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人物关系表


Edmond Dantes 爱德蒙·邓蒂斯：
 马赛“法老”号船员，后遭诬陷入狱，十四年后越狱成功，后被称为The Count of Monte Cristo 基督山伯爵


M. Morrel 莫雷尔先生：
 爱德蒙·邓蒂斯供职的轮船公司的主人


Captain Leclere 勒克莱尔船长：
 “法老”号船长


Danglars 邓格拉：
 “法老”号船员，后成为银行家


Mercedes 默西迪丝：
 爱德蒙女友，爱德蒙蒙冤入狱后，与菲尔南结婚


Fernand 菲尔南：
 默西迪丝表兄，即后来的The Count of Morcerf莫瑟夫伯爵


Gaspard Caderousse 加斯帕·卡德鲁斯：
 爱德蒙·邓蒂斯早年邻居


Villefort 维尔福：
 检察官，保皇党，为表忠心，放弃父亲姓氏


Jacopo 雅克布：
 搭救爱德蒙的走私船上的水手，后成为爱德蒙朋友


Bertuccio 贝尔图乔：
 基督山伯爵在欧特伊避暑庄园的管家，曾刺杀维尔福


Benedetto 贝尼德多：
 贝尔图乔从维尔福手里抢出并与其嫂子共同养大的孩子


Andrea Cavalcanti 安德烈·卡瓦尔康迪：
 是后来基督山伯爵给贝尼德多的虚假身份


Baron Franz d'Epinay 法朗兹·伊皮内男爵：
 阿尔贝朋友，维尔福为女儿瓦伦蒂娜选定的未婚夫


Beauchamp 波尚：
 新闻记者，阿尔贝朋友


Albert Morcerf 阿尔贝·莫瑟夫：
 默西迪丝与菲尔南之子


Emmanuel Herbaut 伊曼纽尔·赫堡：
 莫雷尔先生公司职员，其女儿朱莉的丈夫


Eugenie 尤金妮：
 邓格拉的女儿


Faria 法利亚：
 意大利牧师，爱德蒙在伊夫堡监狱的难友


Ali Tepelini 阿里·铁贝林：
 希腊亚尼纳总督，也称阿里总督（Ali Pasha）


Haidee 海蒂：
 希腊人，亚尼纳总督，阿里·铁贝林之女，曾被卖作奴隶，基督山伯爵以重金从他人手中解救出来


Lucien Debray 吕西安·德布雷：
 邓格拉夫人的情人


Luigi Vampa 卢吉·旺巴：
 强盗头子，与基督山伯爵有交往


Marqis Saint-Meran 圣·梅朗侯爵：
 维尔福前妻的父亲


Marquis Bartolomeo Cavalcanti 巴托洛米欧·卡瓦尔康蒂侯爵：
 一位意大利退休少将，是基督山伯爵为实现复仇计划给一个老者的虚假身份


Maximilian Morrel 马克西米利安·莫雷尔：
 船主莫雷尔先生的儿子


Monsieur Noirtier 诺瓦蒂埃先生：
 维尔福之父，拿破仑支持者


Valentine 瓦伦蒂娜：
 维尔福的女儿，马克西米利安的恋人


Busoni 布索尼：
 伯爵乔装改扮的意大利老牧师


Lord Wilmore 威尔莫勋爵：
 伯爵乔装改扮的英国贵族

地名表


Yanina, a Greek state 亚尼纳，希腊城邦



Marseille 马赛，法国城市



Elba 厄尔巴岛



the Catalans 加泰罗尼亚区，马赛城中贫穷的西班牙区



Chateau d'If 伊夫堡监狱



Leghorn 来亨（意大利城市）



Monte Cristo 基督山岛






故事梗概

亚历山大·仲马（大仲马(1)
 ）（1802－1870）是法国著名作家，出生于一个军官家庭，最初主要从事戏剧创作，三十年代中期起开始从事历史小说创作，其作品《三个火枪手》取得很大成功。《基督山伯爵》是大仲马的代表作，情节跌宕起伏，迂回曲折。这部小说出版后，很快就赢得了广大读者的青睐，小说被翻译成几十种文字出版，在法国和美国多次被拍成电影。一百多年来这部作品的影响经久不衰，拥有的读者难以计数。

故事的主人公爱德蒙·邓蒂斯在返航马赛途中，遵照病死途中的“法老”号船长勒克莱尔的命令，到厄尔巴岛上去见囚禁中的拿破仑。拿破仑委托邓蒂斯带一封密信给巴黎的亲信。邓蒂斯向船主莫雷尔请假与默西迪丝完婚，并计划婚礼结束后去执行船长遗嘱。莫雷尔准备让邓蒂斯做“法老”号船长，令船员邓格拉心生嫉恨，而即将举行的婚礼又让爱慕默西迪丝的菲尔南嫉恨难平。两个人狼狈为奸，诬告邓蒂斯为拿破仑同党。邓蒂斯在婚宴上被捕，负责审理该案的代理检察官维尔福发现密信的收信人是其父诺瓦蒂埃，为了确保自身前途，明知邓蒂斯无罪，却下令将其作为极度危险的政治犯，关押在伊夫堡监狱。

邓蒂斯度过了十四年坟墓般的牢狱生活，在与隔壁囚室被认为发疯的老神甫相遇后，终于在后者的分析中意识到身陷囹圄的原因。神甫教邓蒂斯学会了好几门语言，并告诉他基督山岛上埋藏着一笔巨大财富的秘密。两个人商定共同越狱，但在最后阶段，老人因病故去。邓蒂斯钻进原本装着神甫尸体的麻袋中，被当作神甫扔进大海，几经周折，终于获救并找到基督山岛上的宝藏。老父抑郁而死，未婚妻另嫁他人的消息，加深了邓蒂斯心中的仇恨，他发誓一定要复仇。复仇之前，邓蒂斯对有恩于他的人慷慨回报，将莫雷尔先生从彻底破产、意欲自杀的窘境中解救出来，偿清了他的债务，送给他一艘新的“法老”号，还给他女儿朱莉一笔丰厚的嫁妆。

邓蒂斯以基督山伯爵的身份回到了巴黎，经过种种努力，他不仅有了显赫的地位和声望。基督山伯爵借他人之手在报纸上披露了菲尔南在希腊服役期间卖城投降、杀害阿里总督并将其妻女卖为奴隶的罪行，菲尔南被宣判罪名成立。妻子默西迪丝与儿子阿尔贝不辞而别，菲尔南绝望之中饮弹自尽。基督山伯爵收买电报员，发了一封假电报，致使邓格拉损失一笔巨款。在伯爵的安排下，逃犯贝尼德多——假扮意大利亲王之子的安德烈成了邓格拉女儿的未婚夫，但在婚礼上，他因犯罪而被逮捕。无奈之下，邓格拉携巨款逃往意大利，却被基督山伯爵的强盗朋友绑架。最终，邓格拉饱受折磨和惊吓，头发全白了，基督山伯爵透露了自身的真实身份，并饶恕了已有悔改之意的邓格拉。对于最大的仇人维尔福，基督山伯爵决定用更残忍的手段全面摧毁维尔福的一切。他先是不动声色地点出了维尔福与邓格拉夫人当年意欲活埋私生子的罪行，继而假装无意之中透露给维尔福夫人一个毒药配方，企图让自己的孩子独自继承遗产的维尔福夫人利用这种毒药毒死了维尔福的前岳父、前岳母，并阴谋毒死前妻的女儿瓦伦蒂娜。在去审理逃犯杀人案之前，维尔福逼迫罪行败露的妻子服毒自尽。在基督山伯爵的授意下，贝尼德多在庭审过程中，突然当众指认维尔福是自己的父亲，在劫难逃的维尔福不加辩解就承认了。他决心和家人离开巴黎，回到家，却发现妻子已经死去，并毒死了自己心爱的儿子。在巨大的打击之下，维尔福疯了。基督山伯爵深仇已报，却对因自己的复仇给无辜的人带来的伤害和不幸深感不安。所幸在伯爵的暗中保护下，瓦伦蒂娜幸免于难，并与深爱的人马克西米利安终成眷属。最终伯爵与海蒂也表明彼此的爱，伯爵带着海蒂远走天涯。
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INTRODUCTION

The novel begins in the south of France during the early 1800's. Before beginning The Count of Monte Cristo, Dumas wrote several travel and romance pieces, demonstrating
 his passion for exotic
 travel and extravagant
 storylines. France, during this time, was in confusion
 as Napoleon Bonaparte was removed from the throne, and the king, Louis the Eighteenth, was again restored
 . Dumas, throughout the story, illustrates
 his loyalty to Napoleon, though the exiled
 leader had destroyed Dumas' own father, who had at one time been a Bonaparte general.

The main character, Edmond Dantes, endures
 great hardship, therefore undergoing a tremendous
 change from an idealistic and honest sailor to an unforgiving but brilliant gentleman, later to be called the Count of Monte Cristo. This transformation comes about after the young man was wrongfully accused
 of a crime by three others, envious of his talent and charm. The count is later able to take revenge
 on those who have wronged him, while rewarding those who have helped him. To accomplish
 this end, he used several deceptive guises
 , including that of an elderly Italian priest, called Busoni, and an English nobleman, Lord Wilmore.

注释





demonstrate

 ［ˈdemənstreit］vt
 ．表明；举例说明；展示



exotic

 ［iɡˈzɔtik］adj
 ．异国情调的，外来的，奇异的



extravagant

 ［ikˈstrævəɡənt］adj
 ．奢侈的，浪费的，过度的，过分的



confusion

 ［kənˈfjuːʒən］n
 ．混乱，紊乱，纠纷



restore

 ［risˈtɔː］vt
 ．（使）复职，（使）复辟



illustrate

 ［ˈiləstreit］vt
 ．举例说明，例证



exile

 ［ˈeksail］v
 ．放逐，流放



endure

 ［inˈdjuə］vt
 ．忍耐，忍受



tremendous

 ［triˈmendəs］adj
 ．极大的，巨大的



accuse

 ［əˈkjuːz］vt
 ．控告，谴责；



accuse of

 因某事控告某人



revenge

 ［riˈvendʒ］n
 ．报仇，复仇



accomplish

 ［əˈkʌmpliʃ］vt
 ．完成，达到，实现



guise

 ［ɡaiz］n
 ．伪装


CHAPTER 1

On the 24th of February, 1810, the grand Pharaon safely returned to Marseille. The young man on board was a fine, tall, slim young fellow of nineteen, with black eyes, and hair just as dark. His whole appearance showed a calm resolution peculiar
 to men accustomed
 from their cradle to contend with danger.

"Ah, is it you, Dantes?" cried Mr. Morrel, the goodhearted ship company owner.

"What's the matter? And why have you such an air of sadness aboard?"

"A great misfortune
 , M. Morrel," replied the young man, "a great misfortune, for me especially! We lost our brave Captain Leclere."

"How unfortunate; he was, indeed, a great man," responded M. Morrel sorrowfully. "And the cargo
 ?" inquired
 the owner, after a pause.

"Is all safe, M. Morrel; and I think you will be satisfied on that head. But poor Captain Leclere —"

"What happened to him?" asked the owner, with an air of considerable resignation
 . "What happened to the worthy captain?"

"He died."

"Fell into the sea?"

"No, sir, he died of brain-fever in dreadful agony
 ," and he went on with a regretful explanation of the captain's last days. He was eventually buried at sea.

"Why, you see, Edmond," replied the owner, touched by the boy's deep sadness, "we are all mortal
 , and the old must make way for the young. If not, why, there would be no promotion
 ; and since you assure me that the cargo—"

"It is all safe and sound, M. Morrel, take my word for it
 ; and I advise
 that you'll take 25,000 francs for the profits
 of the voyage."

The owner then boarded the ship for inspection, and was met by Danglars, an insulting
 and hateful man of twenty-five, as hated by the other sailors as Dantes was beloved by them.

"Well, M. Morrel," said Danglars, "you have heard of the misfortune that has befallen us?"

"Yes — yes; poor Captain Leclere! He was a brave and honest man."

"And a first-rate
 seaman. But," he continued, darting
 at Edmond a look filled with hate, "I'm sure you have not yet learned that Dantes immediately assumed
 command without consulting
 anyone, upon the captain's death, and he caused us to lose a day and a half at the Island of Elba, instead of making for Marseilles direct."

"As to taking command of the vessel
 ," replied Morrel, "that was his duty as captain's mate
 ; as to losing a day and a half off the Island of Elba, he was wrong, unless the vessel needed repairs."

The owner then called Dantes to him, while Danglars shrank
 away. "I wish to inquire
 why you stopped at the Island of Elba," he began.

"I do not know, sir; it was to fulfil
 the last instructions of Captain Leclere, who, when dying, gave me a packet for Marshal
 Bertrand."

"Then did you see him, Edmond?"

"Who?"

"Napoleon Bonaparte
 ."

"Yes."

Morrel looked around him, and then, drawing Dantes to one side, he said suddenly
 , "And how is the emperor?"

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

Dantes was then dismissed, and Danglars approached
 , saying, "Well, it appears that he has given you satisfactory
 reasons for his landing."

"Yes, most satisfactory, my dear Danglars."

"Well, so much the better
 , for it is not pleasant to think that a comrade has not done his duty."

"Dantes has done his," replied the owner, "and that is not saying much. It was Captain Leclere who gave orders for this delay."

"Speaking of Captain Leclere, has not Dantes given you a letter from him?"

"To me? No, was there one?"

"I believe that, besides the packet, Captain Leclere confided
 a letter to his care."

"He did not speak to me of it," replied the shipowner; "but if there be any letter he will give it to me."

Danglars reflected
 for a moment. "Then, M. Morrel, I beg of you," said he, "not to say a word to Dantes on the subject. I may have been mistaken."

At this moment Dantes returned, and Danglars withdrew
 .

"Well, my dear Dantes, are you now free?" inquired the owner.

"Yes, sir. Then I have your leave, sir?"

"Yes, if you have nothing more to say to me."

"Nothing."

"Captain Leclere did not, before he died, give you a letter for me?"

"He was unable to write, sir. But that reminds me that I must ask your leave of absence
 for some days."

"To marry that beautiful woman of yours?"

"Yes, first, and then to go to Paris."

"Very good; have what time you require, Dantes. It will take six weeks to unload
 the cargo, and we cannot get you ready for sea until three months after that; only, be back again in three months, for the Pharaon," added the owner, patting
 the young sailor on the back, "cannot sail without her captain."

"Without her captain!" cried Dantes, his eyes sparkling
 ; "pray, mind what you say, for you are touching on the most secret wishes of my heart. Is it really your intention
 to make me captain of the Pharaon?"

"It certainly is, my dear boy."

"Ah, M. Morrel," exclaimed
 the young seaman, with tears in his eyes, and grasping the owner's hand, "M. Morrel, I thank you in the name of my father and of Mercedes. Shall I row you ashore
 ?"

"No, thank you; I shall remain and look over the accounts with Danglars. Have you been satisfied with him this voyage?"

"That is according to the sense you attach to the question, sir. Do you mean, is he a good comrade? No, for I believe him to be rather disagreeable, but if you mean as a responsible agent when you ask me the question, I believe there is nothing to say against him, and that you will be content with the way in which he has performed his duty."

"But tell me, Dantes, if you had command of the Pharaon should you be glad to see Danglars remain?"

"Captain or mate, M. Morrel, I shall always have the greatest respect for those who possess the owners' confidence
 ."

"That's right, that's right, Dantes! I see you are a thoroughly good fellow, and will detain
 you no longer."

"Then, for the present, M. Morrel, farewell
 , and a thousand thanks!"

We will leave Danglars struggling with hatred against his comrade, and follow Dantes, who, after entering a small house, paused before a half-open door, from which he could see the whole of a small room.

This room was occupied by Dantes' father. The news of the arrival of the Pharaon had not yet reached the old man.

"Father, dear father!" the young man exclaimed.

The old man uttered
 a cry, and turned round; then, seeing his son, he fell into his arms, pale and trembling.

"What ails you, my dearest father? Are you ill?" inquired the young man, much alarmed.

"No, no, my dear Edmond, my boy, my son! No, but I did not expect you; and joy, the surprise of seeing you so suddenly — Ah, I feel as if I were going to die."

"But, what ails you, father? You look unwell."

"It is nothing, nothing; it will soon pass away" — and as he said so, the old man's strength failed him, and he fell back.

"You look far too thin, Father. Have you wanted money, Father?"

"I want nothing now that I have you," said the old man.

"Yet," stammered
 Dantes, "yet I gave you two hundred francs when I left, three months ago."

"Yes, yes, Edmond, that is true, but you forgot at that time a little debt to our neighbor, Caderousse. He reminded me of it, telling me if I did not pay for you, he would be paid by M. Morrel; and so, you see, lest
 he might do you an injury —"

"Well?"

"Why, I paid him."

"But," cried Dantes, "it was a hundred and forty francs I owed Caderousse."

"Yes," stammered the old man.

At that moment, Caderousse arrived to congratulate the young Dantes on his arrival.

"Ah, lips that say one thing, while the heart thinks another," murmured
 Edmond, as he heard the footsteps
 of the neighbor. "But, never mind, he is a neighbor who has done us service at times, so he's welcome."

After a short visit with Caderousse, young Dantes immediately took leave of his father to see his love, Mercedes, in the poor Spanish section of Marseilles, the Catalans.

Caderousse lingered
 for a moment, then taking leave of old Dantes, went downstairs to rejoin Danglars, who awaited
 him at the corner.

Our readers will follow us along the only street in this little village, called the Catlans, and enter with us one of the houses, which holds a young and beautiful girl, with thick black hair, leaning
 with her back against the door, looking out onto the garden just outside. At three paces from her, sat a tall young man of twenty or twenty-two, who was looking at her with an air in which irritation
 and uneasiness were mingled
 .

"You see, Mercedes," said the young man, "here is Easter come round again; tell me, is this the moment for a wedding?"

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

"Well, repeat it, so that I may at last believe it! Tell me for the hundredth time that you refuse my love, which had your mother's sanction
 . Ah, to have dreamt for ten years of being your husband, Mercedes, and to lose that hope, which was the only stay of my existence!"

"At least it was not I who ever encouraged you in that hope, Fernand," replied Mercedes; "I love you as a brother; but do not ask from me more than sisterly affection, for my heart belongs to another."

"But, do you forget that it is among the Catalans a sacred
 law for cousins to marry?"

"You are mistaken, Fernand; it is not a law, but merely a custom. Oh, Fernand, once you become a soldier, what would you do with me, a poor orphan
 , without fortune?"

"And if it were, Mercedes, poor and lonely as you are, you suit me as well as the daughter of the first shipowner or the richest banker of Marseilles! All that I desire is a good wife and careful housekeeper, and where can I find these better than in you?"

"Fernand," answered Mercedes, shaking her head, "a woman becomes a bad manager, and who shall say she will remain an honest woman, when she loves another man better than her husband? Be content with my friendship, as I cannot give you more. I love Edmond Dantes, and none but Edmond shall ever be my husband."

"And you will always love him?"

"As long as I live."

"And if he were to die at sea, could you not love another?"

"Do not speak of such things, Fernand. I will always love Edmond, and if he were gone, I would rather die than live without him."

Fernand let fall his head like a defeated man.

"Mercedes!" called a joyous voice from without, "Mercedes!"

"Ah," exclaimed the young girl, blushing
 with delight, and fairly leaping in excess of
 love, "you see he has not forgotten me, for here he is!" And rushing towards the door, she opened it, saying, "Here, Edmond, here I am!"

Edmond and Mercedes were clasped
 in each other's arms.

"Oh," exclaimed Fernand, running furiously
 and tearing his hair — "Oh, who will deliver me from this man? Wretched
 — wretched that I am!"

"Hello, Catalan! Hello, Fernand! Where are you running to?" exclaimed a voice.

The young man stopped suddenly, looked around him, and perceived
 Caderousse sitting at table with Danglars.

"Well, Fernand, I must say," said Caderousse, beginning the conversation, with that brutality
 of the common people in which curiosity destroys all diplomacy
 , "you look uncommonly like a rejected lover."

"Bah
 !" said Danglars, "a lad
 of his make was not born to be unhappy in love. You are laughing at him, Caderousse."

"Well, never mind," answered Caderousse, pouring out a glass of wine for Fernand, and filling his own for the eighth or ninth time, while Danglars had merely sipped
 his.

"Never mind — in the meantime
 he marries Mercedes — the lovely Mercedes — at least he returns to do that."

"Oh, it is not yet fixed!" murmured Fernand.

"No, but it will be," said Caderousse, "as surely as Dantes will be captain of the Pharaon — eh, Danglars?"

Danglars shuddered at this unexpected attack.

"I shall get nothing from these fools," he muttered; "and I am very much afraid of being here between a drunkard and a coward
 . Here's an envious fellow making himself drunk on wine when he ought to be nursing his wrath, and here is a fool who sees the woman he loves stolen from under his nose and talks on like a big baby. Unquestionably, Edmond's star is in the ascendant
 , and he will marry the splendid girl; he will be captain, too, and laugh at us all, unless"— a sinister smile passed over Danglars' lips — "unless I take a hand in the affair," he added.

As the three sat together, Dantes and his love approached, arm-in-arm.

"Hello, Edmond!" announced Caderousse, "Edmond, do not you see your friends, or are you too proud to speak to them?"

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

"So, then, the wedding is to take place immediately, M. Dantes," said Danglars, bowing to the young couple.

"As soon as possible, M. Danglars; today all preliminaries
 will be arranged at my father's, and tomorrow, or next day at the latest, the wedding festival here at La Reserve, and I hope you will all be in attendance
 ."

"Tomorrow or next day the ceremony
 ! You are in a hurry, captain!" exclaimed Danglars.

"We are always in a hurry to be happy, M. Danglars, but it is not selfishness
 alone that makes me thus in haste
 . I must go to Paris."

"Ah, really? To Paris! Have you business there?"

"Not of my own; the last commission
 of poor Captain Leclere; you know to what I allude, Danglars — it is sacred. Besides, I shall only take the time to go and return."

"Yes, yes, I understand," said Danglars, and then in a low tone he added, "To Paris, no doubt to deliver the letter which Napoleon gave him. Ah, this letter gives me an idea — a capital
 idea!" Then, turning towards Edmond, who was walking away, "A pleasant journey," he cried.

"Thank you," said Edmond with a friendly nod, and the two lovers continued on their way, as calm and joyous as if they were the very elect of heaven.

Danglars followed Edmond and Mercedes with his eyes until the two lovers disappeared. Then, turning round, he perceived Fernand, who had fallen pale and trembling, while Caderousse continued drinking, paying little attention to the company.

"Well, my dear sir," said Danglars to Fernand, "here is a marriage which does not appear to make everybody happy."

"It drives me to despair
 ," said Fernand.

"And you sit there, tearing your hair, instead of seeking to remedy
 your condition."

"What would you have me do?" said Fernand. "I would stab the man, but Mercedes once told me that if any misfortune happened upon Edmond, she would kill herself."

"Women say those things, but never do anything," Danglars explained, looking annoyed at such emotion. "Idiot!" he muttered.

"Come," said Danglars, "you appear to me a good sort of fellow, and I should like to help you, but —"

"Yes," said Caderousse, "but how?"

"My dear fellow," replied Danglars, "you are three parts drunk; finish the bottle, and you will be completely so. Drink then, and do not bother
 with what we are discussing."

"I — drunk!" said Caderousse; "well that's a good one!"

"You were saying, sir," said Fernand, awaiting with great anxiety
 the end of this interrupted remark.

"What I was saying is this," said Danglars, "Absence must part them as well as death would, and if the walls of a prison were between Edmond and Mercedes they would be as effectually
 separated as if he lay under a tombstone."

"Yes; but one gets out of prison," said Caderousse, "and when one gets out and one's name is Edmond Dantes, one seeks revenge. And why, I should like to know," persisted
 Caderousse, "should they put Dantes in prison? He has not robbed or killed or murdered. I like Dantes; I wouldn't like to see him punished!"

Danglars saw Caderousse's progress of intoxication
 , and turning towards Fernand, said, "Well, you understand there is no need to kill him."

"Certainly not, if, as you said just now, you have the means of having Dantes arrested
 . Have you the means? If you have, I will execute
 it, provided it is not to kill the man, for Mercedes has declared she will kill herself if Dantes is killed," explained Fernand eagerly.

Caderousse, who had let his head drop on the table, now raised it, saying, "Kill Dantes! Who talks of killing Dantes? I won't have him killed! He's my friend! I won't have Dantes killed!"

