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Alexandre Dumas, The Count of Monte Cristo (Simplified Edition, Adapted and
Simplified by ChatGPT)

Part 1

On the morning of February 24, 1815, a watchman stood high above the sea
near the city of Marseilles. The air was clear, and the light of early day lay softly
over the water. Suddenly he raised his arm and gave a signal. Far away, a large
ship with three masts was coming toward the harbor. It was the Pharaon, returning
from a long voyage across many seas. At once people in the city began to move
toward the shore, because the arrival of a ship was always an exciting event.

A small pilot boat quickly left the port and moved across the waves. The pilot
climbed aboard the Pharaon and took control of guiding the ship safely between
the narrow rocks. Along the walls of Fort Saint-Jean, crowds gathered to watch.
Men, women, and children leaned forward, shading their eyes, trying to
understand why the ship moved slowly and quietly. Something about its calm
approach made them uneasy, as if bad news traveled with it.

Those who understood ships noticed that nothing was broken. The sails were
correct, the ropes were firm, and the vessel answered every order with smooth
obedience. Near the pilot stood a young sailor who repeated each command
clearly. He watched the sea and the sails with sharp attention. His movements
were quick but controlled, showing both experience and confidence.

A man among the watchers grew too impatient to wait. He jumped into a small
boat and ordered the rowers to take him beside the ship. As the little boat reached
the Pharaon, the young sailor leaned over the side, removed his hat politely, and
smiled in greeting. He was tall and slim, perhaps twenty years old, with dark eyes
and black hair. His face showed calm strength, the kind learned by those who live
close to danger.

“Ah, Dantes!” called the man in the boat. “What has happened? Why do you
look so sad?”

“A great misfortune, Monsieur Morrel,” the young sailor replied quietly. “A
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terrible loss for all of us. Captain Leclere is dead.”

The owner of the ship, Morrel, looked shocked but controlled himself. “And
the cargo?” he asked quickly.

“It is safe,” said Dantes. “You will be satisfied. But the captain died after a
strong fever. He suffered greatly.”

As they spoke, Dantes turned toward the crew. His voice became firm and clear.
“Prepare to take in the sails!” he ordered. The sailors rushed to their work at once.
Ropes tightened, sails folded, and the ship slowed with careful precision. Dantés
watched every action, making sure each order was done correctly before returning
his attention to Morrel.

“He died three days after becoming ill,” Dantes continued. “We buried him at
sea near the island of Elba. We bring back his sword and his medal for his widow.”
He paused, then added softly, “After fighting many years, he died in his bed like
any man.”

Morrel sighed. “We all must die someday,” he said. “The old make place for
the young. Since the cargo is safe, we must be thankful.”

The ship moved closer to the harbor entrance. Dantés gave another set of
commands, and the sails dropped smoothly. The heavy anchor chain soon rattled
loudly as it fell into the water. When the work was finished, the ship rested quietly.

Morrel climbed aboard with surprising energy. Another man came from the
cabin to meet him. This was Danglars, the ship’s agent. He was older than Dantés
and watched everything with narrow, careful eyes. His smile was polite, but there
was little warmth in it.

“You have heard of our loss,” Danglars said.

“Yes,” Morrel answered. “The captain was an honest and brave man.”

Danglars nodded but then glanced toward Dantes. “Young men are often too
confident,” he said slowly. “The moment the captain died, Dantes took command.
He even delayed us at the island of Elba for a day and a half.”

Morrel looked surprised. “That was his duty as first mate,” he replied. “Unless
there was no reason for the delay.”

Danglars shrugged slightly. “The ship was in perfect condition,” he said. “He
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wished only to go ashore.”

At that moment Morrel called Dantés over. The young sailor approached
respectfully.

“Why did you stop at Elba?” Morrel asked.

“I followed the captain’s last order,” Dantés replied. “He gave me a packet to
deliver to Marshal Bertrand.”

Morrel lowered his voice. “And... how is the emperor?”

Dantés smiled faintly. “I saw him for a moment. He asked me questions about
the ship and our voyage.”

Morrel’s face brightened with excitement. ““You spoke with him?”

“He spoke to me,” Dantés answered simply. “He even remembered your family
name.”

Morrel laughed with pride and placed a friendly hand on the young man’s
shoulder. “You did right to obey the captain,” he said. “Still, such matters can be
dangerous if spoken of openly.”

Soon officials arrived to check documents. Dantes handled everything quickly
and returned.

“Now you are free?” Morrel asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then come dine with me.”

Dantes hesitated. “Please forgive me. My first visit must be to my father.”

Morrel nodded warmly. “Good. A son should always go first to his father. And
after that—you will visit Mercédes, I suppose?”

Dantes blushed slightly. “She is my betrothed,” he said.

Morrel laughed kindly. “Of course. Go, then. Do you need money?”

“No, sir. | have my wages.”

They spoke a little longer, and then Morrel added, “When the cargo is unloaded,
the Pharaon will sail again. It cannot sail without her captain.”

Dantes froze. “Captain?” he repeated, his eyes shining.

“If my partner agrees,” Morrel said, smiling, “I wish to give you the command.”

Emotion filled the young sailor’s face. He grasped Morrel’s hand. “Thank you,
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sir. For my father and for Mercédes, I thank you.”

With permission granted, Dantés entered a small boat and was rowed toward
the busy street of La Canebiere. The harbor was full of ships, voices, and
movement, yet he noticed nothing clearly. His thoughts ran ahead of him—to his
father waiting at home, to Mercédes by the sea, and to a future that suddenly
seemed bright and certain.

From the deck, Morrel watched him disappear into the crowd with a smile of
approval. Behind him stood Danglars, also watching. But while Morrel’s face
showed kindness and hope, Danglars’ expression was dark and thoughtful, as if

another plan had already begun to grow inside his mind.

Part 2

After leaving the harbor, Edmond Dantés walked quickly through the crowded
streets of Marseilles. People moved around him carrying baskets, calling to one
another, and opening their shops for the day, but he hardly noticed them. His heart
beat fast with joy and impatience. Every step brought him closer to the small home
where his father lived alone. He turned into a narrow street and entered an old
building whose stairway was dark and worn by many years of use.

Holding the rail with one hand, he climbed the stairs two at a time. At the top
he paused before a half-open door. Through it he saw a small room filled with
simple furniture. Near the window stood his father, balanced carefully on a chair,
arranging flowers that grew in pots along the sill. The old man had not yet heard
of the ship’s return. His thin hands moved slowly as he guided the plants upward
along their strings.

Suddenly Dantes rushed forward and embraced him. “Father! My dear father!”

The old man cried out in surprise and turned. When he recognized his son, his
face became pale with emotion, and he fell into Edmond’s arms.

“What is wrong?” Edmond asked anxiously. “Are you il1?”

“No, no,” said the old man, trembling. “Only joy. I did not expect you so soon.

The surprise is too great.”



Edmond helped him sit down. “You must not frighten me,” he said gently.
“Look at me—I am safe, and we shall be happy again.”

The old man smiled weakly. “Yes, happy. Tell me everything. Tell me the good
news.”

Edmond hesitated for a moment, then spoke with excitement. “Captain Leclere
is dead. It is sad, but Monsieur Morrel believes I may take his place. Imagine it,
father—a captain at twenty years old, with good pay and a share of the profits!”

Tears filled the old man’s eyes. “That is wonderful fortune, my son.”

“And with my first money,” Edmond continued eagerly, “I will buy you a small
house with a garden. You shall have flowers and fresh air. But you look weak—
have you been eating well?”

“I need very little,” his father replied quickly.

Edmond searched the cupboards. They were almost empty. “Where 1s your
wine?” he asked.

“There is none,” the old man admitted softly.

Edmond turned pale. “Have you lacked money? I left you two hundred francs
when I sailed.”

The old man lowered his eyes. “You had a debt to our neighbor Caderousse. He
said he would ask Monsieur Morrel for payment if I did not pay him. I feared this
might harm you, so I paid the debt.”

“One hundred and forty francs!” Edmond cried. “Then you lived three months
on only sixty?”

“I require little,” his father repeated gently.

Edmond fell to his knees beside him. “You have suffered because of me,” he
said with deep pain.

“No,” replied the old man, touching his hair. “Now you are here, and everything
is well again.”

Edmond rose and emptied his pockets onto the table. Gold and silver coins
rolled across the wood. “Take this,” he said. “Buy food at once. Tomorrow there
will be more.”

The old man looked at the money with quiet happiness but gathered it slowly.
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“We must not spend too much at once,” he said. “People would talk.”

Edmond laughed softly. “As you wish. But you must not live alone anymore. |
will arrange everything.”

At that moment footsteps sounded outside. A man appeared at the door. He was
Caderousse, a neighbor and tailor, holding a piece of cloth in his hand.

“Ah, Edmond!” he said loudly. “You are back already!”

“Yes, neighbor,” Edmond replied politely, though his voice was cool. “I am
glad to see you.”

Caderousse entered, smiling broadly. His eyes quickly noticed the money on
the table. “I heard of your arrival from Danglars,” he said. “So I came to welcome
you.”

Old Dantes spoke warmly. “He is a good friend to us.”

“Of course,” said Caderousse. “Honest people must help one another.” His gaze
returned again to the coins. “You seem to have done well, my boy.”

Edmond understood the look and answered calmly, “This money belongs to my
father. I feared he had lacked things while I was away.”

Caderousse shook his head quickly. “No need for me to borrow anything. We
are even between us.”

“One 1s never even with kindness,” Edmond said.

They spoke for a time about the voyage. Caderousse mentioned that Edmond
had refused an invitation to dine with Monsieur Morrel.

“You should not refuse such honors,” he said. “Especially if you wish to
become captain.”

“I preferred to see my father first,” Edmond replied simply.

The old man smiled proudly at this answer.

Soon Edmond rose. “Now that I know my father is well, I must go to the
Catalans,” he said quietly.

