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Cast of Characters

Edmond Dantes

Monsieur Morrel
Danglars
Caderousse

Mercedes

Fernand

Villefort

The Marquise
Abbe Faria
Maximilian Morrel

Albert
Franz

Luigi Vampa

Haydee

Heloise de Villefort

Valentine de Villefort

Benedetto

Noirtier

The hero of the novel, who is betrayed
by his enemies. He triumphs over them
with a plan of revenge.

A shipowner and Dantes’ employer

A ship's purser who becomes a rich
banker: one of Dantes’ enemies

Another of Dantes’ enemies; the owner
of a country inn and a scoundrel

Dantes’ fiancée, who later marries
Fernand

Dantes’ rival and betrayer; a fisherman
who becomes a rich member of

Parliament

The public prosecutor who puts Dantes
in prison

Mother of Villefort's first wife Renee,
and Valentine's grandmother

A fellow prisoner who educates Dantes
and tells him of a fabulous treasure

Son of the ship owner. He is in love
with Valentine.

Fernand's and Mercedes’ son

A friend of Albert. He is engaged to
Valentine.

An ltalian bandit who is a friend of
Dantes

A young Greek woman who loves
Dantes. Her father, Ali Pasha, was |
betrayed by Fernand.

Villefort's second wife.She

poisons several people to get an
inheritance for her son, Edouard.
Villefort's daughter and Heloise's
stepdaughter. She is in love with
Maximilian Morrel.

The illegitimate son of Villefort who
poses as the rich Italian Andrea
Cavalcanti

Villefort's father and Valentine's
grandfather; a supporter of Napoleon



1 Betrayal

Marseilles, France, 1815

A crowd had gathered at the edge of the water.
A ship, the Pharaon, was slowly coming into
port. People in the crowd wondered what could
be wrong. For the ship had an air of sadness
about it.

One worried man left the crowd. He jumped
onto a small boat and went out to meet the
Pharaon. The man was Monsieur Morrel, the
owner of the ship.

A sailor came to meet Monsieur Morrel as he
climbed on board. The sailor was 19 years old,
tall and slim, with jet black hair. He held his hat
in his hand. He was the first mate, Edmond
Dantes.

“Ah, it’s you, Dantes,” said Monsieur Morrel.
“What's happened?”

“A terrible thing, sir,” said the young man.
“Captain Leclere is dead. He died of fever.”

“And the cargo?” asked Monsieur Morrel with
a concerned look.

“All is safe,” said Dantes. “But here is your
purser, Monsieur Danglars. He can tell you all
you want to know. And now if you will excuse



me, sir, | must bring the ship in.”

Danglars walked up to Monsieur Morrel with a
smile. The purser was about 25 or 26. He bowed
to those who were above him and looked down
on those below him. The crew disliked him as
much as they liked Dantes.

“Well, Monsieur Morrel, | suppose you've
heard our sad news,” said Danglars. “The
captain was a true man of the sea. He was well fit
to carry the cargo of such an important man as
you.”

Monsieur Morrel was watching the crew. They
worked smoothly and quickly under Dantes’
orders. “Captain Leclere was a fine captain,” he
said. “But I'm happy to see young Edmond
Dantes taking over so well.”

Danglars looked at Dantes with hate. “I'm
sorry to say so, sir,” said Danglars, “but young
Dantes made us lose more than a day on our
trip. He made a stop on the Isle of Elba—for no
-reason at all.” _

“Dantes,” said Monsieur Morrel, “come here,
please.”

The first mate walked over while Danglars
stepped away. Monsieur Morrel said to him, “I
wanted to ask why you stopped at the Isle of
Elba.”

“It was the wish of Captain Leclere, sir,” said
Dantes. “As he was dying, he asked me to take a



package there to a Marshal Bertrand.”

Monsieur Morrel looked around quickly. He
took Dantes off to one side.

“How is Napoleon?” he asked. His voice was
low and excited.

“He seems to be fine, as far as | could tell,”
said Dantes. “He came into the marshal’s room
while 1 was there.”

“Good, good,” said Monsieur Morrel. “You did
well, Dantes.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Dantes. “And now [ must
ask you for two weeks’ leave.”

“To marry your fiancée, Mercedes?” asked
Monsieur Morrel.

“First of all, and then to go to Paris.”

“Take as long as you like,” said Monsieur
Morrel. “We won’t put to sea again for another
three months. But be sure to come back then.
The Pharaon can’t sail without its new captain.”

“Captain!” said Dantes. His eyes flashed with
joy. “Thank you, sir!”