"And who has said a word about killing him?" replied Danglars. "We were merely joking; drink to his health," he added, filling Caderousse's glass, "and do not interfere
 with us."

"But the means — the means?" said Fernand.

"Waiter, pen, ink and paper," said Danglars. "Caderousse is not so drunk as he appears to be," he said, turning to Fernand. "Give him some more wine, Fernand."

Fernand filled Caderousse's glass, who immediately lifted his hand from the paper and seized the glass. The Catalan watched him until Caderousse dropped his glass, empty again, upon the table.

"Well, then, I should say, for instance
 ," resumed
 Danglars, "that if after a voyage such as Dantes has just made, in which he touched at the Island of Elba, some one were to denounce
 him to the king's attorney
 as an agent of Napoleon Bonaparte, he could be sent to prison for quite some time."

"I will denounce him!" exclaimed the young man hastily
 .

"Yes, but they will make you then sign your declaration
 . I will supply you with the means of supporting your accusation
 , for I know the facts well. But Dantes cannot remain forever in prison, and one day or other he will leave it, seeking revenge!"

"Oh, I should wish nothing better than that he would come and seek a quarrel with me."

"Yes, and Mercedes! Mercedes, who will hate you if you have only the misfortune to scratch the skin of her dearly beloved Edmond!"

"True!" said Fernand.

"No, no," continued Danglars, "we must write a letter to the public attorney to denounce him."

"Very good," resumed Danglars after Fernand finished the letter; "now your revenge looks like commonsense. Yes, and that's all settled."

"Yes, and that's all settled!" exclaimed Caderousse, who, by a last effort of intellect
 , had followed the reading of the letter, and instinctively comprehended
 all the misery which such a denunciation
 must entail
 . "Yes, and that's all settled; only it will be an infamous shame;" and he stretched
 out his hand to reach the letter.

"Yes," said Danglars, taking it from beyond his reach; "and as what I say and do is merely in joke!" And taking the letter, he squeezed
 it up in his hands and threw it into a corner, eyeing
 Fernand, whose eyes were fixed on the letter of accusation flung
 into the corner.

"All right!" said Caderousse. "Dantes is my friend, and I won't have him ill-used."

Danglars and Caderousse soon left for Marseille, the latter staggering
 as he went. When they had advanced about twenty yards, Danglars looked back and saw Fernand stoop
 , pick up the crumpled paper, and put it into his pocket before rushing out of the inn.

The wedding feast had been made ready on the second floor at La Reserve. And although the entertainment was fixed for twelve o'clock, an hour previous to that time the balcony was filled with impatient guests, consisting of the favored part of the crew of the Pharaon, including the great shipowner, along with other personal friends of the groom. Soon enough, Dantes and his love arrived, truly delighted with the event.

As Danglars approached the disappointed lover, Fernand, he cast on him a look of deep meaning, while Fernand, as he slowly paced behind the happy pair, who seemed, in their own unmixed content, to have entirely forgotten that such a being as himself existed, was pale and abstracted
 .

The party rejoiced
 at the happy couple's arrival, and gleefully
 sat down for the feast. Then they began to pass around sausages and lobsters in their dazzling red, prawns of large size and brilliant color — all the delicacies
 , in fact, that are cast up by the wash of waters on the sandy beach, and styled by the grateful fishermen as "fruits of the sea."

"A pretty silence truly!" said the old father of the groom. "Now, would anybody think that this room contained a happy, merry party, who desire nothing better than to laugh and dance the hours away?"

"No, no!" cried Caderousse, smiling, "you have not attained that honor yet. Mercedes is not yet your wife, Edmond."

The bride blushed, while Fernand, restless and uneasy, seemed to start at every fresh sound.

"Well, never mind that, neighbor Caderousse; it is not worthwhile to contradict
 me for such a trifle
 as that. It is true that Mercedes is not actually my wife; but," added he, drawing out his watch, "in an hour and a half she will be."

"In an hour?" inquired Danglars, turning pale. "How is that, my friend?"

"Why, thus it is," replied Dantes. "Thanks to the influence of M. Morrel, to whom, next to my father, I owe every blessing I enjoy. In another hour and thirty minutes, Mercedes will become Madame Dantes."

Fernand closed his eyes as a burning sensation
 passed across his brow, and he was compelled
 to support himself by the table to prevent his falling from his chair.

At this moment, Danglars, who had been incessantly observing every change in Fernand's look and manner, saw him stagger and fall back. At the same instant his ear caught a sort of indistinct
 sound on the stairs, followed by the measured tread of soldiers; then came a hum
 and buzz
 of many voices approaching, so as to deaden even the noisy merriment of the bridal party, and almost instantaneously
 , a most deathlike stillness prevailed.

"I demand admittance," said a loud voice outside the room, "in the name of the law!" As no attempt was made to prevent it, the door was opened, and a magistrate
 , presented himself, followed by four soldiers.

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

Every eye turned towards the young man who, in spite of
 the agitation
 he could not but feel, advanced with dignity
 , and said, in a firm voice, "I am he; what is your business with me?"

"Edmond Dantes," replied the magistrate, "I arrest you in the name of the law!"

"Me!" repeated Edmond, slightly changing color, "and what is the reason, I pray?"

"I cannot inform you, but you will be well-acquainted
 with the reasons that have rendered
 such a step necessary at the preliminary
 examination."

"What is the meaning of all this?" inquired Caderousse of Danglars.

"How can I tell you?" replied he; "I am, like yourself, utterly bewildered
 at all that is going on, and cannot in the least make out what it is about." Caderousse then looked around for Fernand, but he had disappeared.

The scene of the previous night now came back to his mind with startling clarity
 .

Dantes, after having exchanged a cheerful shake of the hand with all his sympathizing
 friends, surrendered
 himself to the officer sent to arrest him, merely saying, "Make yourselves quite easy, my good fellows, there is some little mistake to clear up; that's all, depend upon it."

"Wait for me here, all of you!" cried M. Morrel; "I will take the first conveyance
 I find, and hurry to Marseilles to find out what is going on."

"That's right!" exclaimed a multitude
 of voices, "go, and return as quickly as you can!"

This second departure was followed by a long and fearful state of terrified silence on the part of those who were left behind.

"Good news! Good news!" shouted forth
 one of the party stationed in the balcony a short time later. "Here comes M. Morrel. No doubt, now, we shall hear that our friend is released
 !"

"What news?" exclaimed a general burst of voices.

"Alas, my friends," replied M. Morrel, with a mournful shake of his head, "the thing has assumed a more serious aspect
 than I had expected."

"Oh, indeed — indeed, sir, he is innocent
 !" sobbed forth Mercedes.

"That I believe!" answered M. Morrel; "but still he is charged —"

"With what?" inquired the elder Dantes.

"With being an agent of Napoleon Bonaparte!"

A despairing cry escaped the pale lips of Mercedes; the old man sank into a chair.

The rumor
 of Edmond's arrest as an agent for Bonaparte was not slow in circulating
 throughout the city.

"Could you ever have believed such a thing, my dear Danglars?" asked M. Morrel, as the two returned to the port. "Could you have believed such a thing possible?"

"Why, you know I told you," replied Danglars, "that I considered the circumstance
 of his having anchored
 at the Island of Elba as a very suspicious
 circumstance."

"And did you mention these suspicions to any person beside myself?"

"Certainly not!" returned Danglars. "I should have feared to injure both Edmond and yourself, had I mentioned my own apprehensions
 to a soul."

"You are a worthy fellow. And now," continued M. Morrel, "here is the Pharaon without a captain."

"Oh," replied Danglars, "since we cannot leave this port for the next three months, let us hope that Dantes will be set at liberty
 ."

"No doubt; but in the meantime?"

"I am entirely at your service, M. Morrel," answered Danglars. "You know that I am as capable of managing a ship as the most experienced captain in the service."

"Thanks, Danglars, that will smooth over all difficulties. I fully authorize
 you at once to assume
 command of the Pharaon. Private misfortunes must never be allowed to interfere with business."

注释





resolution

 ［ˌrezəˈljuːʃən］n
 ．决心，坚定［决］，果断，刚毅



peculiar

 ［piˈkjuːljə］adj
 ．独特的，特有的



accustomed

 ［əˈkʌstəmd］adj
 ．习惯的，be accustomed to 习惯于



misfortune

 ［misˈfɔːtʃən］n
 ．不幸，灾祸



cargo

 ［ˈkɑːɡəu］n
 ．船货，（车、船、飞机等运输的）货物



inquire

 ［inˈkwaiə］v
 ．询问，问明，查究



resignation

 ［ˌreziɡˈneiʃən］n
 ．放弃，顺从，听任



dreadful

 ［ˈdredful］adj
 ．可怕的；令人敬畏的



agony

 ［ˈæɡəni］n
 ．苦恼，极大的痛苦



mortal

 ［ˈmɔːtl］n
 ．凡人，人类



promotion

 ［prəˈməuʃən］n
 ．提升，晋级



take my word for it

 相信我的话



advise

 ［ədˈvaiz］vt
 ．通知；【商】通告



profit

 ［ˈprɔfit］n
 ．利润，益处，得益



insulting

 ［inˈsʌltiŋ］adj
 ．无礼的



first-rate

 ［fəːstˈreit］adj
 ．一流的，最上等的，极好的



dart

 ［dɑːt］vt
 ．发射，投掷，突然发出



assume

 ［ˈəsjuːm］vt
 ．担任，承担，就职



consult

 ［kənˈsʌlt］vt
 ．找⋯商议，请教



vessel

 ［ˈvesəl］n
 ．船，舰



mate

 ［meit］n
 ．商船上的大副（＝firstmate）



shrink

 ［ʃriŋk］vi
 ．收［皱］缩畏缩，退缩



inquire

 ［inˈkwaiə］vt
 ．（＝enquire）询问，查问



fulfil

 ［fulˈfil］vt
 ．履行，满足，完成



marshal

 ［ˈmɑːʃəl］n
 ．元帅，将军



Napoleon Bonaparte
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suddenly

 ［ˈsʌdənli］adv
 ．突然地



approach

 ［ˈəprəutʃ］vi
 ．靠近，临近，接近



satisfactory

 ［ˌsætisˈfæktəri］adj
 ．令人满意的，圆满的



so much the better

 那就更好了，更好，更妙



confide

 ［kənˈfaid］vt
 ．托付，委托



reflect

 ［riˈflekt］vi
 ．思考，沉思



withdraw

 ［wiðˈdrɔː］vi
 ．缩回，退出



leave of absence

 休假



unload

 ［ʌnˈləud］vt
 ．摆脱⋯之负担，卸



pat

 ［pæt］vt
 ．轻拍



sparkle

 ［ˈspɑːkəl］vi
 ．闪烁，闪闪发光



intention

 ［inˈtenʃən］n
 ．意图，目的；意向；打算



exclaim

 ［iksˈkleim］vt
 ．& vi
 ．惊叫，呼喊，大声说



ashore

 ［əˈʃɔː］adv
 ．上岸，上陆



agent

 ［ˈeidʒənt］n
 ．代理人，经纪人，代理商



confidence

 ［ˈkɔnfidəns］n
 ．信任；信心



detain

 ［diˈtein］vt
 ．阻止，留住



farewell

 ［ˈfɛəˈwel］int
 ．再见，再会；一路平安



utter

 ［ˈʌtə］vt
 ．发出，做声



unwell

 ［ˈʌnˈwel］adj
 ．不舒服的，有病的



stammer

 ［ˈstæmə］vi
 ．口吃，结结巴巴地说



lest

 ［lest］conj
 ．唯恐，以免，免得



murmur

 ［ˈməːmə］vi
 ．小声说，私语



footstep

 ［ˈfutstep］n
 ．脚步，脚步声



linger

 ［ˈliŋɡə］vi
 ．逗留；拖延；磨蹭



await

 ［əˈweit］vt
 ．等候；等待；期待



lean

 ［liːn］vi
 ．倚靠，倾斜



irritation

 ［ˈiriteiʃən］n
 ．激怒，生气，恼怒



mingle

 ［ˈmiŋɡəl］vt
 ．使相混，使混合；合而为一



sanction

 ［ˈsæŋkʃən］n
 ．同意，支持，认可



sacred

 ［ˈseikrid］adj
 ．神的，宗教的，庄严的，神圣的



orphan

 ［ˈɔːfən］n
 ．孤儿



blush

 ［blʌʃ］vi
 ．脸红；羞愧；害臊



leap

 ［liːp］vi
 ．跳，跳越，跳跃



in excess of

 超过



clasp

 ［klɑːsp］vt
 ．抱紧，拥抱，紧握



furiously

 ［ˈfjuəriəsli］adv
 ．狂暴地，猛烈地



wretched

 ［ˈretʃid］adj
 ．可怜的，悲惨的



perceive

 ［pəˈsiːv］vt
 ．察觉



brutality

 ［bruˈtæliti］n
 ．残忍，野蛮的行为



diplomacy

 ［diˈpləuməsi］n
 ．得体，圆滑，策略，手段，婉转



bah

 ［bɑː］int
 ．（表示轻蔑、厌恶等）呸！



lad

 ［læd］n
 ．少年，青年男子，（口）伙计，家伙



sip

 ［sip］vt
 ．小口地喝；啜饮



in the meantime

 在这期间，这时



coward

 ［ˈkauəd］n
 ．懦弱的人，胆小的人



ascendant

 ［əˈsendənt］adj
 ．（＝as-
 endent）向上的，上升的；优越的



preliminary

 ［priˈliminəri］n
 ．（常用复数）开端；预备步骤（措施，会议）



attendance

 ［əˈtendəns］n
 ．出席，到场；出席者，参加者



ceremony

 ［ˈseriməni］n
 ．典礼，仪式



selfishness

 ［ˈselfiʃnis］n
 ．自私自利



haste

 ［heist］n
 ．匆忙，紧迫



commission

 ［kəˈmiʃən］n
 ．委任，委托



capital

 ［ˈkæpitl］adj
 ．（口语）极好的，第一流的



despair

 ［disˈpɛə］n
 ．绝望，失望



remedy

 ［ˈremidi］vt
 ．治疗，补救，修补



stab

 ［stæb］vt
 ．剌，刺伤



bother

 ［ˈbɔðə］vt
 ．烦扰，打扰



anxiety

 ［æŋɡˈzaiəti］n
 ．忧虑，焦急，渴望



effectually

 ［iˈfektʃuəli］adv
 ．有效地，有法律效力地，全然



persist

 ［pə(ː)ˈsist］vi
 ．坚持，固执（所为，所信）（in）



intoxication

 ［inˈtɔksikeiʃən］n
 ．醉；陶醉



arrest

 ［əˈrest］vt
 ．逮捕，拘留，吸引



execute

 ［ˈeksikjuːt］vt
 ．实施，执行；完成，实现



interfere

 ［ˌintəˈfiə］vi
 ．干涉；妨碍，打扰 interfere with 妨碍；干扰



instance

 ［ˈinstəns］n
 ．例子，事例，实例 for instance adv．例如



resume

 ［riˈzjuːm］vt
 ．重新开始；（经打断后）再继续



denounce

 ［diˈnauns］vt
 ．告发，揭发



attorney

 ［əˈtəːni］n
 ．检查官，律师



hastily

 ［ˈheistili］adv
 ．急速地，轻率地



declaration

 ［ˌdekləˈreiʃən］n
 ．【律】（原告的）申诉；证言，（证人的）陈述



accusation

 ［ækju(ː)ˈzeiʃən］n
 ．谴责，【律】指控，控告



scratch

 ［skrætʃ］vt
 ．& vi
 ．搔，抓；抓破，刮伤



intellect

 ［ˈintilekt］n
 ．理解力；思维能力；理智，智力



instinctively

 ［ˈinstiŋktivli］n
 ．本能地，凭直觉



comprehend

 ［ˌkɔmpriˈhend］vt
 ．充分了解，领悟



denunciation

 ［diˈnaunsieiʃən］n
 ．谴责，告发



entail

 ［inˈteil］v
 ．招致，承担，需要



stretch

 ［stretʃ］vt
 ．伸，伸张



squeeze

 ［skwiːz］vt
 ．塞，压进，挤入（into），紧握squeeze up（使）挤紧，（使）挤拢



eye

 ［ai］vt
 ．看，注视，在…上打眼



fling

 ［fliŋ］vt
 ．猛投，抛，掷



stagger

 ［ˈstæɡə］v
 ．摇晃，蹒跚



stoop

 ［stuːp］vi
 ．弯下，弯下上身，弯腰



abstracted

 ［ˈæbstræktid］adj
 ．心不在焉的，出神的



rejoice

 ［riˈdʒɔis］v
 ．（使）欣喜，（使）高兴，喜悦



gleefully

 ［ˈɡliːfuli］adj
 ．欢喜地，开心地，快乐地



delicacy

 ［ˈdelikəsi］n
 ．美味，佳肴



attain

 ［əˈtein］vt
 ．达到，获得



contradict

 ［ˌkɔntrəˈdikt］vt
 ．与…矛盾，与…相反



trifle

 ［ˈtraifəl］n
 ．琐事，小事



owe

 ［əu］vt
 ．把…归功于（to）；认为…是靠…的力量



sensation

 ［senˈseiʃən］n
 ．感觉，感情，感动，耸人听闻的



compel

 ［kəmˈpel］vt
 ．使不得不；迫使（屈服）



indistinct

 ［ˌindisˈtiŋkt］adj
 ．不清楚的，模糊的，朦胧的



hum

 ［hʌm］n
 ．嗡嗡声，吵杂声



buzz

 ［bʌz］n
 ．嗡嗡声



instantaneously

 ［ˌinstənˈteinjəsli］adv
 ．瞬间地，即刻地，即时地



magistrate

 ［ˈmædʒistrit］n
 ．文职官员，地方官员



reluctantly

 ［riˈlʌktəntli］adv
 ．不情愿地，勉强地（同意、答复等）



assign

 ［əˈsain］vt
 ．分配，指派



nevertheless

 ［ˌnevəðəˈles］conj
 ．然而，不过



fulfill

 ［fulˈfil］vt
 ．履行，实现，完成（计划等）



assemble

 ［əˈsembəl］vt
 ．集合，聚集



in spite of

 尽管，不管



agitation

 ［ˈædʒiteitʃən］n
 ．激动不安，焦虑



dignity

 ［ˈdiɡniti］n
 ．高贵；体面；威严，庄重



acquaint

 ［əˈkweint］vt
 ．使熟悉，使了解，使通晓（with），介绍



render

 ［ˈrendə］vt
 ．致使，使变为



preliminary

 ［priˈliminəri］adj
 ．预备的，初步的



utterly

 ［ˈʌtəli］adv
 ．完全地，绝对地，彻底地



bewilder

 ［biˈwildə］vt
 ．使迷惑，使不知所措



startle

 ［ˈstɑːtl］vi
 ．& vt
 ．（使）震惊，（使）惊愕



clarity

 ［ˈklæriti］n
 ．清楚，透明



sympathize

 ［ˈsimpəθaiz］vi
 ．同情，共鸣，同感，同意



surrender

 ［səˈrendə］vt
 ．交出，放弃，听任



conveyance

 ［kənˈveiəns］n
 ．运输工具



multitude

 ［ˈmʌltitjuːd］n
 ．大量，许多大批，大群



forth

 ［fɔːθ］adv
 ．往前，向外



release

 ［riˈliːs］vt
 ．释放，解放



aspect

 ［ˈæspekt］n
 ．方面；情况，状况



innocent

 ［ˈinəsənt］adj
 ．清白的；无罪的



rumor

 ［ˈruːmə］n
 ．流言，谣言，传闻



circulate

 ［ˈsəːkjuleit］adj
 ．循环，流通



circumstance

 ［ˈsəːkəmstəns］n
 ．细节，详情，本来，（有关）事项，事实［古］



anchor

 ［ˈæŋkə］vi
 ．抛锚，锚定



suspicious

 ［səˈspiʃəs］adj
 ．可疑的，令人怀疑的



apprehension

 ［ˌæpriˈhenʃən］n
 ．意见，看法；观念



liberty

 ［ˈlibəti］n
 ．自由；自由权 set at liberty 释放，解放



authorize

 ［ˈɔːθəraiz］v
 ．批准



assume

 ［əˈsjuːm］vt
 ．担任；承担；接受


CHAPTER 2

In one of the aristocratic mansions
 in Marseille, a second marriage feast was being celebrated. In this case, however, although the occasion of the entertainment was similar, the company was strikingly dissimilar. Instead of a rude mixture of sailors, soldiers, and those belonging to the humblest
 grade of life, the present assembly
 was composed
 of the very flower of Marseilles society, magistrates who had resigned
 their office during Napoleon's reign; as well as younger noble family members, brought up to hate the man whom five years of exile would convert
 into a national hero.

An old man, decorated in royal dress, now rose and proposed
 the health of King Louis the Eighteenth. It was the Marquis de Saint-Meran. This toast
 excited universal enthusiasm
 ; glasses were elevated
 in the air together.

"Let me add," began M. Villefort, the public attorney, also the groom, "that for my own part, I have laid aside even the name of my father, and altogether disown his political principles
 . He was — no, probably may still be — a supporter of Bonaparte, and is called Noirtier. I, on the contrary, am a faithful royalist
 , and will conduct severe prosecutions
 of Bonaparte supporters to bring offenders
 to merited punishment."

At this moment, and as though the utterance
 of Villefort's wish had sufficed
 to effect its accomplishment
 , a servant entered the room, and whispered a few words in his ear.

Villefort immediately rose from the table and quitted the room upon the plea
 of urgent
 business; he soon returned, his whole face beaming with delight.

"If my information proves correct, a sort of Bonaparte conspiracy
 has just been discovered," he announced. "The king's attorney is informed by a friend to the throne that one named Edmond Dantes, mate of the ship, Pharaon, this day arrived, and has been the bearer of a letter from Napoleon Bonaparte himself, to be delivered to the Bonaparte supporters in Paris."

"Come, come, my friend," interrupted the marquis
 ' wife, "do not neglect
 your duty to linger
 with us. You are the king's servant, and must go wherever that service calls you."

"Oh Villefort!" cried Renee, his intended bride, clasping
 her hands, and looking towards her lover with earnestness
 , "be merciful today, the day of our wedding."

"Fear not, for your dear sake
 , my justice shall be tempered
 with mercy," and receiving a sweet and approving smile in return, Villefort quitted the room.

No sooner had Villefort left the salon, than he assumed the grave
 air of a man who holds the balance of life and death in his hands. Except the recollection of the line of politics his father had adopted
 , and which might interfere, unless he acted with the greatest prudence
 , with his own career, Gerard Villefort was as happy as a man could be. Already rich, he held a high official situation, though only twenty-seven. He was about to marry a young and charming woman, whom he loved, not passionately but reasonably, as became a deputy
 attorney of the king; and besides her personal attractions
 , which were very great, Mademoiselle Saint-Meran's family possessed considerable political influence with the king, which they would, of course, exert
 in his favor.

As Villefort arrived, a man, who seemed to have been waiting for him, approached; it was M. Morrel.

"Ah, M. Villefort," cried he, "I am delighted to see you. Some of your people have committed
 the strangest mistake — they have just arrested Edmond Dantes, mate of my vessel."

"I know it, sir," replied Villefort coldly, "and I am now going to examine him."

"Oh," said Morrel, carried away
 by his friendship with Dantes, "you do not know him, and I do. He is the most estimable
 , the most trustworthy creature
 in the world. I beg your indulgence
 for him."

Villefort, as we have seen, belonged to the aristocratic party at Marseilles, Morrel to the common; the first was a royalist, the other suspected of being a supporter of Bonaparte. Villefort looked disdainfully
 at Morrel, and replied, "Sir, you may rest assured
 I shall perform my duty impartially
 , and that if he be innocent you shall not have appealed
 to me in vain; should he, however, be guilty, I must do my duty."

As he had now arrived at the door, he entered, after having coldly saluted the shipowner, who stood as if in terror on the spot where Villefort had left him.

Villefort's first impression of Dantes was favorable; nonetheless
 , he stifled the feelings of compassion
 that were rising.

As Dantes explained, Villefort was struck with this coincidence
 , sympathetic
 at the young man's having been arrested on the point of being married, and now Villaforte was summoned
 from his own happiness to destroy that of another.

"Give all the information in your power," continued Villefort. "It is reported your political opinions are extreme
 ," said Villefort, who had never heard anything of the kind, but was not sorry to make this inquiry
 , as if it were an accusation.