“To Mercédes,” said Caderousse with a knowing grin.

Edmond nodded. “Yes.”

“You are wise to go quickly,” Caderousse added. “She is beautiful, and

beautiful girls have many admirers.”



Edmond felt a small uneasiness but answered confidently. “She is faithful.”

He embraced his father again. “Rest now,” he said. “I will return soon.”

With a final greeting, he left the room. His steps were light as he hurried toward
the sea.

Caderousse remained behind for a moment, then took leave and went
downstairs. Outside, at the corner of the street, Danglars waited.

“Did you see him?” Danglars asked at once.

“Yes,” said Caderousse. “He speaks as if he is already captain.”

Danglars’ eyes darkened. “Too much confidence,” he muttered.

“He even offered me money,” Caderousse added with a laugh. “He thinks
himself a great man already.”

Danglars was silent for a moment, thinking carefully.

“And Mercédes?” he asked finally.

“Ah,” said Caderousse, lowering his voice, “there may be trouble there. I have
seen her often with a strong young Catalan—her cousin, they say. A jealous
fellow.”

Danglars’ expression changed slightly. “Indeed,” he said slowly. “That may be
important.”

The two men began walking together toward the shore. They decided to sit at a
small inn near the Catalan village and wait. A bottle of wine was placed before
them beneath young trees whose leaves moved softly in the spring air.

Not far away, Edmond Dantes walked quickly toward happiness, unaware that

behind him envy, jealousy, and quiet calculation were beginning to join together.

Part 3

Beyond the harbor of Marseilles, near the open sea, stood the small village of
the Catalans. The houses were simple and sun-colored, built close together along
a narrow path. The people who lived there kept their old customs and spoke their
own language, separate from the rest of the city. Fishing boats rested along the

shore, and nets hung drying in the warm air. It was here that Mercédes lived.
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Inside one of the small houses, a young woman stood near the wall. Her black
hair shone in the sunlight that entered through the open door, and her dark eyes
were fixed on the floor. She held a small branch of flowers and slowly pulled off
the petals one by one, letting them fall. Her movements showed impatience and
worry. Her foot tapped lightly against the ground as if she could not remain still.

A young man sat nearby, balancing his chair on two legs. He watched her
closely. His face showed both pain and anger. This was Fernand, her cousin.

“You see,” he said at last, “another spring has come. Is this truly the time for a
wedding?”

Mercédes did not look at him. “I have answered you many times,” she said
calmly. “You must know my answer already.”

“Say it again,” Fernand insisted. “Tell me again that you refuse me. I have
hoped for ten years to marry you. Must that hope end today?”

Mercédes turned toward him, her expression gentle but firm. “I have never
encouraged you,” she said. “I have always loved you as a brother, nothing more.
My heart belongs to another. You know this.”

Fernand lowered his head. “Among our people,” he said slowly, “it is our
custom to marry within our own community.”

“It 1s only a custom,” she replied. “Not a law. And you are a soldier. At any
moment you may be called away. What life could you offer me? I am poor and
alone. I live only by selling fish and spinning thread.”

“You are enough for me,” Fernand said quickly. “I do not need wealth. With
you beside me, I could become successful. I would work harder. I would change
my life.”

Mercédes shook her head. “A woman cannot make a man happy if she loves
another more than her husband. I can give you friendship, nothing more.”

Fernand rose and walked across the room in agitation. “Then I will become a
sailor,” he said suddenly. “I will dress like the man you wait for. Would that please
you?”

Mercédes looked at him sharply. “What do you mean?”

“You wait for Edmond Dantés,” he said bitterly. “Perhaps he has forgotten you.
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The sea changes men.”

Her eyes flashed with anger. “You are cruel to say that. Yes, I wait for him, and
I love him. If he does not return, I will believe he died loving me.”

Tears filled her eyes, but her voice remained strong. Fernand stood silent,
unable to answer.

After a moment he asked quietly, “Is this your final decision?”

“Yes,” she said calmly. “I love Edmond Dantes, and I will marry no one else.”

“And you will always love him?”

“As long as I live.”

Fernand’s shoulders fell. He seemed defeated. “But if he were dead—"

“Then I would die also.”

At that instant a joyful voice sounded outside. “Mercédés! Mercédes!”

Her face changed at once. Joy replaced sadness. She ran to the door and opened
it wide. “Here I am, Edmond!”

Dantes entered, and they rushed into each other’s arms. For a moment they
forgot the world entirely. Sunlight filled the room, and their happiness seemed to
silence everything around them.

Then Edmond noticed Fernand standing in the shadow. Fernand’s hand rested
near the knife at his belt. Edmond’s expression grew serious.

“I did not know we had company,” he said.

Mercédes quickly spoke. “This is Fernand—my cousin, my friend, almost my
brother. After you, he is the person I care for most.”

Edmond extended his hand kindly. “Then we shall be friends.”

Fernand hesitated. His face was pale, but under Mercédes’ steady gaze he
slowly accepted the handshake. The touch lasted only a moment before he pulled
away and rushed from the house without a word.

Outside he ran blindly, his thoughts full of anger and despair. “Who will free
me from this man?” he cried.

As he hurried along the path, voices called to him. Under a shaded arbor sat
Caderousse and Danglars, drinking wine.

“Fernand!” Caderousse shouted. “Why are you running like a madman? Come
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drink with us!”

Fernand stopped, breathing heavily, then slowly approached and sat down. His
strength seemed gone.

“You look like a rejected lover,” Caderousse said with rough laughter.

Danglars watched carefully. “What troubles you?” he asked softly.

Fernand spoke through clenched teeth. “She loves him.”

Caderousse explained loudly, “Mercedes loves Edmond Dantes, and the ship
has returned today. Poor Fernand has lost his chance.”

Fernand lifted his head suddenly. “She is free to love whom she wishes,” he
said sharply.

“Of course,” said Caderousse, pouring wine. “But I thought Catalans did not
accept rivals so easily.”

Danglars leaned forward slightly. “Did you expect Dantes to return?” he asked.

Fernand shook his head. “No.”

“Sudden happiness can hurt,” Danglars said thoughtfully.

At that moment Caderousse noticed two figures walking nearby. “Look there!”
he cried. “Two lovers walking hand in hand!”

Fernand followed his gaze. “It is Edmond and Mercédés,” he whispered.

Pain crossed his face. Danglars observed every reaction closely.

“Let us drink,” Danglars said calmly. “To Captain Edmond Dantes and his
beautiful bride.”

Caderousse drank eagerly, but Fernand smashed his glass against the ground.

Danglars’ eyes narrowed slightly. He saw jealousy, anger, and despair growing
stronger within the young man. Slowly, an idea began forming in his mind.

“There is no need for anyone to die,” Danglars said quietly after a moment.
“Sometimes distance separates lovers as surely as death.”

Fernand looked up sharply.

“If a man were... absent,” Danglars continued carefully, “a wedding might
never happen.”

Caderousse, already drunk, laughed without understanding. But Fernand

listened, his breathing slow and heavy.
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The spring sun shone peacefully over the sea, yet beneath the shade of the arbor
something dark had begun. While Edmond and Mercédées walked together full of
hope, jealousy and envy were quietly joining hands nearby, preparing the first

steps of a plan that would soon change all their lives.

Part 4

Danglars watched Fernand carefully. The young Catalan sat motionless, his
eyes fixed on the ground, while Caderousse continued drinking without restraint.
The sound of laughter and distant waves filled the air, but around the table a heavy
silence grew. Danglars understood that this was the moment to guide events
without appearing responsible for them.

“You see,” he said at last in a calm voice, “there is no need for violence. Killing
a man solves nothing. It brings danger to the one who strikes the blow.”

Fernand lifted his head slowly. “What else can I do?”” he asked. “She will marry
him.”

“Perhaps,” Danglars replied, “but marriages sometimes fail to happen. A delay,
an absence, a misunderstanding—these things change fate.”

Caderousse waved his glass. “Nonsense,” he said thickly. “Dantes is lucky. He
will be captain, he will marry Mercédes, and he will forget us all.” He laughed
loudly, then drank again.

Danglars hid his irritation. “Luck,” he repeated softly. “Yes, he is fortunate. Too
fortunate.”

Fernand clenched his fists. “If only he were gone,” he murmured.

Danglars leaned closer, lowering his voice. “Gone does not always mean dead,”
he said. “There are other ways a man may disappear.”

Fernand looked at him with sudden attention.

“Suppose,” Danglars continued slowly, “that someone accused him of a serious
crime. Authorities act quickly in such matters. A man arrested cannot marry,
cannot sail, cannot become captain.”

Caderousse frowned, trying to follow the conversation. “But Dantés has done

-12 -



nothing wrong,” he said.

Danglars shrugged lightly. “Truth is not always necessary. Suspicion alone can
be enough.”

Fernand’s breathing grew heavier. “What accusation?” he asked.

Danglars pretended hesitation. “It is only an idea,” he said. “You remember he
stopped at Elba. He carried a packet. He spoke with the emperor.”

Fernand’s eyes widened.

“These are dangerous times,” Danglars went on. “Many fear Bonaparte’s return.
A letter from Elba could be considered treason.”

Caderousse shook his head weakly. “No, no. Dantes is a good fellow. I will not
harm him.”

“Who speaks of harm?”” Danglars replied smoothly. “We would only inform the
authorities. If he 1s innocent, he will soon be free.”

Fernand said nothing, but hope and anger struggled inside him.

Danglars took a piece of paper from the table and turned it slowly between his
fingers. “Imagine,” he continued, “an anonymous letter. No name. Only
information given for the good of the state.”

He dipped a pen into ink and began writing slowly, disguising his handwriting.
As he wrote, he spoke aloud in a thoughtful tone.

“A loyal servant informs the king’s prosecutor that Edmond Dantgs, first mate
of the ship Pharaon, has carried a letter from the island of Elba to Bonapartist
agents in Paris...”

