sudden emotion. He had not
heard a carriage stop in the street, or
steps in the antechamber; the door had
itself opened noiselessly.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
My dear count, I was announcing your
visit to some of my friends, whom I had
invited in consequence of the promise
you did me the honor to make, and whom
I now present to you. They are the
Count of Château-Renard, whose nobility
goes back to the twelve peers; M.
Beauchamp, an editor of a paper, and
the terror of the French government;
and M. Maximilian Morrel, captain of
Spahis.

DANTES shakes hands coldly with all the men, but is
unsettled by MAXIMILLIAN’s name.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
My dear count, I fear one thing, and
that is, that the fare of the Rue du
Helder is not so much to your taste as
that of the Piazza di Spagni.

DANTES
Did you know me better, you would not
give one thought of such a thing for a
traveler like myself, who has
successively lived on macaroni at
Naples, polenta at Milan, pilaf at
Constantinople, and swallows' nests in
China. I eat everywhere, and of
everything, I eat but little.  Today,
however, is my day of appetite, for I
have not eaten since yesterday morning.

SCRIBE 6 (Cheateau-Renard)
What, you have not eaten for four and
twenty hours?

DANTES
I was forced to go out of my road to
obtain some information near Nîmes, so
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that I was somewhat late, and therefore
I did not choose to stop.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
But you ate in your carriage?

DANTES
No, I slept, as I generally do when I
am weary without having the courage to
amuse myself, or when I am hungry
without feeling inclined to eat.

SCRIBE 6 (Cheateau-Renard)
But you can sleep when you please,
monsieur?

DANTES
I have an infallible recipe for it.

SCRIBE 8 (Beauchamp)
May we inquire what is this recipe?

DANTES
I make no secret of it. It is a mixture
of excellent opium, which I fetched
myself in order to have it pure, and
the best hashish that grows in the
East. These two ingredients are mixed
in equal proportions, and formed into
pills.

DANTES opens a large emerald, revealing the pills.

SCRIBE 3 (Beauchamp)
And is it your cook who prepares these
pills?

DANTES
Oh, no, monsieur. I am a tolerable
chemist, and prepare my pills myself.

SCRIBE 6 (Cheateau-Renard)
This is a magnificent emerald, and the
largest I have ever seen, although my
mother has some remarkable family
jewels.
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DANTES
I had three similar ones.  I gave one
to the Sultan, who mounted it in his
saber; another to our holy father the
Pope, who had it set in his tiara. I
kept the third for myself, and had it
hollowed out, rendering it more
commodious for the purpose I intended.

SCRIBE 3 (Beauchamp)
And what did these two sovereigns give
you in exchange for these magnificent
presents?

DANTES
The Sultan, the liberty of a woman, the
Pope, the life of a man; so that once
in my life I have been as powerful as
if heaven had brought me into the world
on the steps of a throne.

The Count of Morcerf
SCRIBES 3, 6, and MAXIMILLIAN exit.

DUMAS
Albert de Morcerf inhabited a pavilion
situated at the corner of a large
court.  Two windows only of the
pavilion faced the street; three other
windows looked into the court, and two
at the back into the garden. Between
the court and the garden, built in the
heavy style of the imperial
architecture, was the large and
fashionable dwelling of the Count and
Countess of Morcerf.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT), DANTES, and SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND) stand in
the home of the Count of Morcerf.

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
You are most welcome, monsieur; you
have rendered our house, in preserving
its only heir, a service that insures
you our eternal gratitude.

DANTES
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It is a great honor to me, to meet a
man whose merit equals his reputation,
to whom fortune has been equitable, and
may still, have a marshal's staff to
offer you?

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
Oh, I have left the service, monsieur.
I tendered my resignation, hung up my
sword, and cast myself into politics. I
have devoted myself to industry; I
study the useful arts. During the
twenty years I served, I often wished
to do so, but I had not the time.

DANTES
These are the ideas that render France
a nation superior to any other.  A
gentleman of high birth, possessor of
an ample fortune, you gained your
promotion as an obscure soldier, step
by step; then become general, peer of
France, you consent to again commence a
second apprenticeship, without any
other hope or any other desire than
that of one day becoming useful to your
fellow-creatures; this, indeed, is
praiseworthy.

SCRIBE 2 (FERNAND)
But, monsieur, for a man of your merit,
France opens her arms to receive you;
respond to her call.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Ah, father, it is evident you do not
know the Count of Monte Cristo; he
despises honors, and contents himself
with those written on his passport.

DANTES
That is the most just remark I ever
heard made concerning myself.

MERCEDES enters the room as DANTES speaks.  She freezes.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
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Ah, here is my mother

DANTES turns.  MERCEDES stumbles.

DANTES
Ah, good heavens, madam, are you ill,
or is it the heat of the room that
affects you?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Are you ill, mother?

MERCEDES
No, but I feel some emotion on seeing,
for the first time, the man without
whose intervention we should have been
in tears and desolation. Monsieur, I
owe to you the life of my son, and for
this I bless you.

DANTES
Madame, the count and yourself
recompense too generously a simple
action. To save a man, to spare a
father's feelings, or a mother's
sensibility, is not to do a good
action, but a simple deed of humanity.

MERCEDES
Monsieur, will you do us the honor of
passing the rest of the day with us?

DANTES
Believe me, Madame, I feel most
grateful for your kindness, but I got
out of my traveling carriage at your
door this morning, and I am ignorant
how I am installed in Paris, which I
scarcely know; this is but a trifling
inquietude, I know, but one I must
rectify.

MERCEDES
We shall have the pleasure another
time, you promise that?

DANTES bows, and exits with SCRIBE 2 (Fernand).  Pause.
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MERCEDES
What is this name of Monte Cristo?  Is
it a family name, or the name of the
estate, or a simple title?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
I believe, mother, it is merely a
title. The count purchased an island in
the Tuscan archipelago, and has founded
a commandery.

MERCEDES
His manners are admirable.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
They are perfect mother, so perfect,
that they surpass by far all I have
known in the leading aristocracy of the
three proudest nobilities of Europe--
the English, the Spanish, and the
German.

MERCEDES
You have seen, my dear Albert--I ask
the question as a mother--you have seen
M. de Monte Cristo in his house, you
are quick sighted, have much knowledge
of the world, and more tact than is
usual at your age; do you think the
count is really what he appears to be?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
I must tell you that I have not come to
any decided opinion respecting him, but
I think him a Maltese.

MERCEDES
I do not ask you of his origin but what
he is.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Ah, what he is; that is quite another
thing. I have seen so many remarkable
things in him, that if you would have
me really say what I think, I shall
reply that I really do look upon him as
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one of Byron's heroes, whom misery has
marked with a fatal brand; one of those
wrecks, as it were, of some ancient
family, who, disinherited of their
patrimony, have achieved one by the
force of their adventurous genius,
which has placed them above the laws of
society.  He pleases me in spite of
Franz d'Epinay, who tries to convince
me that he is a being returned from the
other world.

MERCEDES
Albert, I have always put you on your
guard against new acquaintances. Now
you are a man, and are able to give me
advice; yet I repeat to you, Albert, be
prudent.

Danglars
SCRIBE 9 and MERCEDES exit. DANTES stands with SCRIBE 1.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
I have the honor, I presume, of
addressing M. de Monte Cristo.

DANTES
And I of speaking to Baron Danglars,
chevalier of the Legion of Honor, and
member of the Chamber of Deputies?

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
I have received a letter of advice from
Thomson & French, of Rome, but I
confess I didn't quite comprehend its
meaning.  This letter gives the Count
of Monte Cristo unlimited credit on our
house.

DANTES
Well, baron, what is there difficult to
understand about that?

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
Merely the term unlimited--nothing
else, certainly.
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DANTES
Is not that word known in France? Is it
possible that Thomson & French are not
looked upon as safe and solvent
bankers?

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
Thomson & French are perfectly solvent,
but the word unlimited, in financial
affairs, is so extremely vague.