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

As Dantes spoke, Villefort gazed
 at his honest and open face. With the deputy's knowledge of crime and criminals, every word the young man uttered convinced
 him more of his innocence
 . This lad, for he was scarcely
 a man, simple, natural, and expressive, with that eloquence
 of the heart never found when sought for, seemed full of kindness.

"Now," said the deputy, "answer me frankly
 , not as a prisoner to a judge, but as one man to another who takes an interest in him, what truth is there in the accusation contained in this anonymous
 letter?" And Villefort threw disdainfully on his desk the letter.

"None at all. I will tell you the real facts. I swear
 by my honor that when we quitted Naples, Captain Leclere was attacked with a brain fever. As we had no doctor on board, and he was so anxious to arrive at Elba, that he would not touch at any other port, his disorder
 rose to such a height that at the end of the third day, feeling he was dying, he called me to him to promise to deliver a letter at the Island of Elba, and accept a letter from them to be delivered to an address in Paris. I agreed, as it was the captain's last wish before his death. Everywhere, the last requests of a dying man are sacred; but with a sailor the last requests of his superior
 are commands. I sailed for the Island of Elba, where I arrived the next day; I ordered everybody to remain on board, and went on shore alone. I was then given a letter to carry on to a person in Paris. I undertook it because it was what my captain had bade
 me to do."

"Ah," said Villefort, "this seems to me the truth. Give up this letter you have brought from Elba, and pass your word
 you will appear
 should you be required, and go and rejoin your friends.

"I am free, then, sir?" cried Dantes joyfully.

"Yes; but first give me this letter."

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

"Stop a moment," said the deputy, as Dantes took his hat and gloves. "To whom is it addressed?"

"To Monsieur Noirtier in Paris."

Had a thunder struck the room, Villefort could not have been more shocked. He sank into his seat, and, hastily turning over the packet, drew forth the fatal
 letter, at which he glanced with an expression of terror at seeing his father's name.

"Yes," said Dantes; "do you know him?"

"No," replied Villefort; "a faithful servant of the king does not know conspirators
 ."

"It is a conspiracy, then?" asked Dantes, who after believing himself free, now again began to feel alarmed. "I have, however, already told you, sir, I was entirely ignorant of
 the contents of the letter."

"Yes; but you knew the name of the person to whom it was addressed," said Villefort.

"I was forced to read the address to know to whom to give it to."

"Have you shown this letter to anyone?" asked Villefort, becoming still more pale.

"To no one, on my honor
 ."

"Everybody is ignorant that you are the bearer of a letter from the Island of Elba and addressed to M. Noirtier?"

"Everybody, except the person who gave it to me."

"And that was too much, far too much," murmured Villefort.

After reading the letter, Villefort covered his face with his hands, turning pale.

"Oh," said Dantes timidly
 , "what is the matter?"

"And you say that you are ignorant of the contents of this letter?" he asked sharply. "Oh, if he knows the contents of this!" murmured he, "and that Noirtier is the father of Villefort, I am lost!" And he fixed his eyes upon Edmond as if he would have penetrated
 his thoughts. "Sir," said Villefort, "I am no longer able, as I had hoped, to restore
 you immediately to liberty. Well, I must detain you some time longer, but I will strive
 to make it as short as possible. The principal charge against you is this letter, and you see —" Villefort explained as he approached the fire, cast it in, and waited until it was entirely consumed
 . "You see, I destroyed it?"

"Oh," exclaimed Dantes, "you are goodness itself."

"Listen," continued Villefort; "you can now have confidence in me after what I have done."

"Oh, command, and I will obey."

"Listen; this is not a command, but advice I give you."

"Speak, and I will follow your advice."

"I shall detain you until this evening in the Palais de Justice.
 Should anyone else speak to you, say to him what you have said to me, but do not breathe a word of this letter. The letter is destroyed; you and I alone know of its existence. Should you, therefore, be questioned, deny all knowledge of it — deny it boldly
 , and you are saved."

"Be satisfied; I will deny it."

"This will do," said Villefort, after quickly exiting the room, "and from this letter, which might have ruined me, I will make my fortune. Now, to the work I have in hand." And after having assured himself that the prisoner was gone, the deputy attorney hastened
 to the house of his bride.

Quite some time after dark, Dantes was taken to a boat, relieved
 to be taken from his cell, convinced that he would soon be released. Dantes turned and perceived
 that they had got out to sea.

Dantes then turned to the nearest guard, and taking his hand, began, "Comrade, I beg you to tell me where we are going. I am Captain Dantes, a loyal
 Frenchman, though accused of treason
 ; tell me where you are conducting me, and I promise you on my honor I will submit to
 my fate
 ."

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

"On my honor, I have no idea."

"Have you no idea whatever?"

"None at all."

"That is impossible."

"I swear to you it is true. Tell me, I beg you."

"But my orders."

"Your orders do not forbid your telling me what I must know in ten minutes, in half an hour, or an hour. You see I cannot escape, even if I intended to."

"Unless you are blind, or have never been outside the harbor, you must know."

"I do not."

"Look round you then." Dantes rose and looked forward, when he saw rise within a hundred yards of him the black and frowning
 rock on which stands the Chateau
 d'If.

"The Chateau d'If?" cried he, "what are we going there for? I am not going there to be imprisoned," said Dantes; "it is only used for political prisoners. I have committed no crime. Are there any magistrates or judges at the Chateau d'If?"


"There are only," said the guard, "a governor, a garrison, keys, and good thick walls. Come, come, do not look so astonished, or you will make me think you are laughing at me in return for my good nature."

"You think, then," said he, "that I am being taken to the Chateau d'If to be imprisoned there without any inquiry, without any formality
 . "

"All the formalities have been done; the inquiry is already made."

"And so, in spite of M. Villefort's promises?"

"I do not know what M. Villefort promised you," said the guard, "but I know we are taking you to the Chateau d'If."

Dantes attempted to flee, but was caught by the guards. They soon halted
 for a minute, during which time he strove
 to collect his thoughts. He looked around; he was in a court surrounded by high walls.

"Here is your chamber
 for tonight," said the jailer, upon Dantes' arrival. "It is late, and the governor is asleep. Tomorrow, perhaps, he may change you. In the meantime, there is bread, water, and fresh straw
 ; and that is all a prisoner can wish for. Goodnight."

And before Dantes could open his mouth, the jailer disappeared.

"I wish to see the governor," Dantes declared the next morning; the jailer shrugged
 his shoulders and left the chamber.

Dantes followed him with his eyes, and stretched forth his hands toward the open door; but the door closed. All his emotion then burst forth; he cast himself on the ground, weeping bitterly, and asking himself what crime he had committed that he was thus punished, in that impregnable
 fortress, ignorant of the future destiny
 of his father and Mercedes; and all this because he had trusted Villefort.

"I wish to see the governor," he asked the next morning.

"I have already told you it was impossible."

"Why so?"

"Because it is against prison rules, and prisoners must not even ask for it."

"What is allowed, then?"

"Better fare, if you pay for it, books, and leave to walk about."

"I do not want books, I am satisfied with my food, and do not care to walk about; but I wish to see the governor."

"If you worry me by repeating the same thing, I will not bring you any more to eat."

"Well, then," said Edmond, "if you do not, I shall die of hunger — that is all."

"Ah," said the jailer, "do not always worry over what is impossible, or you will be mad in a fortnight
 ."

"You think so?"

"Yes; we have an instance here; it was by always offering a million of francs to the governor for his liberty that a priest became mad, who was in this chamber before you."

"When did he leave the cell?"

"Two years ago."

"Was he liberated, then?"

"No; he was put in a terrible prison chamber below for madmen."

"Well," said Dantes, "mark this; if you refuse to allow me to see the governor, I will some day hide myself behind the door, and when you enter I will dash out your brains with this stool
 ."

"Threats
 !" cried the jailer, retreating and putting himself on the defensive
 ; "you are certainly going mad. The priest began like you, and in three days you will be like him, mad enough to tie up; but, fortunately, there are places for the insane
 here."

Dantes whirled
 the stool round his head. "All right, all right," said the jailer; "all right, since you will have it so. I will send word to the governor."

"Very well," returned Dantes, dropping the stool and sitting on it as if he were in reality mad. The jailer went out, and returned in an instant with four soldiers.

"By the governor's orders," said he, "conduct the prisoner to the cell beneath. We must put the madman with the madmen." The soldiers seized Dantes, who followed passively.

Villefort had, as we have said, hastened back to Madame Saint-Meran's, and on entering the house, found that the guests whom he had left at table were taking coffee in the salon.

"Madame," said Villefort, approaching his future mother-in-law, "I request your pardon for thus leaving you. But, I must first speak with Marquis Saint-Meran before my departure. Let us go to the library, please," and the two men left the salon.

"Well," asked he, as soon as they were by themselves, "tell me, what it is?"

"An affair of the greatest importance, that demands my immediate presence in Paris. I must reach the king's presence immediately. This news I must deliver will certainly secure
 my fortune," Villefort declared.

At his door he perceived a figure in the shadow that seemed to wait for him. It was Mercedes, who, hearing no news of her lover, had come unobserved to inquire after him.

As Villefort drew near, she advanced and stood before him.

Dantes had spoken of Mercedes, and Villefort instantly recognized her. Her beauty and high bearing surprised him, and when she inquired what had become of her lover, it seemed to him that she was the judge, and he the accused.

"The young man you speak of," said Villefort abruptly
 , "is a great criminal. And I can do nothing for him, miss."

Mercedes burst into tears and Villefort strove to pass her, desirous of putting an end to the interview. Then, the first pangs of an unending torture
 seized upon his heart. The man he sacrificed to his ambition
 , that innocent victim
 of his father's faults, appeared to him pale and threatening.

Villefort was quickly on the road to Paris, travelling with all speed to explain to the king Napoleon's plot
 to regain the throne. It seemed, however, the news came too late, as Napoleon had already arrived in France, and would soon be in the capital. The king, though, showed immense gratitude
 toward Villefort, as no one else had discovered the Bonaparte secret in advance.

Upon returning to his room in Paris, Villefort was shocked to receive a visit from his father.

"Well, now, my dear Gerard," said he to the young man, with a very significant
 look, "do you know, you seem as if you were not very glad to see me?"

"My dear father," said Villefort, "I am, on the contrary, delighted; but I so little expected your visit, that it has somewhat
 overcome me."

"But, my dear fellow," replied M. Noirtier, seating himself near his son, "I might say the same thing to you, when you announce to me your wedding for the twenty-eighth of February, and on the third of March you turn up here in Paris."

"And if I have come, my dear father," said Gerard, drawing closer to M. Noirtier, "do not complain, for it is for you that I came, and my journey will be your salvation. The authorities are looking for a man with your description now; I have heard the news directly from the king
 ."


"True," said Noirtier, looking carelessly around him, "true, if this person were not on his guard, as he is;" and he added with a smile, "He will consequently
 make a few changes in his personal appearance." At these words, he rose, went into the washroom, took a razor, and, with a firm hand
 , cut off the compromising
 whiskers. Villefort watched him with alarm and admiration.

"You see, my dear boy, you are deceived
 as to the feeling in France, as to the opinions of the towns, and the prejudices
 of the army. Bonaparte is the true emperor of France, as you will soon discover. Now, goodbye my dear boy."

Noirtier left the room when he had finished, with the same calmness that had characterized
 him during the whole conversation.

M. Noirtier was a true prophet
 , and things progressed rapidly, as he had predicted
 , and Napoleon was soon on the throne again. Villefort, therefore, gained nothing save
 the king's gratitude (which was rather likely to injure him at the present time). Napoleon would, doubtless
 , have deprived
 Villefort of his office had it not been for Noirtier, who was all powerful at court. All Villefort's influence barely enabled
 him to stifle the secret Dantes had so nearly revealed
 . Morrel often went to Villefort, begging for Dante's release
 , but received nothing more than promises of a release.

Danglars comprehended the full extent
 of the wretched fate that overwhelmed
 Dantes; he lived in constant fear of his return on a mission of vengeance. He, therefore, informed M. Morrel of his wish to quit the sea, and obtained a recommendation
 from him for a Spanish merchant, into whose service he entered at the end of March, that is, ten or twelve days after Napoleon's return. He then left for Madrid, and was no more heard of.

Fernand understood nothing except that Dantes was absent. What had become of him he cared not to inquire. During the absence of his rival
 , he spent his time comforting Mercedes. During this time, the empire made its last recruitment
 , and every man in France capable of bearing arms rushed to obey the summons
 of the emperor. Fernand departed
 with the rest, bearing with him the terrible thought that while he was away, his rival would perhaps return and marry Mercedes. Fernand's devotion, and the compassion he showed for her misfortunes produced the effect they always produce on noble minds — Mercedes had always had a sincere regard for Fernand, and this was now strengthened by gratitude.

"My brother," said she as he departed, "be careful of yourself, for if you are killed, I shall be alone in the world." These words carried a ray of hope into Fernand's heart. Should Dantes not return, Mercedes might one day be his.

Old Dantes, who was only sustained
 by hope, lost all at Napoleon's downfall only one hundred days after he had been restored to the throne, only to be replaced again by Louis the Eighteenth. Five months after he had been separated from his son, and almost at the hour of his arrest, he breathed his last in Mercedes' arms. M. Morrel paid the expenses of his funeral, and a few small debts the poor old man had contracted
 .

A year after Louis the Eighteenth's restoration, a visit was made by the inspector-general
 of prisons. The inspector visited, one after another, the cells of several of the prisoners, whose good behavior
 or stupidity recommended them to the mercy of the government. The inspector was moved by Dantes' story and sincere pleas
 for a trial, concluding the meeting with a promise to look into the case. The inspector kept his word
 with Dantes; he examined the register
 , and found the following note concerning him: "Edmond Dantes: Violent Bonaparte agent; took an active part in the return from Elba. The greatest watchfulness and care to be exercised
 ."

This note was in a different hand from the rest, which showed that it had been added since his confinement
 . The inspector could not contend
 against this accusation; he simply wrote, "Nothing to be done."

注释





mansion

 ［ˈmænʃən］n
 ．大厦，官邸，公寓（用复数，用于专有名词中）



humble

 ［ˈhʌmbəl］adj
 ．卑下的，微贱的，谦逊的，粗陋的



assembly

 ［əˈsembli］n
 ．集合，装配，集会，集结，汇编



compose

 ［kəmˈpəuz］v
 ．组成，写作 be composed of 由…组成



reign

 ［rein］vi
 ．统治，支配，盛行，占优势 n
 ．统治，统治时期，支配



convert

 ［kənˈvəːt］vt
 ．使转变，转换…，使…改变信仰



propose

 ［prəˈpəuz］vt
 ．提议举杯祝饮；提出为…干杯



toast

 ［təust］n
 ．干杯



universal

 ［juːniˈvəːsəl］adj
 ．普遍的，全体的



enthusiasm

 ［inˈθjuːziæzəm］n
 ．狂热，热心，积极性



elevate

 ［ˈeliveit］vt
 ．举起



principle

 ［ˈprinsəpəl］n
 ．法则，原则，原理



royalist

 ［ˈrɔiəlist］n
 ．保皇主义者，保皇党人



prosecution

 ［ˈprɔsikjuːfən］n
 ．起诉；诉讼



offender

 ［əˈfendə］n
 ．罪犯，冒犯者



utterance

 ［ˈʌtərəns］n
 ．说，讲；表达，说话的方式



suffice

 ［səˈfais］vi
 ．足够，有能力



accomplishment

 ［əˈkɔmpliʃmənt］n
 ．成就，完成，技艺



plea

 ［pliː］n
 ．恳求，请求，辩解，藉口



urgent

 ［ˈəːdʒənt］adj
 ．急迫的，紧急的



conspiracy

 ［kənˈspirəsi］n
 ．共谋，阴谋



marquis

 ［ˈmɑːkwis］n
 ．（英国等的）侯爵



neglect

 ［niˈɡlekt］vt
 ．忽视，疏忽，漏做



linger

 ［ˈliŋɡə］v
 ．逗留，闲荡，拖延，游移



clasp

 ［klɑːsp］v
 ．扣紧，紧握，搂抱，密切合作



earnestness

 ［ˈəːnistnis］n
 ．真挚，认真，热心



sake

 ［seik］n
 ．为了…之好处，出于对…的兴趣



temper

 ［ˈtempə］v
 ．调和，调节



grave

 ［ɡreiv］adj
 ．严肃的，凝重的，黯淡的，低沉的



adopt

 ［əˈdɔpt］vt
 ．采用，收养



prudence

 ［ˈpruːdəns］n
 ．慎重，谨慎，精明



deputy

 ［ˈdepjuti］n
 ．代理人，代表



attraction

 ［əˈtrækʃən］n
 ．吸引，吸引力，吸引人的事物



exert

 ［iɡˈzəːt］vt
 ．尽（力），施加（压力等），努力



commit

 ［kəˈmit］vt
 ．犯（错误），干（坏事）



carry away

 ［一般用被动态］使着迷，使陶醉，受感动，使失去自制力



estimable

 ［ˈestiməbl］adj
 ．可尊敬的，可估计的，有价值的



creature

 ［ˈkriːtʃə］n
 ．人，动物，创造物



indulgence

 ［inˌdʌldʒ(ə)ns］n
 ．放任纵容（天主教）免罪，豁免



disdainfully

 ［disˈdeinfuli］adv
 ．轻蔑地



rest assured

 确信无疑



impartially

 ［imˈpɑːʃəlli］adv
 ．公平地，无私地



appeal

 ［əˈpiːl］vi
 ．求助，诉请，要求



nonetheless

 ［ˌnʌnðəˈles］adv
 ．虽然如此，但是



compassion

 ［kəmˈpæʃən］n
 ．同情，怜悯



coincidence

 ［kəuˈinsidəns］n
 ．一致，同时发生或同时存在（尤指偶然）的事



sympathetic

 ［ˌsimpəˈθetik］adj
 ．同情的，感到同情的



summon

 ［ˈsʌmən］v
 ．召集，召唤



extreme

 ［iksˈtriːm］adj
 ．极端的，偏激的



inquiry

 ［inˈkwaiəri］n
 ．质询，调查



be confined to

 （局）限于



sentiment

 ［ˈsentimənt］n
 ．情感，情绪，感情



adore

 ［əˈdɔː］v
 ．崇拜，爱慕



gaze

 ［ɡeiz］vi
 ．盯，凝视



convince

 ［kənˈvins］vt
 ．使相信，说服



innocence

 ［ˈinəsəns］n
 ．清白



scarcely

 ［ˈskɛəsli］adv
 ．几乎不，简直没有



eloquence

 ［ˈeləkwəns］n
 ．雄辩，口才，修辞



frankly

 ［fræŋkli］adv
 ．坦白地，真诚地



anonymous

 ［əˈnɔniməs］adj
 ．匿名的



swear

 ［swɛə］v
 ．宣誓，发誓



disorder

 ［disˈɔːdə］n
 ．杂乱，混乱，无秩序状态



superior

 ［sju(ː)piəriə］n
 ．长者，高手，上级



bid

 ［bid］vt
 ．命令，吩咐（这里bade是bid的过去分词）



pass oneˈs word

 保证，承担；答应，允诺



appear

 ［əˈpiə］（在法庭）正式出面，出庭



fatal

 ［ˈfeitl］adj
 ．致命的，重大的，毁灭性的



conspirator

 ［kənˈspirətə］n
 ．同谋者，阴谋者，反叛者



ignorant

 ［ˈiɡnərənt］adj
 ．无知的



ignorant of

 不懂，不知道



on/upon oneˈs honor

 以人格担保



timidly

 ［ˈtimidli］adv
 ．胆小地，羞怯地



penetrate

 ［ˈpenitreit］vt
 ．穿透，渗透，看穿，洞察



restore

 ［risˈtɔː］vt
 ．恢复，使回复



strive

 ［straiv］v
 ．努力，奋斗，力争



consume

 ［kənˈsjuːm］vt
 ．消耗，消费，消灭



Palais n

 ．（法语相当于英语Palace
 ），the Palais de Justice
 （即Le Palais de Justice
 ）法院



boldly

 ［bəudli］adv
 ．大胆地



hasten

 ［ˈheisən］v
 ．催促，赶紧，促进，加速



relieve

 ［riˈliːv］adj
 ．得到安慰的，放心的



perceive

 ［pəˈsiːv］vt
 ．察觉



loyal

 ［ˈlɔiəl］adj
 ．忠诚的，忠心的



treason

 ［ˈtriːzən］n
 ．叛逆，通敌，叛国罪



submit

 ［səbˈmit］v
 ．（使）服从，（使）顺从；（常与to连用）服从，顺从



fate

 ［feit］n
 ．天数，命运，运气



frown

 ［fraun］vt
 ．（某物从下看时）显得凶恶，显得险恶



Chateau

 ［ˈʃɑːtəu］n
 ．城堡Chateau dˈIf伊夫堡监狱，建于1529年，位于马赛湾中一座小岛上，原是为防卫而建，后来一度改为监狱，曾在此入狱的包括十八世纪因鼓吹革命而被判刑的法国政治家Comte de Mirabeau（1749～1791），和一些十六、十七世纪的新教徒。



formality

 ［fɔːˈmæliti］n
 ．礼节，仪式，正式手续



halt

 ［hɔːlt］vi
 ．立定，停止



strive

 ［straiv］vi
 ．（过去式strove）努力，奋斗，力争



chamber

 ［ˈtʃeimbə］n
 ．室，房间



straw

 ［strɔː］n
 ．稻草，麦杆



shrug

 ［ʃrʌɡ］v
 ．耸肩



impregnable

 ［imˈpreɡnəbl］adj
 ．无法攻取的，要塞坚固的



destiny

 ［ˈdestini］n
 ．命运，定数



fortnight

 ［ˈfɔːtnait］n
 ．两星期



stool

 ［stuːl］n
 ．凳子



threat

 ［θret］n
 ．恐吓



defensive

 ［diˈfensiv］n
 ．防御



insane

 ［inˈsein］adj
 ．患精神病的，精神病患者的，极愚蠢的



whirl

 ［hwəːl］v
 ．（使）旋转，急动



secure

 ［siˈkjuə］v
 ．保护



abruptly

 ［əˈbrʌptli］adv
 ．突然地，唐突地，生硬地



torture

 ［ˈtɔːtʃə］n
 ．折磨，拷问，拷打



ambition

 ［æmˈbiʃən］n
 ．野心，雄心



victim

 ［ˈviktim］n
 ．受害人，牺牲品



plot

 ［plɔt］n
 ．地区图，图，秘密计划（特指阴谋）



immense

 ［iˈmens］adj
 ．极大的，无边的



gratitude

 ［ˈɡrætitjuːd］n
 ．感谢的心情



significant

 ［siɡˈnifikənt］adj
 ．意味深长的



somewhat

 ［ˈsʌmhwɔt］adv
 ．稍微，有点，有些



salvation

 ［sælˈveiʃən］n
 ．拯救，救助



authority

 ［ɔːˈθɔriti］n
 ．权威，权威人士，当局



consequently

 ［ˈkɔnsikwəntli］adv
 ．从而，因此



with a firm hand

 坚决地



compromise

 ［ˈkɔmprəmaiz］危及…的安全



deceive

 ［diˈsiːv］vt
 ．欺诈，欺骗，蒙蔽



prejudice

 ［ˈpredʒudis］n
 ．偏见，成见



characterize

 ［ˈkæriktəraiz］vt
 ．表现…的特色



prophet

 ［ˈprɔfit］n
 ．先知，预言者



predict

 ［priˈdikt］v
 ．预知，预言，预报



save

 ［seiv］prep
 ．除…以外，除了



doubtless

 ［ˈdautləs］adv
 ．无疑地，确定地



deprive

 ［diˈpraiv］vt
 ．剥夺，使丧失



barely

 ［ˈbɛəli］adv
 ．仅仅，刚刚，几乎不能



enable

 ［iˈneibəl］vt
 ．使能够，使成为可能，使实现



reveal

 ［riˈviːl］vt
 ．揭示，暴露



release

 ［riˈliːs］n
 ．释放，豁免



extent

 ［ikˈstent］n
 ．广度，宽度，长度，范围，程度，区域



overwhelm

 ［ˌəuvəˈhwelm］vt
 ．淹没，覆没，受打击，制服，压倒



recommendation

 ［ˌrekəmenˈdei-ʃən］n
 ．推荐，介绍（信）



rival

 ［ˈraivʃəl］n
 ．竞争者，对手



recruitment

 ［riˈkruːtmənt］n
 ．征募新兵，补充



summon

 ［ˈsʌmən］n
 ．召唤，［律］传唤，召集



depart

 ［diˈpɑːt］vi
 ．离开，起程



sustain

 ［səˈstein］vt
 ．支撑，撑住，维持，持续



contract

 ［kənˈtrækt］v
 ．负（债）



inspector-general

 检察长，监察长



behavior

 ［biˈheivjə］n
 ．举止，行为，态度



plea

 ［pliː］n
 ．恳求，请求



keep oneˈs word

 守信



register

 ［ˈredʒistə］n
 ．记录，登记



confinement

 ［kənˈfainmənt］n
 ．监禁；拘留



contend

 ［kənˈtend］vi
 ．抗争，争论，争辩


CHAPTER 3

Dantes passed through all the stages of torture natural to prisoners in suspense
 during the first six years of his prison term. He was sustained at first by that pride of conscious
 innocence which is the sequence
 to hope; then he began to doubt his own innocence, which justified
 in some measure the governor's belief in his mental alienation
 ; and then, turned to God. All the virtuous ideas that had been so long forgotten, returned; he recollected
 the prayers his mother had taught him, and discovered a new meaning in every word.