Fernand watched every movement, unable to look away.

“There,” Danglars said, finishing the letter. “Nothing more than a warning.”

Caderousse reached for the paper clumsily. “This 1s wicked,” he muttered. “You
should not send it.”

Danglars smiled lightly. “Then we shall not send it.” He folded the letter slowly
and placed it on the table. “It is only a joke.”

Fernand stared at the folded paper as if it possessed power over his future.

“Come,” Danglars added, rising. “Let us forget such foolish talk.”

Caderousse pushed the letter aside carelessly. “Yes, forget it,” he said. “Dantes
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is my friend.”

But Danglars noticed that Fernand’s gaze never left the paper.

Soon Caderousse, nearly overcome by wine, began singing loudly again.
Danglars used the moment to step away from the table. As he walked off, a faint
smile crossed his lips. He knew he had planted the idea deeply enough. Whether
the letter was sent or not no longer depended on him.

Behind him, Fernand remained seated, trembling. After a long silence, he
slowly reached for the folded letter. His hands shook as he held it.

At that same hour, far from the arbor, Edmond and Mercédes walked together
along the shore. The sea shone bright beneath the afternoon sun. Edmond spoke
eagerly of the future—of marriage, of his father’s happiness, of the captaincy
promised by Monsieur Morrel. Mercédés listened with shining eyes, her fears
forgotten.

“Tomorrow,” Edmond said, “we will arrange everything. Soon you will come
to live with us. My father already loves you.”

“I have waited for this day,” she answered softly.

They paused to look at the sea that had separated them for months. Neither
imagined that danger already moved toward them.

Back beneath the arbor, Fernand rose slowly. His face was pale but determined.
He looked once more at the letter, then folded it carefully and placed it inside his
coat.

Caderousse, half asleep from wine, noticed nothing.

The evening light began to fade as Fernand walked away alone. Each step

carried him closer to a decision that would change many lives forever.

Part 5

The sun was already low when Edmond and Mercédeés returned toward
Marseilles. The air had grown cooler, and long shadows stretched across the road.
They walked slowly, unwilling to separate after so many months apart. Edmond

spoke of plans for the next day, while Mercéd¢s listened with quiet happiness.
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“Tomorrow morning,” Edmond said, “I will see Monsieur Morrel again. Then
we shall arrange the marriage contract. Everything will happen quickly. I do not
wish to lose another moment of happiness.”

Mercédes smiled. “I feared the sea would take you from me forever,” she said.
“Each storm made me afraid.”

Edmond pressed her hand gently. “Nothing will separate us now.”

They stopped near the entrance to the Catalan village. Mercédes looked at him
with tenderness mixed with seriousness. “Be careful,” she said suddenly.

“Careful? Of what?”

She hesitated. “I do not know. Perhaps it is only fear after waiting so long.
Happiness sometimes feels fragile.”

Edmond laughed softly. “You worry too much. Tomorrow begins our new life.”

They parted reluctantly. Edmond turned toward the city, his thoughts full of
hope, while Mercédés watched him until he disappeared from sight.

Meanwhile, Fernand walked quickly through the streets of Marseilles. The
folded letter burned in his pocket like a hidden fire. Several times he stopped,
uncertain, but jealousy drove him forward again. At last he reached a quiet place
near a post office box used for official messages. He looked around to be sure no
one watched him.

For a long moment he hesitated. The words of Mercédés echoed in his mind.
Then he remembered her embrace with Edmond, her clear declaration of love, and
his doubt vanished. With a sudden movement he pushed the letter into the box and
stepped back.

The sound of the paper falling inside seemed louder than it truly was. Fernand
stood still, breathing heavily, as if he had crossed a line from which he could never
return.

Far away, Danglars walked calmly toward his lodging. He did not need to see
what had happened. He was certain of the result. His plan required no witness.
Envy and jealousy had done the rest.

The next morning dawned bright and peaceful. Edmond rose early in his

father’s small apartment. The old man watched him with pride as he prepared to
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leave.

“You look happy,” his father said.

“I am,” Edmond answered. “Everything is going well. Soon you will no longer
live alone.”

He placed money on the table again and insisted his father buy proper food and
clothing. The old man protested gently but finally agreed.

After embracing him, Edmond left for Monsieur Morrel’s office. The streets
were already busy, filled with carts and voices. He felt light and confident,
greeting people with easy smiles.

At Morrel’s office he was warmly welcomed. The shipowner shook his hand
with enthusiasm. “My dear Edmond,” he said, “I have spoken with my partner.
We believe you deserve the captaincy. Nothing is official yet, but you may
consider it nearly certain.”

Edmond’s eyes shone with gratitude. “You give me more happiness than I can
express,” he said.

“And your marriage?” Morrel asked.

“Tomorrow or the day after,” Edmond replied. “You must attend.”

“I would not miss it,” Morrel said kindly.

They discussed the unloading of the ship and future plans. Everything seemed
secure. Edmond left the office convinced that fortune smiled upon him completely.

As he stepped into the street, however, two men in official clothing approached
him. Their serious expressions contrasted sharply with his cheerful mood.

“Are you Edmond Dantes?” one asked.

“Yes,” he replied calmly.

“First mate of the ship Pharaon?”

“Yes.”

“In the name of the law, we must ask you to come with us.”

Edmond looked surprised but not afraid. “Is there some mistake?”

“You will receive explanation from the magistrate,” the officer answered.

Passersby slowed to watch. Edmond felt a moment of confusion but believed

the matter must be simple. Perhaps questions about the voyage or the captain’s
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death.

“May I inform my employer?” he asked.

“You may do so later,” the officer said firmly.

Edmond nodded and followed them peacefully. He had nothing to hide and
therefore felt no fear. Yet as they walked through the streets toward the courthouse,
a strange uneasiness began to grow inside him.

At the same time, news spread quickly through the harbor that Edmond Dantes
had been arrested. Sailors whispered in surprise. Some refused to believe it.
Others speculated wildly.

Monsieur Morrel heard the news and hurried toward the authorities, deeply
troubled. “There must be an error,” he repeated again and again.

In the Catalan village, Mercédes waited happily for Edmond’s return, unaware
of what had happened. She prepared small things for the coming celebration,
smiling as she worked.

Only three men knew the truth behind the arrest. Danglars watched events
unfold with quiet satisfaction. Fernand walked alone by the sea, torn between
relief and guilt. And Caderousse, half sober now, felt a vague discomfort he could
not fully understand.

The wheels of fate had begun to turn. What started as envy beneath a shaded
arbor now moved forward with the force of law, carrying Edmond Dantés away

from the life he believed was just beginning.

Part 6

Edmond Dantés was led through the streets toward the courthouse. People
turned to look as he passed between the two officers. Some recognized him and
whispered to one another, surprised to see the cheerful young sailor under arrest.
Edmond himself remained calm. He was certain that once he explained everything,
the mistake would be corrected.

Inside the building the air felt cool and heavy. Stone walls rose around him, and

the sounds of the busy city faded behind closed doors. He was guided into a
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waiting room and asked to remain there until he could be questioned.

Time passed slowly. Edmond began to feel uneasy, though he did not yet
understand why. He replayed the last days of his voyage in his mind, searching
for anything that might have caused suspicion. He found nothing. At last a guard
entered and motioned for him to follow.

He was taken into a large office where a young magistrate sat behind a desk
covered with papers. The man appeared calm and serious, dressed carefully, with
an intelligent face that showed both firmness and fatigue. This was Gérard de
Villefort, deputy prosecutor of the king.

Villefort looked up as Edmond entered. “Your name?” he asked.

“Edmond Dantgs.”

“Age?”

“Nineteen.”

“Occupation?”

“First mate of the ship Pharaon.”

Villefort studied him closely. The young sailor’s open expression and respectful
manner made him seem honest. Still, the magistrate began the questioning
formally.

“You were arrested following a denunciation,” Villefort said. “Do you know
what that means?”’

Edmond shook his head. “No, sir.”

Villefort lifted a paper from the desk. “You are accused of carrying a letter from
the island of Elba to supporters of Napoleon in Paris.”

Edmond stared in astonishment. “That is true only in part,” he said quickly.
“Captain Leclere, before his death, ordered me to deliver a packet to Marshal
Bertrand. I obeyed my captain without knowing its contents.”

Villefort watched him carefully. “You admit, then, that you went ashore at Elba?”

“Yes, sir. Only to carry out my duty.”

“Did you meet Napoleon?”

“Yes, but only briefly. He asked me questions about my ship. I spoke honestly.”

Villefort leaned back in thought. The answers came naturally and without
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hesitation. The young man showed neither fear nor cunning.

“Do you possess the letter now?” Villefort asked.

“No, sir. I delivered the packet as ordered.”

“Was another letter given to you?”

Edmond hesitated, remembering suddenly. “Yes,” he said. “The captain gave
me a letter to deliver in Paris.”

Villefort’s expression sharpened. “To whom?”

Edmond searched his memory. “The address is written on it. I have not yet
delivered it.”

“Do you have it with you?”

“Yes.”

Edmond removed the letter from his clothing and handed it over. Villefort took
it and glanced at the address. The moment his eyes read the name, his face
changed slightly, though he quickly hid the reaction.

The letter was addressed to Noirtier—Villefort’s own father, a known supporter
of Napoleon.

A sudden struggle began within the magistrate. If this letter became known, it
could destroy his career and expose his family’s political ties. The young sailor
before him was innocent, yet the letter placed Villefort himself in danger.

He rose and walked slowly across the room, thinking rapidly. When he returned,
his voice sounded calm again.

“You say you did not know the contents of this letter?”

“No, sir. I swear 1t.”

Villefort studied him once more and felt certain he spoke the truth. For a
moment he considered releasing him immediately. Then ambition and fear
overcame sympathy.

“This matter is serious,” he said carefully. “Until it is fully examined, you must
remain in custody.”