DANTES
Meaning to say, that however Thomson &
French may be inclined to commit acts
of imprudence and folly, the Baron
Danglars is not disposed to follow
their example.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
Monsieur, the extent of my resources
has never yet been questioned.

DANTES
It seems, then, reserved for me to be
the first to do so.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
What sum you propose to draw upon me?

DANTES
Why, truly, my reason for desiring an
'unlimited' credit was precisely
because I did not know how much money I
might need.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
Do not hesitate in naming your wishes;
The House of Danglars, however limited,
is still equal to meeting the largest
demands; were you to require a million…

DANTES
What could I do with a million? My dear
sir, if a trifle like that could
suffice me, I should never have given
myself the trouble of opening an
account. A million? Look, here are two
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similar letters to that you have
yourself received; one from the house
of Arstein & Eskeles of Vienna, to
Baron Rothschild, the other drawn by
Baring of London, upon M. Laffitte.
Now, sir, you have but to say the word,
and I will spare you all uneasiness by
presenting my letter of credit to one
or other of these two firms.

SCRIBE 1 (DANGLARS)
Three letters of unlimited credit! I
can be no longer mistrustful, but you
must pardon me, my dear count, for
confessing to some degree of
astonishment.  I am at your orders.

Dangerous Women
SCRIBE 1 exits.  SCRIBE 6 enters as Ali, a servant.

DANTES
Ali, you have frequently explained to
me how more than commonly skilful you
are in throwing the lasso, have you
not? Ere long a carriage will dash past
here, drawn by the pair of dappled gray
horses you saw me with yesterday; you
must manage to stop those horses before
my door.

SCRIBE 3 as Mme. Villefort enters with SCRIBE 7 as her son
Edward.  They are drawn forward by SCRIBES 1 and 5 as
runaway horses.  SCRIBE 6 lassos and halts SCRIBES 1 and 5.
DANTES leaps down and lifts SCRIBE 3 from the carriage.
SCRIBE 6 follows with SCRIBE 7.

DANTES
Compose yourself, Madame, all danger is
over.  Your little charge has not
received the least injury; his
insensibility is merely the effects of
terror, and will soon pass.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
How deadly pale he is! My child, my
darling Edward; speak to your mother--
open your dear eyes and look on me once
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again! Oh, sir, send for a physician;
my whole fortune shall not be thought
too much for the recovery of my boy.

DANTES pulls forth a small vial and places a drop of liquid
on SCRIBE 7’s lips.  SCRIBE 7 opens his eyes.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
To whom am I indebted for so happy a
termination to my late dreadful alarm?

DANTES
Madame, you are under the roof of one
who esteems himself most fortunate in
having been able to save you from a
further continuance of your sufferings.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
All Paris rung with the praises of
Madame Danglars' beautiful horses, and I
had the folly to desire to know whether
they merited such high praise.

DANTES
My happiness at your escape from the
danger that threatened you is redoubled
by the consciousness that I have been
the unwilling and the unintentional
cause of all the peril you have
incurred. I yesterday purchased these
horses of the baron; but as the baroness
evidently regretted parting with them, I
ventured to send them back to her.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
You are, then, the Count of Monte
Cristo, of whom she has talked so much?

DANTES
You have rightly guessed, Madame.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
I am Madame Heloise de Villefort. How
grateful will M. de Villefort be for
all your goodness.

SCRIBE 7 examines DANTES medicines.



53

DANTES
Touch not, my little friend; some of
those liquids are not only dangerous to
taste, but even to inhale.

SCRIBE 3 pulls SCRIBE 7 back.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
My dear count, you must indeed be a
great chemist.

DANTES
Do not rely on that, Madame; one drop
of that elixir sufficed to recall life
to a dying child, but three drops would
have impelled blood into his lungs; six
would have suspended his respiration;
ten would have destroyed him.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
I have a passion for the occult
sciences, which speak to the
imagination like poetry, yet are
reducible to figures, like an algebraic
equation; the use of simples frequently
explains the whole history of a people.

DANTES
And more, Madame. You may not only make
a cuirass of your poisons, but also a
dagger. With opium, belladonna,
arsenic, and snake-wood, delivered with
subtlety, you may remove your enemies
from the field.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
Count?  That distillation you treated
my Edward with?  What, exactly, is it?

DANTES
A skilful preparation of a friend, and
an admirable anti-spasmodic.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
Of course, it is a secret, and I am not
so indiscreet as to ask it of you.
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DANTES
But I am gallant enough to offer it
you.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
How kind you are.

SCRIBES 3 and 7 exit. SCRIBE 8 enters as Haidee.

DANTES
Haidée, you know that you are now in
France, and are free to leave me.

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
Leave you? Why should I leave you?

DANTES
That is not for me to say; but we are
now about to mix in society--to visit
and be visited.  And should you see one
whom you could prefer, I would not be
so unjust-

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
I have never seen any one I preferred
to you, and I have never loved any one
but you and my father.

DANTES
My poor child, that is merely because
your father and myself are the only men
who have ever talked to you.

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
I don't want anybody else to talk to
me.

DANTES
Do you remember your father, Haidée?

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
He is here, and here.

SCRIBE 8 touches her eyes and heart.

DANTES
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And where am I?

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
You?  You are everywhere.

Young Love
VALENTINE stands onstage next to SCRIBE 7 (A Gate).

DUMAS
Two thirds of the way along the
Faubourg Saint-Honoré, and in the rear
of one of the most imposing mansions in
this rich neighborhood, extended a
large garden, where the wide-spreading
chestnut-trees raised their heads high
above the walls in a solid rampart, and
with the coming of every spring
scattered a shower of delicate pink and
white blossoms into the large stone
vases that stood upon the two square
pilasters of a curiously wrought iron
gate, that dated from the time of Louis
XII. On this evening, a young woman
stands close to the iron gate,
endeavoring to discern something on the
other side by means of the openings in
the planks.

MAXIMILLIAN enters and crosses to SCRIBE 7.

MAXIMILLIAN
Dearest Valentine, the difference
between our respective stations makes
me fear to offend you by speaking of my
love, but yet I cannot find myself in
your presence without longing to pour
forth my soul.

VALENTINE
Maximilian, you promised to bestow on
me the friendly affection of a brother.
For I have no friend but yourself upon
earth, my father abandons me from utter
indifference, while my mother-in-law
detests me with a hatred so much the
more terrible because it is veiled
beneath a continual smile.



56

MAXIMILLIAN
Hate you, sweet Valentine, how is it
possible for any one to do that?

VALENTINE
Did I not tell you just now that I was
rich, Maximilian--too rich? I possess
nearly 50,000 livres in right of my
mother; the Marquis and Marquise de
Saint-Méran, will leave me as much, and
M. Noirtier evidently intends making me
his heir. My brother Edward, who
inherits nothing from his mother, will,
therefore, be poor in comparison with
me.

MAXIMILLIAN
Ah, how strange it seems that such a
beautiful woman should be so
avaricious.

VALENTINE
It is not for herself, but for her son.
What you regard as a vice becomes
almost a virtue when looked at in the
light of maternal love.

MAXIMILLIAN
Valentine, I will not say you are all I
love in the world, for I dearly prize
my sister and brother-in-law; but my
affection for them is calm and
tranquil, in no manner resembling what
I feel for you. When I think of you my
heart beats fast, the blood burns in my
veins, and I can hardly breathe; but I
solemnly promise you to restrain all
this ardor until you yourself shall
require me to render it available in
serving you. M. Franz d’Epinay, your
betrothed, is not expected to return
home for a year to come, I am told; in
that time many favorable and unforeseen
chances may befriend us.

VALENTINE
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Monsieur Morrel, my grandfather, M.
Noirtier, has a thousand things to say,
which he told me three days ago; and
now, he has sent for you. First, know
that he asks you to wait, no matter how
much you are moved to act – he demands
you let events take their course.

VALENTINE opens the Gate.  MAXIMILLIAN and VALENTINE exit.

DUMAS
M. Noirtier…

DANTES enters.  DUMAS turns to leave, but is blocked by
SCRIBES 7, 8, and 9 who give him a sword.  They duel.
DANTES wins. SCRIBES 7 and 9 gag and bind DUMAS.