Then gloom
 settled heavily upon him. He clung
 to one idea — that of his happiness destroyed, without apparent cause, by an unheard-of fatality
 ; he considered and reconsidered this idea. Rage replaced religious passion. He told himself that it was the hate of man, and not the vengeance of heaven, that had thus plunged
 him into the deepest misery. He delivered his unknown persecutors to the most horrible tortures he could imagine in his mind, and found them all insufficient, because after torture came death, and after death, the punishment was finished.

He began to reflect
 on suicide. Unhappy is he, who, on the brink
 of misfortune, broods
 over ideas like these!

"I wish to die," he said to himself at last, and had chosen the manner of his death, and fearful of changing his mind, he had taken an oath
 to die. "When my morning and evening meals are brought," thought he, "I will cast them out of the window, and they will think that I have eaten them."

He kept his word; twice a day he cast out, through the barred opening, the provisions
 his jailer brought him — at first gayly, then with deliberation
 , and at last with regret.

At last, he knew death would soon be upon him. Suddenly, about nine o'clock in the evening, Edmond heard a hollow sound in the wall against which he was lying. He raised his head and listened. It was a continual scratching
 , as if made by a huge claw, a powerful tooth, or some iron instrument attacking the stones. Although weakened, the young man's brain instantly responded to the idea that haunts
 all prisoners — liberty!

The next morning, the jailer brought him his breakfast. He turned his eyes towards the soup which the jailer had brought, rose, staggered
 towards it, raised the vessel to his lips, and drank off the contents with a feeling of indescribable pleasure — he did not wish to die.

He began by moving his bed, and looked around for anything with which he could pierce
 the wall, penetrate
 the moist cement, and displace a stone. He saw nothing, he had no knife or sharp instrument. Dantes had but one resource, which was to break the jug, and with one of the sharp fragments
 attack the wall. He let the jug fall on the floor, and it broke into pieces. Dantes concealed
 two or three of the sharpest fragments in his bed, leaving the rest on the floor. The breaking of his jug was too natural an accident to excite suspicion
 . All night he heard the other prisoner, who continued to mine his way. Soon enough, the mysterious prisoner emerged into Dantes' cell.

The man was of small stature
 , with hair that had long ago turned white rather by suffering and sorrow than by age. The stranger might have numbered sixty-five years, but a certain briskness
 and appearance of vigor
 in his movements made it probable that he was aged more from captivity
 than the course of time. He received the enthusiastic greeting of his young acquaintance with evident pleasure, although he must at that moment have been suffering bitterly to find another cell where he had fondly reckoned
 on discovering a means of regaining his liberty.

Dantes quickly discovered the mystery prisoner to be the supposed insane Italian priest, imprisoned several years earlier, who claimed
 to have a vast fortune he would share with any jailer who could grant him his liberty.

The priest, called Faria, soon took him into his cell, where Dantes was shocked at the resourcefulness
 of the old priest, who had managed to construct paper, ink, knives, as well as other necessities
 during his time in the prison cell, which he used to write his political masterpiece.

During his first visit to the old priest's cell, he dictated
 the story of his life, particularly
 the events leading to his imprisonment. The priest then announced that Danglars and Fernand had most certainly framed
 him, while, already aware of the connection between Villaforte and Noirtier, the old man easily explained the reason for his extended imprisonment.

Starting up, Dantes clasped his hands around his head as though to prevent his very brain from bursting, and exclaimed, "His father! His father!"

"Yes, his father," replied the priest; "his right name was Noirtier de Villefort." At this instant a bright light shot through the mind of Dantes, and cleared up all that had been dark and obscure
 before. The change that had come over Villefort during the examination, the destruction of the letter, and the exacted promise was profound. During the next few hours of meditation
 , which to him had seemed only minutes, he had formed a fearful resolution, and bound himself to its fulfilment
 by a solemn
 oath of revenge.

During the next two years, the old priest taught Dantes about mathematics, physics, history, and languages. Dantes possessed an exceptional
 memory, combined with an astonishing quickness and readiness of conception. The priest was a man of the world, and had, moreover, mixed in the first society of the day; he wore an air of melancholy dignity which Dantes, thanks to the imitative
 powers was bestowed on him by nature, as well as that outward polish
 and politeness he had before been wanting in, and which is seldom possessed except by those who have been placed in constant intercourse
 with persons of high birth and breeding
 . At the end of two years, after studying and digging a passage to freedom, their path was clear.

Shortly before they were to make their escape, however, the priest suffered a convulsion
 , leaving him unable to move his right arm and leg. Dantes refused to leave his friend, swearing
 to remain with him as long as he lived.

When Dantes returned next morning to the chamber of his companion in captivity, he found Faria seated and looking composed. He did not speak, but showed a piece of paper to Dantes.

"What is that?" he inquired.

"This paper, my friend," said Faria, "is my treasure, of which, from this day forth, one-half belongs to you."

Until this day and for how long a time! He had refrained
 from talking of the treasure, which had brought upon the priest the accusation of madness.

"You have, indeed, a noble nature, Edmond, and I see by your paleness and agitation what is passing in your heart at this moment. No, be assured, I am not mad. This treasure exists, Dantes. You know," continued the priest, "that I was the secretary and intimate
 friend of Count of Spada, the last of the princes of that name. He was not rich, although the wealth of his family had passed into a proverb, and I heard very often said, 'As rich as a Spada.' But he, like public rumor, lived on this reputation
 for wealth. After some time there, I discovered ancient manuscripts
 dictating the story of the family's lost fortune, which Caesar Spada had hidden during the 1400's from a greedy pope, intent on taking the fortune for himself. Unfortunately, however, the location of the treasure was lost, even to the family, until I located the ancient papers, explaining its location. I in my turn under Spada examined the immense bundles
 of documents for years and found nothing. My patron died. He had reserved from his annuity
 his family papers and his library, composed of five thousand volumes. All these he left to me. In 1807, a month before I was arrested, and a fortnight after the death of the Count of Spada, as I lit a fire in the library, I discovered secret writing on the family paper, using an ink, which only appears when exposed to the fire."

"And what did you do when you arrived at this conclusion?"

"I resolved
 to set out, and left that very instant, but for some time, the imperial
 police had their eyes on me, as I was in great support of a unified
 Italy; and my hasty departure, the cause of which they were unable to guess, having aroused
 their suspicions, I was arrested at the very moment I was leaving Piombino. Now," continued Faria, "my dear fellow, you know as much as I do myself. If we ever escape together, half this treasure is yours; if I die here, and you escape alone, the whole belongs to you."

"But," inquired Dantes hesitatingly
 , "has this treasure no more legitimate
 possessor in the world than ourselves?"

"No, no, be easy on that score; the family is extinct
 . The last Count of Spada, moreover, made me his heir. We may very well find a treasure of two million Roman crowns
 ; nearly thirteen million francs. I have only kept this secret so long from you," continued Faria, "that I might test your character, and then surprise you. Now, you must commit to memory
 the directions to the Island of Monte Cristo, where the treasure is hidden."

"This treasure belongs to you, my dear friend," replied Dantes, "and to you only. I have no right to it. I am no relation of yours."

"You are my son, Dantes," exclaimed the old man. "You are the child of my captivity. God has sent you to me to console
 , at one and the same time, the man who could not be a father, and the prisoner who could not get free."

Several nights later, after Dantes had recited the directions many times over for the priest, the old man sufferd another attack, which brought on his death.

Alone — Dantes was alone again — again condemned
 to silence — again face to face with nothingness! Alone! Never again to see that face, never again to hear the voice of the only human being who united him to earth! The idea of suicide, which his friend had driven away and kept away by his cheerful presence, now hovered
 over him.

"Die? Oh, no," he exclaimed, "not die now, after having lived and suffered so long and so much! Die? Yes, had I died years ago; but now to die would be, indeed, to give way to the sarcasm
 of destiny. No, I want to live. Before I die I must not forget that I have my executioners
 to punish, and perhaps, too, who knows, some friends to reward." As he said this, he became silent and gazed straight before him like one overwhelmed with a strange and amazing thought. Suddenly he rose, gently removed Faria's body to his own cell before placing himself in the appalling
 shroud. He would take the old priest's place in the cemetery, then dig his way to freedom.

Two men approached after quite some time, and carried the supposed priest's body out of the prison. After walking twenty paces outside, the men stopped, and at the same moment, a cord
 was fastened round his feet with sudden and painful violence. The noise of the waves dashing against the rocks on which the Chateau is built, reached Dantes' ear distinctly
 as they went forward.

In an instant Dantes felt himself flung into the air like a wounded bird, falling. Although drawn downwards by the heavy weight attached to his legs, it seemed to him as if the fall lasted for a century.

Dantes had been flung into the sea, and was dragged into its depths by a thirty-six pound shot tied to his feet. The sea was the cemetery of the Chateau d'If.

注释





in suspense

 悬而未决；处于焦灼等待状态，心神不宁



conscious

 ［ˈkɔnʃəs］adj
 ．有意识的，有知觉的



sequence

 ［ˈsiːkwəns］n
 ．次序，顺序，序列



justify

 ［ˈdʒʌstifai］vt
 ．证明⋯是正当的；证明⋯有道理



alienation

 ［ˌeiliəˈneiʃən］n
 ．【医】精神错乱



recollect

 ［ˌrekəˈlekt］vt
 ．回忆，想起，记起



gloom

 ［ɡluːm］n
 ．忧郁，低沉的精神状态；消沉



cling

 ［kliŋ］vi
 ．紧握不放；坚守



fatality

 ［fəˈtæliti］n
 ．命运决定的事物，不幸，灾祸，天命



plunge

 ［plʌndʒ］vt
 ．使投入，使插入，使陷入



reflect

 ［riˈflekt］vi
 ．思考，沉思，反省（on，upon）



brink

 ［briŋk］n
 ．边缘



brood

 ［bruːd］vi
 ．考虑苦思冥想一个主题；担忧



oath

 ［əuθ］n
 ．誓言，宣誓，诅咒



provision

 ［prəˈviʒən］n
 ．供应；补给物



deliberation

 ［diˈlibəˈreiʃən］n
 ．熟思，考虑



scratch

 ［skrætʃ］vt
 ．& vi
 ．抓；挠，搔；划



haunt

 ［hɔːnt］vt
 ．常（在脑中）出现，时常萦绕心头



stagger

 ［ˈstæɡə］v．蹒跚；摇晃；踉跄



pierce

 ［piəs］vt
 ．刺穿，刺破，穿透，突破



penetrate

 ［ˈpenitreit］vt
 ．穿透，渗透，看穿，洞察



fragment

 ［ˈfræɡment］n
 ．碎片，断片，片段



conceal

 ［kənˈsiːl］vt
 ．隐藏，隐蔽，隐瞒



suspicion

 ［səˈspiʃən］n
 ．猜疑，怀疑



stature

 ［ˈstætʃə］n
 ．身高，身材



briskness

 ［brisknis］a
 ．敏捷，活泼



vigor

 ［ˈviɡə］n
 ．精力，活力



captivity

 ［kæpˈtiviti］n
 ．囚禁，被关



reckon

 ［ˈrekən］（与on
 连用）依靠；指望；对⋯做出假设，设想⋯



claim

 ［kleim］vt
 ．声称，主张



grant

 ［ɡrɑːnt］vt
 ．同意，准予



resourcefulness

 ［riˈsɔːsfulnis］n
 ．足智多谋



necessity

 ［niˈsesiti］n
 ．必要性，需要，必需品



dictate

 ［ˈdikteit］v
 ．口述，口授



particularly

 ［pəˈtikjuləli］adv
 ．特别地，尤其



frame

 ［freim］vt
 ．陷害



obscure

 ［əbˈskjuə］adj
 ．朦胧的，模糊的



meditation

 ［mediˈteiʃən］n
 ．沉思，冥想



fulfillment

 ［fulˈfilmənt］n
 ．实现；实行；执行



solemn

 ［ˈsɔləm］adj
 ．庄严的，隆重的，严肃的



exceptional

 ［ikˈsepʃənəl］adj
 ．例外的，异常的



imitative

 ［ˌimiˈtətiv］adj
 ．模仿的



polish

 ［ˈpɔliʃ］n
 ．优雅，优雅风度



intercourse

 ［ˈintə(ː)kɔːs］n
 ．交往，交流



breeding

 ［ˈbriːdiŋ］n
 ．教养



convulsion

 ［kənˈvʌlʃən］n
 ．惊厥，痉挛



swear

 ［swɛə］vt
 ．立誓，宣誓，发誓；郑重保证



refrain

 ［riˈfrein］vi
 ．忍住



intimate

 ［ˈintimit］adj
 ．亲密的，隐私的



reputation

 ［ˌrepju(ː)ˈteiʃən］n
 ．名声，名誉



manuscript

 ［ˈmænjuskript］n
 ．手稿，原稿



bundle

 ［ˈbʌndl］n
 ．捆，束，包



annuity

 ［əˈnju(ː)iti］n
 ．年金，养老金，年金享受权



resolve

 ［riˈzɔlv］v
 ．决心，决定，决心要



imperial

 ［imˈpiəriəl］adj
 ．皇家的，王室的



unified

 ［ˈjuːnifaid］adj
 ．统一的



arouse

 ［əˈrauz］vt
 ．引起



hesitatingly

 ［ˈheziteitiŋli］adv
 ．支吾其词地，踌躇地



legitimate

 ［liˈdʒitimit］adj
 ．合法的，合理的，正统的



extinct

 ［iksˈtiŋkt］adj
 ．（官职等）废除了的；无合法继承人的



crown

 ［kraun］n
 ．（欧洲某些国家货币）克朗



commit to memory

 把⋯记牢



console

 ［kənˈsəul］vt
 ．安慰；慰问



condemn

 ［kənˈdem］vt
 ．使处于（某种地位或境界）



hover

 ［ˈhɔvə］vi
 ．盘旋，徘徊



sarcasm

 ［ˈsɑːkæzəm］n
 ．讽刺，讥讽，嘲笑



executioner

 ［ˌeksiˈkjuːʃənə］n
 ．死刑执行人，刽子手



appalling

 ［əˈpɔːliŋ］adj
 ．骇人的；可怕的



cord

 ［kɔːd］n
 ．绳索



distinctly

 ［diˈstiŋktli］adv
 ．清楚地


CHAPTER 4

Dantes, although stunned
 , had sufficient
 presence of mind to hold his breath, and as his right hand (prepared as he was for every chance) held his knife open, he rapidly ripped
 up the sack
 , severed
 the cord that bound his legs, and, with a mighty leap
 , rose to the surface of the sea.

He remembered the island of Tiboulen to be quite near the Chateau d'If and determined to make for them. He found with pleasure that his captivity had taken away nothing of his power as a swimmer, and that he was still master of that element on whose bosom
 he had so often sported as a boy.

At last, shortly after dawn, he awoke washed up on the uninhabited
 island shore. As he walked along the shore, he spotted a smugglers'
 ship; realizing this to be his one escape, he immediately went to the ship. Explaining to the shipmates
 that he was a sailor, whose ship was lost at sea, the smugglers' captain agreed to take him onboard
 .

At first the captain had received Dantes with a certain degree of distrust. But the skilful
 manner in which Dantes had handled his duties had entirely reassured
 him, and the ship's men grew to respect the new man as one of their own.

After three months remaining with the crew, an opportunity
 finally arrived to discover his fortune when the captain stopped at the Island of Monte Cristo for an illegal
 trade operation.

While on the island, Dantes pretended to injure himself, declaring that he was unable to move, and thus, the captain promised to return for the young mate in a week. Jacopo, Dantes' dear friend and fellow mate, offered to remain by his side, but Dantes declined
 , knowing he must find the treasure alone. As a result of the sympathetic devotion which Jacopo had from the first bestowed on Edmond, the latter was moved to a certain degree of affection. In later years, Edmond, with a chart in his hand, became the instructor of Jacopo, as the poor Priest Faria had been his tutor
 .

After the smugglers' departure from the island, Dantes began his search for the secret cave. On the spot the priest had instructed, he discovered the massive
 fortune. Dantes uttered a cry of joy and surprise; never had a first attempt been crowned
 with more perfect success. He found blazed piles of golden coin and bars of unpolished
 gold, along with diamonds, pearls, and rubies.

He fell to his knees, uttering a prayer intelligible
 to God alone. He soon became calm, for only now did he begin to realize his happiness. It was a night of joy and terror, such as this man of astonishing emotions had already experienced twice or three times in his lifetime.

The next morning, before the return of the smugglers' ship, he filled his pockets with jewels and gold pieces. He sailed with the crew to Leghorn
 , where he sold the smallest four diamonds for five thousand francs each. The following day, Dantes presented Jacopo with an entirely new vessel, promising to provide himself with a suitable crew upon condition that he would go at once to Marseilles for the purpose of inquiring
 after an old man named Louis Dantes, and also a young woman called Mercedes.

Dantes then set out to purchase
 a yacht of his own, taking pains to secure a secret compartment
 to hide his new-found treasure. The following day Dantes sailed with his yacht for Monte Cristo. He arrived on the island at the close of the second day to take possession of the remainder
 of the treasure. The island was utterly deserted, and bore no evidence of having been visited since he went away; his treasure was just as he had left it.

Upon the eighth day he discerned
 a small vessel under full sail approaching Monte Cristo. As it drew near, he recognized it as the boat he had given to Jacopo. He immediately signaled it. His signal was returned, and in two hours afterwards the newcomer lay at anchor
 beside the yacht. A mournful answer awaited each of Edmond's eager inquiries as to the information Jacopo had obtained. Old Dantes was dead, and Mercedes had disappeared. Dantes listened to these melancholy tidings
 with outward calmness; but, leaping lightly ashore, he signified his desire to be quite alone. In a couple of hours he returned, declaring that he would immediately set sail for Marseilles.

注释





stun

 ［stʌn］vt
 ．使晕倒，惊吓，晕



sufficient

 ［səˈfiʃənt］adj
 ．充分的，足够的



rip

 ［rip］v
 ．撕，剥，劈，撕裂



sack

 ［sæk］n
 ．大袋，麻布袋



sever

 ［ˈsevə］v
 ．切断



leap

 ［liːp］n
 ．跳，跳越，跳跃



bosom

 ［ˈbuzəm］n
 ．胸部，胸，胸怀



uninhabited

 ［ʌninˈhæbitid］adj
 ．无人居住的，杳无人迹的



smuggler

 ［ˈsmʌɡələ］n
 ．走私者，走私犯



one

 ［wʌn］adj
 ．唯一的，单个的



shipmate

 ［ˈʃipmeit］n
 ．同船水手



onboard

 ［ˈɔnˈbɔːd］adj
 ．随车携带的



skilful

 ［ˈskilful］adj
 ．巧妙的，技术好的



reassure

 ［ˌriːəˈʃuə］vt
 ．使…安心，再保证，打消…的疑虑



opportunity

 ［ˌɔpəˈtjuːniti］n
 ．机会，时机



illegal

 ［iˈliːɡəl］adj
 ．违法的



decline

 ［diˈklain］v
 ．拒绝，婉拒



tutor

 ［ˈtjuːtə］n
 ．家庭教师，（大学）指导教师，辅导教师



massive

 ［ˈmæsiv］adj
 ．厚重的，大块的



crown

 ［kraun］vt
 ．加冕，表彰，使圆满完成



unpolished

 ［ˈʌnˈpɔliʃt］adj
 ．未磨光的，无光泽的



intelligible

 ［inˈtelidʒəbl］adj
 ．可理解的



Leghorn

 ［ˈleɡˈhɔːn］n
 ．来亨（意大利城市）



inquire

 ［inˈkwaiə］v
 ．询问，问明，查究



purchase

 ［ˈpəːtʃəs］vt
 ．购买，买



yacht

 ［jɔt］n
 ．游艇，快艇，轻舟



compartment

 ［kəmˈpɑːtmənt］n
 ．舱，室；（分隔）间，箱，格，层



remainder

 ［riˈmeində］n
 ．剩余部分



discern

 ［diˈsəːn］v
 ．目睹，洞悉，辨别，看清楚



anchor

 ［ˈæŋkə］n
 ．锚



tidings

 ［ˌtaidiŋz］n
 ．消息


CHAPTER 5

For about seven or eight years, an impoverished
 little tavern in Marseilles had been kept by a man and his wife. The inn-keeper himself was a man of from forty to fifty-five years of age, tall, strong, and bony. His naturally dark complexion
 had assumed
 a still further shade of brown from the habit the unfortunate man had acquired
 of stationing himself from morning till eve at the threshold
 of his door, waiting for guests who seldom came, yet there he stood, day after day. This man was our old acquaintance, Gaspard Caderousse. His wife, on the contrary, was pale and sickly-looking, and rather bothersome
 to Caderousse.

One afternoon as the inn-keeper looked out, hoping for a guest to arrive, he perceived a priest approaching on horseback, who was in fact Dantes in the guise
 of an Italian clergyman
 .

"You are welcome, sir, most welcome!" began the astonished Caderousse.

The old Italian priest gazed on the person addressing him with a long and searching gaze
 .

"You are, I presume
 , M. Caderousse?" he began.

"Yes, sir," answered the host, even more surprised at the question than he had been by the silence which had preceded
 it.

"Did you, in the year 1814 or 1815, know anything of
 a young sailor named Dantes?"

"Dantes? Did I know poor dear Edmond? Why, Edmond Dantes and myself were intimate friends!" exclaimed Caderousse. "Tell me, I pray, what has become of poor Edmond? Did you know him? Is he alive and at liberty? Is he prosperous
 and happy?"

"He died a wretched, hopeless, heart-broken prisoner."

A deadly
 paleness took over the face of Caderousse, who turned away, and the priest saw him wiping tears from his eyes.

"You speak as though you had loved this young Dantes?" observed the priest.

"And so I did," replied Caderousse; "though once, I confess
 , I envied his good fortune. But I swear to you, sir, I have, since then, deeply and sincerely lamented
 his unhappy fate."

"I was called to see him on his death bed, that I might administer
 to him the consolations
 of religion. But the strangest part of his story was that Dantes, even in his dying moments, swore that he was utterly ignorant of the cause of his punishment."

"And so he was," murmured Caderousse.

"A rich Englishman," continued the priest, "who had been his companion in misfortune, but had been released from prison, possessed a diamond of immense value; this jewel he bestowed on Dantes upon himself quitting the prison, as a mark of his gratitude for the kindness. Instead of employing this diamond in attempting to bribe
 his jailers, who might only have taken it and then betrayed
 him to the governor, Dantes carefully preserved
 it, that in the event of
 his getting out of prison he might have the means to live, for the sale of such a diamond would have quite sufficed to make his fortune."

"Then, I suppose," asked Caderousse, with eager, glowing
 looks, "that it was a stone of immense value?"

"Why, everything is relative," answered the priest. "To one in Edmond's position the diamond certainly was of great value. It was estimated
 at fifty thousand francs."

"Bless me!" exclaimed Caderousse, "fifty thousand francs!"

"Upon his death, he wished for me to divide the jewel between the five people he loved most: his father, another called Caderousse, one called Danglars, the fourth called Fernand, and the last, a beautiful woman he was to marry, named—"

"Mercedes," said Caderousse eagerly.

"True," said the priest, with a stifled sigh, "Mercedes it was. Dantes told me, before his death to sell this diamond; divide the money into five equal parts, and give an equal portion
 to these good friends, the only persons who had loved him upon earth."