Edmond looked shocked. “But sir, my wedding is tomorrow. My employer
trusts me. Everyone knows my loyalty.”

Villefort avoided his eyes. “The law must take its course.”
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Edmond’s voice trembled for the first time. “At least allow me to inform my
father and my fiancée.”

Villefort hesitated, then shook his head. “Later, perhaps.”

He rang a bell. Guards entered at once.

“Take the prisoner away,” he ordered quietly.

Edmond turned toward him in disbelief. “You believe me innocent,” he said. “I
can see it.”

Villefort did not answer.

The guards led Edmond out. As the door closed, Villefort remained standing,
holding the letter in his hand. After a long moment he placed it into the fire. The
paper burned quickly, curling into black ash.

“This must disappear,” he murmured to himself.

Outside, Edmond was guided down dark corridors toward a carriage waiting in
the courtyard. Confusion and fear now filled him. He could not understand how
obedience to his captain had turned into a crime.

The carriage began to move. Through the small window he watched the streets
pass by, searching for familiar faces, hoping someone would recognize him and
ask questions. No one did.

At the harbor, sailors continued their work unaware of his fate. Monsieur
Morrel argued urgently with officials, trying to learn the reason for the arrest.
Mercédes waited by the sea, growing anxious as the day passed without Edmond’s
return.

The carriage finally stopped near the water. Before him rose dark stone walls
surrounded by waves—the fortress prison known as the Chateau d’If.

Only then did Edmond begin to understand that something far more serious

than a simple misunderstanding had begun.

Part 7

The boat carrying Edmond Dantés moved slowly across the darkening water

toward the fortress of the Chateau d’If. The evening sky had turned gray, and the
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sea struck against the rocks with a dull and steady sound. Edmond sat silently
between two guards. Until that moment he had still believed that everything would
soon be explained. Now, as the prison rose before him like a wall from the sea,
fear finally entered his heart.

The fortress stood heavy and cold, its stone towers dark against the fading light.
Small windows looked down like empty eyes. No voices came from within, and
no movement could be seen except the waves striking the base of the walls.

“Why am I brought here?” Edmond asked at last. “Surely there is some mistake.”

One guard shrugged. “We only obey orders.”

The boat reached the landing steps. Chains rattled as they secured it. Edmond
was told to stand, and he followed the guards upward into the fortress. The air
inside smelled of stone and damp salt. Each sound echoed along the corridors.

They stopped before a heavy door where a jailer waited with a lantern. The man
examined Edmond briefly.

“Another prisoner?” he asked.

“By order of the deputy prosecutor,” one guard replied.

The jailer nodded and motioned Edmond forward. “Come.”

Edmond tried once more. “Sir, I beg you, tell me how long [ must remain here.”

The jailer gave a short laugh. “That depends on those who sent you.”

He led Edmond through several passages and down a narrow staircase. At last
they reached a small cell. The door opened with a harsh sound, revealing a low
room with rough walls, a chair, a small bed, and a narrow window covered by iron
bars.

“Here,” said the jailer.

Edmond stepped inside slowly. The door closed behind him, and the sound of
the lock echoed loudly. He stood motionless, listening to the fading footsteps
outside. For the first time since his arrest, he felt truly alone.

He sat on the bed, trying to understand what had happened. Only that morning
he had spoken of marriage and happiness. Now he was imprisoned without
explanation. He repeated Villefort’s words again and again in his mind, searching

for hope.
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“He believed me innocent,” Edmond whispered. “He must send for me soon.”

Hours passed. Darkness filled the cell. A small amount of food was brought,
but Edmond could not eat. He paced the room, then sat again, then rose once more.
Every sound from the corridor made him turn toward the door in expectation.

Meanwhile in Marseilles, anxiety spread among those who loved him.
Monsieur Morrel visited officials repeatedly, demanding answers. Each time he
was told only that the matter concerned state security and could not be discussed.

At the Catalans, Mercédeés waited until evening before fear overcame patience.
She went to Edmond’s father’s home, hoping to find him there. The old man
opened the door with a smile that quickly faded when he saw her troubled face.

“He has not returned?” she asked.

“No,” the father replied. “I believed he was with you.”

Terror filled them both. Soon they learned the truth from neighbors: Edmond
had been arrested.

Mercédes refused to believe it. “There must be an error,” she repeated. “He has
done nothing wrong.”

Together they went to seek information, but no one could tell them where he
had been taken. Night fell as they returned home exhausted and afraid.

Back in the Chateau d’If, Edmond finally lay down, though sleep would not
come. The sound of waves striking the prison walls continued without pause. Each
moment felt longer than the last.

The next morning he called to the jailer as food was delivered.

“Please,” he said, “I must speak to the governor. I am innocent.”

The jailer shrugged. “Many prisoners say the same.”

“At least allow me to write to my father or to Monsieur Morrel.”

“I will ask,” the man replied carelessly, though his tone suggested little hope.

Days passed. No answer came.

Edmond’s confidence slowly weakened. He began to fear that he had been
forgotten. Each evening he counted the hours since his arrest, convinced that
release must come soon. Yet the door never opened except to deliver food.

Alone in the silent cell, he replayed every event again—the voyage, the stop at
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Elba, the questioning by Villefort. Gradually a terrible thought formed.

Someone had accused him deliberately.

But who? And why?

He searched his memory for enemies and found none. Danglars’ cold looks
came briefly to mind, yet Edmond dismissed the idea. He believed too strongly in
the goodness of others.

Outside, the sea continued its endless motion, indifferent to human suffering.
Within the fortress, Edmond Dantés waited, still hoping that justice would soon

arrive and restore the life that had been taken from him so suddenly.

Part 8

Days turned into weeks, and still Edmond Dantés remained in his cell at the
Chateau d’If. At first he counted each hour carefully, certain that someone would
soon come to release him. Every sound in the corridor made him rise with hope,
but each time the steps passed by his door without stopping. Gradually hope began
to weaken.

The cell was small and cold. Light entered only for a short time each day
through the narrow window high in the wall. Edmond watched the changing color
of the sky as if it were his only connection to the outside world. When the sun
disappeared, darkness returned quickly, bringing silence that pressed heavily upon
him.

One morning he called again to the jailer. “Have you spoken to the governor?”
he asked eagerly.

The man shook his head. “Orders are orders. You must wait.”

“But for what?” Edmond cried. “I have not even been judged.”

The jailer gave no answer and closed the door.

Alone again, Edmond felt anger rise within him for the first time. He walked
back and forth across the small space, speaking aloud as if someone listened.

“This cannot continue,” he said. “There must be justice.”

He tried to remain calm, telling himself that powerful matters delayed his
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release. Yet as the days passed without news, doubt entered his thoughts. He began
to wonder whether Villefort had forgotten him—or worse, chosen to abandon him.

Memories of his father and Mercédes filled his mind constantly. He imagined
their worry, their search for answers. Sometimes he spoke to them as if they stood
beside him.

“I will return,” he whispered. “You must believe that.”

Weeks became months. Edmond’s face grew pale, and his movements slower.
The lack of conversation weighed heavily upon him. Human voices became rare
treasures. When the jailer entered, Edmond attempted to speak each time, asking
questions simply to hear another person answer.

“How long have I been here?”” he asked one day.

“I do not know,” the jailer replied. “I do not count prisoners’ days.”

After the man left, Edmond sat quietly, realizing that time itself was beginning
to disappear. Without change, one day felt exactly like another.

Despair slowly replaced patience. One evening he struck the door with his fists,
shouting for justice, for explanation, for mercy. No one came. Exhausted, he fell
to the floor and wept openly.

For several days afterward he refused food, hoping that illness might force
attention from the authorities. The jailer noticed and warned him.

“If you die, no one will care,” the man said bluntly. “Eat.”

The words shocked Edmond back to reason. He understood that death would
solve nothing. With effort he began eating again, though without appetite.

As loneliness deepened, his thoughts changed. At times he blamed himself for
obeying the captain’s orders. At other moments he imagined unknown enemies
plotting against him. Anger and sadness moved through his mind like storms.

One night, unable to sleep, he pressed his ear against the wall. To his surprise
he thought he heard a faint sound—Iike scratching or tapping. He held his breath
and listened carefully. The sound stopped. He wondered if it had been only his
imagination.

The next night he listened again. Once more he heard a distant scraping, slow

and regular, as if someone worked behind the stone.
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Hope suddenly returned. Perhaps another prisoner lived nearby.

Edmond knocked softly against the wall. The sound ceased at once. Silence
followed.

“Is someone there?”” he whispered.

No answer came.

For many hours he waited, his heart beating quickly. At last exhaustion
overcame him, and he slept.

The following day passed normally, and Edmond began to doubt what he had
heard. But that night the sound returned, clearer than before. This time he was
certain it was real.

Carefully he knocked again, three slow taps.

The scratching stopped. Then, after a long pause, three faint taps answered from
the other side.

Edmond sprang to his feet, trembling with excitement. After months of
isolation, another human being was near him. He pressed his hands against the
wall as if trying to reach through the stone itself.

“Friend,” he whispered, “whoever you are, do not stop.”

The faint tapping continued, patient and steady.

In that moment, for the first time since his imprisonment began, Edmond felt
that he was no longer completely alone. A small spark of hope lit the darkness of
his cell, though he did not yet know that this sound would soon change not only

his prison life, but his entire destiny.

Part 9

From that night forward, Edmond Dantes listened constantly for the sound
behind the wall. During the day he waited in silence, fearing the jailer might notice
anything unusual. But when darkness came and the prison grew quiet, the faint
scratching returned. It was slow and careful, as if someone worked with great
patience.

Edmond pressed his ear against the stone and tapped gently in reply. Soon a
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simple rhythm formed between them—three taps from Edmond, three taps
answering from the other side. Though they could not yet speak, the signals filled
him with excitement. Another living mind was close to him.