DANTES
M. Noirtier, although almost as
immovable as a corpse, had a quick and
intelligent expression.  Sight and
hearing were the only senses remaining,
and they, like two solitary sparks,
remained to animate the miserable body
which seemed fit for nothing but the
grave.  In his eyes, shaded by thick
black lashes, was concentrated, as it
often happens with an organ which is
used to the exclusion of the others,
all the activity, address, force, and
intelligence which were formerly
diffused over his whole body; and so
although the movement of the arm, the
sound of the voice, and the agility of
the body, were wanting, the speaking
eye sufficed for all.  Two persons only
could understand this language of the
poor paralytic; these were Villefort
and Valentine.

End of Act 1.

Matrimonial Prospects
DANTES narrates.

DANTES
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Shortly, M. de Monte Cristo appeared to
exert a mysterious and almost
uncontrollable influence over all the
members of Valentine’s family.  He was
equally admired by the Morcerfs, and
actively courted by M. Danglars.

SCRIBES 1 (Danglars), 3 (Andrea), and 9 enter.

SCRIBE 9
On the recommendation of his close
friends, the Abbe Busoni and Lord
Wilmore, the Count introduced young
Andrea Calvacanti to Baron Danglars.
Andrea’s father, Bartelomeo wished to
open his son a line of credit.

SCRIBE 3 bows and exits.  SCRIBE 9 follows.

DANGLARS
Have they any fortune?

DANTES
An enormous one.

DANGLARS
What do they do?

DANTES
Try to spend it all. The son has been
educated in a college in the south; I
believe near Marseilles. You will find
him quite enthusiastic.

DANGLARS
Upon what subject?

DANTES
The French ladies. He has made up his
mind to take a wife from Paris.

DANGLARS
A fine idea that of his.

DANTES
You are not thinking of Mademoiselle
Danglars, I hope; you would not like
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poor Andrea to have his throat cut by
Albert?

DANGLARS
Well, M. de Morcerf and I have talked
about this marriage, but Madame de
Morcerf and Albert…

DANTES
You do not mean to say that it would
not be a good match?

DANGLARS
Indeed, I imagine that Mademoiselle
Danglars is as good as M. de Morcerf.

DANTES
I should not think the Morcerfs would
yield to the Calvacantis?

DANGLARS
The Morcerfs! His name is not Morcerf.
M. de Morcerf has been my friend, or
rather my acquaintance, during the last
thirty years. And when I was a clerk,
Morcerf was a mere fisherman called
Fernand Mondego.

DANTES
I have heard that name in Greece.

DANGLARS
In conjunction with the affairs of Ali
Tepelini? This is his great mystery. I
would give anything to find it out.

DANTES
You must have some correspondent in
Greece?  At Yanina?

DANGLARS
I should think so.

DANTES
Well, write to your correspondent in
Yanina, and ask him what part was
played by a Frenchman named Fernand
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Mondego in the catastrophe of Ali
Tepelini.

DANGLARS rushes from the room.

The Opera
MAXIMILLIAN and VALENTINE enact the 2nd Act of Robert le
Diable.  DANTES and SCRIBE 8 (Haidee) sit in an Opera Box
with SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT). SCRIBES 5 (Mme. Danglars), 7
(Eugenie), and 6 (Chateau-Renard) sit across the way in
another box.  SCRIBE 3 observes.

SCRIBE 3
It was a night of more than ordinary
attraction at the Académie Royale.
Levasseur, who had been suffering under
severe illness, made his reappearance
in the character of Bertrand, and the
production had attracted a brilliant
and fashionable audience. Morcerf, like
most other young men of rank and
fortune, had his orchestra stall,
Château-Renard rented a stall beside
his own, while Beauchamp, as a
journalist, had unlimited range all
over the theatre. The Count of Monte
Cristo was seated in a private stall
with his Greek ward.  In a few moments
the young girl had attracted the
attention of the whole house, and even
the occupants of the boxes leaned
forward to scrutinize her magnificent
diamonds.

DANTES
Paris is a strange city, and the
Parisians a very singular people.  Did
you see that cluster of people around
poor Ali?  You’d think they’d never
seen a Nubian.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
I can assure you, the interest Ali
excites is merely from the circumstance
of his being your attendant--you, who
are at this moment the most celebrated
and fashionable person in Paris.
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DANTES
Really? And what has procured me so
fluttering a distinction?

SCRIBE 6 (Chateau-Renard)
He seems to have a mania for diamonds,
and I verily believe that, like
Potemkin, he keeps his pockets filled,
for the sake of strewing them along the
road.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Why, yourself, to be sure! You give
away horses worth a thousand louis; you
save the lives of ladies of high rank
and beauty; under the name of Major
Brack you run thoroughbreds ridden by
tiny urchins not larger than marmots!

DANTES
And who has filled your head with all
this nonsense?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Why, in the first place, I heard it
from Madame Villefort, who is dying to
have you seen in her box by others;
secondly, I learned it from Beauchamp's
journal; and thirdly, from my own
imagination.

DANTES
Tell me, does the Count of Morcerf
never visit the Opera? I have been
looking for him, but without success.

SCRIBE 6 (Chateau-Renard)
You know this mysterious count is a
bachelor?

SCRIBE 7 (Mme. Danglars)
You have ample proof to the contrary,
if you look opposite.

SCRIBE 6 (Chateau-Renard)
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No, no!  That girl is not his wife: he
told us himself she was his slave.

SCRIBE 5 (Eugenie)
To me she seems overloaded, she would
look far better if she wore fewer, and
we should then be able to see her
finely formed throat and wrists.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
He will be here tonight.  In the
baroness's box, I believe.

DANTES
That charming young woman with her is
her daughter?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Yes.

DANTES
Really, you do not appear to me to be
very enthusiastic on the subject of
this marriage.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Mademoiselle Danglars is too rich for
me.

DANTES
Bah, that's a fine reason to give.

SCRIBE 5 (Eugenie)
And he is so dreadfully pale.

SCRIBE 6 (Chateau-Renard)
I quite agree with you. The Countess G-
insists that he is a vampire.

DANTES
I have some difficulty in comprehending
your objection to a young lady who is
both rich and beautiful.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
This repugnance is not all on my side.
My mother dissents; she has a clear and



63

penetrating judgment, and does not
smile on the proposed union.

DANTES
Then do not marry her.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Oh, it will be too great a
disappointment to my father if I do not
marry Mademoiselle Danglars.

DANTES
Marry her then.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Yes, but that will plunge my mother
into positive grief. I will try and
think over what is the best thing to be
done; you will give me your advice,
will you not, and if possible extricate
me from my unpleasant position?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT) exits.  MAXIMILLIAN and VALENTINE cease.
MERCEDES and SCRIBE 2 (Fernand) enter.

DANTES
Count, Madame.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
Count, it appears I owe you many
thanks.  First you save my son, and
then the life of my dear friend, Madame
de Villefort.

MERCEDES offers DANTES some grapes she is eating.

MERCEDES
Count, our French grapes are not to be
compared, I know, with yours of Sicily
and Cyprus, but you will make allowance
for our northern sun.

DANTES
Pray excuse me, Madame, but I never eat
Muscatel grapes.

MERCEDES
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Count, there is a beautiful Arabian
custom, which makes eternal friends of
those who have together eaten bread and
salt under the same roof.

DANTES
I know it, Madame, but we are in
France, and in France eternal
friendships are as rare as the custom
of dividing bread and salt.

MERCEDES
But, we are friends, are we not?

DANTES
Certainly, why should we not be?

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
Sir, You live alone?

DANTES
I do.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
You have no sister, no son, no father?

DANTES
I have no one. At Malta, I loved a
young girl, was on the point of
marrying her, when war came and carried
me away. I thought she loved me well
enough to wait for me, and even to
remain faithful to my memory. When I
returned she was married. This is the
history of most men who have passed
twenty years of age. Perhaps my heart
was weaker than the hearts of most men,
and I suffered more than they would
have done in my place; that is all.