"Well, I must tell you," began Caderousse, attempting to conceal
 his eagerness, "the elder Dantes died of grief
 the year after the disappearance of his son. The poor man, he refused to eat anything, and soon starved himself."

"It appears, then, that the miserable old man you were telling me of was forsaken by everyone. Surely, had not such been the case, he would not have perished
 by so dreadful a death."

"Why, he was not altogether forsaken," continued Caderousse, "for Mercedes and M. Morrel, Edmond's employer and faithful friend, were very kind to him, though the others you mentioned did nothing but betray poor Edmond," explained the old inn-keeper, having thought of a plan to keep the diamond for himself. And he began his story.

"First, sir," said Caderousse, "you must make me a promise. You must never let anyone know that it was I who supplied you with this information; for the persons of whom I am about to talk are rich and powerful, and if they only laid the tips of their fingers on me, I should break into pieces like glass."

"Make yourself easy, my friend," replied the priest. "I am a priest, and confessions
 die in my breast
 . Speak, then, without reserve, as without hatred; tell the truth, the whole truth."

Caderousse then explained the events leading to Dantes' imprisonment, after which, he felt a tremendous amount of guilt for his involvement.

It seems that after the young boy's imprisonment, the elder Dantes declared that he would starve himself, refusing to go on without his son. M. Morrel and Mercedes offered several times to care for him, but he refused. M. Morrel eventually left the old man a purse filled with gold; upon the old man's death, the purse was given to Caderousse till the prisoner's return. Unfortunately, M. Morrel was soon to be in financial
 ruin, as all his ships had sunk, aside from the Pharaon, the ship Dantes had sailed into Marseilles on before being sent to prison. If the Pharaon, as well, had sunk, the earnest
 shipowner would certainly be ruined.

"Tell me of those men," said the priest, "and remember too," he added in an almost menacing
 tone, "you have promised to tell me everything. Tell me, therefore, who are these men who killed the son with despair, and the father with famine
 ?"

"Two men jealous
 of him, sir; one from love, and the other from ambition, Fernand and Danglars. The two denounced
 Edmond as an agent of Bonaparte in a letter."

"And where was this letter written?"

"At La Reserve, the day before the wedding feast."

"It was so, then," murmured the priest. "Oh, Faria, Faria, how well did you judge men and things! Now," he said, turning again to the inn-keeper, "go on."

The humbled
 inn-keeper then explained that shortly after Dantes' imprisonment, Danglars left for Spain, where he worked in a banking house, earning millions before returning to Paris as one of its wealthiest residents
 .

Fernand, as well, gained a fantastic fortune, though where the wealth came from had been a mystery since his return from military
 duty in Greece. Eighteen months after Dantes' imprisonment, Fernand and Mercedes were married, before removing to Paris. Though she married Fernand, after being alone in the world with no one to turn to after the elder Dantes death, she never precisely
 loved him. Another possessed all Mercedes' heart, but after waiting, and finally believing her lover to have died long ago, she was sadly conquered
 . "Horrible!" exclaimed the priest, after hearing the fate of all.

"And it is thus heaven repays
 virtue, sir," added Caderousse. "You see, I, who never did a bad action but that I have told you of, am in desperate poverty
 , while Fernand and Danglars are rolling in wealth because their deeds have brought them good fortune, while honest men such as the elder Dantes, M. Morrel and myself have been reduced to misery."

"And M. Villefort?" asked the priest.

"Oh, he never was a friend of mine, I did not know him, and I had nothing to ask of him."

"Do you not know what became of him, and the share he had in Edmond's misfortunes?"

"No; I only know that some time after Edmond's arrest, he married Miss Saint-Meran, and soon after left Marseilles; no doubt he has been as lucky as the rest; no doubt he is as rich as Danglars, as high in station as Fernand. I only, as you see, have remained poor, wretched, and forgotten."

"You are mistaken, my friend," replied the priest; "God may seem sometimes to forget for a time, while his justice waits, but there always comes a moment when he remembers!" As he spoke, the priest took the diamond from his pocket, and giving it to Caderousse, said, "Here, my friend, take this diamond, it is yours."

"What, for me only?"

"This diamond was to have been shared among his friends. Edmond had one friend only, and thus it cannot be divided. In exchange," he continued, "give me the red silk purse that M. Morrel left for old Dantes, and which you tell me is still in your hands."

"Fifty thousand francs," muttered Caderousse's wife after the priest's departure, "is a large sum
 of money, but it is not a fortune."

The day after, a man of about thirty, having the accent of an Englishman, and calling himself, Lord Wilmore, still Edmond Dantes in disguise
 , presented himself before the inspector of prisons, after hearing he had a large stake
 in M. Morrel's shipping company. The mysterious Englishman requested to buy all his stock
 at full price. Knowing the shipping company may soon be in ruin, the inspector eagerly agreed to the sale, delighted at such good fortune. After the business of the sale was finished, the Englishman asked to see the prison files for Faria, claiming
 that he was once a pupil under the good priest. Secretly, however, Dantes looked through his own file, as well, removing the accusatory
 letter, written by Danglars and delivered by Fernand, along with the documents proving that Villefort had ordered him to be locked away for the rest of his days.

Anyone who had quitted Marseilles a few years previously, well acquainted
 with the interior
 of Morrel's warehouse
 , and had returned at this date, would have found a great change. Instead of that air of life, of comfort, and of happiness that permeates
 a flourishing
 and prosperous business establishment
 , one would have immediately perceived all aspect of sadness and gloom. Out of all the numerous
 clerks that used to fill the deserted corridor
 and the empty office, but two remained. One was a young man, Emmanuel Herbaut, nearly twenty-three, who was in love with M. Morrel's daughter, Julie, and had remained with him in spite of the efforts of his friends to induce
 him to withdraw
 ; the other was an old one-eyed servant.

Since the end of the month, M. Morrel had passed many an anxious hour. In order to meet the payments then due, he had collected all his resources
 , selling his wife's jewels and plate. By this means the end of the month was passed, but his resources were now exhausted
 . Credit was no longer to be had; and to meet the one hundred thousand francs due on the tenth of the present month, M. Morrel had, in reality, no hope but the return of the Pharaon, which had not been heard from in nearly a fortnight.

Such was the state of affairs when the mysterious Englishman presented himself at M. Morrel's. The Englishman entered, and found Morrel seated at a table. The Englishman then explained his recent purchase of stock in the shipping company. During this interview came the terrible news that the Pharaon had indeed, been lost. The Englishman then granted
 M. Morrel another three months to repay
 what was owed, to the great relief
 of the shipowner.

"I shall renew
 these bills up to the fifth of September; and on the fifth of September at eleven o'clock (the hand of the clock pointed to eleven), I shall come to receive the money."

"I shall expect you," returned Morrel; "and I will pay you, or I shall be dead." The bills were renewed, the old ones destroyed, and the poor ship-owner found himself with three months before him to collect his resources. Morrel, overwhelming
 him with grateful blessings, conducted him to the staircase. The stranger met Julie on the stairs; she pretended to be descending
 , but in reality she was waiting for him.

"Oh, sir," said she, clasping her hands.

"Miss," said the stranger, "one day you will receive a letter signed 'Sinbad the Sailor'. Do exactly what the letter bids
 you, however strange it may appear."

"Yes, sir," returned Julie.

"Do you promise?"

"I swear to you I will."

"It is well. Goodbye, miss. Continue to be the good, sweet girl you are at present, and I have great hopes that heaven will reward you by giving you Emmanuel for a husband."

The extension
 provided for by the Englishman was to the poor shipowner a decided stroke
 of good fortune. Unfortunately, however, during the three months before the bills again came due, he was still unable to repay the debt. As he had never allowed a bill to go unpaid
 in his life, M. Morrel decided he must die, rather than bear the shame of not fulfilling
 his duties. He then explained his reasons to his son, who, at first shocked, later understood his father's painful decision.

During this discussion between father and son, Julie received a letter from "Sinbad the Sailor," just as the English creditor had promised. The letter instructed her on where to obtain the red silk purse her father had once given Dantes' father. Inside the purse were found the Englishman's bills, which had been paid, along with a magnificent
 diamond, enabling
 Julie to marry Emmanuel.

Julie returned home immediately to find her father readying himself for death. The family was overjoyed with their tremendous fortune; their attention, however, soon turned to the harbour, where they were shocked to find a ship, painted to look like the Pharaon, complete with its cargo to be shipped, returned. She was the exact duplicate
 of the other Pharaon. As Morrel and his son embraced
 , amid
 the applause
 of the whole city witnessing
 this event, a man, with his face half-covered by a black beard, left his hiding-place.

"And now," said the unknown, "farewell kindness, humanity
 , and gratitude! Farewell to all the feelings that expand
 the heart! Now the god of vengeance yields
 to me his power to punish the wicked
 !" At these words he gave a signal, and, as if only awaiting this signal, the yacht instantly put out to sea.

注释





impoverished

 ［imˈpɔvəriʃt］adj
 ．穷困的，无力的，用尽了的



complexion

 ［kəmˈplekʃən］n
 ．面色，肤色



assume

 ［əˈsjuːm］vt
 ．表现为，呈（形式，姿态，位置）



acquire

 ［əˈkwaiə］adj
 ．已成习惯的，后天通过努力得到的



threshold

 ［ˈθreʃhəuld］n
 ．门槛；门口



bothersome

 ［ˈbɔðəsəm］adj
 ．引起麻烦的，令人烦恼的



guise

 ［ɡaiz］n
 ．外观，姿态，装束，伪装



clergyman

 ［ˈkləːdʒimən］n
 ．牧师，教士



gaze

 ［ɡeiz］v
 ．盯，凝视



presume

 ［priˈzjuːm］vt
 ．假定，假设，认为



precede

 ［pri(ː)ˈsiːd］v
 ．领先（于），在…之前，先于



anything of

 （用于疑问或条件句）多多少少；一点…的味儿



prosperous

 ［ˈprɔspərəs］adj
 ．顺利的，吉利的；有利的



deadly

 ［ˈdedli］adj
 ．死一般的，极度的



confess

 ［kɔnˈfes］v
 ．承认，坦白，忏悔



lament

 ［ləˈment］vt
 ．悲痛；痛惜；惋惜



administer

 ［ədˈministə］v
 ．管理，给予，执行



consolation

 ［kənˈsəleiʃən］n
 ．（被）安慰，起安慰作用的人或事物



swear

 ［swɛə］v
 ．宣誓，发誓



bribe

 ［braib］vt
 ．贿赂，向…行贿



betray

 ［biˈtrei］vt
 ．出卖，背叛，泄露（秘密）



preserve

 ［priˈzəːv］vt
 ．保护，保存，保藏



in the event of

 如果…发生



glowing

 ［ˈɡləuiŋ］adj
 ．炽热的，容光焕发的



estimate

 ［ˈestimeit］v
 ．估计，估价，评估



portion

 ［ˈpɔːʃən］n
 ．一部分，一份



conceal

 ［kənˈsiːl］vt
 ．隐藏，隐蔽，隐瞒



grief

 ［ɡriːf］n
 ．悲痛，伤心事，不幸，忧伤



perish

 ［ˈperiʃ］vt
 ．毁坏，使麻木



confession

 ［kɔnˈfeʃən］n
 ．供认，忏悔，坦白，承认



breast

 ［brest］n
 ．胸部，胸怀，心情



financial

 ［faiˈnænʃəl］adj
 ．财政的，金融的



earnest

 ［ˈəːnist］adj
 ．认真的，热心的，真挚的



menace

 ［ˈmenəs］v
 ．威胁，险恶



famine

 ［ˈfæmin］n
 ．饥荒，＜古＞饥饿



jealous

 ［ˈdʒeləs］adj
 ．妒忌的，猜疑的，嫉妒的



denounce

 ［diˈnauns］vt
 ．斥责，告发，揭发



humble

 ［ˈhʌmbəl］vt
 ．使…卑下，挫，贬抑



resident

 ［ˈrezidənt］n
 ．居民



military

 ［ˈmilitəri］adj
 ．军事的，军用的



precisely

 ［priˈsaisli］adv
 ．正好，准确地；明确地



conquer

 ［ˈkɔŋkə］vt
 ．征服，战胜



repay

 ［riˈpei］v
 ．偿还，报答，报复



desperate

 ［ˈdespərit］adj
 ．穷途末路的，令人绝望的



poverty

 ［ˈpɔvəti］n
 ．贫穷，贫困，贫乏



sum

 ［sʌm］n
 ．金额，款项



disguise

 ［disˈɡaiz］n
 ．假装，伪装



stake

 ［steik］n
 ．（下在生意上的）股本（份）



stock

 ［stɔk］n
 ．库存，股票，股份



claim

 ［kleim］vt
 ．（根据权利）要求，认领，声称，主张



accusatory

 ［əˈkjuːzətəri］adj
 ．非难的，控诉的，指责的



acquaint

 ［əˈkweint］vt
 ．使熟悉，使了解，使通晓



interior

 ［inˈtiəriə］n
 ．内部



warehouse

 ［ˈwɛəhaus］n
 ．仓库，货栈，大商店



permeate

 ［ˈpəːmieit］vt
 ．弥漫，渗透，透过，充满



flourishing

 ［ˈflʌriʃiŋ］adj
 ．繁茂的，繁荣的，欣欣向荣的



establishment

 ［iˈstæbliʃmənt］n
 ．设施，公司，商业机构



numerous

 ［ˈnjuːmərəs］adj
 ．众多的，许多的，无数的



corridor

 ［ˈkɔridɔː］n
 ．走廊



induce

 ［inˈdjuːs］vt
 ．劝诱，促使，导致



withdraw

 ［wiðˈdrɔː］vt
 ．收回，撤消，退出



resource

 ［riˈsɔːs］n
 ．资源，财力



exhausted

 ［iɡˈzɔːstid］adj
 ．耗尽的，疲惫的



grant

 ［ɡrɑːnt］vt
 ．同意，准予



repay

 ［riˈpei］v
 ．偿还，报答



relief

 ［riˈliːf］n
 ．（痛苦等的）减轻，（债务等的）免除



renew

 ［riˈnjuː］vt
 ．使更新，续借，延期



overwhelm

 ［ˌəuvəˈhwelm］vt
 ．淹没，受打击，制服，压倒



descend

 ［diˈsend］v
 ．下去



bid

 ［bid］vt
 ．命令，吩咐



extension

 ［ikˈstenʃən］n
 ．延长，延期



stroke

 ［strəuk］n
 ．一次努力，意外的运气



unpaid

 ［ʌnˈpeid］adj
 ．未付款的，未付清的



fulfil

 ［fulˈfil］vt
 ．实践，履行，实行



magnificent

 ［mæɡˈnifisənt］adj
 ．华丽的，高尚的，宏伟的



enable

 ［iˈneibəl］vt
 ．使能够，授予权利或方法



duplicate

 ［ˈdjuːplikeit］n
 ．复制品，副本



embrace

 ［imˈbreis］vt
 ．拥抱，互相拥抱



amid

 ［əˈmid］prep
 ．在…中



applause

 ［əˈplɔːz］n
 ．鼓掌欢迎，欢呼



witness

 ［ˈwitnis］vt
 ．目击，为…作证，证明，表明



humanity

 ［hju(ː)ˈmæniti］n
 ．人性，人类，仁慈



expand

 ［ikˈspænd］vt
 ．使膨胀，扩张，张开，发展



yield

 ［jiːld］vt
 ．让给；让渡



wicked

 ［ˈwikid］adj
 ．坏的，邪恶的，缺德的


CHAPTER 6

Ten years hence
 , towards the beginning of the year 1838, a young man belonging to the first society of Paris, Baron Franz d'Epinay, arrived on the Island of Monte Cristo for wild goat hunting, a mysterious place rumored
 to be a refuge
 for smugglers and pirates
 .

The young noble went alone with a crew of sailors whom he did not know, and who had no reason to be devoted to him; who knew that he had several thousand francs in his belt, and who had often examined his weapons, which were very beautiful, if not with envy, at least with curiosity.

While on the island, Franz met a group of smugglers, and soon discovered that their remote
 leader, known only as "Sinbad the Sailor," still the Edmond Dantes of years before, resided
 on the island in a fabulous
 cavern made into a secret palace. Franz was at last allowed to meet with the wildly wealthy leader, one who, rather than having been a smuggler himself, was a wealthy noble, traveling for pleasure, though no one had yet discovered his true name or country of birth.

During his meeting with the mystifying leader, Franz was amazed at the abundance
 of Oriental luxury, in his furniture, dishes, and deco
 . The entire chamber was filled with Arabian swords, Venetian glass, and Turkish
 carpets. The host gave Franz time to recover from his surprise, and, moreover, returned look for look, not even taking his eyes off him. Franz soon discovered this puzzling traveller spent his days roaming
 the world, performing acts of charity
 , such as saving bandits from punishment.

"Let me give you an example. My dear servant, Ali, had once been caught wandering near the Palace of Tunis, and he was condemned to have his tongue cut out, and his hand and head cut off; the tongue the first day, the hand the second, and the head the third. I always had a desire to have a mute
 in my service, so learning the day his tongue was cut out, I went to the prison, offering a great sum for his freedom."

Franz remained a moment silent, hardly knowing what to think of the half-kindness, half-cruelty, with which his host related the brief narrative
 . After a long discussion of the host's many travels, Franz returned to his ship, intent on discovering the secret entrance to the cavernous palace the following day, as he had been blind-folded while entering and leaving. The next morning, he returned with the hopes of finding the entrance, but found no success. He then set sail for Rome, where he was to meet Albert de Morcerf, son of the powerful French noble, the Count de Morcerf, once called Fernand. Arriving late for the citywide
 festival, the two were disappointed to find no carriages to rent
 .

As the two gentlemen were leaving their hotel to join the festivities, the hotel keeper gravely
 warned them of the many bandits passing through, particularly one called Luigi Vampa, a fierce but powerful bandit chief. The young men gave little consideration to the warning, eager to take part in the festival.

注释





hence

 ［hens］adv
 ．从此以后



rumor

 ［ˈruːmə］vt
 ．谣传，传闻



refuge

 ［ˈrefjuːdʒ］n
 ．庇护，避难，避难所



pirate

 ［ˈpaiərit］n
 ．海盗



remote

 ［riˈməut］adj
 ．偏僻的，隐居的



reside

 ［riˈzaid］vi
 ．居住



fabulous

 ［ˈfæbjuləs］adj
 ．神话般的，传说中的，难以置信的



abundance

 ［əˈbʌndəns］n
 ．丰富，充裕



decor

 ［ˈdeikɔː］n
 ．装饰格调



Turkish

 ［ˈtəːkiʃ］adj
 ．土耳其的，土耳其人的



roam

 ［rəum］vi
 ．& vt
 ．漫游，游历；闲逛



charity

 ［ˈtʃæriti］n
 ．慈善，施舍



mute

 ［mjuːt］n
 ．哑巴



narrative

 ［ˈnærətiv］adj
 ．叙述性的



citywide

 ［ˈsitiwaid］adj
 ．全市的，全市性的



rent

 ［rent］v
 ．租，租借，出租



gravely

 ［ɡreivli］adv
 ．严峻地，庄重地，严肃地


CHAPTER 7

While in Rome, Franz and Albert were introduced to the Count of Monte Cristo, residing
 in the hotel, as well. After discovering the two young men without a carriage for the festivities, the count immediately offered his own for their use.

"Franz and I have to thank you a thousand times, Count," returned Albert; "we were on the point of inventing a fantastic vehicle
 when your friendly invitation reached us."

"Indeed," returned the count, "I most eagerly seized the opportunity of offering my services." The two young men bowed. Franz had, as yet, found nothing to say; he had, during the interview, discovered the count to be the same mysterious traveler he had become acquainted
 with on the Island of Monte Cristo, known as Sinbad the Sailor. But, as nothing in the count's manner manifested
 the wish that he should recognize him, he resolved to let things take their course without making any direct inquiries to the count. Franz was quite sure, however, he had seen the count at the Colosseum in serious discussion with the famed bandit, Luigi Vampa, and overheard part of their conversation.

The next evening, Franz and Albert met the Count of Monte Cristo at the opera house. Accompanying
 him was a ravishing
 Greek beauty, called Haidee, whom Franz later declared to be the most beautiful woman he had ever beheld
 .

As for Albert, he was busily occupied throwing bouquets of flowers at Roman peasants during the following days of the carnival
 , determined to engage in several love affairs. One afternoon, Albert became enchanted with a beautiful Roman; a flirtation between the two continued throughout the next few days. She was charming. Franz congratulated Albert, who received his congratulations with the air of a man conscious that they were merited.

One late evening during the carnival, Franz returned to the hotel only to find a note from Luigi Vampa himself. The beautiful woman Albert had become interested in had, in fact, been the lover of the infamous bandit.


If by six in the morning four thousand francs are not in my hands, by seven o'clock the Count Albert will have ceased to live
 .


Luigi Vampa


There was no time to lose. Franz hastened to open the secretary, and found the pocket-book in the drawer, and in it the letter of credit. There were in all six thousand francs, but of these six thousand Albert had already expended
 three thousand. He then remembered the Count of Monte Cristo, and hastened to him immediately to beg for help.

Franz and the count then set out for an underground burial chamber where Albert was being held. Vampa greeted the count with surprising civility
 , agreeing immediately to release the young man. Albert, though failing to recognize the frightful danger he had been in, was immensely
 grateful to the count for his assistance in the matter.

The first words that Albert uttered to his friend, on the following morning, contained a request that Franz accompany him on a visit to the count; true, the young man had warmly and energetically thanked the count on the previous evening; but services such as he had rendered could never be too often acknowledged
 .

"My dear count," said Albert, advancing to meet him, "permit me to repeat the poor thanks I offered last night. I shall never cease to dwell
 with grateful recollection on the prompt
 and important service you rendered me; and also to remember that to you I am indebted even for my life."

"My very good friend and excellent neighbor," replied the count, with a smile, "you really exaggerate
 my trifling exertions
 . I unhesitatingly
 place the best services of myself, and all to whom my life is dear, at your disposal
 . But, I must ask a great favor of you. I am wholly
 a stranger to Paris; it is a city I have never yet seen."

"So distinguished
 an individual as yourself," cried Albert, "could scarcely have required an introduction. I would take the greatest pleasure in introducing you to the finest society Paris has to offer."

"You are most kind. Then it is settled," said the count, "and I give you my solemn assurance
 that I only waited an opportunity like the present to realize plans that I have long meditated
 , and will join you in three months' time."

"I will confess to you, Albert," began Franz, after the count's departure, "the count is a very singular
 person, and the appointment you have made to meet him in Paris fills me with a thousand apprehensions."

"My dear fellow," exclaimed Albert, "what can there possibly be in that to excite uneasiness? Why, you must have lost your senses
 ."

"Whether I am in my senses or not," answered Franz, "that is the way I feel."

"Listen to me, Franz," said Albert; "I am glad that the occasion has presented itself for saying this to you, for I have noticed how cold you are in your bearing towards the count, while he, on the other hand, has always been courtesy
 itself to us. Have you anything particular against him?"

"Possibly."

"Did you ever meet him previously to coming to Rome?"

"I have."

"And where?"

"Will you promise me not to repeat a single word of what I am about to tell you?"

"I promise."

"Then listen to me." Franz then related to his friend the history of his excursion
 to the Island of Monte Cristo and of his finding a party of smugglers there. Then he detailed
 the conversation overheard by him at the Colosseum, between the count and Vampa. At last he arrived at the adventure of the preceding
 night, and the embarrassment
 in which he found himself placed by not having sufficient cash for Albert's release, and finally of his application to the count and the picturesque and satisfactory result that followed. Albert listened with the most profound attention.

"My good friend," Albert began, "you must have lost your senses to think it possible I could act with such cold-blooded policy
 as to refuse his request after his gracious
 assistance?"

"Still," said Franz with a sigh, "in spite of all, you must admit that this Count of Monte Cristo is a rather strange character."

"He is a charitable
 gentleman," answered the other. "And now, my dear Franz, let us talk of something else."

Franz silently consented
 .