For several nights this silent communication continued. Edmond tried to guess
who the prisoner might be. Perhaps a political prisoner like himself, or an old
sailor, or even a criminal forgotten by the world. Whoever it was, the person
worked tirelessly at the wall.

One evening Edmond examined his cell carefully. The sound seemed strongest
near the lower corner beside his bed. He moved the bed aside and knelt, touching
the stone with his hands. The wall felt slightly hollow compared to the rest.

“He is digging,” Edmond whispered in wonder.

The idea amazed him. Someone was attempting escape.

Determined to help, Edmond searched his cell for tools. He found nothing
except a small metal bowl, the wooden leg of his chair, and pieces of broken
plaster. Using the edge of the bowl, he began scraping carefully at the wall where
the sound was strongest. Each movement was slow, so the guards would not hear.

The work was difficult. Stone dust filled the air and cut his hands, yet he felt
stronger than he had in months. For the first time he had a purpose.

Night after night both prisoners worked from opposite sides. The tapping grew
louder as the distance between them decreased. Edmond counted the blows with
growing excitement.

At last, one evening, a small piece of stone broke away completely. Cold air
flowed through a narrow opening. Edmond stopped breathing for a moment,
overwhelmed with anticipation.

From the darkness beyond came a faint voice.

“Who is there?” it whispered.

Edmond nearly cried with joy. “A prisoner,” he answered softly. “My name is
Edmond Dantes.”

Silence followed, then a relieved sigh. “You are not a guard?”

“No. I am imprisoned unjustly.”

9

“Then we are brothers,” said the voice warmly. “I feared I had reached a
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corridor.”

The two men worked carefully until the hole widened enough for them to see
one another. At last a thin, elderly man crawled through the opening into
Edmond’s cell. His hair was white, his face pale but intelligent, and his eyes shone
with life despite years of suffering.

“I am Abbé¢ Faria,” he said, bowing slightly. “A priest and a prisoner for many
years.”

Edmond grasped his hands eagerly. “You cannot imagine my happiness,” he
said. “How long have you been here?”

Faria smiled faintly. “Long enough to forget the number of years. I attempted
to dig my way to freedom, but I misjudged the direction and reached your cell
instead.”

Edmond laughed for the first time since his arrest. “Then your mistake has
saved me from madness.”

The old man looked at him carefully. “You are young,” he said. “What crime
brought you here?”

Edmond told his entire story—from the voyage of the Pharaon to the
accusation and his questioning by Villefort. Faria listened without interruption,
his sharp eyes studying every detail.

When Edmond finished, the abbé nodded slowly. “You are innocent,” he said.
“And you are the victim of a plot.”

Edmond stared at him. “A plot? But who would wish me harm?”

Faria began reasoning calmly. “Let us examine your situation. You were about
to become captain. Someone jealous of your success might wish to stop you. You
were about to marry a beautiful woman. Another man might desire her. And the
magistrate who questioned you had reason to fear the letter you carried.”

Edmond felt a chill. Names formed suddenly in his mind.

“Danglars,” he whispered. “Fernand... and Villefort.”

Faria nodded. “Exactly. Envy, love, and ambition—three powerful motives.”

Edmond’s hands trembled. Until that moment he had believed himself the

victim of chance. Now he understood that human betrayal had destroyed his life.

-7 -



Anger rose fiercely within him, but Faria placed a gentle hand on his shoulder.

“Do not let hatred consume you,” the old man said. “First you must learn.
Knowledge will give you strength.”

“Learn?” Edmond asked.

“Yes,” Faria replied. “While we remain prisoners, we shall use time as our ally.
I will teach you languages, science, history—everything I know.”

Edmond looked at him in amazement. “You would do this for me?”

Faria smiled kindly. “Teaching will save us both from despair.”

That night they spoke for hours, sharing stories and ideas. For the first time
since entering the prison, Edmond felt his mind awaken again. Hope returned—
not the simple hope of quick release, but a deeper strength growing slowly within
him.

The walls of the Chateau d’If still surrounded him, yet they no longer felt
entirely like a tomb. Through friendship and learning, a new life had begun inside
the prison itself, and Edmond Dantés could not yet imagine how greatly this

meeting would shape the man he would one day become.

Part 10

From that day, the life of Edmond Dantés changed completely. The small
opening between the two cells became a secret passage through which Abbé¢ Faria
visited him each evening. During the day Edmond behaved as before so that the
jailers would suspect nothing. But when night came, the old priest crawled
through the tunnel, carrying with him knowledge that slowly transformed the
young sailor.

Faria explained that before his imprisonment he had been a man of learning.
He had studied science, history, philosophy, and languages. Using only memory
and careful explanation, he began teaching Edmond step by step.

“Your mind,” the abbé¢ said, “must become free even if your body is not.”

At first Edmond struggled. Years at sea had trained his hands more than his

thoughts. Yet he possessed strong intelligence and deep curiosity. Soon he learned
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quickly. Faria taught him Italian first, then English, then Spanish. They spoke
together for hours, repeating words until Edmond mastered them.

The priest also explained mathematics and science, drawing figures on the floor
with small pieces of stone. Edmond listened with intense attention. Knowledge
filled the empty space that despair had once occupied.

Weeks passed, then months. Edmond’s posture changed. His eyes grew sharper,
his speech calmer. Instead of counting the days of imprisonment, he measured his
progress through learning.

One evening, after a long lesson, Edmond said quietly, “You have given me
back my life.”

Faria smiled. “No. You are rebuilding it yourself.”

Yet the abbé did more than teach facts. He trained Edmond to think carefully,
to observe human nature, and to understand motives hidden beneath actions.

“Men are rarely evil without reason,” Faria explained. “Understand their
desires, and you understand their actions.”

Together they examined the betrayal that had destroyed Edmond. Step by step
Faria showed how Danglars’ jealousy, Fernand’s love for Mercédes, and
Villefort’s ambition had joined to form the conspiracy.

As understanding grew, Edmond’s innocence disappeared. In its place came a
quiet determination.

“One day,” he said, his voice low, “I will confront them.”

Faria looked at him seriously. “If that day comes, remember justice is greater
than revenge.”

Edmond did not answer, but the thought remained deep within him.

During these years Faria also revealed how he had survived in prison. From
scraps of cloth he had made paper. From fish bones he had shaped pens. From
soot and wine he created ink. Hidden tools allowed him to dig the tunnel that had
led to Edmond.

“Patience and thought,” he said, “can overcome walls.”

Together they improved the tunnel, planning carefully for escape. Faria

believed that if they continued digging in a new direction, they might eventually
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reach open ground beyond the fortress.

Hope returned stronger than ever. Edmond worked tirelessly beside his teacher.
The labor strengthened his body while learning strengthened his mind.

One night, after many months, Faria became unusually quiet. He sat on
Edmond’s bed, breathing heavily.

“Are you 111?” Edmond asked with concern.

“It 1s nothing,” Faria replied, though his voice trembled slightly. “Only
weakness that comes with age.”

Soon afterward the old man suddenly fell to the ground, his body shaking
violently. Edmond rushed to help him, terrified.

“Do not be afraid,” Faria said weakly when the attack passed. “It is a sickness
I have known before. Sometimes it leaves me helpless for hours.”

Edmond cared for him as best he could, bringing water and supporting him until
strength returned. Afterward the abbé spoke calmly.

“If this illness grows worse,” he said, “you must continue alone.”

“Do not speak so,” Edmond replied quickly. “We will escape together.”

Faria smiled sadly but said nothing more.

Despite the attacks, lessons continued. Years passed inside the prison, though
Edmond no longer counted them with despair. Instead he changed slowly into a
man of deep knowledge and careful thought.

One evening, when the sea wind howled loudly outside the fortress, Faria spoke
of a secret he had never shared before.

“Edmond,” he said, “I must tell you something important. Long before my
imprisonment, I discovered the location of a great treasure.”

Edmond looked at him in surprise. “A treasure?”

“Yes,” Faria said quietly. “Hidden many years ago on the island of Monte Cristo.
Its value is beyond imagination.”

Edmond listened carefully as the old priest described how he had learned the
secret through ancient documents and patient study. The treasure had belonged to
a powerful family and remained undiscovered.

“I intended to claim it one day,” Faria continued. “But prison ended that dream.”
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He placed his hand firmly on Edmond’s arm. “If I die before we escape, the
treasure shall be yours. You are the son [ never had.”

Edmond felt deeply moved. “You will not die,” he said. “We will both leave
this place.”

Yet as he spoke, a shadow of fear crossed his heart. The prison had taken many
years already, and time spared no one.

Outside, waves crashed endlessly against the walls of the Chateau d’If, unaware
that within its stones a young prisoner was being transformed—no longer the
simple sailor who had entered, but a man preparing silently for a future shaped by

knowledge, patience, and destiny.

Part 11

After revealing the secret of the treasure, Abbé Faria seemed calmer, as if a
heavy burden had been lifted from his heart. In the following days he repeated the
story many times, making Edmond memorize every detail carefully. He described
the island of Monte Cristo, its rocky coast, and the hidden cave where the treasure
lay buried.

“You must remember everything exactly,” Faria insisted. “The entrance is
difficult to find. Without precision the treasure will remain hidden forever.”

Edmond listened with complete attention. He repeated the instructions again
and again until the abbé was satisfied.

Life in the prison continued as before. During the day Edmond remained alone,
waiting patiently for night. When darkness came, lessons resumed or plans for
escape were discussed. Yet Faria’s health grew weaker. The attacks returned more
often, leaving him exhausted.

One evening, after a long silence, Faria said quietly, “My friend, I fear my
strength is ending.”

Edmond shook his head firmly. “You will recover. You always have.”

The old man smiled gently. “Hope is kind, but truth must be faced. Listen to

me carefully.”
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He explained again the location of the treasure and then spoke of deeper
matters—how knowledge must guide action, how patience must control anger,
and how a man must master himself before seeking justice.

“You have suffered greatly,” Faria said. “Do not allow suffering to destroy your
soul.”