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

DANTES
Her,--yes.
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MERCEDES
But only her; do you then still hate
those who separated you?

DANTES
I hate them? Not at all; why should I?

MERCEDES holds forth the grapes again.

MERCEDES
Take some.

DANTES
Madame, I never eat Muscatel grapes.

SCRIBE 2 and MERCEDES exit.

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
Who was that you spoke to?

DANTES
The Count of Morcerf. He tells me he
served your illustrious father, and
that he owes his fortune to him.

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
Wretch!  He sold my father to the
Turks, and the fortune he boasts of was
the price of his treachery! Did not you
know that, my dear lord?

SCRIBE 8 storms off.  DANTES follows.

SCRIBE 6 (Chateau-Renard)
That man does nothing like other
people; he listens most devoutly to the
third act of Robert le Diable, and when
the fourth begins, takes his departure.

The Telegraph
SCRIBES 6 and 7 exit.

SCRIBE 5 (Mme. Danglars)
A telegram came to the minister’s
office speaking of civil unrest in
Spain.  The information was immediately
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conveyed to Danglars – who took the
opportunity to dump his bonds.

DANTES enters opposite SCRIBE 5.

DANTES
The Telegraph is a lovely device.
However, were a telegraph operator to
miss the signal conveyed or, perhaps,
to send the wrong signal…

SCRIBE 5 (Mme. Danglars)
The same evening the following was read
in Le Messager:  By telegraph. The
king, Don Carlos, has escaped the
vigilance of his guardians at Bourges,
and has returned to Spain by the
Catalonian frontier. Barcelona has
risen in his favor.

DANTES
All that evening nothing was spoken of
but the foresight of Danglars, who had
sold his shares, and of the luck of the
stockjobber, who only lost five hundred
thousand francs by such a blow.

SCRIBE 5 (Mme. Danglars)
The following day this was to be read
in Le Moniteur:  It was without any
foundation that Le Messager yesterday
announced the flight of Don Carlos and
the revolt of Barcelona. The king (Don
Carlos) has not left Bourges, and the
peninsula is in the enjoyment of
profound peace. A telegraphic signal,
improperly interpreted, owing to the
fog, was the cause of this error.

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars) and SCRIBE 2 (Fernand) enter as DANTES
as SCRIBE 5 leaves.  Danglars paces.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
You really lost by that affair in
Spain?

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
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Yes; only 700,000 francs out of my
cash-box--nothing more!

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
Why, how could you make such a mistake-
-such an old stager?

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
Oh, it is all my wife's fault. She
dreamed Don Carlos had returned to
Spain; she believes in dreams.

They chuckle.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
Baron, I have the honor of asking of
you the hand of Mademoiselle Eugénie
Danglars for my son, the Vicomte Albert
de Morcerf.

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
Fernand, my daughter is only seventeen
years old, and your son twenty-one. I
must suspend my decision, While we
wait, time will be progressing, events
will succeed each other; things which
in the evening look dark and obscure,
appear but too clearly in the light of
morning, and sometimes the utterance of
one word, or the lapse of a single day,
will reveal the most cruel calumnies.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
You must be aware, at all events, that
it is impossible for me to understand
motives before they are explained to
me; but one thing at least is clear,
which is, that you decline allying
yourself with my family.

SCRIBE 1 exits.  SCRIBE 2 follows.

Poisoned Love.
SCRIBE 6 (Villefort) walks with SCRIBE 5 as d’Avrigny, the
doctor.  MAXIMILLIAN listens through SCRIBE 7 (A Gate)

SCRIBE 5 (d’Avrigny)
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My dear M. de Villefort.  Madame de
Saint-Méran was, doubtless, advancing
in years, but she enjoyed excellent
health.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
Grief has consumed her.

SCRIBE 5 (d’Avrigny)
It is not grief, my dear Villefort.
Madame de Saint-Méran had three
successive attacks, at intervals of
some minutes, each one more serious
than the former. At the end of the
first attack you discovered symptoms of
tetanus, and I confirmed - but the
symptoms of tetanus and poisoning by
vegetable substances are the same.

VALENTINE enters on the balcony.  SCRIBES 5 and 7 exit,
MAXIMILLIAN climbs to VALENTINE.

VALENTINE
My friend, how came you here? Alas, I
would say you are welcome, had not
death opened the way for you into this
house.

MAXIMILLIAN
I heard voices conversing about the
fatal event.  Please forgive me, I will
go away.

VALENTINE
No, stay.  M. Franz arrived to sign the
contract just as my dear grandmother
was dying.

DUMAS (Noirtier) and SCRIBES 7 (Franz) and 3 enter.

SCRIBE 3
Noirtier was prepared to receive them,
dressed in black, and installed in his
armchair. When the persons he expected
had entered, he indicated that he
wished Franz to examine a document.
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SCRIBE 7 (Franz) (reading)
‘Extract from the Report of a meeting
of the Bonapartist Club in the Rue
Saint-Jacques, held February 5th,
1815.’  That is the day my father was
murdered.

SCRIBE 7 (Franz) & SCRIBE 3
It was, as we said, the fifth of
February. For three days the mercury
had been five or six degrees below
freezing and the steps were covered
with ice. The General D’ Epinay was
stout and tall…

DUMAS and SCRIBE 7 step center stage and duel.  DUMAS runs
through SCRIBE 7, and collapses to his seat.

SCRIBE 7 (Franz)
You? M. Noirtier--you killed my father?

All exit.  DANTES enters.

Benedetto
SCRIBE 2 (Calvacanti) walks.  He is approached by SCRIBE 4
(Carderousse)

DANTES
One night, upon adjourning himself from
Eugenie Danglars and her family, Andrea
Calvacanti encountered an old
acquaintance.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
Master Benedetto.

SCRIBE 2 (Calvacanti)
Master Carderousse!

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
When we parted at the Pont du Var, you
told me you were going to travel
through Piedmont and Tuscany; but
instead of that, you come to Paris.

SCRIBE 2 (Calvacanti)
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The fact is, I have found my father.
Monsieur Calvacanti of Italy.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
What? A real father?

SCRIBE 2 (Calvacanti)
Yes, so long as he pays me…

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
And you are to marry the daughter of
Danglars.

SCRIBE 2 (Calvacanti)
What? Of Danglars?

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
Yes, to be sure.  He was an old friend
of mine and if he had not so bad a
memory he ought to invite me to your
wedding, seeing he came to mine. He was
not so proud then.  Can you put me in
the way of getting fifteen thousand
francs?

SCRIBE 2 (Calvacanti)
No, I cannot. Do you want me to commit
a robbery, to spoil all my good
fortune?

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
I am a poor creature to live alone, and
sometimes pine for my old comrades; not
like you, heartless creature, who would
be glad never to see them again. Have
you been inside the house of Monte
Cristo?

SCRIBE 2 (Calvacanti)
I go when I like.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
How I should like to see all that, how
beautiful it must be! I must be
contented to imagine it.  Try, at
least, to give me an idea of what it
is.  Is it large?
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SCRIBE 2 (Calvacanti)
Middling.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
How is it arranged?

SCRIBE 2 (Calvacanti)
Faith, I should require pen, ink, and
paper to make a plan.

DANTES hands over pen, ink, and paper.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
They are all here. Draw me all that on
the paper, my boy.

SCRIBES 2 and 4 exit.

The Correspondent at Yanina
SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT) bursts in waving a newspaper. SCRIBE 7
(Beauchamp) dictates.

SCRIBE 7 (Beauchamp)
A correspondent at Yanina informs us of
a fact of which until now we had
remained in ignorance. The castle that
formed the protection of the town was
given up to the Turks by a French
officer named Fernand, in whom the
grand vizier, Ali Tepelini, had reposed
the greatest confidence.

DANTES
Well, what does it signify to you if
the castle of Yanina was given up by a
French officer?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
It signifies to my father, the Count of
Morcerf, whose Christian name is
Fernand and served under Ali Tepelini!

DANTES
Before going to Beauchamp with
witnesses, seek further information on
the subject.
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SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
From whom?