注释





reside

 ［riˈzaid］vi
 ．居住



vehicle

 ［ˈviːikəl］n
 ．交通工具，车辆



acquaint

 ［əˈkweint］vt
 ．使熟悉，使了解



manifest

 ［ˈmænifest］vt
 ．表明，证明



acccompany

 ［əˈkʌmpəni］vt
 ．陪伴，伴奏



ravishing

 ［ˈræviʃiŋ］adj
 ．非常美丽的



behold

 ［biˈhəuld］vt
 ．把…视为；vi．看



carnival

 ［ˈkɑːnivəl］n
 ．狂欢节，饮宴狂欢



cease

 ［siːs］vi
 ．& vt
 ．结束，停息，终止



expend

 ［ikˈspend］vt
 ．花费，消耗，支出



civility

 ［siˈviliti］n
 ．礼貌，端庄



immensely

 ［iˈmensli］adv
 ．无限地，广大地



acknowledge

 ［əkˈnɔlidʒ］vt
 ．承认，答谢，报偿



dwell

 ［dwel］vi
 ．居留，居住



prompt

 ［prɔmpt］adj
 ．立刻的，迅速的



exaggerate

 ［iɡˈzædʒəreit］v
 ．夸张，夸大



trifle

 ［ˈtraifəl］adj
 ．不重要的



exertion

 ［iɡˈzəːtʃən］n
 ．尽力，努力，发挥



unhesitatingly

 ［ˈʌnˈheziteitiŋli］adv
 ．不踌躇地，坚定地，迅速地



disposal

 ［disˈpəuzəl］n
 ．处理，处置，安排，支配



wholly

 ［ˈhəulli］adv
 ．整个，统统，全部



distinguished

 ［diˈstiŋɡwiʃt］adj
 ．卓著的，著名的，高贵的



asssurance

 ［əˈʃuərəns］n
 ．确信，断言，保证，担保



meditate

 ［ˈmediteit］v
 ．想，考虑，（尤指宗教上的）沉思，冥想



singular

 ［ˈsiŋɡjulə］adj
 ．奇异的，异常的，奇特的



lose one’s sense

 昏过去；发疯；失去理性



courtesy

 ［ˈkəːtisi］adj
 ．礼貌上的，礼节性的



excursion

 ［ikˈskəːʃən］n
 ．远足，游览，短程旅行



detail

 ［ˈdiːteil］vt
 ．详述，细说



preceding

 ［pri(ː) ˈsiːdiŋ］adj
 ．在前［先］的，前面的；



embarrrasssment

 ［imˈbærəsmənt］n
 ．窘迫，困惑，为难



policy

 ［ˈpɔlisi］n
 ．方针，策略；原则；为人处世之道



gracious

 ［ˈɡreiʃəs］adj
 ．亲切的，高尚的



charitable

 ［ˈtʃæritəbl］adj
 ．仁慈的，（为）慈善事业的，宽恕的



consent

 ［kənˈsent］vi
 ．同意，赞成，答应


CHAPTER 8

In the house where Albert had invited the Count of Monte Cristo, everything was being prepared on the morning of his arrival to do honor to the occasion. It was easy to discover that the delicate
 care of a mother, unwilling to part from her son, and yet aware that a young man of Albert's age required the full exercise of his liberty, had chosen this habitation
 for him. There were not lacking, however, evidences of what we may call the intelligent egoism
 of a youth who is charmed with
 the idle
 , careless life of an only son, and who lives as it were in a golden cage.

For this anticipated
 introduction, Albert invited several friends for a breakfast, all of whom eagerly awaited his arrival, after hearing the happenings involving the mysterious count in Rome. Among the guests are Lucien Debray, the secretary to the minister of the interior, Beauchamp, a local journalist and Maximilian Morrel, now a French military captain.

The count was announced, and Albert hastened to meet him in a ceremonial
 manner. The count received the party with cold civility until hearing the name of Maximilian Morrel, after which, a slight tinge of red colored his pale cheeks.

"I must tell you, dear Count, beneath this uniform beats one of the bravest and noblest hearts in the whole army," explained Albert, as he continued his introduction of the old shipowner's son.

"Oh, M. Morcerf," interrupted Morrel.

"Let me go on, Captain. And we have just heard before your arrival," continued Albert, "of a deed of his. He, while a courageous soldier in Constantinople, selflessly saved the life of another, risking his life fearlessly. It seems that on this day in question, his father was saved from utter
 ruin through a mysterious creditor, and our young friend, Morrel, here has vowed to perform a heroic act of some kind each year on the same day to commemorate
 such generosit
 ."

At these words it was still possible to observe in Monte Cristo the concentrated
 look, changing color, and slight trembling of the eyelid
 that show emotion.

"Ah, you have a noble heart," said the count; "so much the better."

This exclamation
 , which corresponded to the count's own thought rather than to what Albert was saying, surprised everybody, and especially Morrel, who looked at Monte Cristo with wonder.

When Albert found himself alone with Monte Cristo, "My dear count," said he, "allow me to commence
 my services as host by showing you a specimen
 of a bachelor
 's apartment."

Monte Cristo quickly appreciated all that Albert had collected here — old cabinets
 , Japanese porcelain
 , Oriental stuffs
 , Venetian glass, arms from all parts of the world — everything was familiar to him; and at the first glance he recognized their date, their country, and their origin. Morcerf had expected he should be the guide; on the contrary, it was he who, under the count's guidance, followed a course of archaeology and natural history. They descended to the first floor; Albert led his guest into the salon. The salon was filled with the works of modern artists; there were landscapes
 by Dupre, with their long reeds
 and tall trees. Albert expected to have something new this time to show to the traveller, but, to his great surprise, the latter, without seeking for the signatures, many of which, indeed, were only initials, named instantly the author of every picture in such a manner that it was easy to see that each name was not only known to him, but that each style associated
 with it had been appreciated and studied by him.

From the salon they passed into the bedchamber
 ; it was a model of taste and simple elegance
 . A single portrait
 , signed by Leopold Robert, shone in its carved frame
 . This portrait attracted the Count of Monte Cristo's attention, for he made three rapid steps in the chamber, and stopped suddenly before it. It was the portrait of a young woman of twenty-five or six, with a dark complexion, and light and radiant
 eyes, veiled beneath long lashes. She wore the picturesque costume
 of the Catalan woman. She was looking at the sea, and her form was outlined on the blue ocean and sky. Silence prevailed for an instant, during which Monte Cristo gazed intently
 on the picture.

"You have there a most charming mistress," said the count in a perfectly calm tone; "and this costume becomes her admirably."

"Ah, Sir," returned Albert, "I would never forgive you this mistake if you had seen another picture beside this. You do not know my mother; she it is whom you see here. She had her portrait painted thus six or eight years ago. This costume is a fancy one, it appears, and the resemblance
 is so great that I think I still see my mother the same as she was in 1830. The countess had this portrait painted during the count's absence. She doubtless intended to give him an agreeable
 surprise; but, strange to say, this portrait seemed to displease my father, and the value of the picture, which is, as you see, one of the best works of Leopold Robert, could not overcome his dislike to it. As my father refused to have it in the house, and my mother, who was unwilling to part with so valuable a picture, gave it to me to put here, where it would be less likely to displease M. Morcerf. Now," he continued, "excuse my talking of family matters, but as I shall have the honor of introducing you to the count, I tell you this to prevent you making any discussion of this picture. The picture seems to have a harmful influence, for my mother rarely comes here without looking at it, and still more rarely does she look at it without weeping. This disagreement is the only one that has ever taken place between the count and countess, who are still as much united, although married more than twenty years, as on the first day of their wedding."

Monte Cristo glanced rapidly at Albert, as if to seek a hidden meaning in his words, but it was evident the young man uttered them in the simplicity
 of his heart.

"Now," said Albert, "that you have seen all my treasures, allow me to offer them to you, unworthy
 as they are. Consider yourself as in your own house, and to put yourself still more at your ease
 , pray accompany me to the apartments of M. Morcerf, he whom I wrote from Rome an account of the services you rendered me, and to whom I announced your promised visit, and I may say that both the count and countess anxiously desire to thank you in person."

The count accepted the offer without enthusiasm and without regret, as one of those conventions
 of society which every gentleman looks upon as a duty. Albert summoned his servant, and ordered him to acquaint
 M. and Madame Morcerf of the arrival of the Count of Monte Cristo.

Monte Cristo soon found himself opposite to the Count of Morcerf in person. He was a man of forty to forty-five years, but he seemed at least fifty, and his black mustache and eyebrows contrasted
 strangely with his almost white hair, which was cut short, in the military fashion. He was dressed in plain clothes, and wore at his buttonhole the ribbons
 of the different orders to which he belonged. He entered with a tolerably dignified
 step, and some little haste. Monte Cristo saw him advance towards him without making a single step. It seemed as if his feet were rooted to the ground, and his eyes on the Count of Morcerf, now an influential senator
 .

"Father," said the young man, "I have the honor of presenting to you the Count of Monte Cristo, the generous
 friend whom I had the good fortune to meet in the critical
 situation of which I have told you."

"You are most welcome, Sir," said the Count of Morcerf, saluting Monte Cristo with a smile.

"It is a great honor to me," returned Monte Cristo, "to be thus, on the first day of my arrival in Paris, brought in contact
 with a man whose merit
 equals his reputation and fortune."

Soon after this introduction, the countess arrived, but could little conceal her shock and terror at seeing Edmond Dantes again, as the count's guise hid nothing from her; her husband, however, was charmed with the Count of Monte Cristo during the interview, and suspected nothing.

After the meeting was finished, Albert returned to his mother. He could not see the face of the countess, as it was covered with a thin veil
 she had put on her head, and which fell over her features
 in misty folds, but it seemed to him as though her voice had altered
 .

"My dear mother, have you been ill during my absence?"

"No, no, Albert. Now tell me, what is the name of this Monte Cristo?" she inquired.

"I believe, Mother, it is merely a title. The count purchased
 an island with the name. Though he has no ties to nobility through blood, he is known to be a man of very high distinction
 throughout Rome."

"Do you believe," she asked after a pause, "the count is really what he appears to be?"

"What does he appear to be?"

"Why, you have just said, a man of high distinction."

"I told you, my dear mother, he was esteemed
 such."

"But what is your own opinion, Albert?"

"I have seen so many remarkable things in him, that if you would have me really say what I think, I shall reply that I really do look upon him as one of my heroes, whom misery has marked with a fatal brand, but has risen out of misery by the force of adventurous genius
 , which has placed them above the laws of society."

"And — do — you — like — him?"

"Why, he pleases me in spite of Franz d' Epinay, who tries to convince
 me that he is a being returned from the other world."

The countess shuddered.

"Albert," she said, in a voice which was altered by emotion, "I have always put you on your guard against new acquaintances
 . Now you are a man, and are able to give me advice; yet I repeat to you, Albert, be prudent
 ."

After taking leave of the Morcerf family, Monte Cristo went to visit his new summer-house in Auteuil, previously owned by the Marquis Saint-Meran, whose daughter had married Villefort, but died soon after.

While he was exploring the grounds, his steward, Bertuccio, became frantic
 . When Monte Cristo pressed him for an explanation of his agitation, Bertuccio unfolded a complex
 story.

Bertuccio explained that years ago, his brother, who had been a soldier in Napoleon's army, was murdered by royalist assassins
 . Seeking justice for his brother's unfortunate death, Bertuccio visited the public prosecutor
 , Villefort, who, as a royalist, was rather unsympathetic
 to Bertuccio's story. Bertuccio then swore revenge upon the public prosecutor.

One evening, Bertuccio followed the prosecutor to his summer-house in Auteuil, where he kept his mistress, a recent widow
 . He waited for Villefort in the small garden behind the house, then stabbed
 him upon his entrance into the garden. Before leaving him for dead, Bertuccio grabbed
 for a box Villefort was intending to bury, thinking it to be a treasure of some sort. Instead, he found a live new-born child. Bertuccio immediately took the child with him, raising him with the help of his widowed
 sister-in-law.

The child, who Bertuccio called Benedetto, immediately showed terrible signs of cruelty. As an older boy, he disappeared, never to be heard from again.

Soon after his adventure to the house in Auteuil, Bertuccio found himself in Caderousse's inn, after fleeing from the authorities for Villefort's death. While hiding at the inn, Bertuccio witnessed
 Caderousse brutally
 murder a jeweler and his own wife, after an exchange was made for the diamond of forty-five thousand francs. The jeweler had planned to return home, but Caderousse persuaded him to remain for the night. After committing
 the two murders, Caderousse fled with the money and diamond.

The police then arrested Bertuccio for the crime, but was saved with the arrival of the priest Busoni, who cleared Bertuccio of the crime entirely after explaining he had given the diamond to Caderousse after the supposed death of Dantes. During the interview between Busoni and Bertuccio, the latter described the events that had passed, and the priest suggested that Bertuccio immediately contact the Count of Monte Cristo, who would hire him as a servant.

Soon after, Caderousse was found, and confessed
 to the crime, thereafter sentenced to a life of hard labor in prison. Some time after, Benedetto tortured
 his adopted mother for an insignificant
 amount of money before murdering her.

注释





delicate

 ［ˈdelikit］adj
 ．微妙的；关心的；得体的



habitation

 ［ˌhæbiˈteiʃən］n
 ．居住，住所；住宅



intelligent

 ［inˈtelidʒənt］adj
 ．聪明的，伶俐的，有才智的



egoism

 ［ˈiːɡəuiz(ə)m］n
 ．自我主义，利己主义



be charmed with

 醉心于，给…迷住



idle

 ［ˈaidl］adj
 ．闲散的；空闲的；懒散的



anticipate

 ［ænˈtisipeit］vt
 ．预期；预料；期待



ceremonial

 ［seriˈmənjəl］adj
 ．讲究仪式的；正式的



utter

 ［ˈʌtə］adj
 ．全然的，绝对的



vow

 ［vau］v
 ．宣誓，立誓，发誓



commemorate

 ［kəˈmeməreit］vt
 ．纪念



generosity

 ［ˌdʒenəˈrɔsiti］n
 ．慷慨，宽大



concentrated

 ［ˈkɔnsəntreitid］adj
 ．聚精会神的，专心的



eyelid

 ［ˈailid］n
 ．眼皮，眼睑



exclamation

 ［ˌekskləˈmeiʃən］n
 ．惊呼，感叹，惊叹



commence

 ［kəˈmens］vt
 ．开始；着手



specimen

 ［ˈspesimin］n
 ．范例，标本，样品，样本



bachelor

 ［ˈbætʃələ］n
 ．未婚男子，独身汉



cabinet

 ［ˈkæbinit］n
 ．框，箱，橱



porcelain

 ［ˈpɔːslin］n
 ．瓷器，瓷



stuff

 ［stʌf］n
 ．织品，呢绒



landscape

 ［ˈlændskeip］n
 ．山水画；风景



reed

 ［riːd］n
 ．芦苇，芦杆



associate

 ［əˈsəuʃieit］vt
 ．由…联想到…，把…联系起来



bedchamber

 ［ˈbedˌtʃeimbə］n
 ．卧室，寝室



elegance

 ［ˈeliɡəns］n
 ．高雅，优雅，雅致



portrait

 ［ˈpɔːtrit］n
 ．肖像，人像



frame

 ［freim］n
 ．帧，画面，框架



radiant

 ［ˈreidjənt］adj
 ．发光的，光芒四射的，容光焕发的



costume

 ［ˈkɔstjuːm］n
 ．装束，服装



intently

 ［inˈtentli］adv
 ．专心地，集中地



resemblance

 ［riˈzembləns］n
 ．相似性；外表；肖像



agreeable

 ［əˈɡriəbəl］adj
 ．使人愉快的，惬意的



simplicity

 ［simˈplisəti］n
 ．朴实，率真



unworthy

 ［ˌʌnˈwəːði］a
 ．无价值的；不值得的



at one's ease

 没有拘束的



convention

 ［kənˈvenʃən］n
 ．习俗，惯例



acquaint

 ［əˈkweint］vt
 ．通知



eyebrows

 ［ˈaibrau］n
 ．眉，眉毛



contrast

 ［kənˈtræst］vt
 ．使与…对比，使与…对照



ribbon

 ［ˈribən］n
 ．勋章等的绶带；【军】勋表（军服左上袋上方所佩颜色鲜明的条带，用以代表勋章）



tolerably

 ［ˈtɔlərəb(ə)li］adv
 ．可容忍地，可宽恕地



dignified

 ［ˈdiɡnifaid］adj
 ．威风的，尊严的；高贵的



influential

 ［ˌinfluˈenʃl］adj
 ．有影响力的，有势力的



senator

 ［senətə(r)］n
 ．参议员



generous

 ［ˈdʒenərəs］adj
 ．慷慨的，豪爽的



critical

 ［ˈkritikəl］adj
 ．紧要的；严重的，危险的，危急的



contact

 ［ˈkɔntækt］n
 ．接触，联系



merit

 ［ˈmerit］n
 ．价值；功德



veil

 ［veil］n
 ．面纱



feature

 ［ˈfiːtʃə］n
 ．面容（单数表示面容的一部分）；［pl．］面貌，相貌



alter

 ［ˈɔːltə］v
 ．改变



purchase

 ［ˈpəːtʃəs］vt
 ．购买



distinction

 ［disˈtiŋkʃən］n
 ．优越；卓越；盛名



esteem

 ［iˈstiːm］vt
 ．把…看做，尊敬，尊重，认为



genius

 ［ˈdʒiːnjəs］n
 ．天才，天赋



convince

 ［kənˈvins］vt
 ．使确信，使信服



acquaintance

 ［əˈkweintəns］n
 ．相识的人；熟人



prudent

 ［ˈpruːdənt］adj
 ．谨慎的



frantic

 ［ˈfræntik］adj
 ．狂乱的，疯狂的，发疯的



complex

 ［ˈkɔmpleks］adj
 ．复杂的，错综的



assassin

 ［əˌsæsin］n
 ．暗杀者，刺客



public prosecutor

 公诉人，检察官



unsympathetic

 ［ˈʌnsimpəˈθetik］adj
 ．无同情心的，冷淡的；无情的



widow

 ［ˈwidəu］n
 ．寡妇



stab

 ［stæb］vt
 ．刺，刺伤



grab

 ［ɡræb］vt
 ．攫取，抓，抢夺



witness

 ［ˈwitnis］vt
 ．目击，为…作证，证明，表明



brutally

 ［ˈbruːtli］adv
 ．兽性地，残酷地



commit

 ［kəˈmit］vt
 ．犯（错误，罪行）



confess

 ［kɔnˈfes］vi
 ．承（供）认，坦白，confess to承认



torture

 ［ˈtɔːtʃə］vt
 ．拷问（打）；（使受）折磨



insignificant

 ［ˌinsiɡˈnifikənt］adj
 ．无意义的；无关重要的


CHAPTER 9

The day after his arrival, the Count of Monte Cristo went to Danglars, now a wealthy banker in Paris, to open an unlimited line of credit for use during his stay in Paris. The banker was shocked and humbled at such a substantial
 request, but was nonetheless eager to grant the appeal, knowing the financial gain he might acquire from such an opportunity.

Soon after the meeting with Danglars, the count order Bertuccio to purchase Danglars' finest two horses for twice the price of their worth, after discovering that these horses actually belonged to Danglars' wife.

Madame Danglars, after discovering the news, became enraged with her husband for making a sale of her beloved horses. Later that evening, the count returned the horses as a gift to Madame Danglars, thus gaining the favor of the Danglars' family. During the evening visit, Madame Danglars casually
 mentioned that Madame Villefort was to borrow the horses the next day. After departing, the count had one of his servants give secret herbs to the horses to force them to become wild during the ride the following day.

The next day, as planned, the horses ran wild as Madame Villefort and her son were riding. The count's servant easily rescued the terrified mother and son, returning them home immediately. The following day, Villefort arrived to pay the count a visit to show his gratitude.

Villefort always spoke with dignity and respect, and he knew so many things, that not only was he always carefully considered, but sometimes consulted
 by the king. To his friends M. de Villefort was a powerful protector
 ; to his enemies, he was a silent, but bitter opponent
 ; for those who were neither the one nor the other, he was a statue
 of the law-made man. He was the same man, or rather the development of the same man, whom we have seen as an attorney in Marseilles. Nature, according to her way, had made no deviation
 in the path he had marked out for himself.

Villefort glanced around, in order to seize on something on which the conversation might turn, and seemed to fall easily on a topic. He saw the map which Monte Cristo had been examining when he entered, and said, "You seem geographically engaged, sir? It is a rich study for you, who, as I learn, have seen as many lands as are outlined on this map."

"Yes, sir," replied the count; "I have sought to make of the human race, taken in the mass, what you practice every day on individuals — a philosophical
 study. I have believed it was much easier to descend from the whole to a part than to ascend
 from a part to the whole."

Villefort's astonishment was severe at such a declaration.

"Sir," he responded, "you are a stranger, and I believe you say yourself that a portion of your life has been spent in Oriental countries, so you are not aware how human justice, so expedition in brutal
 countries, takes with us a prudent and well-studied course."

"Oh, yes — yes, I do, sir. I know all that, for it is with the justice of all countries especially that I have occupied myself — it is with the criminal procedure
 of all nations that I have compared natural justice, and I must say, sir, that it is the law of primitive
 nations, that is, the law of retaliation, that I have most frequently found to be according to the law of God."

"If this law were adopted, sir," said the attorney, "it would greatly simplify
 our legal codes
 , and in that case the magistrates would not have much to do."

"It may, perhaps, come to this in time," observed Monte Cristo; "you know that human inventions march from the complex to the simple, and simplicity is always perfection."

"In the meanwhile," continued the magistrate, "our codes are in full force, with all their contradictory
 enactments derived
 from ancient Roman and Greek customs; the knowledge of all which, you will agree, is not to be acquired without extended labor; it needs tedious
 study to acquire
 this knowledge, and, when acquired, a strong power of brain to retain
 it."

"I agree with you entirely, sir; but all that even you know with respect to the French code, I know, not only in reference to
 that code, but as regards the codes of all nations. The English, Turkish, Japanese, Hindu laws, are as familiar to me as the French laws, and thus I was right, when I said to you, that relatively (you know that everything is relative, sir) — that relatively to what I have done, you have very little to do; but that relatively to all I have learned, you have yet a great deal to learn."

"But with what motive
 have you learned all this?" inquired Villefort, in astonishment.

Monte Cristo smiled. "Really, sir," he observed, "I see that in spite of the reputation which you have acquired as a superior man, you look at everything from the material and vulgar
 view of society, beginning with man, and ending with man — that is to say, in the most restricted, most narrow view which it is possible for human understanding to embrace
 ."

"Pray, sir, explain yourself," said Villefort, more and more astonished, "I really do — not — understand you — perfectly."

"I say, sir, that with the eyes fixed on the social organization of nations, you see only the springs of the machine, and lose sight of the sublime workman
 who makes them act; I say that you do not recognize before you and around you any but those office-holders
 whose commissions
 have been signed by a minister or king; and that the men whom God has put above those office-holders, ministers, and kings, by giving them a mission to follow out, instead of a post to fill — I say that they escape your narrow, limited field of observation
 . It is thus that human weakness fails, from its imperfect organs
 ."

"Then," said Villefort, more and more amazed, and really supposing he was speaking to a mystic or a madman, "you consider yourself as one of those extraordinary beings whom you have mentioned?"

"And why not?" said Monte Cristo coldly.

"Your pardon, sir," replied Villefort, quite astonished, "but you will excuse me if, when I presented myself to you, I was unaware
 that I should meet with a person whose knowledge and understanding so far surpass
 the usual knowledge and understanding of men. It is not usual with us corrupted
 fools of civilization
 to find gentlemen like yourself, possessors, as you are, of immense fortune — at least, so it is said — and I beg you to observe that I do not inquire, I merely repeat; — it is not usual, I say, for such privileged
 and wealthy beings to waste their time in speculations
 on the state of society, in philosophical dreams, intended at best to console those whom fate has disinherited
 from the goods of this world."

"Really, sir," retorted
 the count, "have you attained the eminent
 situation in which you are, without having admitted, or even without having met with exceptions? And do you never use your eyes, which must have acquired so much refinement
 and certainty, to divine
 , at a glance, the kind of man by whom you are confronted
 ? Should not a magistrate be not merely the best administrator
 of the law, but the most clever to search the hearts and minds of society?"

"Sir," said Villefort, "upon my word, you overcome me. I really never heard a person speak as you do."

"Because you remain eternally
 encircled in a round of general conditions, and have never dared to raise your wings into those upper spheres
 which God has peopled with invisible
 or exceptional beings."

After further discussion of varying
 methods of criminal justice, Villefort revealed that his father, Nortier, the once influential senator under Napoleon, had recently suffered a stroke, and was no longer able to speak or walk about unassisted
 .

It was noon when Villefort departed, and Monte Cristo had set apart one hour to be passed in the apartments of Haidee. The young Greek, occupied apartments wholly unconnected with those of the count. The rooms had been fitted up in strict accordance
 with Oriental ideas; the floors were covered with the richest carpets Turkey could produce; the walls hung with silk of the most magnificent designs and texture; while around each chamber luxurious sofas were placed, with piles of soft and yielding
 cushions. The servants had received specific
 instructions from Monte Cristo to treat Haidee with all the deference they would observe to a queen.