Edmond felt tears rise in his eyes. “You are my father now,” he said. “Without
you I would have lost my mind.”

Faria placed his hand on Edmond’s shoulder. “Then live in a way that honors
what you have learned.”

Soon after, another violent attack struck the old priest. This time it was stronger
than before. His body shook, and his breathing became slow and painful. Edmond
stayed beside him through the night, speaking softly and trying to comfort him.

When morning approached, Faria opened his eyes once more.

“Edmond,” he whispered, “promise me you will escape.”

“I promise,” Edmond replied, holding his hand tightly.

“And remember—the treasure... Monte Cristo.”

His voice faded. A final breath escaped him, and his hand grew still.

Edmond remained motionless, unable to believe what had happened. The
prison felt suddenly empty and silent beyond measure. For many hours he sat
beside the body of the man who had saved him from despair and given him a new
mind.

At last footsteps sounded in the corridor. Edmond quickly returned to his own
cell through the tunnel, hiding all signs of their connection. The jailers soon
discovered Faria’s death and entered his cell with indifference born from long
habit.

Edmond listened from the other side of the wall as they spoke.

“Another one finished,” said a guard.

“Prepare the burial tonight,” another answered.

Edmond understood what that meant. Prisoners who died at the Chateau d’If
were placed in a sack and thrown into the sea.

A sudden idea struck him with great force. His heart began to beat rapidly.
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That night, when silence returned, Edmond crawled through the tunnel into
Faria’s empty cell. The body lay wrapped in cloth, ready for burial. With trembling
hands Edmond knelt beside his friend.

“Forgive me,” he whispered. “This is my only chance.”

Working quickly but carefully, he opened the burial sack and gently moved the
body aside. Then he placed himself inside the sack, pulling the rough fabric over
his head. With effort he stitched the opening closed using the needle and thread
Faria had once created.

Darkness surrounded him completely. The air inside was heavy, and each breath
felt difficult. He forced himself to remain still, waiting.

Hours later footsteps approached. Voices spoke nearby. Edmond felt himself
lifted roughly and carried through corridors. Every movement caused fear that his
secret would be discovered.

“Heavy tonight,” one guard said.

“The old man was thin,” another replied. “It must be the stones.”

Edmond realized they planned to attach a weight before throwing the body into
the sea. Panic rose within him, but he controlled it with all his strength.

Soon he felt a rope tied tightly around his feet. The cold night air touched the
sack as they carried him outside. Waves crashed loudly below.

“One... two... three!”

Suddenly he was thrown forward. For a brief moment he fell through empty air,
then icy water closed around him. The shock stole his breath, but instinct returned
quickly. He struggled to move, twisting his body inside the sack.

With desperate effort he cut the cloth using the small knife he had hidden. Water
rushed in as the fabric tore. He freed his arms, then his legs, fighting against the
weight pulling him downward.

At last he broke through the surface of the sea and gasped for air beneath the
dark sky. Behind him the fortress of the Chateau d’If stood silent, unaware that
one of its prisoners had escaped.

Exhausted but alive, Edmond began swimming away from the prison, guided

only by determination and the distant promise of freedom.
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Part 12

The cold sea closed around Edmond Dantes as he struggled to stay above the
water. For a moment his strength nearly failed him. Years of imprisonment had
weakened his body, and the shock of the fall left him breathless. Yet the desire to
live burned stronger than exhaustion. He forced his arms forward and began to
swim steadily away from the dark outline of the Chateau d’If.

Behind him the fortress rose like a shadow against the night sky. Edmond feared
that guards might notice his escape at any moment. Each sound of wind or wave
seemed like a shout of alarm. He swam quietly, trying not to splash, letting the
waves carry him farther into darkness.

The rope and weight still tied to his ankle dragged him downward. With
difficulty he reached the knot and cut it loose using the knife he had hidden. The
heavy stone sank immediately into the depths, leaving him free to move.

Now he floated for a moment, breathing deeply. Above him clouds moved
slowly across the sky. He realized that he did not know which direction led to
safety. The sea stretched endlessly around him.

“I must trust fate,” he whispered.

Gathering his remaining strength, he swam toward what he believed was the
mainland. Time lost meaning as he moved through the water. His arms burned
with effort, and waves occasionally covered his face, filling his mouth with salt.

At last, far away, he saw a faint light moving across the sea. A ship.

Hope returned instantly. Edmond changed direction and swam toward it,
though each movement felt heavier than the last. The light grew larger. He could
hear voices carried by the wind.

Summoning his final strength, he cried out, “Help!”

The sound was weak, nearly lost in the waves. He called again, louder. This
time a voice answered from the ship.

“There! Someone in the water!”

A rope was thrown. Edmond grasped it desperately, and strong hands pulled
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him aboard. He collapsed on the deck, unable to speak.

Rough-looking sailors surrounded him, speaking in surprised tones. Their
clothes and manner showed they were smugglers—men who lived outside the
law—but their faces showed curiosity rather than cruelty.

“Where did you come from?” one asked.

Edmond forced himself to answer quickly, remembering Faria’s lessons about
caution. “My ship was lost in a storm,” he said. “I alone survived.”

The sailors exchanged glances. After a moment one nodded. “You are lucky to
be alive,” he said. “Rest now.”

They gave him dry clothes and warm drink. Exhaustion soon overcame him,
and he fell into deep sleep for the first time as a free man.

When he awoke, morning sunlight filled the sky. The ship moved calmly across
blue water. For several minutes Edmond simply watched the horizon, hardly
believing that walls no longer surrounded him.

Freedom felt strange and unreal.

The captain of the vessel approached. “You may stay with us until we reach
land,” he said. “If you can work, you may earn your place.”

Edmond nodded gratefully. “I will work.”

His strength slowly returned during the following days. Years at sea had trained
him well, and he soon proved himself useful to the crew. The sailors accepted him
without many questions.

As he worked, Edmond observed everything carefully—the routes they
traveled, the islands they visited, the way they avoided authorities. His mind,
sharpened by Faria’s teaching, noticed details he once would have ignored.

One evening, as they sailed near a rocky island rising from the sea, Edmond
felt his heart stop for a moment.

“What island is that?”” he asked casually.

“Monte Cristo,” replied a sailor.

The name echoed in his mind like destiny itself. He forced himself to remain
calm, though excitement surged within him.

The treasure.
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That night Edmond stood alone at the rail, watching the dark shape of the island.
Memories of Faria’s voice returned clearly, repeating every instruction. The path
to the cave. The hidden entrance. The unimaginable wealth waiting beneath stone.

For the first time since his betrayal, Edmond felt not only hope but power
growing within him. Freedom had returned, and with it the possibility of justice.

The simple sailor who had once dreamed only of marriage and honest work was
gone. In his place stood a man shaped by suffering, knowledge, and patience—a
man who now possessed both a purpose and a secret that would soon change his

destiny forever.

Part 13

The ship sailed slowly past the island of Monte Cristo, its rocky cliffs rising
sharply from the sea. Edmond stood at the rail, forcing himself to appear calm
while his thoughts moved rapidly. Every word Abbé Faria had spoken returned
clearly to his memory. Somewhere within those rocks lay the treasure that could
change his life.

He knew he must act carefully. The sailors trusted him, but they were smugglers
and would not hesitate to claim such wealth for themselves if they suspected
anything. Edmond waited patiently, watching the captain and learning their plans.

Later that evening he approached the captain casually. “That island looks wild,”
he said. “Have you ever landed there?”

The captain shrugged. “Sometimes. There is little there except rock and goats.
Why do you ask?”

“Only curiosity,” Edmond replied lightly. “After so long at sea, any land
interests me.”

The captain laughed. “We will anchor there tomorrow to rest and repair a sail.
If you wish, you may explore—but do not lose yourself among the cliffs.”

Edmond thanked him calmly, though inside his heart raced.

The next morning the ship anchored near a small inlet. The sailors prepared

food and began minor repairs. Edmond volunteered eagerly to go ashore, carrying
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tools as if he meant only to hunt or explore.

As soon as he reached land, he walked slowly at first, careful not to attract
attention. When the sailors turned back to their work, he changed direction and
moved quickly toward the interior of the island.

The ground was rough and steep. Sharp stones cut through his shoes, and dry
plants scratched his legs. Yet he continued without stopping, guided entirely by
memory. Faria had described every landmark—the shape of a cliff, the curve of a
path, a narrow opening hidden behind rocks.

After long searching, Edmond found it.

A small crack in the rock face, almost invisible from a distance.

His hands trembled as he moved stones aside and entered the narrow passage.
Inside, darkness surrounded him. He advanced slowly, feeling along the wall until
the passage widened into a hidden chamber.

For a moment he saw nothing. Then light from the entrance touched objects
piled against the far wall—boxes, chests, and metal shapes half covered by dust.

Edmond fell to his knees in astonishment.

He opened the nearest chest. Inside lay gold coins that shone even in the weak
light. Another chest contained jewels—diamonds, pearls, and precious stones
beyond counting. Rich weapons, golden plates, and countless treasures filled the
cave.

The abbé had spoken truth.

Edmond remained motionless, overwhelmed. The wealth before him seemed
unreal, like a dream sent to replace years of suffering. Slowly understanding came.
With this treasure he could become anything—powerful, independent,
untouchable.

He closed the chest carefully and stood, breathing deeply.

“Now,” he whispered, “I am no longer helpless.”

Yet he knew he must remain cautious. Taking everything at once would raise
suspicion. He filled a small bag with a few valuable stones and coins, hiding them
beneath his clothes. Then he carefully restored the cave entrance so that no sign

of discovery remained.

-37-



When he returned to the shore, the sailors noticed nothing unusual.

“Find anything?” one asked jokingly.

Edmond smiled. “Only rocks and silence.”

They laughed, and work continued.