DANTES
From Haidée.  She is the daughter of
Ali Tepelini.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT) considers, then storms away.  SCRIBE 6
(Ali) enters with an envelope.

DANTES
M. de Monte Cristo is apprised that
this night a man will enter his house
in the Champs-Elysées with the
intention of carrying off some papers
supposed to be in the secretary in the
dressing room. The count's well-known
courage will render unnecessary the aid
of the police, whose interference might
seriously affect him who sends this
advice.

DANTES and SCRIBE 6 conceal themselves.

Valentine
VALENTINE sits with MAXIMILLIAN and DUMAS (Noirtier).
VALENTINE moves unnaturally.

VALENTINE
I shall not leave my grandfather,--that
is an understood thing between us. My
apartment will be close to his. Now, M.
de Villefort must either give his
consent to this plan or his refusal; in
the first case, I shall leave directly,
and in the second, I shall wait till I
am of age, which will be in about ten
months. Then I shall be free, I shall
have an independent fortune, and

MAXIMILLIAN
And what?

VALENTINE
And with my grandfather's consent I
shall fulfill the promise that I have
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made you.  Maximilian, you are too
timid for an officer, for a soldier
who, they say, never knows fear. Ah,
ha, ha!

VALENTINE pitches forward in a seizure.  MAXIMILLIAN seizes
her and carries her offstage.  DUMAS, unable to walk
unassisted, crawl offstage.

A Break-In
SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse) creeps in.  DANTES, dressed as Abbe
Busoni, steps into the light.

DANTES
Ah, good evening, my dear M.
Carderousse, what are you doing here,
at such an hour?

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
The Abbé Busoni!

DANTES
Yes, undoubtedly, the Abbé Busoni
himself.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
Reverend sir, --I take my oath--

DANTES
A pane of glass out, a dark lantern, a
bunch of false keys, a secretary half
forced--it is tolerably evident--you
are still the same—an assassin and
thief.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
Reverend sir, you know it was not I--it
was my wife. I was only condemned to
the galleys.

DANTES
Is your time, then, expired?

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
Reverend sir; I have been liberated.

DANTES
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Some one has done society a great
kindness.

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
Poverty--

DANTES
Poverty may make a man beg, steal a
loaf of bread at a baker's door, but
not cause him to open a secretary in an
inhabited house. When the jeweler
Johannes had paid you 40,000 francs for
the diamond I gave you, and you killed
him to get the diamond and the money
both, was that also poverty?

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
Pardon, reverend sir, you have saved my
life once, save me again!

DANTES
Who was your liberator?

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
A young Corsican, my companion.
Benedetto.  He has become the son of a
great lord.

DANTES
What name does the young man now bear?

SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse)
Andrea Calvalcanti. Ah, mercy--mercy!

DANTES
Rise! Take this pen and paper, and
write what I dictate. ‘Sir,--The man
whom you are receiving at your house,
and to whom you intend to marry your
daughter, is a felon who escaped with
me from confinement at Toulon. He was
No. 59, and I No. 58. He is called
Benedetto.’ Sign it and begone!

DANTES exits.  SCRIBE 4 (Carderousse) creeps back off
stage.  He is intercepted by SCRIBE 2 (Calvacanti).  They
fight.  SCRIBE 2 slays SCRIBE 4, but runs off as SCRIBE 1,
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drawn by the noise approaches. DANTES enters and kneels
over SCRIBE 4.

DANTES
One.

Max’s Plea
SCRIBE 1 (Ali) exits with SCRIBE 4’s body.  MAXIMILLIAN
rushes onstage.

MAXIMILLIAN
Count - I have but now left a house
death has entered, to run to you.

DANTES
It is the house of Monsieur Villefort
you speak of. Three months since it was
M. de Saint-Méran; Madame de Saint-
Méran two months since; the other day
it was your servant, Barrois; to-day,
the old Noirtier, or young Valentine.
What is it to me?

MAXIMILLIAN
But I love her!  I love most fondly--I
love madly--I love as a man who would
give his life-blood to spare her a
tear--I love Valentine de Villefort,
who is being murdered at this moment!

DANTES
Unhappy man, you love Valentine,--that
daughter of an accursed race! I, who
was looking on, an eager and curious
spectator,-- I, who like a wicked angel
was laughing at the evil houses
downfall, I am in my turn bitten by the
serpent whose tortuous course I was
watching! Listen, Maximillian--it is
noon; if Valentine is not now dead, she
will not die.

Blackout.

The Trial
SCRIBE 6 enters up center.  As she speaks, the entire
company (aside from DANTES, VALENTINE and SCRIBE 8) enters.
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SCRIBE 6
The article discussing Fernand and the
Ali Pasha had been read during a
meeting of the assembly, and the
President decided the best course was
to call for an investigation.

SCRIBE 7
The Count of Morcerf agreed to provide
his defense that very afternoon.  M. de
Morcerf entered at the last stroke. He
produced documents proving that the
Vizier of Yanina had up to the last
moment honored him with his entire
confidence.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
So great was Ali Pasha's confidence,
that on his deathbed he resigned his
favorite mistress and her daughter to
my care.  But in that, like all the
rest, misfortune pursued me. On my
return, Vasiliki and her daughter
Haidée had disappeared.

SCRIBE 5 (President)
Gentleman, you have heard the Comte de
Morcerf's defense. Can you, sir,
produce any witnesses to the truth of
what you have asserted?

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
Alas, no, monsieur, all those who
surrounded the vizier, or who knew me
at his court, are either dead or gone
away, I know not where.

SCRIBE 5(President)
Gentlemen and you, monsieur,--you will
not be displeased, I presume, to listen
to one who calls herself a very
important witness.

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee) enters.

SCRIBE 5 (President)
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Madame, you have engaged to furnish the
committee with some important
particulars respecting the affair at
Yanina, and you have stated that you
were an eyewitness of the event.

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
I was, indeed.  I am Haidée, the
daughter of Ali Tepelini, pasha of
Yanina.

SCRIBE 5 (President)
Can you prove the authenticity of what
you have now stated?

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
I can, sir, here is the register of my
birth, signed by my father and his
principal officers, and that of my
baptism, my father having consented to
my being brought up in my mother's
faith.  Lastly the record of the sale
of my person and that of my mother to
the Armenian merchant El-Kobbir, by the
French officer, who, in his infamous
bargain with the Porte, had reserved as
his part of the booty the wife and
daughter of his benefactor, whom he
sold for the sum of four hundred
thousand francs.

The crowd disperses, muttering.  All exit.

Valentine and the Abbe
DANTES sits by VALENTINE’s bedside.  VALENTINE starts awake
and reaches for a glass of water.  DANTES stops her, pours
out the water, and refills the glass.

DANTES
Now you may drink.

VALENTINE
The Count of Monte Cristo!

DANTES
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For four days I have been constantly
watching you, to protect and preserve
you for Maximilian.

VALENTINE
Are you a doctor? I have not seen you.
I think you have been guilty of an
unparalleled intrusion, and that what
you call protection is more like an
insult.

DANTES
Valentine, during my long watch over
you, all I have observed has been what
people visited you, what nourishment
was prepared, and what beverage was
served. When the latter appeared
dangerous to me, I entered and
substituted a healthful draught.

VALENTINE
Sir, if you saw this, you must also
have seen the person who poured it?

DANTES
Yes. And as you are not feverish or
delirious to night, but thoroughly
awake, you shall see as well.  Midnight
is striking, and it is the hour
murderers choose.

DANTES withdraws.  SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort) enters, creeps
to VALENTINE’s bed, and pours from poison from the vial
into VALENTINE’s glass.  She withdraws.

DANTES
Valentine, the hand which now threatens
you will pursue you everywhere; your
servants will be seduced with gold, and
death will be offered to you disguised
in every shape.

VALENTINE
But, why am I thus pursued?

DANTES



79

You are rich, Valentine; you have
200,000 livres a year, and you prevent
her son from enjoying these 200,000
livres.

VALENTINE
Command me, sir--what am I to do?

DANTES
You must take this medicine I give you.