Monte Cristo summoned one of the servants, and bade her inquire whether it would be agreeable to her mistress to receive his visit. Haidee immediately responded to direct the count in.

"Are you no longer my master, or have I ceased to be your slave?" she asked at the count's entrance.

Monte Cristo returned her smile. "Haidee," said he, "you well know."

"Why do you address me so coldly — so distantly?" asked the young Greek. "Have I by any means displeased
 you? Oh, if so, punish me as you will; but do not — do not speak to me in tone
 and manner so formal
 and constrained
 ."

"Haidee," replied the count, "you know that you are now in France, and are free."

"Free to do what?" asked the young girl.

"Free to leave me."

"Leave you? Why should I leave you?"

"That is not for me to say; but we are now about to mix in society — to visit and be visited."

"I don't wish to see anybody but you."

"And should you see one whom you could prefer, I would not be so unjust
 —"

"I have never seen anyone I preferred to you, and I have never loved anyone but you and my father."

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

"I don't want anybody else to talk to me. My father said I was his 'joy', while you style me your 'love', and both of you have called me 'my child'."

"Do you remember your father, Haidee?"

The young Greek smiled. "He is here, and here," said she, touching her eyes and her heart.

"And where am I?" inquired Monte Cristo laughingly.

"You?" cried she, with tones of thrilling
 tenderness, "you are everywhere!"

"You now understand, Haidee," said the count, "that from this moment you are absolutely
 free; that here you exercise unlimited sway
 , and are at liberty to lay aside or continue the costume of your country, as it may suit your inclination
 . Within this mansion you are absolute mistress of your actions, and may go abroad or remain in your apartments as may seem most agreeable to you. A carriage awaits
 your orders, and there is but one favor I would beg of you."

"Speak."

"Guard carefully the secret of your birth. Make no reference to the past; nor upon any occasion be induced
 to pronounce the names of your well-known father or ill-fated mother."

"I have already told you, my lord, that I shall see no one."

"It is possible, Haidee, that so perfect a shelter, though conformable
 with the habits and customs of the East, may not be practicable
 in Paris. Endeavor, then, to accustom
 yourself to our manner of living in these northern parts as you did to those of Rome, Florence, Milan, and Madrid; it may be useful to you one of these days, whether you remain here or return to the East."

The young girl raised her tearful eyes towards Monte Cristo as she said with touching earnestness, "Whether we return to the East, you mean to say, my lord, do you not?"

"My child," returned Monte Cristo "you know full well that whenever we part, it will be no fault or wish of mine; the tree forsakes not the flower — the flower falls from the tree."

"My lord," replied Haidee, "I never will leave you, for I am sure I could not exist without you."

"My poor girl, in ten years I shall be old, and you will be still young — you are still but twenty years of age now."

"My father had a long white beard, but I loved him; he was sixty years old, but to me he was handsomer than all the fine youths I saw."

"Then tell me, Haidee, do you believe you shall be able to accustom yourself to our present mode
 of life?"

"Shall I see you?"

"Every day."

"Then what do you fear, my lord?"

"You might find it dull."

"No, my lord. In the morning, I shall rejoice
 in the prospect
 of your coming, and in the evening dwell with delight on the happiness I have enjoyed in your presence."

"My dear Haidee, depend upon my care to see that your youth is not blighted, or suffered to pass away in friendless solitude; and of this be well assured, that if you love me as a father, I love you as a child."

"You are wrong, my lord. The love I have for you is very different from the love I had for my father. My father died, but I did not die. If you were to die, I should die too."

The Count, with a smile of profound tenderness, extended his hand, and she carried it to her lips.

Monte Cristo then went to visit Maximilian Morrel, staying with his sister, Julie, now blissfully married to Emmanuel Herbaut, the young clerk of her father's who stayed with the company out of love for Julie. The count was overwhelmed by the sense of delightful tranquility and love. During the visit, Emmanuel and Julie explained of a generous creditor who had saved M. Morrel from utter ruin, but mourn that they never discovered the identity
 of the mysterious benefactor
 . Maximilian admitted that his father, before his death, swore their benefactor was Edmond Dantes, acting from beyond the grave. The count became visibly
 disturbed at these words, and immediately took leave of the family.

At the rear
 of one of the most imposing
 mansions in one of Paris' wealthiest neighborhoods, sat a young woman, and her secret love, Maximilian Morrel. The young woman, Valentine Villefort, was Villefort's daughter from his first marriage. During her secret meeting with Maximilian, he persuaded her not to marry Franz d'Epinay, despite her father's strong desire for the two to marry. As the two discussed their impossible future together, as Maximilian was yet not wealthy enough to marry a woman of such immense fortune, Valentine grieved
 over her situation in life, with a father who neglects
 her, a stepmother who despises
 her, and her fiancé
 who does not wish to marry her. Valentine admitted that her stepmother also wished for Valentine to refuse Franz, but rather than marry another, she often attempted to persuade the young woman to join a convent as a nun, thereby
 leaving her immense fortune to the stepmother's own child. The count was soon announced at the house, and Valentine was called away.

During the meeting, the count reminded Madame Villefort that they had met once, several years ago, in Italy. She was delighted at the memory, as the count had then been revered as a great doctor. Madame Villefort showed particular interest in the count's knowledge of poisons; he then gave her a detailed description of a specific poison which, in small doses, acts as a calming remedy, but in excessive
 amounts proves lethal
 in such a way that he or she would appear to die of natural causes. After hinting
 several times throughout the conversation that she would like a bottle of the mixture for herself, the count offered to send her the calming remedy the next day.

注释





substantial

 ［səbˈstænʃəl］adj
 ．重要的；富裕的；有实力的；有财产的



appeal

 ［əˈpiːl］n
 ．请求，要求



enrage

 ［inˈreidʒ］vt
 ．激怒，触怒，使人愤怒



casually

 ［ˈkæʒuəli］adv
 ．偶然地，随便地，临时地



consult

 ［kənˈsʌlt］vt
 ．找…商议，请教，咨询，答疑，请…鉴定



protector

 ［prəuˈtektə(r)］n
 ．保护者



opponent

 ［əˈpəunənt］adj
 ．对立的，对抗的n
 ．对手，反对者



statue

 ［ˈstætjuː］n
 ．雕像，铸像，塑像



deviation

 ［ˌdiːviˈeiʃən］n
 ．偏离，背离（from）；偏向，偏差



philosophical

 ［ˌfiləˈsɔfikəl］adj
 ．哲学的



ascend

 ［əˈsend］vi
 ．上升，上浮，登高；追溯到



brutal

 ［ˈbruːtl］adj
 ．兽性的；野蛮的，粗暴的



procedure

 ［prəˈsiːdʒə］n
 ．过程，步骤程序；诉讼程序



primitive

 ［ˈprimitiv］adj
 ．原始的，远古的，古老的



simplify

 ［ˈsimplifai］vt
 ．简化；使简易



legal

 ［ˈliɡl］adj
 ．合法的，法律的



code

 ［kəud］n
 ．法典，法规；章程



contradictory

 ［ˌkɔntrəˈdiktəri］adj
 ．矛盾的，相反的



derive

 ［diˈraiv］v
 ．得自，由来，衍生



tedious

 ［ˈtiːdjəs］adj
 ．冗长乏味的，繁重的



acquire

 ［əˈkwaiə］vt
 ．获得，学到



retain

 ［riˈtein］vt
 ．保留（持）；不忘；记住



reference

 ［ˈrefrəns］n
 ．参考，提及



in reference to

 关于，有关



motive

 ［ˈməutiv］n
 ．动机，目的



vulgar

 ［ˈvʌlɡə］adj
 ．粗俗的，庸俗的，普通的



embrace

 ［imˈbreis］vt
 ．拥抱；信奉；接受，采纳



workman

 ［ˈwəːkmən］n
 ．工人，工匠



holder

 ［ˈhəuldə］n
 ．持有者，保持者



office-holder

 公务员，职员



commission

 ［kəˈmiʃən］n
 ．委任，委托，代理（权）；代理事项



observation

 ［ˌɔbzə(ː)ˈveiʃən］n
 ．注意；观察；（观察所得的）知识；经验



organ

 ［ˈɔːɡən］n
 ．器官；机关，组织



unaware

 ［ˈʌnəˈwɛə］adj
 ．不知道的，没觉察到的



surpass

 ［səːˈpɑːs］vt
 ．超越，胜过



corrupt

 ［kəˈrʌpt］vt
 ．使腐烂；使败坏，使腐化



civilization

 ［ˌsivilaiˈzeiʃən］n
 ．文明，文明社会



privileged

 ［ˈprivilidʒd］adj
 ．有特权的，获得特殊利益的



speculation

 ［ˌspekjuˈleiʃən］n
 ．沉思，思考，思索



disinherit

 ［ˈdisinˈherit］vt
 ．取消…继承权，剥夺…的人权（特权）



retort

 ［riˈtɔːt］vt
 ．回嘴，反驳



eminent

 ［ˈeminənt］adj
 ．显赫的，杰出的，有名的，优良的



refinement

 ［riˈfainmənt］n
 ．（思想、推理、议论等的）精确，微妙；精致



divine

 ［diˈvain］vt
 ．& vi
 ．（凭直觉）推测；看穿，察觉，猜测



confront

 ［kənˈfrʌnt］vt
 ．出现在…面前；面临；遭遇



administrator

 ［ədˌministreitə］n
 ．管理人，行政官



eternally

 ［i(ː)ˈtəːnli］adv
 ．永恒地，常常



sphere

 ［sfiə］n
 ．范围，领域，方面



invisible

 ［inˈvizəbəl］adj
 ．看不见的，不可见的



vary

 ［ˈvɛəri］vt
 ．改变，变更，使多样化



unassisted

 ［ˈʌnəˈsistid］adj
 ．无助的，独力的



accordance

 ［əˈkɔːdəns］n
 ．一致，协调in accordance with根据，依照



yielding

 ［ˈjiːldiŋ］adj
 ．易弯的；易变形的；柔软的



specific

 ［spiˈsifik］adj
 ．特殊的，特效的



displease

 ［diˈspliːz］vt
 ．便不高兴，使生气



tone

 ［təun］n
 ．声音，音调，语气



formal

 ［ˈfɔːml］adj
 ．正式的，合乎习俗的



constrained

 ［kənˈstreind］adj
 ．勉强的；受约束的；拘泥的



unjust

 ［ˈʌndʒʌst］adj
 ．非正义的，不合理的，不公平的



thrilling

 ［θriliŋ］adj
 ．使人感动的；使人激动的；使人发抖的



absolutely

 ［ˈæbsəljuːtli］adv
 ．完全地，绝对地



sway

 ［swei］n
 ．统治，影响，势力



inclination

 ［ˌinkliˈneiʃən］n
 ．意愿，爱好



await

 ［əˈweit］vt
 ．等候；等待；期待



induce

 ［inˈdjuːs］vt
 ．引诱；劝导；诱发



conformable

 ［kənˈfɔːməb(ə)l］adj
 ．适合的，一致的



practicable

 ［ˈpræktikəbl］adj
 ．能实行的，可行的



accustom

 ［əˈkʌstəm］vt
 ．便习惯于



mode

 ［məud］n
 ．方式，模式，样式，时尚



rejoice

 ［riˈdʒɔis］v
 ．（使）欣喜，（使）高兴，喜悦



prospect

 ［ˈprɔspekt］n
 ．期望，指望；期待



identity

 ［aiˈdentiti］n
 ．同一性，身份



benefactor

 ［ˈbenifæktə］n
 ．恩人，捐助者，赠送者，赞助人



visibly

 ［ˈvizib(ə)li］adv
 ．显然



rear

 ［riə］n
 ．后面，背后，后方



imposing

 ［imˈpəuziŋ］adj
 ．（建筑物等）壮丽的，雄伟的



grieve

 ［ɡriːv］v
 ．（使）悲痛，（使）伤心，忧伤，grieve over哀悼



neglect

 ［niˈɡlekt］vt
 ．忽视，忽略；无视，不顾



despise

 ［disˈpaiz］vt
 ．轻视，鄙视



fiancé

 ［fiˈɔnsei］n
 ．未婚夫



thereby

 ［ðɛəˈbai］adv
 ．因此，所以，从而



excessive

 ［ikˈsesiv］adj
 ．过度（量，分，大）的



lethal

 ［ˈliːθəl］adj
 ．致死［命］的，毁灭性的



hint

 ［hint］vi
 ．暗示；含蓄地说到


CHAPTER 10

Monte Cristo and Haidee caused quite a disturbance
 as they arrived at the opera, as news of their arrival in Paris had filled the curious ears of Paris' high society. The count, soon after his arrival, went to greet M. and Madame Morcerf, M. and Madame Danglars', along with their daughter, Eugenie, and Albert Morcerf, to whom she was engaged to marry, though neither wish to wed; Albert found her rather manly and distant, while she showed little interest in men in general, yearning instead to live an independent life as an artist. Upon returning to his seat, he found Haidee, pale and weak with emotion after observing M. Morcerf, who had betrayed her father, Ali Pacha before selling her into slavery.

Some days after this meeting, Albert de Morcerf visited the Count of Monte Cristo at his house in town, which had already assumed that palace-like appearance which the count's princely
 fortune enabled him to give even to his most temporary residences
 .

Albert was accompanied by Lucien Debray, who the count soon discovered was the secret lover of Madame Danglars. Debray, in fact, regularly abused
 his substantial government position by giving confidential
 information to Madame Danglars, which she used to gamble
 vast amounts of her husband's money in stocks
 .

Soon after settling into life in Paris, the count began plans to implement
 his revenge. He met with two men, who he instructed to play roles as a father and son pair that have been separated, for which they were to receive significant compensation
 . The older man was to be the Marquis Bartolomeo Cavalcanti, a retired Italian major and aristrocrat
 who has been searching for his kidnapped
 son for fifteen years. His supposed son, Andrea Cavalcanti, was to be reunited with his father through the count, who would provided them with false identities, wardrobes
 , and other necessary effects
 . After preparing the men for their roles, he invited them to a dinner party he planned to throw the following Saturday.

We will now relate what was passing in the house of the king's attorney, where M. Noirtier was sitting in an armchair near his granddaughter, Valentine Villefort, who filled all the man's happiness by means of her love, her patience, and her devotion. Through this intense
 loyalty to her grandfather, Valentine had learned to read in Noirtier's look all the varied
 feelings which were passing in his mind. Three persons only could understand this language of the poor paralytic
 ; these were Villefort, Valentine, and the old servant who had served Nortier for the past twenty-five years. But Villefort saw his father but seldom, and then only when absolutely obliged
 , and never took any pains to please or gratify
 him when he was there.

To this dumb
 language, which was so unintelligible
 to others, Valentine answered by throwing her whole soul
 into her expressions, and in this manner were the conversations sustained between the blooming
 girl and the helpless invalid
 , whose body could scarcely be called a living one, but who, nevertheless, possessed a fund
 of knowledge and penetration
 , united with a will as powerful as ever although clogged
 by a body rendered utterly incapable
 of obeying its impulses
 .

After hearing of Valentine's intended engagement, Nortier became silently enraged, knowing Franz's father to be his greatest political opponent.

"I understand," began Valentine, after the old man was told of the engagement, "you are displeased at the silence I have preserved on the subject. The reason of it was, that they had insisted on my keeping the matter a secret, and begged me not to tell you anything of it. They did not even acquaint me with their intentions
 , and I only discovered them by chance. That is why I have been so reserved with you, dear grandpapa. Pray forgive me." But there was no look calculated
 to reassure her; all it seemed to say was, "It is not only your reserve which afflicts
 me."

"What is it, then?" asked the young girl. "Perhaps you think I shall abandon you, dear grandpapa, and that I shall forget you when I am married?"

"No."

"They told you, then, that M. d' Epinay consented to our all living together?"

"Yes."

"Then why are you still upset and grieved?"

The old man's eyes beamed with an expression of gentle affection.

"Yes, I understand," said Valentine; "it is because you love me."

The old man agreed.

"And you are afraid I shall be unhappy?"

"Yes."

"You do not like M. Franz?"

The eyes repeated several times, "No, no, no."

"Then you are upset with the engagement?"

"Yes."

"Well, listen," said Valentine, throwing herself on her knees, and putting her arm round her grandfather's neck, "I am upset, too, for I do not love M. Franz d' Epinay."

An expression of intense joy illumined
 the old man's eyes.

"When I wished to retire into a convent, you remember how angry you were with me?"

A tear trembled in the eye of the invalid.

"Well," continued Valentine, "the reason of my proposing
 it was that I might escape this hateful marriage, which drives me to despair."

Noirtier's breathing came thick and short.

"Then the idea of this marriage really grieves you too? Ah, if you could but help me — if we could both together defeat their plan! But you are unable to oppose them — you, whose mind is so quick, and whose will is so firm are nevertheless, as weak and unequal
 to the contest
 as I am myself. Alas, you, who would have been such a powerful protector to me in the days of your health and strength, can now only sympathize
 in my joys and sorrows, without being able to take any active part in them. However, this is much, and calls for gratitude, and heaven has not taken away all my blessings when it leaves me your sympathy
 and kindness."

At these words there appeared in Noirtier's eye an expression of such deep meaning that the young girl thought she could read these words there: "You are mistaken; I can still do much for you."

"Do you think you can help me, dear grandpapa?" said Valentine.

"Yes." Noirtier raised his eyes, it was the sign agreed on between him and Valentine when he wanted anything.

"What is it you want, dear grandpapa?" said Valentine, and she endeavored
 to recall
 to mind all the things which he would be likely to need; and as the ideas presented themselves to her mind, she repeated them aloud, then, — finding that all her efforts elicited
 nothing but a constant "No," she said, "Come, since this plan does not answer, I will have another choice." She then recited all the letters of the alphabet
 from A down to N. When she arrived at that letter the paralytic made her understand that she had spoken the initial letter of the thing he wanted. "Ah," said Valentine, "the thing you desire begins with the letter N; it is with N that we have to do, then. Well, let me see, what can you want that begins with N? Na — Ne — Ni — No"

"Yes, yes, yes," said the old man's eye.

"Ah, it is No, then?"

"Yes."

Valentine fetched a dictionary, which she placed on a desk before Noirtier; she opened it, and, seeing that the odd man's eye was thoroughly fixed on its pages, she ran her finger quickly up and down the columns
 . During the six years which had passed since Noirtier first fell into this sad state, Valentine's powers of invention had been too often put to the test not to render
 her expert in devising
 measures for gaining a knowledge of his wishes, and the constant practice had so perfected her in the art that she guessed the old man's meaning as quickly as if he himself had been able to seek for what he wanted. At the word "Notary," he made a sign to her to stop.

"You would wish a notary
 to be sent for then?" said Valentine.

"Yes."

"Shall my father be informed of your wish?"

"Yes."

"Do you wish the notary to be sent for immediately?"

"Yes."

"Then they shall go for him directly, dear grandpapa. Is that all you want?"

"Yes."

Nortier then called for the notary to revise his will, stating that upon his death, Valentine would not receive his fortune if she agreed to marry Franz, but that it would rather be given to the poor. Villefort, though, still demanded the wedding take place.

Downstairs, Monte Cristo arrived to invite the Villeforts to his upcoming
 dinner party. While in discussion with M. Villefort, the count asked about the location of a telegraph office for business matters needing to be attended to. Upon his departure, he set out for a remote telegraph post, where he bribed
 a local operator to pass along a false stock report.

The next day, Debrary hurried to Madame Danglars, eagerly explaining that her husband must sell all his Spanish bonds
 , as Debray had just learned, through his government contacts
 , that a telegraph came, announcing that a revolution was soon to erupt
 in Spain. Madame Danglars immediately removed the stocks, as did many others, after the news was confirmed
 in the evening's newspaper. The following day, however, the newspaper explained its previous report was mistaken, after receiving incorrect reports from a telegraph communication. Danglars then discovered he had lost one million francs.

注释





disturbance

 ［disˈtəːbəns］n
 ．骚动，动乱，打扰



princely

 ［prinsli］adj
 ．高贵的，堂皇的；豪华的；壮丽的



temporary

 ［ˈtempərəri］adj
 ．暂时的，临时的，临时性



residence

 ［ˈrezidəns］n
 ．居住；驻扎；住宅；住处，公馆



abuse

 ［əˈbjuːz］vt
 ．滥用（职权等），妄用



confidential

 ［ˌkɔnfiˈdenʃəl］adj
 ．秘密的，机密的



gamble

 ［ˈɡæmbəl］vi
 ．投机；孤注一掷；冒大险



stock

 ［stɔk］n
 ．股票，股份



implement

 ［ˈimpliment］vt
 ．贯彻，实现



compensation

 ［ˌkɔmpənˈseiʃən］n
 ．补偿，赔偿



aristocrat

 ［ˈæristəkræt］n
 ．贵族



kidnap

 ［ˈkidnæp］vt
 ．诱拐（小孩），绑架，勒赎



wardrobe

 ［ˈwɔːdrəub］n
 ．衣柜，衣服，行头，剧装



effect

 ［iˈfekt］n
 ．［pl．］财物，动产



intense

 ［inˈtens］adj
 ．强烈的，剧烈的，热切的，热情的，激烈的



varied

 ［ˈvɛərid］adj
 ．各种各样的；有变化的；杂色的



paralytic

 ［ˌpærəˈlitik］n
 ．瘫痪病人



oblige

 ［əˈblaidʒ］vt
 ．迫使；责成



gratify

 ［ˈɡrætifai］vt
 ．使高兴，使满意



dumb

 ［dʌm］adj
 ．无言的；无声的；打哑语的



unintelligible

 ［ˈʌninˈtelidʒəbl］adj
 ．难解的，无法了解的，莫明其妙的



soul

 ［səul］n
 ．精神，精力


She threw（or put）her whole soul into her work
 ．她把全部精力都放在工作上。



blooming

 ［ˈbluːmiŋ］adj
 ．妙龄的，青春的



invalid

 ［inˈvælid］n
 ．病人，残废者



fund

 ［fʌnd］n
 ．储备；蕴藏



penetration

 ［ˌpeniˈtreiʃən］n
 ．敏锐的智力；洞察力



clog

 ［klɔɡ］vt
 ．防碍，阻止，延迟



incapable

 ［ˈinˈkeipəbəl］adj
 ．无能的，不会…的（of）



impulse

 ［ˈimpʌls］n
 ．刺激；鼓舞【生理】冲动；兴奋



intention

 ［inˈtenʃən］n
 ．意图；意向；打算；目的



calculate

 ［ˈkælkjuleit］vt
 ．以为，认为；想要



afflict

 ［əˈflikt］vt
 ．使苦恼，痛苦，折磨



illumine

 ［iˈljuːmin］vt
 ．照明，点亮



propose

 ［prəˈpəuz］vt
 ．主张，打算，计划



unequal

 ［ˈʌnˈiːkwəl］adj
 ．不胜任的（to）



contest

 ［kənˈtest］n
 ．论争，竞赛，争辩



sympathize

 ［ˈsimpəθaiz］vi
 ．同情，共鸣，同感



sympathy

 ［ˈsimpəθi］n
 ．同情；怜悯



endeavor

 ［inˈdevə］vi
 ．尽力，努力



recall

 ［riˈkɔːl］vt
 ．回想起，回忆起



elicit

 ［iˈlisit］vt
 ．得出，引出，抽出，引起



alphabet

 ［ˈælfəbit］n
 ．字母表



column

 ［ˈkɔləm］n
 ．专栏



render

 ［ˈrendə］vt
 ．呈递，归还，着色，汇报，致使，放弃，表演，实施



devise

 ［diˈvaiz］vt
 ．设计，发明，想出（办法）



notary

 ［ˈnəutəri］n
 ．公证人



revise

 ［riˈvaiz］vt
 ．修订，修改



upcoming

 ［ˈʌpˌkʌmiŋ］adj
 ．即将来临的，预定将要



bribe

 ［braib］vt
 ．贿赂，收买



bond

 ［bɔnd］n
 ．公债，债券



contact

 ［kənˈtækt］n
 ．联络人；门路；接触，联系



erupt

 ［iˈrʌpt］vi
 ．迸发，爆发



confirm

 ［kənˈfəːm］vt
 ．证实，肯定


CHAPTER 11

At first sight the exterior
 of the house at Auteuil gave no indications
 of luxury, nothing one would expect from the destined residence
 of the magnificent Count of Monte Cristo; but this simplicity was according to the will of its master, who positively
 ordered nothing to be altered outside. The luxury was within. Indeed, almost before the door opened, the scene changed. M. Bertuccio had outdone
 himself in the taste displayed
 in furnishing
 , and in the rapidity with which it was executed
 . Thus the house had become unrecognizable, and Bertuccio himself declared that he scarcely knew it, encircled as it was by a framework
 of trees.