During the following days Edmond quietly planned his future. Using small
portions of the treasure, he gained the trust of merchants at later ports, presenting
himself as a sailor who had survived misfortune but possessed hidden savings.
Gradually he separated himself from the smugglers, leaving their ship with
gratitude and payment generous enough to prevent questions.

Alone at last, he returned secretly to Monte Cristo with a hired vessel. This time
he carried equipment and strong boxes. Over several journeys he transferred the
treasure carefully, ensuring no witness understood its true extent.

Each visit strengthened his transformation. The poor sailor disappeared
completely. In his place rose a man of wealth and purpose.

Edmond studied society as carefully as he once studied navigation. He learned
how nobles behaved, how bankers spoke, how influence moved through cities.
With patience he created new identities, each suited to different situations.

Standing one evening upon the island, watching the sun sink into the sea, he
spoke aloud as if addressing the memory of Abbé Faria.

“You gave me knowledge,” he said quietly. “Now I will use it.”

He thought of his father, of Mercédes, of the years stolen from him. Pain
remained, but it had changed. It no longer weakened him; it guided him.

“Justice,” he murmured.

The name Edmond Dantes began to fade into the past. A new figure was being
born—one shaped by suffering, wealth, and careful planning. Soon the world
would meet a man whose power seemed mysterious and limitless, a man who

would return not as a victim, but as the master of his own destiny.

Part 14

Months passed as Edmond Dantes carefully prepared his new life. He traveled

- 38 -



across different ports of the Mediterranean, always using caution. With small
portions of the treasure he built a fortune that appeared natural and believable.
Merchants came to know him as a wealthy traveler whose resources seemed
endless yet mysterious.

He purchased fine clothes, learned the manners of noble society, and practiced
speaking with calm authority. The education given by Abbé Faria now revealed
its full value. Edmond studied history, politics, and human behavior, shaping
himself into a man completely different from the young sailor who had once
walked the streets of Marseilles with simple dreams.

He created several identities, each serving a purpose. Sometimes he appeared
as a rich merchant, sometimes as a quiet traveler. No one suspected that all these
roles belonged to the same person.

Yet beneath this careful transformation lived a constant question: what had
become of those he loved?

At last Edmond decided to learn the truth. Disguised as a poor priest, he
returned secretly to Marseilles. His heart beat heavily as the familiar coastline
appeared. Every hill and street awakened memories both joyful and painful.

He entered the city unnoticed. Years had passed, and no one recognized the thin,
serious man walking slowly through the crowd. His first destination was the small
house where his father had lived.

The building looked older, more worn than he remembered. Edmond hesitated
before knocking. A stranger opened the door.

“Does Monsieur Dantes live here?” Edmond asked quietly.

The man shook his head. “No one of that name.”

Edmond felt a sudden coldness. “Do you know what became of him?”

“The old man?” the stranger replied. “He died years ago. Poor fellow. People
said grief killed him after his son disappeared.”

The words struck Edmond like a physical blow. He thanked the man and walked
away slowly, barely aware of his surroundings. He found a quiet corner and leaned
against a wall, struggling to breathe.

“Father...” he whispered.
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Guilt and sorrow filled him. During his imprisonment his father had suffered
alone, believing his son lost forever. Edmond realized that the conspiracy had
taken more than his freedom—it had destroyed an innocent life.

After a long time he forced himself to continue. There was still another truth he
needed to face.

He went toward the Catalan village. The path seemed smaller than before, as if
childhood memories had made it larger. Near the shore he saw fishermen repairing
nets and children playing in the sand.

At last he reached Mercédes’ former home. A woman standing nearby noticed
him.

“Excuse me,” Edmond said gently, “does Mercédes live here?”

The woman looked surprised. “No. She lives in Marseilles now. She married
many years ago.”

Edmond’s heart tightened. “Married?”

“Yes,” the woman said. “She married Fernand Mondego. He became a great
man—rich and respected.”

Edmond thanked her and walked away slowly. Each step felt heavy. Though he
had prepared himself for many possibilities, hearing the truth still wounded him
deeply.

Mercédées had believed him dead. She had built another life.

That evening Edmond sat alone overlooking the sea. Waves moved calmly
beneath the fading light, unchanged by human sorrow.

He allowed himself to remember the past—the joy of youth, the promise of
love, the simple happiness stolen from him. Tears came silently, but they did not
last long. Years of suffering had hardened his spirit.

“The past is gone,” he said quietly.

One by one he reviewed the names of those responsible. Danglars. Fernand.
Villefort. Each had gained success while he had suffered imprisonment and loss.

Slowly his grief transformed into resolve.

He would not act blindly. Faria had taught patience. Justice must be precise, not

reckless. He would study each man carefully, understand their lives, and then
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return what they deserved.

Rising from the rocks, Edmond looked toward the darkening city.

“Edmond Dantgs is dead,” he said softly.

The man who now walked back toward Marseilles carried a new identity
forming within him—one built from wealth, knowledge, and unwavering purpose.
Soon society would encounter a mysterious figure of immense fortune and power,
a man whose arrival would disturb the lives of those who believed their past
crimes safely buried.

The Count of Monte Cristo was about to enter the world.

Part 15

After learning the fate of his father and Mercédes, Edmond Dantés left
Marseilles quietly. Though grief still lived within him, his mind had become calm
and disciplined. He understood now that his return must not be guided by emotion
alone. Every step would require planning, patience, and careful observation.

He traveled to Italy, where he began shaping the identity that would soon
become known throughout Europe. Using the treasure of Monte Cristo, he
established vast financial connections. Bankers welcomed him eagerly, amazed
by the certainty of his wealth. He paid generously, spoke politely, and revealed
little about his past. Mystery itself became part of his power.

In the city of Rome he first appeared under the title that would define his
future—the Count of Monte Cristo. The name, taken from the island that had
restored his life, carried an air of nobility and secrecy that fascinated those who
heard it.

The count lived with elegance but without excess. His servants obeyed him
with complete loyalty. Among them was Alj, a silent and devoted man whose life
Edmond had once saved. Ali communicated through gestures, understanding
every command instantly.

Edmond also freed a young Greek woman named Haydée, who had been sold

into slavery after her family’s destruction. He treated her with kindness and
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respect, giving her protection and education. She trusted him completely, seeing
in him not only a master but a guardian.

Though surrounded by luxury, Edmond never forgot his purpose. He gathered
information constantly, learning the new positions and titles of the men who had
betrayed him.

Danglars had become a powerful banker in Paris, respected for his wealth but
known for greed.

Fernand Mondego had risen in the army and now held the title of Count de
Morcerf, honored as a hero.

Villefort served as a royal prosecutor, admired for strict justice and strong
political influence.

Each had prospered while Edmond had suffered.

One evening, standing on a balcony overlooking Rome, Edmond spoke quietly
to himself. “They believe the past is buried. Soon they will learn otherwise.”

He began arranging his arrival in Paris, the center of power and society.
Invitations were prepared. Rumors of a mysterious and enormously wealthy count
spread ahead of him. Curiosity opened doors before he even arrived.

When at last the Count of Monte Cristo entered Paris, society welcomed him
with fascination. His calm manner, vast fortune, and knowledge of distant lands
made him the subject of endless conversation. No one guessed that beneath his
composed smile lived a man who remembered every moment of betrayal.

He purchased a grand house filled with rare objects collected during his travels.
Guests who visited found themselves both impressed and unsettled. The count
seemed to know more about them than they expected. His questions were gentle
yet precise, revealing secrets without effort.

Soon he arranged meetings that appeared accidental but were carefully planned.

He encountered Danglars first. The banker greeted him warmly, eager to form
financial ties with such a wealthy man. Danglars spoke proudly of his success,
never recognizing the young sailor he had once envied.

Edmond listened calmly, hiding all emotion. “I value honest business,” he said

politely.
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Danglars smiled greedily. “Then we shall understand one another perfectly.”

Later Edmond attended a social gathering where he was introduced to Count
de Morcerf—Fernand. The soldier stood proud among admirers, honored for past
victories. When their eyes met, Fernand felt a strange unease he could not explain.

“We have not met before,” Fernand said.

“No,” replied the count smoothly. “But I have long wished to know you.”

Finally Edmond arranged to meet Villefort through legal connections. The
prosecutor welcomed him respectfully, unaware that the man before him
remembered the moment a letter had burned in the fire.

Each meeting confirmed what Edmond already knew: none of them recognized
him.

That night he returned home and stood alone in a quiet room.

“The game has begun,” he whispered.

Yet his plan was not simple revenge. Guided by Faria’s teaching, he intended
something deeper. Each man would face consequences shaped by his own
character. Greed, ambition, and betrayal would become the instruments of justice.

Outside, Paris continued its life unaware that a powerful force had entered its
society—a man who moved patiently, observing every weakness, waiting for the
perfect moment to act.

The transformation was complete. Edmond Dantés no longer existed in the eyes
of the world. Only the Count of Monte Cristo remained, carrying within him
memory, sorrow, and an unbreakable will to restore balance to a life once

destroyed.

Part 16

The Count of Monte Cristo settled fully into Paris society, moving through its
highest circles with quiet confidence. Invitations arrived daily. Nobles, bankers,
and officials wished to meet the mysterious man whose wealth seemed without
limit. The count accepted only those meetings that served his purpose. Every

conversation became an opportunity to observe.
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He learned quickly that Paris valued appearance above truth. Reputation could
be built or destroyed by rumor alone. This knowledge pleased him, for rumor
would become one of his strongest tools.

His first careful move concerned Danglars, the banker. The count visited
Danglars’ grand office, where papers and gold filled every table.

“I admire success achieved through intelligence,” the count said calmly.

Danglars bowed slightly. “Fortune favors those who understand money.”

The count smiled faintly. “Fortune is... unpredictable.”

He began placing large sums under Danglars’ management, encouraging the
banker’s pride. Danglars saw only profit and prestige. He did not notice that the
count quietly studied every weakness in his financial system.