Soon Dantes was free to leave the ship. He
thanked Monsieur Morrel once more and
hurried away. Danglars and Morrel watched him
go. There was a huge difference in the way the
two men looked at Edmond Dantes.

As quickly as he could, Dantes made his way
to the little room where his father lived.



“Father!_he called.

The old man cried out. He fell into his son’s
arms. His face was pale.

“Father, are you sick?” cried Dantes. “Let me
get you a glass of wine.” He looked around the
room. Its shelves were empty.

“There’s no food,” said Dantes. “How can that
be? I left you 200 francs.”

“That’s true, Edmond,” said the old man. “But
remember we owed our neighbor, Caderousse.
He wanted his 140 francs. He said if he didn't get
it, he'd go to Monsieur Morrel.”

“You lived for three months on 60 francs?”
said Dantes. “May God forgive me!”

Just then they heard someone coming up the
stairs. In a minute, Caderousse, the tailor, was at
the door. He was a man about 25 years old, with
black hair and beard. “So you're back, Dantes!”
he said. His sharp white teeth glowed in a wide
grin. “I've heard the good news! You're a very
lucky young man.”

“Yes,” said Dantes. He tried not to let his voice
grow cold.

Caderousse went on, “Of course, all your old
friends are happy to see you doing well. And |
know someone else who will be happy with your
news.”

That “someone” was Dantes’ fiancée,
Mercedes Herrera. Soon, after giving his father



money for food, Dantes hurried to the village
where she lived. Meanwhile, Caderousse went to
join his friend Danglars in the tavern.

Mercedes was a beautiful young woman, with
dark skin and soft eyes. Just now, she was
standing against a wall. Across from her sat a
young fisherman. He looked at her with both
love and anger.

“Listen, Mercedes,” said the young man. “Give
me an answer!”

She said, “I've already answered you a
hundred times, Fernand. | love you like a
brother. But my heart belongs to Edmond
Dantes.”

“And will you always love him?” said Fernand.

“As long as | live,” she answered.

Fernand said between his teeth, “And if he
dies?”

“If he dies, so will [,” she said.

“And if he forgets you?" asked Fernand.

At that moment a voice full of joy called from
outside the house, “Mercedes!”

“There he is!” cried Mercedes. She ran outside
and fell into Dantes” arms. The fierce sun of
Marseilles covered them with its light. For a
while they forgot everything else around them.
Then Dantes felt Fernand’s look of hate.

"Excuse me,” Dantes said. “l didn't know there
were three of us.”



Mercedes said, “Don’t you remember
.Fernand? He is your friend, because he is my
friend.”

“Ah, yes!” Dantes held out his hand to
Fernand.

A look from Mercedes made Fernand take that
hand. Then he turned and rushed from the
house like a madman. “Oh, what can | do?” he
thought.

“Where are you going in such a hurry?” called
a voice. Fernand stopped. He saw Danglars and
Caderousse sitting outside at the tavern. He sat
down with them. The three men drank.
Caderousse spoke of Dantes with envy. Fernand
thought of him with hate.

After a while, Danglars thought, "It looks as
though Dantes’ luck will hold out. He'll marry a
beautiful young woman. He'll become captain of
the Pharaon. He'll have a laugh on all of us—
unless. . .” He smiled. “Unless | take a hand in
things.”

Soon Dantes and Mercedes came walking by,
and Caderousse called them over. Dantes told
them he would be going to Paris soon. Danglars
remembered what Dantes had brought back
from the Isle of Elba. It was a letter. "He must be
going to take that letter to Paris,” thought
Danglars. “That gives me an idea—a very good
idea!”



The next day, all the sailors of the Pharaon
arrived at the tavern. Even Monsieur Morrel
came. They came for the betrothal feast of
Dantes and Mercedes. Dantes felt so lucky and
happy he could not believe it. But soon after
everyone sat down to eat, the police and
soldiers came. Dantes was arrested. He had no
idea why.

Now let us go to another part of Marseilles, to
a grand house. Another betrothal feast was
taking place. Gerard de Villefort, the prosecutor
for the king, was going to marry Renee, daughter
of the Marquis and Marquise of Saint-Meran. He
did not love her terribly, but he loved her
enough. After all, her family stood high in the
court of the king. And she was very rich.
Villefort was a happy man.

The guests lifted their glasses to King Louis
XVIII. “Those people who follow Napoleon are
not like us,” said the Marquise to Villefort. “They
are not loyal to the king.”

“But they have something else,” said Villefort.
“Napoleon is more than a man to them. He
makes them equal with kings.”

“You sound like a follower of Napoleon!” said
the Marquise. “But we must excuse you. After
all, your own father is for Napoleon.”
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