VALENTINE drinks, and gently falls.  DANTES exits.  SCRIBE
6 (Villefort) and SCRIBE 5 (d’Avrigny) enter.  SCRIBE 5
examines VALENTINE.

SCRIBE 5 (d’Avrigny)
Valentine is dead.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
My dear Valentine! Dead,--dead!

Hearing SCRIBE 6’s cry, MAXIMILLIAN bursts in.

MAXIMILLIAN
Who said Valentine was dead?

SCRIBE 6 stands in shock.  MAXIMILLIAN crosses to VALENTINE
and holds her.  He cries.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
Sir, you appear to have loved
Valentine.  I knew nothing of this
love, yet I, her father, forgive you,
for I see that your grief is real and
deep. Take a last farewell, sir, of her
sad remains; take the hand you expected
to possess once more within your own,
and then separate yourself from her
forever. Valentine now requires only
the ministrations of the priest.

MAXIMILLIAN
You are mistaken, sir, Valentine, dying
as she has, not only requires a priest,
but an avenger. You, M. de Villefort,
two persons exist in you; the father
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has mourned sufficiently, now let the
procurer fulfill his office.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
Sir, you are deceived; no one commits
crimes here.

MAXIMILLIAN
And I say that murders are committed
here, I tell you that this is the
fourth victim within the last four
months. I tell you, Valentine's life
was attempted by poison four days ago,
though she escaped, owing to the
precautions of M. Noirtier.

SCRIBE 5 (d’Avrigny)
I, too, I unite with M. Morrel in
demanding justice for crime.

Albert’s Challenge
SCRIBE 5 exits. DANTES sits in his booth.  SCRIBES 1
(Danglars), 3 (Calvacanti), and 7 (Eugenie) sit in the
opposite booth. MAXIMILLIAN and VALENTINE perform the death
scene from Romeo and Juliet. SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT) enters.

DANTES
Good evening, M. de Morcerf

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
We are not come here, sir, to exchange
hypocritical expressions of politeness,
or false professions of friendship, but
to demand an explanation

DANTES
An explanation at the opera?  Little
acquainted as I am with the habits of
Parisians, I should not have thought
this the place for such a demand.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Provided I understand your perfidy,
sir, and succeed in making you
understand that I will be revenged, it
is appropriate enough.
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DANTES
I see you wish to quarrel with me; but
I would give you one piece of advice.
It is in poor taste to make a display
of a challenge. I consider your glove
thrown, and will return it to you
wrapped around a bullet. Now leave or I
will throw you out.

SCRIBES 1 and 7 exit.  SCRIBE 6 removes Valentine.  SCRIBE
3 brings MAXIMILLIAN pen, ink, and paper.

Maximillian
Maximillian writes.

DANTES
My friend, my dear Maximilian, do not
make a hasty resolution, I entreat you.

MAXIMILLIAN
I make a hasty resolution?

DANTES
Maximilian, you no more deceive me with
that false calmness than I impose upon
you with my frivolous solicitude. I
tell you that you are about to destroy
yourself, and here is proof of what I
say.

DANTES grabs the sheet of paper MAXIMILLIAN writes on.

MAXIMILLIAN
Well, if I do intend to turn this
pistol against myself, who shall
prevent me--who will dare prevent me?
My hopes are blighted, my heart is
broken, my life is a burden. Everything
around me is sad and mournful; earth
has become distasteful to me, and human
voices distract me. Could you have the
courage to prevent my putting an end to
my miserable existence?

DANTES
Yes, Maximillian, I would do so.
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MAXIMILLIAN
You?  You, who have deceived me with
false hopes, when I might, if not have
saved her, at least have seen her die
in my arms! Who are you, then, that
arrogate to yourself this tyrannical
right over free and rational beings?

DANTES
Who am I? I am the only man in the
world having the right to say to you,
'Maximillian Morrel, your father's son
shall not die to day!  I am he who
saved your father's life when he wished
to destroy himself, as you do today--
because I am the man who sent the purse
to your young sister, and the Pharaon
to old Morrel--I am Edmond Dantès who
nursed you, as a child, on my knees.

MAXIMILLIAN breaks down in tears.

DANTES
Maximilian, if I do not cure you in a
month, to the day, to the very hour,
mark my words, Morrel, I will place a
cup of poison more sure and prompt than
that which has killed Valentine before
you.  On the 5th of October, I shall
expect you at the Island of Monte
Cristo. It is understood--is it not?

MAXIMILLIAN exits.  DANTES, exhausted, sleeps.

Mercedes
MERCEDES enters.

DANTES
Who are you, Madame?

MERCEDES
Edmond, you will not kill my son.

DANTES
What name did you pronounce then,
Madame de Morcerf?
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MERCEDES
Yours, which I alone, perhaps, have not
forgotten. Edmond, it is Mercédès.

DANTES
Mercédès is dead, Madame, I know no one
now of that name.

MERCEDES
Mercédès lives, sir, and she alone
recognized you when she saw you, before
she saw you, by the simple sound of
your voice.  She needs not to inquire
what hand has dealt the blow which now
strikes M. de Morcerf.

DANTES
Fernand, do you mean? Since we are
recalling names, let us remember them
all.

MERCEDES
Listen to me, my son has also guessed
who you are,--he attributes his
father's misfortunes to you.

DANTES
Madame, you are mistaken, they are not
misfortunes,--it is a punishment. It is
not I who strike M. de Morcerf; it is
providence that punishes him.

MERCEDES
And why do you represent providence?
Why do you remember when it forgets?
What injury has Fernand Mondego done
you in betraying Ali Tepelini?

DANTES
All this does not concern me, you are
right; and if I have sworn to revenge
myself, it is not on Morcerf, but on
Fernand, the husband of Mercédès.

MERCEDES
How terrible a vengeance for a fault
which fatality made me commit! I am the
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only culprit, Edmond, and if you owe
revenge to any one, it is to me, who
had not the fortitude to bear your
absence and my solitude.

DANTES
Why was I absent? Why were you alone?

DANTES produces a letter.  SCRIBE 4 enters.

SCRIBE 4
It was Danglars' letter to the king's
attorney, which the Count of Monte
Cristo, disguised as Lord Wilmore of
Thomson & French, had taken from the
file against Edmond Dantès…

DANTES leaps to his feet, enraged.  SCRIBE 4 runs.

DANTES
I bought it for two hundred thousand
francs, Madame, but that is a trifle,
since it enables me to justify myself
to you.

MERCEDES
And the result of that letter-

DANTES
You well know, Madame, was my arrest;
but you do not know that I remained for
fourteen years within a quarter of a
league of you, in a dungeon in the
Château d'If. And yet I was not aware
that you had married Fernand, my
calumniator, and that my father had
died of hunger! I, betrayed,
sacrificed, buried, have risen  to
punish that man.

MERCEDES
Forgive, Edmond, for my sake, who love
you still!

MERCEDES embraces DANTES.

DANTES
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Oh, Mercédès, I have uttered your name
with the sigh of melancholy, with the
groan of sorrow, with the last effort
of despair; I have uttered it when
frozen with cold, crouched on the straw
in my dungeon; I have uttered it,
consumed with heat, rolling on the
stone floor of my prison. Mercédès, I
must revenge myself.

MERCEDES
Revenge yourself, then, Edmond, but let
your vengeance fall on the culprits,--
on him, on me, but not on my son!
Edmond, for ten years I saw every night
every detail of that frightful tragedy,
and for ten years I heard every night
your cry which awoke me, shuddering and
cold.

DANTES
What do you ask of me?  Your son's
life? Well, he shall live!  You could
not imagine what I lose in sacrificing
my life at this moment.

MERCEDES
Edmond, there is a God above us, since
you live and since I have seen you
again; I trust to him from my heart.
While waiting his assistance I trust to
your word; you have said that my son
should live, have you not?

DANTES
Yes, Madame, he shall live.

MERCEDES
Adieu, then, Edmond; I have nothing
more to ask of heaven--I have seen you
again, and have found you as noble and
as great as formerly you were. Adieu,
Edmond, adieu, and thank you.

MERCEDES exits.