At the same time, the count strengthened connections with Count de Morcerf—
Fernand. He visited Fernand’s home and met his family. There he saw Mercédes
again for the first time since his return.

She entered the room slowly, her beauty changed by years and sorrow. When
her eyes met the count’s, she paused, as if touched by a distant memory. Edmond
felt deep emotion rise within him but controlled it perfectly.

“Madame,” he said politely, bowing.

Mercédes answered with equal courtesy, yet unease remained in her expression.
Something in the stranger’s voice or gaze seemed familiar, though she could not
understand why.

Fernand spoke proudly of his military honors while the count listened with calm
attention. Each story revealed small details about Fernand’s past—details the
count compared with information he had already gathered.

Later that evening, alone again, Edmond whispered, “You built your glory upon
betrayal.”

His next focus was Villefort. The prosecutor welcomed the count warmly,
impressed by his intelligence and political knowledge. During their conversation
the count asked careful questions about justice and punishment.

“Do you believe the law always protects the innocent?”” the count asked.

Villefort answered confidently, “The law seeks truth.”
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The count’s eyes rested on him for a long moment. “I hope that is always so.”

Villefort felt uncomfortable without knowing why.

Meanwhile the count introduced into Paris society several individuals whose
presence would slowly disturb the lives of his enemies. One was a young man
named Andrea Cavalcanti, presented as a nobleman but secretly guided by the
count for hidden purposes. Another was Haydée, whose noble origin would later
reveal truths connected to Fernand’s past actions.

Every step unfolded slowly. The count never acted with haste. Instead he
allowed events to grow naturally, encouraging each man’s own flaws to lead him
toward ruin.

Danglars’ greed increased as he accepted larger financial risks suggested
indirectly by the count’s investments.

Fernand’s pride grew as admiration surrounded him, leaving him unprepared
for accusations that would soon emerge.

Villefort became increasingly anxious as hidden secrets from his past began
resurfacing through carefully arranged circumstances.

Paris society noticed only entertainment and excitement. No one understood
that these events were connected by a single invisible design.

One evening, after hosting a grand dinner attended by many powerful guests,
the count stood alone once more. Candlelight reflected from gold and crystal
around him, symbols of wealth gained through suffering.

He remembered the dark cell of the Chateau d’If and the voice of Abbé Faria.

“Justice must be precise.”

Edmond nodded slightly to himself. “Yes,” he said softly. “Each man will judge
himself.”

Outside, the city continued its celebrations, unaware that the lives of several
respected men had already begun to move toward inevitable collapse. The Count

of Monte Cristo waited patiently, certain that time itself now worked in his favor.

Part 17
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The plans of the Count of Monte Cristo moved forward quietly, almost invisibly.
To those around him, he appeared only as a generous and fascinating nobleman.
Yet each action he took guided events toward a careful end.

Danglars soon found himself deeply involved in financial ventures suggested
by the count. Large investments promised enormous profit. Encouraged by
success, the banker became careless. He borrowed heavily, certain that fortune
would continue to favor him.

The count watched calmly. He never forced Danglars to act. Instead he offered
opportunities that allowed the banker’s own greed to lead him forward.

“Risk brings reward,” Danglars often said proudly.

“Or loss,” the count answered gently.

Danglars laughed, confident that loss would never touch him.

At the same time, events began to unfold around Fernand, Count de Morcerf.
During gatherings, the count carefully introduced conversations about foreign
wars and past betrayals. Haydée, now respected as a noble guest, listened silently.

One evening, in the presence of several important figures, Haydée spoke for
the first time about her childhood. Her voice trembled but remained clear.

She told how her father, a ruler in the East, had been betrayed by a trusted
officer who sold him to enemies for money and honor. The officer later returned
to France as a celebrated hero.

As she spoke, Fernand’s face slowly lost color. The details matched his own
hidden past. Murmurs spread through the room. Guests exchanged uneasy glances.

The count observed silently, offering neither accusation nor defense. Truth
itself began doing the work.

Soon rumors filled Paris. Investigations followed. Documents appeared
confirming Haydée’s story. Fernand’s reputation collapsed rapidly. Honors turned
into shame. Friends avoided him.

Unable to bear disgrace, Fernand confronted the count privately.

“You planned this,” he said with anger and fear.

The count looked at him calmly. “I revealed nothing that was not already true.”

Fernand searched his face desperately. “Who are you?”
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For a moment silence filled the room. Then the count spoke softly.

“Someone you once destroyed.”

Understanding flashed across Fernand’s eyes, followed by horror. He staggered
backward, realizing at last who stood before him.

Soon afterward, abandoned by society and unable to face dishonor, Fernand
ended his own life. News spread quickly through Paris, shocking many but
surprising the count not at all.

Meanwhile, Villefort’s world also began to crumble. The count arranged
meetings and revelations that forced hidden crimes from the prosecutor’s past into
the light. Long-buried secrets involving injustice and personal ambition returned
to haunt him.

Villefort’s family life fell into chaos as truth emerged piece by piece. Fear
replaced confidence. Sleepless nights weakened his judgment. The man who once
controlled the fate of others now lost control of his own.

During one tense meeting, Villefort looked closely at the count and whispered,
“You are Edmond Dantes.”

The count answered quietly, “Yes. The man you buried without trial.”

Villefort collapsed into despair, realizing that his past actions had returned with
unstoppable force.

Even Danglars began to suffer consequences. Financial disasters struck
suddenly as investments failed one after another. Creditors demanded payment.
Wealth vanished rapidly. The banker who trusted only money now faced ruin
created by his own greed.

The count did not shout or accuse. He simply allowed truth and character to
complete their work.

Yet as justice unfolded, Edmond felt unexpected unease growing within him.
Watching suffering, even deserved suffering, awakened memories of his own pain.
He began to question whether revenge alone could bring peace.

One evening Mercédes came to see him privately. She had discovered his true
identity and stood before him with tears in her eyes.

“Edmond,” she said softly, “I knew you were alive the moment I saw you.”
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Hearing his old name spoken again shook him deeply.

“Why have you returned like this?”’ she asked. “You were once kind and full of
hope.”

Edmond remained silent for a long time before answering. “The world changed
me.”

Mercédes shook her head gently. “No. Suffering changed you. But you still
have a choice.”

Her words stayed with him after she left. For the first time he wondered whether
justice without mercy might destroy what remained of his humanity.

The great plan neared its end, but Edmond Dantes now faced a final struggle—

not against his enemies, but within himself.

Part 18

After Mercédes left him, the Count of Monte Cristo remained alone for many
hours. Her words returned again and again to his thoughts. For years he had lived
only for justice, believing himself an instrument chosen to punish wrongdoing.
Yet now he began to question whether he had gone too far.

He walked slowly through the silent rooms of his house. Wealth surrounded
him—gold, art, rare objects from distant lands—but none brought peace.
Memories of the young sailor he once had been rose clearly before him: a man
who trusted others easily and dreamed only of love and honest work.

“Am I still that man?” he asked quietly.

Events continued to unfold beyond his walls. Danglars’ fortune collapsed
completely. Creditors pursued him relentlessly. Forced to flee Paris, the banker
attempted to escape with what little wealth remained. Yet during his journey he
was captured by criminals who demanded ransom, stripping him slowly of every
coin he possessed.

When at last Danglars was brought before the count, he appeared weak and
terrified, no longer proud or powerful.

“Have mercy,” Danglars begged. “I have lost everything.”

- 48 -



The count looked at him silently. He remembered the jealousy that had begun
the conspiracy long ago. He remembered the suffering of his father and the years
in prison. Yet he also saw before him a broken man punished already by his own
greed.

After a long pause the count spoke.

“You feared poverty more than dishonor,” he said calmly. “Now you understand
both.”

Instead of destroying him completely, Edmond allowed Danglars to keep
enough money to survive and ordered his release. Danglars left in shame, forever
changed.

This decision surprised even Edmond himself. Mercy felt unfamiliar but
strangely calming.

Meanwhile Villefort’s fate reached its tragic conclusion. The exposure of his
secrets and the collapse of his family drove him into madness. When Edmond
visited him one final time, Villefort no longer recognized reality, speaking only
broken words of guilt and fear.

Edmond watched silently, realizing that punishment had exceeded intention.
Justice had turned into tragedy.

Leaving the house, he felt the weight of his actions fully for the first time.

“I believed myself an agent of fate,” he said softly. “But I am only a man.”

That evening he returned to Mercédes. She lived quietly now, separated from
wealth and society after Fernand’s disgrace. When she saw Edmond, her
expression held sadness but also peace.

“Your work is finished,” she said gently.

Edmond nodded. “Yes. And I see now that revenge cannot restore the past.”

Mercédes smiled faintly. “You have suffered enough. Allow yourself to live
again.”

Though love between them could not return as before, forgiveness passed
silently between them. Edmond left knowing that one part of his heart had finally
found rest.

Soon afterward he prepared to leave Paris. His mission completed, the identity
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of the Count of Monte Cristo no longer needed to remain at the center of society.
Before departing, he rewarded those who had shown kindness in the past, secretly
helping families and friends who had suffered injustice.

To Monsieur Morrel, whose loyalty had never failed, Edmond gave unexpected
financial salvation, restoring happiness to the man who had once trusted him.

At last Edmond boarded his ship, accompanied by Haydée, who chose freely
to remain at his side. She alone knew both his past and his true nature.

As the vessel sailed away from France, Edmond stood at the rail watching the
coastline fade into the distance. The sea stretched before him once more, not as a
prison but as freedom.

He thought of Abbé¢ Faria, of suffering and learning, of loss and transformation.
Revenge had guided him for many years, but mercy now guided his future.

Turning toward Haydée, he spoke quietly. “We must learn to hope.”

The ship moved forward under the open sky, carrying Edmond Dantes toward
a life no longer ruled by vengeance but by understanding earned through hardship.

His long journey—from innocence to despair, from revenge to forgiveness—

had reached its true end.
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