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Chapter 34

A few minutes later Monte Cristo arrived at 7 Rue
Meslay .
When the door was opened, a young man ap-
peared .
- “Count of Monte Cristo!” cried Maximilian, hur-
rying out 1o meet the visitor. “Thank you very much,
count, for not forgetting your promise!”

“Come with me,” said Maximilian, “I want to
introduce you myself. My sister is in the garden and
her husband is reading the newspapers there.”

Julie had become, as the representative of Thom-
son and France had predicted, Madame Emmanuel
Herbault. She uttered a little cry on seeing a stranger.
She did not recognize the count. She and Monsieur
Emmanuel warmly greeted the visitor. Then, after
having shown the count around the garden, they led

him into the house.

The house was beautifully decorated.
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“Madame,” he said, “I find that you are enjoy-
ing a life of peace and happiness here.”

“It’ s true that we’ re happy,” replied Julie,
“but we had to suffer for a long time and few people
have paid as high a price for their happiness as we
have.”

The count’s face took on an expression of curiosi-
ty. “And did God send you support in your suffering,
as he does to everyone?” he asked.

“Yes, count,’ said Julie, “we can truly say that

He did: He sent us one of His angels.”

The count’ s cheeks turned red and he coughed in
order to hide his emotion by his handkerchief. He be-
gan to pace around the room. Then, he noticed a crys-
tal cover under which was a silk purse, a piece of pa-
per and a diamond.

“That’ s the most precious of all our family trea-
sures, count. Said Maximilian gravely.

Julie began to tell the whole story of how the fam-
ily had been saved by a stranger in 1829. Monte Cristo
appeared to be interested in the story very much.

“Besides, Julie,” said Maximilian, “don’t for-
get what our father said to us so often: It wasn’t an

”

Englishman who gave us our happiness. ’
“Your father said that?” asked Monte Cristo.
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“Yes, count,” said Maximilian, “my father be-
lieved in a benefactor®D who had come back from the
tomb to help us. And when he was about to die, his
last words were, °‘ Maximilian, it was Edmond
Dantes!’”

At these words, the count was unable to speak for
a moment. He looked at his watch as though he had
forgotten the hour.

“Madame, allow me to repeat my visit another
day. I like your house, and I’ m grateful to you for
your reception, for this is the first time I’ ve forgotten
myself in many years.” He said he had to leave.

Monte Cristo left the house in a hurry.

“He’s a strange man, the Count of Monte Cris-
to,” said Emmanuel.

“Yes,” said Maximilian, “but I believe he has a
good heart and I’ m sure he likes us.”

“As for me,” said Julie, “it seems that it wasn’t

’

the first time I have heard his voice.’

@D benefactor: B A,
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Chapter 35

The Count of Monte Cristo went to Villefort resi-
dence to repay Monsieur de Villefort’ s visit. Seeing
him, Madame de Villefort immediately sent for her
son, so that he might give thanks to the count once
again.

Monsieur de Villefort was not in. Monte Cristo
learned from Madame de Villefort that Villefort had a
daughter named Valentine by his first marriage, who
was going to marry Franz.

A few moments later Valentine came. She was a
tall, slender young lady of nineteen with black hair,
dark blue eyes and long white hands. When she saw
her mother was with a stranger, she bowed to the
count. The talk continued.

“Since you cured my son that day, so you really

¥ ”
were a doctor, weren t you?

“No, madame, although I have made a thorough

study of chemistry and the natural science.’
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At this moment the clock struck six. “It’s six o’
clock, Valentine,” said Madame de Villefort, un-
pleasantly. “Aren’t you going to see if your grandfa-
ther is ready for dinner?”

Valentine stood up, bowed to the count without
saying a word, and left. Then, Madame de Villefort
told the count that Monsieur Noirtier, Villefort’ s father
had been paralyzed for a long time.

“Excuse me for mentioning our domestic misfor-
tunes to you, count. I interrupted you just as you were
telling me you were a skillful chemist.”

So Monte Cristo continued his talk about different
kinds of poisons, in which Madame de Villefort
showed great interest. When Monte Cristo mentioned
the red liquid again, which had brought her son back
to life so quickly, Madame de Villefort was so attract-
ed by it.

“Don’ t form any false ideas about that, madame:

one drop of that liquid brought your son back to con-
sciousness, but three drops would kill him immediate-

ly.”

“It’ s a terrible poison, then?”

“It’ s a preparation made for me by a very leamed
friend of mine, who also taught me how to use it.”

Finally, when Monte Cristo was about to leave,
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Madame de Villefort asked him whether she could have
the method for the red liquid. Monte Cristo agreed.

The count bowed and left. The results were better
than his expectations. And the next day, he sent Ma-
dame de Villefort the remedy she had requested.

Several days later, Albert de Morcerf came to
visit the Count of Monte Cristo in his house on the
Champs Elysées.

He was troubled by his possible marriage with the
daughter of Baron Danglars. He told Monte Cristo that
Mademoiselle Danglars was too rich for him. And the
most important reason was that his mother was also
against the marriage. But if he refused, it would be
too great a disappointment to his father.

He asked Monte Cristo to help him. Monte Cristo
agreed. He said he would hold a dinner in his country
house in Auteuil. The Danglars and the Villeforts
would be invited. He would try to find it out. It would
be better that Albert and his parents would not go to
the party. Then, everything would be easier. Albert
agreed happily.

“Good, that’s settled then. And now, let me in-

vite you to come to see my mother some time before to-

b
morrmow.,

“I’m very grateful to you for the invitation,” re-
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plied the count, “but I’m afraid I can’t accept it. I
have an important appointment with Major Bartolomeo
Cavalcanti, a man from one of the oldest and noblest
families of Italy, and his son Andrea, a young man of
about your age who’ s going to make his entrance into
Paris society with the help of his father’s millions. I’
Il give the major a good dinner and he’ll leave his son
in my keeping. I’ Il promise to keep watch over him

’

and then my duty will be done.’

Chapter 36

In Monsieur de Villefort’ s house, Madame Dang-
lars and Eugenie Danglars came for a visit.

At the same time, Maximilian Morrel arrived at
the outside iron grilled wall® of the garden of Ville-
fort’s residence, where he would have an appointment
with Valentine Villefort.

After some time, Valentine appeared. Seeing no

@®  iron grilled wall: &S 2E5%
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one following her, she ran over to the gate.

“Hello, Valentine,” said a voice.

“Hello, Maximilian. I kept you waiting, but!
you saw the reason, didn’t you?” said Valentine. “I
had a talk with Eugenie Danglars. She told me that
she didn’t want to marry Albert de Morcerf and 1 told
her I didn’t want to marry Franz d’ Epinay.”

“Does Mademoiselle Danglars also love someone
else?” asked Maximilian.

“She says she doesn’t. She almost wishes her fa-
ther would lose his fortune so she could become an art-
ist and lead a free and independent life. But let’s not
waste our time talking about her; we have only ten
more minutes together.”

“What’ s wrong, Valentine? Why do you have to
leave me so soon?”

“Madame de Villefort has asked me to come to
see her; she says she has something to tell me. Per-
haps it is because of the money. You’ d love me just
as much if I were poor, wouldn’t you, Maximilian?”

“You know I’ Il always love you! No one will

"

take away my Valentine from me.

Maximilian told Valentine that he had learned
from Albert de Morcerf the other day that Franz would
be back in Paris soon. Valentine tumed pale. But she

3708