DANTES
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What a fool I was, not to tear my heart
out on the day when I resolved to
avenge myself!

Villefort
SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort) sits.  SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
enters.  DANTES watches.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
Madame, where do you keep the poison
you generally use?

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
Monsieur, I--I do not understand you.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
I asked you where you conceal the
poison by the aid of which you have
killed my father-in-law, M. de Saint-
Méran, my mother-in-law, Madame de
Saint-Méran, Barrois, and my daughter
Valentine.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
Ah, sir, what do you say?

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
It is not for you to interrogate, but
to answer.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
Is it to the judge or to the husband?

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
To the judge--to the judge, Madame! It
is true, then; you do not deny it! You
have accomplished these crimes with
impudent address, which could only
deceive those whose affections for you
blinded them. Since the death of Madame
de Saint-Méran, I have known that a
poisoner lived in my house. M.
d'Avrigny warned me of it.

SCRIBE 3 turns away.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
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Are you, then, a coward?  But I have
always observed that poisoners were
cowards. I will not dishonor you, since
that would be dishonor to myself; no,
you are not to die on the scaffold.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
I do not understand; what do you mean?

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
Where do you keep the poison you
generally use, Madame?

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
No, no, you cannot wish that! Mercy,
monsieur! I am your wife!

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
You are a poisoner.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
In the name of our child! Ah, for the
sake of our child, let me live!

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
One day, if I allow you to live, you
will perhaps kill him, as you have the
others!

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Villefort)
I kill my boy? I kill my son? Ha, ha,
ha!

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
I am going now to pronounce the
sentence of death against a vile
murderer involved in the theft at the
Count of Monte Cristo's. If I find you
alive on my return, I will denounce you
with my own mouth, and arrest you with
my own hands!

SCRIBE 6 exits.  SCRIBE 3 retrieves the phial and exits.

Albert’s Apology
DANTES enters with MAXIMILLIAN. SCRIBES 9 (ALBERT), 8
(Beauchamp), and 7 (Franz) enter.  DANTES draws.
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SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Approach, gentlemen, I wish you not to
lose one word of what I am about to
have the honor of saying to the Count
of Monte Cristo, for it must be
repeated by you to all who will listen
to it, strange as it may appear to you.

DANTES
Proceed, sir.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Sir, I reproached you with exposing the
conduct of M. de Morcerf in Epirus, for
guilty as I knew he was, I thought you
had no right to punish him; but I have
since learned that you had that right.
It is not Fernand Mondego's treachery
towards Ali Pasha which induces me so
readily to excuse you, but the
treachery of the fisherman Fernand
towards you, and the almost unheard-of
miseries which were its consequences;
and I say, and proclaim it publicly,
that you were justified in revenging
yourself on my father, and I, his son,
thank you for not using greater
severity.  If you think my apology
sufficient, pray give me your hand.

They shake.

The Wedding
SCRIBE 7 exits. SCRIBES 1 (Danglars), 4, and 5 (Mme.
Danglars) enter for the wedding of Andrea Calvacanti and
Eugenie Danglars.

SCRIBE 8 (Beauchamp)
The contract was read during a profound
silence. But as soon as it was
finished, the buzz was redoubled
through all the drawing rooms; the
brilliant sums, the rolling millions
that were to be at the command of the
two young people.
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SCRIBES 7 (Eugenie) and 3 (Andrea) enter.

SCRIBE 7 (Eugenie)
Mademoiselle Danglars' charms were
heightened in the opinion of the young
men, and for the moment seemed to out
vie the sun in splendor.

SCRIBE 8 (Beauchamp)
The baron was to sign first, then the
representative of M. Cavalcanti,
senior, then the baroness, afterwards
the ‘future couple’ as they are styled
in the abominable phraseology of legal
documents.

SCRIBE 5 (Mme. Danglars)
Isn’t it a shame? An unexpected
incident, in the affair of murder at
Monte Cristo’s has called away M.
Villefort.

SCRIBE 7 (Eugenie)
A waistcoat was discovered, covered
with blood, and with a hole over the
heart. In the pocket a letter addressed
to Baron Danglars.

SCRIBE 3 (Andrea) begins to edge away.

SCRIBE 5 (Mme. Danglars)
Was not this murdered man an old galley
slave?

DANTES approaches.
DANTES

Yes, a felon named Carderousse.

SCRIBE 3 (Andrea) shoots DANTES a hateful look and exits.

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
Go on with the signing.  Where is
Andrea?

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort) burst into the room.

SCRIBE 5 (Eugenie)



90

What is the matter, sir?

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
Which of you gentlemen answers to the
name of Andrea Calvacanti?

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
What crime has he committed?

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
He is accused of having assassinated
the man named Carderousse, his former
companion in prison, at the moment he
was making his escape from the house of
the Count of Monte Cristo.

SCRIBES and MAXIMILLIAN exit.

Fernand
SCRIBE 2 (Fernand) enters.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
Had you not a meeting with my son this
morning.

DANTES
He apologized to me on the conviction
that there was one more guilty than I.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
That may be, but you know the guilty do
not like to find themselves convicted.
Did you expect my son would be a
coward?

DANTES
M. Albert de Morcerf is no coward!

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
Be that as it may. I look upon you as
my enemy. I came to tell you that I
hate you instinctively; that it seems
as if I had always known you, and
always hated you. In short, since the
young people of the present day will
not fight, it remains for us to do so.
Do you think so, sir?
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DANTES
Certainly.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
Let us start, then; we need no
witnesses.

DANTES
Very true, it is unnecessary, we know
each other so well!

DANTES and SCRIBE 2 (Fernand) fight over dialogue.

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
I know well, demon, that you have
penetrated into the darkness of the
past, and that you have read, by the
light of what torch I know not, every
page of my life. I am aware you know
me; but I know you only as an
adventurer sewn up in gold and jewelry.
You call yourself in Paris the Count of
Monte Cristo; in Italy, Sinbad the
Sailor; in Malta, I forget what. But it
is your real name I want to know, in
the midst of your hundred names, that I
may pronounce it at the moment I plunge
my sword through your heart.

DANTES
Fernand, of my hundred names I need
only tell you one, to overwhelm you!
But you guess it now, do you not? For I
show you to-day a face which the
happiness of revenge makes young again-
-a face you must often have seen in
your dreams since your marriage with my
betrothed!

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand)
Edmond Dantès!

SCRIBE 2 drops his sword and runs.

DANTES
Two.
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Departures
SCRIBE 1 (Danglars) enters.

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
Do you know, count, that persons of our
time of life have been very unfortunate
this year. For example, look at the
puritanical procurer, who has just lost
his daughter; Morcerf dishonored;
myself covered with ridicule through
the villainy of Benedetto!

DANTES
Still, baron, family griefs which would
crush a man whose child was his only
treasure are endurable to a
millionaire.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT) and MERCEDES enter stage right and
hurriedly gather their belongings from their home.

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
What are you doing?

MERCEDES
What were you doing?

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Oh, my mother! You cannot have made the
same resolution I have, for I have come
to warn you that I bid adieu to your
house, and--and to you.

MERCEDES
I also, am going, and I acknowledge I
had depended on your accompanying me;
have I deceived myself?

SCRIBE 2 (Fernand) enters and watches.  He prepares a
noose.

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
Yes, if a fortune brings consolation, I
ought to be consoled; I am rich.  Hah!
When you entered I was on the point of
signing five little bonds…
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DANTES
Are they Spanish, Haitian, or
Neapolitan bonds?

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
No, they are bonds on the bank of
France, payable to bearer. Only in
France! Five millions on five little
scraps of paper!

SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT)
Mother, I cannot make you share the
fate I have planne. I must live
henceforth without rank and fortune;
from this moment I have done with the
past, and accept nothing from it--not
even a name.

MERCEDES
Albert, my child, if I had a stronger
heart that is the counsel I would have
given you, your conscience has spoken
when my voice became too weak. A pure
heart wants a spotless name, take my
father's--it was Herrera.

MERCEDES and SCRIBE 9 (ALBERT) depart.  FERNAND puts on the
noose.

DANTES
I will make the experiment myself. I am
credited on you for six millions. I
have drawn nine hundred thousand
francs, you therefore still owe me five
millions and a hundred thousand francs.
I will take the five scraps of paper
that you now hold as bonds, with your
signature alone, and here is a receipt
in full for the six millions between
us.

DANTES writes a recipet with pen, ink, and paper.

DANTES
Three.



94

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
What, do you mean to keep that money?
Excuse me, excuse me, but I owe this
money to the charity fund,--a deposit
which I promised to pay this morning.

DANTES has already left.  FERNAND kicks away his chair.

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
At least his receipt is as good as
money.

SCRIBE 1 slips away as SCRIBE 4 enters.

SCRIBE 5
M. de Boville, receiver-general of the
charities was introduced into Danglars'
room as soon as the count had left.

SCRIBE 4 looks around in confusion.  SCRIBES 4 and 5 exit.

Villefort
SCRIBES 3 (Mme. Villefort) and 7 (Edward) share a cup.
SCRIBE 6 (Villefort) enters.

SCRIBE 3 (Mme. Danglars)
You know that I was a good mother,
since it was for my son's sake I became
criminal. A good mother cannot depart
without her son.

They die.  SCRIBE 6 holds SCRIBE 5’s body in his arms.
DANTES enters as Abbe Busoni.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
You here, sir!  Do you, then, never
appear but to act as an escort to
death?

DANTES
I last came to pray over the body of
your daughter.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
And now why are you here?

DANTES
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I come to tell you that you have
sufficiently repaid your debt, and that
from this moment I will pray to God to
forgive you, as I do.

DANTES reveals himself.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
It is the Count of Monte Cristo!

DANTES
You are not exactly right, M. Procurer;
you must go farther back.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
That voice - where did I first hear it?

DANTES
You heard it for the first time twenty-
three years ago, on the day of your
marriage with Mademoiselle de Saint-
Méran. Refer to your papers.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
You are not Busoni?--you are not Monte
Cristo? Oh, heavens--you are, then,
some secret, implacable, and mortal
enemy!

DANTES
You condemned me to a horrible, tedious
death; you killed my father; you
deprived me of liberty, of love, and
happiness.  I am Edmond Dantès!

SCRIBE 6, who had concealed SCRIBE 7 behind his body, holds
SCRIBE 5 up to DANTES face.

SCRIBE 6 (Villefort)
You are Edmond Dantès. There, Edmond
Dantès! Are you well avenged?

SCRIBE 6 exits, carrying SCRIBE 7.

DANTES
Four.
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Mercedes
DANTES stands with MERCEDES.

MERCEDES
We must say farewell, Edmond, and let
us part.

DANTES
Before I leave you, Mercédès, have you
no request to make?

MERCEDES
I desire but one thing in this world,
Edmond,--the happiness of my son. I
live, as it were, between two graves.
One is that of Edmond Dantès, lost to
me long, long since. He had my love!
That word ill becomes my faded lip now,
but it is a memory dear to my heart.
The other grave is that of the man who
met his death from the hand of Edmond
Dantès. I approve of the deed, but I
must pray for the dead.

DANTES
Will you see me again?

MERCEDES
We shall meet again.  I tell you so to
prove to you that I still hope.

MERCEDES points to heaven.  DANTES exits.  MERCEDES
watches.

Danglars
SCRIBE 7 is seated at a desk.  SCRIBE 1 (Danglars) enters.

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
Messrs. Thomson & French?

SCRIBE 7 (Clerk)
Whom shall I announce?

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars)
Baron Danglars.

SCRIBE 7 (Clerk)



97

This way.

SCRIBE 1 (Danglars) exits in the indicated direction.
SCRIBE 5 enters as one of Luigi Vampa’s bandits.

SCRIBE 7 (Clerk)
Ah, ha, here you are, Peppino!

SCRIBE 5 (Bandit)
Yes, how much has he come to draw? Five
or six millions, is it not?

SCRIBE 7 (Clerk)
Yes, you already know the amount.

SCRIBE 5 (Peppino)
On the receipt of the Count of Monte
Cristo?

SCRIBE 7 (Clerk)
Why, how came you to be so well
acquainted with all this?

SCRIBE 5 (Peppino)
I told you Luigi Vampa was informed
beforehand.

SCRIBE 7 exits.  SCRIBE 1 (Danglars) enters.  Suddenly he
is surrounded by SCRIBES 4 (Luigi Vampa), and 5 (Bandit).

The End
DANTES stands with VALENTINE, partially concealed.
MAXIMILLIAN enters with SCRIBES 3 and 6 center-left,
sailing a boat.  DUMAS apart, watches.  SCRIBES 4 and 5
enter.

DANTES
It was about six o'clock in the evening
on October the 5th; an opal-colored
light, through which an autumnal sun
shed its golden rays, descended on the
blue ocean.

SCRIBE 5
A light yacht, chaste and elegant in
its form, was gliding amidst the first
dews of night over the immense lake,
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extending from Gibraltar to the
Dardanelles, and from Tunis to Venice.

DANTES
Standing on the prow was a tall man, of
a dark complexion, who saw with
dilating eyes that they were
approaching a dark mass of land in the
shape of a cone, which rose from the
midst of the waves like the hat of a
Catalan.

MAXIMILLIAN
Is that Monte Cristo?

SCRIBES 3 and 6 begin docking the boat. MAXIMILLIAN rushes
forward.  DANTES steps forward, alone.

MAXIMILLIAN
My friend, you named the fifth of
October as the end of the period of
waiting, today is the fifth of October,
and it is now nine o'clock. I have yet
three hours to live.

VALENTINE steps forward and touches MAXIMILLIAN.

MAXIMILLIAN
Valentine, Valentine!

He gathers VALENTINE in his arms.  DUMAS beckons to DANTES,
who turns to him.  SCRIBES 7, 8, and 9 enter.

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
Then you leave me, my lord?

DANTES
Haidée, you are young and beautiful;
forget even my name, and be happy.

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
It is well, your order shall be
executed, my lord; I will forget even
your name, and be happy.

SCRIBE 7
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Oh, heavens do you not see how pale she
is? Do you not see how she suffers?

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
I am young, I love the life you have
made so sweet to me, and I should be
sorry to die.

DANTES
You mean, then, that if I leave you,
Haidée…

SCRIBE 8 (Haidee)
I should die; yes, my lord.

DANTES
Do you then love me? God has sustained
me in my struggle with my enemies, and
has given me this reward; he will not
let me end my triumph in suffering. I
have but you in the world, Haidée;
through you I again take hold on life,
through you I shall suffer, through you
rejoice.

DANTES and SCRIBE 8 exit together.  SCRIBES 3, 4, 5, 7, and
9 follow.  SCRIBES 1 and 2 enter and join DUMAS. DANTES has
left a note.  MAXIMILLIAN reads it.

DUMAS
My dear Maximillian.  There is a ship
for you at anchor. Monsieur Noirtier
awaits his granddaughter, whom he
wishes to bless before you lead her to
the altar. All that is in this grotto,
my house in the Champs Elysées, and my
Château at Tréport, are the marriage
gifts bestowed by Edmond Dantès upon
the son of his old master, Morrel.
Mademoiselle de Villefort will share
them with you.  I entreat her to give
to the poor the immense fortune
reverting to her from her father, now a
madman, and her brother who died with
his mother. Tell the angel who will
watch over your future destiny, Morrel,
to pray sometimes for a man, who like
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Satan thought himself for an instant
equal to God, but who now acknowledges
with Christian humility that God alone
possesses supreme power and infinite
wisdom. There is neither happiness nor
misery in the world; there is only the
comparison of one state with another,
nothing more. He who has felt the
deepest grief is best able to
experience supreme happiness. We must
have felt what it is to die, Morrel,
that we may appreciate the enjoyments
of living.  Live, then, and be happy,
beloved children of my heart, and never
forget that until the day when God
shall deign to reveal the future to
man, all human wisdom is summed up in
these two words, 'Wait and hope'.