One chamber alone had been respected by the magnificent Bertuccio. Before this room, to which you could ascend by the grand, and go out by the back staircase, the servants passed with curiosity, and Bertuccio with terror.

The first carriage drove round, and stopped at the steps, followed by the horsemen. The instant Debray had touched the ground, he was at the carriage-door. He offered his hand to Madame Danglars, who, descending, took it with a peculiarity
 of manner imperceptible
 to everyone but Monte Cristo. But nothing escaped the count's notice, and he observed a little note, passed with the facility
 that indicates
 frequent practice, from the hand of Madame Danglars to that of the minister's secretary.

Maximilian Morrel then arrived, followed by the mysterious Major Cavalcant
 and his son, Andrea. Much as the count predicted
 , Danglars showed great interest in the son, after hearing of their remarkable fortune. During the introductions, the count casually mentioned to Danglars that Andrea had come to Paris with the hope of finding a wife.

At last, Villefort and his wife arrive; the party was complete.

Bertuccio, five minutes after the party sat down to dinner, stole a look into the dining room, and was shocked to see Madame Danglars, Villefort's former lover, among the guests. Looking about the guests, Bertuccio's shock intensified
 after spying Villefort himself, whom he imagined he had killed in that very garden years before. At last, the servant's astonishment was complete after observing the mysterious Andrea Cavalcanta
 , in fact to be Benedetto, the child he had raised with his sister-in-law.

"It seems quite miraculous
 to make a new house out of an old one," began Danglars. "I recollect
 hearing that M. de Saint-Meran, Villefort's former father-in-law, advertised it for sale two or three years ago."

"M. de Saint-Meran?" said Madame de Villefort; "then this house belonged to M. de Saint-Meran before you bought it?"

"It appears so," replied Monte Cristo.

"Is it possible that you do not know of whom you purchased it?"

"Quite so; my steward transacts all this business for me."

"It is certainly ten years since the house had been occupied, and it was quite melancholy
 to look at it, with the blinds
 closed, the doors locked, and the weeds in the court. Really, if the house had not belonged to the father-in-law of the public attorney, one might have thought it some wicked place where a horrible crime had been committed," explained the count. "There was, above all, one room," continued Monte Cristo, "very plain in appearance, which, I know not why, appeared to me quite dramatic
 ."

"Why so?" said Danglars; "why dramatic?"

"Can we account for instinct
 ?" said Monte Cristo. "Are there not some places where we seem to breathe sadness? Why, we cannot tell. It is a chain of recollections, an idea which carries you back to other times, to other places, which, very likely, have no connection with the present time and place. Stay, since we have finished dinner, I will show it to you, and then we will take coffee in the garden."

Monte Cristo looked inquiringly
 at his guests. Madame de Villefort rose, Monte Cristo did the same, and the rest followed their example. Villefort and Madame Danglars remained for a moment, as if rooted to their seats; they questioned each other with vague
 and stupid glances.

"Did you hear?" said Madame Danglars.

"We must go," replied Villefort, offering his arm.

The others, attracted by curiosity, were already scattered
 in different parts of the house; for they thought the visit would not be limited to the one room, and that, at the same time, they would obtain a view of the rest of the building, of which Monte Cristo had created a palace. Each one went out by the open doors. Monte Cristo waited for the two who remained; then, when they had passed, he brought up the rear, and on his face was a smile, which, if they could have understood it, would have alarmed them much more than a visit to the room they were about to enter. They began by walking through the apartments, many of which were fitted up in the Eastern style, with cushions and sofas instead of beds. The drawing-rooms were decorated with the rarest pictures by the old masters and materials from China, of fanciful colors, fantastic design, and wonderful texture.

At length, they arrived at the famous room. There was nothing particular about it, excepting that, although daylight had disappeared, it was not lighted, and everything in it was old-fashioned, while the rest of the rooms had been redecorated. These two causes were enough to give it a gloomy
 aspect.

"Oh," cried Madame de Villefort, "it is really frightful."

Madame Danglars tried to utter a few words, but was not heard. Many observations were made, the import of which was a unanimous
 opinion that there was something sinister
 about the room.

"Is it not so?" asked Monte Cristo. "Look at that large clumsy
 bed, hung with such gloomy, blood-colored curtains!"

Villefort turned; Madame Danglars fell into a long seat placed near the chimney.

"Oh," said Madame Villefort, smiling, "are you courageous enough to sit down upon the very seat perhaps upon which the crime was committed?"

Madame Danglars rose suddenly.

"And then," said Monte Cristo, "this is not all."

"What is there more?" said Debray, who had not failed to notice the agitation
 of Madame Danglars.

"Ah, what else is there?" said Danglars; "for, at present, I cannot say that I have seen anything extraordinary."

"Yes, but observe this little staircase," said Monte Cristo, opening a door concealed by the curtains.

"Look at it, and tell me what you think of it."

"What a wicked-looking, crooked staircase," said Danglars, with a smile.

Madame Danglars half-fainted on the arm of Villefort, who was obliged to support himself against the wall.

"Ah, madame," cried Debray, "what is the matter with you? How pale you look!"

"It is very evident what is the matter with her," said Madame Villefort; "M. Monte Cristo is relating horrible stories to us, doubtless intending to frighten us to death."

"Yes," said Villefort, "really, count, you frighten the ladies."

"What is the matter?" asked Debray, in a whisper, of Madame Danglars.

"Nothing," she replied with a violent effort. "I want air, that is all."

"Will you come into the garden?" said Debray, advancing towards the back staircase.

"No, no," she answered, "I would rather remain here."

"Are you really frightened, Madame?" said Monte Cristo.

"Oh, no, sir," said Madame Danglars; "but you suppose scenes in a manner which gives them the appearance of reality."

"Ah, yes," said Monte Cristo smiling; "it is all a matter of imagination
 . Why should we not imagine this the apartment of an honest mother? And this bed with red hangings, and that mysterious staircase, the passage through which, not to disturb their sleep, the doctor and nurse passed, or even the father carrying the sleeping child?"

Here Madame Danglars, instead of being calmed by the soft picture, uttered a groan and fainted.

"Madame Danglars is ill," said Villefort; "it would be better to take her to her carriage."

Madame Danglars was carried into the adjoining
 room; Monte Cristo dropped a very small portion of the red liquid upon her lips; she returned to consciousness
 .

"Ah," she cried, "what a frightful dream!"

Villefort pressed her hand to let her know it was not a dream. They looked for M. Danglars, but, as he was not especially interested in poetical ideas, he had gone into the garden, and was talking with Major Cavalcanti. The count took the arm of Madame Danglars, and conducted her into the garden, where they found Danglars taking coffee between the Cavalcantis.

"Really, Madame," he said, "did I alarm
 you much?"

"Oh, no, sir," she answered; "but you know, things impress us differently, according to the mood
 of our minds."

Villefort forced a laugh. "And then, you know," he said, "an idea, a supposition, is sufficient."

"Well," said Monte Cristo, "you may believe me if you like, but it is my opinion that a crime has been committed in this house."

"Be careful," said Madame Villefort, "the king's attorney is here."

"Ah," replied Monte Cristo, "since that is the case, I will take advantage of his presence to make my declaration."

"Your declaration?" said Villefort.

"Yes, before witnesses
 ."

"Oh, this is very interesting," said Debray; "if there really has been a crime, we will investigate
 it."

"There has been a crime," said Monte Cristo. "Come this way, gentlemen; come, M. Villefort, for a declaration, to be available
 , should be made before the competent
 authorities."

He then took Villefort's arm, and, at the same time, holding that of Madame Danglars under his own, he dragged the attorney to the tree, where the shade was thickest. All the other guests followed.

"Stay," said Monte Cristo, "here, in this very spot I had the earth dug up to refresh
 these old trees; well, my man, digging, found a box, or rather, the iron-work of a box, in the midst
 of which was the skeleton
 of a newly born infant
 ."

Monte Cristo felt the arm of Madame Danglars stiffen
 , while that of Villefort trembled.

"A newly born infant," repeated Debray; "this affair becomes serious!"

"Who said it was a crime?" asked Villefort, with a last effort.

"How is it not a crime to bury a living child in a garden?" cried Monte Cristo. "And pray
 what do you call such an action?"

"But who said it was buried alive?"

"Why bury it there if it were dead? This garden has never been a cemetery."

Monte Cristo, seeing that the two persons for whom he had prepared this scene could scarcely endure
 it, and not wishing to carry it too far, said, "Come, gentlemen, we seem to have forgotten the coffee," and he conducted the guests back to the table on the lawn
 .

"Indeed, Count," said Madame Danglars, "I am ashamed to own
 it, but all your frightful stories have so upset me, that I must beg you to let me sit down;" and she fell into a chair.

"I must speak to you," whispered the attorney to Madame Danglars.

"When?"

"Tomorrow."

"Where?"

"In my office, or in the court, if you like, that is the surest
 place."

"I will be there."

The evening passed on; Madame Villefort expressed a desire to return to Paris, which Madame Danglars had not dared to do, notwithstanding
 the uneasiness she experienced.

On his wife's request, M. Villefort was the first to give the signal of departure. Danglars, more and more delighted with Major Cavalcanti, had offered him a seat in his carriage. Andrea Cavalcanti found his coach waiting at the door. He had spoken very little during dinner; he was an intelligent lad, and he feared to utter some absurdity
 before so many grand people, amongst
 whom, with wide eyes, he saw the king's attorney. Then he had been seized upon by Danglars, who, with a rapid glance at the stiff-necked old major and his modest son, and taking into consideration the hospitality
 of the count, made up his mind to come to Paris to finish the worldly education of his heir. He contemplated
 with unspeakable delight the large diamond which shone on the major's little finger; for the major, like a prudent man, in case of any accident happening to his bank-notes, had immediately converted
 them into an available asset.

Then, after dinner, on the pretext
 of business, he questioned the father and son upon their mode of living; and the father and son, previously informed that it was through Danglars the one was to receive his 48,000 francs and the other 50,000 livres
 annually, were so full of cordiality
 that they would have shaken hands even with the banker's servants, so much did their gratitude need an object to expend
 itself upon.

As the evening came to a close, the guests departed. Andrea, as he stepped into his coach, was touched on his shoulder. The young man turned round, thinking that Danglars or Monte Cristo had forgotten something they wished to tell him, and had returned just as they were starting. But instead of either of these, he saw nothing but a strange face, sunburnt, and encircled by a beard. Did the young man recognize that face by the light of the lantern in his coach? We cannot say; but only relate the fact that he shuddered and stepped back suddenly.

"What do you want of me?" he asked.

"Pardon me, my friend, if I disturb you," said the man with the red handkerchief, "but I want to speak to you."

"You have no right to beg at night," said Andrea's servant, endeavoring
 to rid his master of the troublesome intruder
 .

"I am not begging, my fine fellow," said the unknown to the servant, with so ironical
 an expression of the eye, and so frightful a smile, that he withdrew; "I only wish to say two or three words to your master, who gave me a commission to execute about a fortnight ago."

"Come," said Andrea, with sufficient nerve
 for his servant not to perceive
 his agitation, "what do you want? Speak quickly, friend."

The man said, in a low voice: "I wish — I wish you to spare me the walk back to Paris. I am very tired, and as I have not eaten so good a dinner as you, I can scarcely stand."

The young man shuddered at this strange familiarity
 .

"Tell me," he said, "tell me what you want?"

"Well, then, I want you to take me up in your fine carriage, and carry me back."

Andrea turned pale, but said nothing.

"Yes," said the man. "do you understand, Master Benedetto? Now, don't think I want the glory of riding in your fine carriage. Oh, no, it's only because I am tired, and also because I have a little business to talk over with you."

Andrea looked around, in order to assure himself that he could neither be seen nor heard, and then, stopping the horse and crossing his arms before the man, he asked, "Now, tell me why you come to disturb my peace?"

"Let me ask you why you deceived me?"

"How have I deceived you?"

"How, do you ask? When we parted after escaping from prison, we were to go to Italy together, but instead, you came to Paris."

"How does that annoy you?"

"It does not; on the contrary, I think it will answer my purpose."

"So," said Andrea, "you are speculating
 upon me?"

"What fine words he uses!"

"I warn you, Master Caderousse, that you are mistaken."

"Well, well, don't be angry, my boy; you know well enough what it is to be unfortunate; and misfortunes make us jealous. I thought you were earning a living somewhere, and I pitied you sincerely, as I would a child of my own. You know I always did call you my child."

"Come, come, what then?"

"Patience, patience!"

"I am patient, but go on."

"All at once I see you pass through the barrier
 with a servant, a coach, and fine new clothes. You must have discovered a treasure."

"So that, as you confess, you are jealous?"

"No, I am pleased, so pleased that I wished to congratulate you; but as I am not quite properly dressed, I chose my opportunity, that I might not compromise
 you."

"Yes, and a fine opportunity you have chosen!" exclaimed Andrea; "you speak to me before my servant."

"How can I help that, my boy? I speak to you when I can catch you. If I had missed you tonight, I might not have had another chance."

"You see, I do not conceal myself."

"You are lucky; I wish I could say as much, for I do conceal myself; and then I was afraid you would not recognize me, but you did," added Caderousse with his unpleasant smile. "It was very polite of you."

"Come," said Andrea, "what do want?"

"You do not speak affectionately
 to me, Benedetto, my old friend, that is not right. Be careful, or I may become troublesome."

This menace smothered
 the young man's passion.

"Now I have found you, nothing prevents my being as well-dressed as anyone, knowing, as I do, the goodness of your heart. If you have two coats you will give me one of them. I used to divide my soup and beans with you when you were hungry."

"True," said Andrea.

"What an appetite
 you used to have! Is it as good now?"

"Oh, yes," replied Andrea, laughing.

"How did you come to be dining with that prince
 whose house you have just left?"

"He is not a prince; simply a count."

"A count, and a rich one too, eh?"

"Yes; but you had better not have anything to say to him, for he is not a very good-tempered
 gentleman."

"Oh, be easy! I have no design upon your count, and you shall have him all to yourself. But," said Caderousse, again smiling with the disagreeable expression he had before assumed, "you must pay for it, you understand?"

"Well, what do you want?"

"I think that with a hundred francs a month. No, no, with one hundred and fifty francs, I should be quite happy."

"Here are two hundred," said Andrea, placing the coins in the hand of Caderousse.

"Good!" said Caderousse.

"Apply to the servant on the first day of every month, and you will receive the same sum."

"There now, again you degrade
 me."

"How so?"

"By making me apply to the servants, when I want to transact
 business with you alone."

"Well, be it so, then. Take it from me then, and so long at least as I receive my income, you shall be paid yours."

"Come, come; I always said you were a fine fellow, and it is a blessing when good fortune happens to such as you. But tell me all about it?"

"Why do you wish to know?" asked Cavalcanti.

"What? Do you again defy
 me?"

"No; the fact is, I have found my father."

"What? A real father?"

"Yes, so long as he pays me. His name is Major Cavalcanti."

"Is he pleased with you?"

"So far I have appeared to answer his purpose."

"And who found this father for you?"

"The Count of Monte Cristo."

"The man whose house you have just left?"

"Yes."

"I wish you would try and find me a situation with him as grandfather, since he holds the money-chest!"

"Well, I will mention you to him. Meanwhile, what are you going to do?"

"I?"

"Yes, you."

"It is very kind of you to trouble yourself about me. Goodbye, Benedetto;" and running into a court, he disappeared.

"Alas," said Andrea, sighing, "one cannot be completely happy in this world!"

Upon returning to the Danglars', Debray, with the air of a man familiar with the house, entered first with Madame Danglars, conducting her to her apartment. The door once closed, and Debray and his mistress alone, he asked, "What was the matter with you, and why were you so affected at that story, or rather fable
 , which the count related?"

"Because I have been in such shocking spirits all the evening, my friend," responded Madame Danglars.

"No," replied Debray; "you cannot make me believe that; on the contrary, you were in excellent spirits when you arrived at the count's. M. Danglars was disagreeable, certainly, but I know how much you care for his ill-humor. Someone has upset you; I will allow no one to annoy you."

"You are deceived, Lucien, I assure you," replied Madame Danglars; "and what I have told you is really the case." It was evident that Madame Danglars was suffering from that nervous irritability
 which women frequently cannot account for even to themselves; or that, as Debray had guessed, she had experienced some secret agitation that she would not acknowledge
 to anyone.

Suddenly, M. Danglars appeared. At the noise of the door Madame Danglars turned round, and looked upon her husband with an astonishment she took no trouble to conceal. "Good evening, Madame," said the banker; "good evening, M. Debray."

"Read me something, M. Debray," she said, turning around without a word to her husband.

Debray, who was slightly disturbed at this visit, recovered himself when he saw the calmness of his mistress.

"Excuse me," said the banker, "but you will tire yourself, my dear, by such late hours, and M. Debray lives some distance from here."

Debray was terrified, not only to hear Danglars speak so calmly and politely, but because it was apparent that beneath outward politeness there really was a determined spirit of opposition
 to anything his wife might wish to do.

Madame Danglars was also surprised, and showed her astonishment by a look which would doubtless have had some effect upon her husband if he had not been intently occupied with the paper, where he was looking to see the closing stock quotations
 . The result was that the proud look entirely failed of its purpose.

"My dear M. Debray," said the banker, "do not kill yourself tonight entertaining
 Madame Danglars. I must claim
 tonight to talk over some serious matters with my wife."

This time the blow was so well aimed, and hit so directly, that Lucien and his mistress were staggered.

"Do not think I wish to turn you out, my dear Debray," continued Danglars; "oh, no, not at all. An unexpected occurrence
 forces me to ask my wife to have a little conversation with me; it is so rarely I make such a request, I am sure you cannot grudge it to me."

Debray muttered something, bowed and went out.

"It is extraordinary," he said, when the door was closed behind him, "how easily these husbands, whom we ridicule
 , gain an advantage over us."

Lucien having left, Danglars took his place on the sofa, closed the open book, and placing himself in a dreadfully dictatorial
 attitude, he began playing with the dog; but the animal, not liking him as well as Debray, and attempting to bite him, Danglars seized him by the skin of his neck and threw him upon a couch
 on the other side of the room. The animal uttered a cry during the transit
 , but, arrived at its destination
 , it crouched behind the cushions.

"Do you know, sir," asked Madame Danglars, "that you are improving? Generally
 you are only rude, but tonight you are brutal."

"It is because I am in a worse humor than usual," replied Danglars.

"And what have I to do with your ill-humor?" said his wife, irritated by her husband; "do these things concern me? Keep your ill-humor at home in your money boxes, or, since you have clerks whom you pay, vent
 it upon them."

"Not so," replied Danglars; "your advice is wrong, so I shall not follow it. I will not disturb the calm in my money boxes. My clerks are honest men, who earn my fortune, therefore I shall not get into a passion with them; those with whom I will be in a passion are those who eat my dinners, mount my horses, and exhaust my fortune."

"And pray who are the persons who exhaust your fortune? Explain yourself more clearly, I beg, sir."

"Oh, make yourself easy! I am not speaking riddles, and you will soon know what I mean. The people who exhaust my fortune are those who draw out 700,000 francs in the course of an hour."

"I do not understand you, sir," said his wife, trying to disguise the agitation of her voice and the flush
 of her face.

"You understand me perfectly, on the contrary," said Danglars, "but, if you will persist
 , I will tell you that I have just lost 700,000 francs upon the Spanish loan."

"And pray," asked Madame Danglars, "am I responsible for this loss?"

"Why not?"

"Is it my fault you have lost 700,000 francs?"

"Certainly it is not mine."

"Once for all, sir, I tell you I will not hear cash named; it is a style of language I never heard in the house of my parents or in that of my first husband."

"Oh, I can well believe that, for neither of them was worth a penny."

"Oh, I find nothing more hateful than the sound of your voice," she said, looking away.

"Really?" said Danglars. "Well, this surprises me, for I thought you took the liveliest interest in all my affairs!"

"I? What could put such an idea into your head?"

"Yourself."

"Ah? What next?"

"Most assuredly. You tell me that your instinct guides you in suggestions on my business affairs and speculation
 ."

"When are you coming to the point?" cried his wife, shivering
 with anger and impatience.

"Patience, Madame, I am coming to it. In April you went to dine at the minister's. You heard a private conversation respecting Spanish affairs, and after a long discussion of politics with M. Debray, you took care of my Spanish shares without informing me. Well, the news was found to be false, and I have lost a great deal of money."

"Well?"

"Well, since I gave you a fourth of my gains, I think you owe me a fourth of my losses; the fourth of 700, 000 francs is 175, 000 francs."

"What you say is absurd
 , and I cannot see why M. Debray's name is mixed up in this affair."

"Because if you do not possess the 175,000 francs I reclaim
 , you must have lent them to your friends, and M. Debray is one of your friends."

"For shame!"

"Oh, let us have no gestures, no screams, no modern drama, or you will oblige me to tell you that I see Debray leave here, pocketing the whole profit you have handed over to him this year, while he smiles to himself, saying that he has found what the most skilful players have never discovered — that is, a game where he wins without playing, and is no loser when he loses. I do not say that I did know it, and I do not say that I did not know it. I merely tell you to look into my conduct
 during the last four years that we have ceased to be husband and wife, and see whether it has not always been consistent
 . I know of the affairs you have had during our marriage, and I have looked the other way. But, this affair is costing me a great deal of money, particularly if his suggestions force me to lose great profits. I will not tolerate
 him in this house if he continues in such a manner, do you understand, Madame?"

"Oh, this is too much!"

"You are right; let us leave these facts alone, and reason coolly. I have never interfered
 in your affairs excepting for your good; treat me in the same way. You say you have nothing to do with my cash-box. Be it so. Do as you like with your own, but do not fill or empty mine. Besides, how do I know that this was not a political trick, that the minister enraged at seeing me in the opposition, and jealous of the popular sympathy I excite, has not concerted with M. Debray to ruin me?"

"A probable thing!"

"Why not? Who ever heard of such an occurrence as this? — a false telegraphic despatch
 — it is almost impossible for wrong signals to be made as they were in the last two telegrams. It was done on purpose for me, I am sure of it. Oh, you foolish creature! Women fancy they have talent because they have managed two or three intrigues
 without being the talk of Paris! But know that if you had even hidden your lies from your husband, who has but the commencement of the art — for generally husbands will not see — you would then have been but a faint
 imitation of most of your friends among the women of the world. But it has not been so with me. I see, and always have seen, during the last sixteen years. You may, perhaps, have hidden a thought; but not a step, not an action, not a fault, has escaped me, while you flattered yourself upon your address, and firmly believed you had deceived me. What has been the result? That, thanks to my pretended ignorance
 , there is none of your friends, from M. Villefort to M. Debray, who has not trembled before me. There is not one who has not treated me as the master of the house, the only title I desire with respect to you; there is not one, in fact, who would have dared to speak of me as I have spoken of them this day. I will allow you to make me hateful, but I will prevent your rendering
 me ridiculous, and, above all, I forbid you to ruin me."

Madame Danglars had been tolerably composed
 until the name of Villefort had been pronounced; but then she became pale, and, rising.

"M. de Villefort! What do you mean?"

"I mean that your first husband, being neither a philosopher
 nor a banker, or perhaps being both, and seeing there was nothing to be got out of a king's attorney, died of grief
 or anger at finding, after an absence of nine months, that you were soon to bear Villefort's child. Why did he kill himself instead of you? Because he had no cash to save. My life belongs to my cash. M. Debray has made me lose 700,000 francs; let him bear his share of the loss, and we will go on as before; if not, let him become bankrupt
 and do as all bankrupts do — disappear."

Madame Danglars was rooted to the spot; she made a violent effort to reply to this last attack, but she fell upon a chair thinking of Villefort, of the dinner scene, of the strange series
 of misfortunes which had taken place in her house during the last few days, and changed the usual calm of her establishment to a scene of scandalous
 debate.

Danglars did not even look at her, though she did her best to faint. He shut the bedroom door after him, without adding another word, and returned to his apartments.

The following day, Danglars went to the count for more information on Andrea Cavalcanti, after revealing
 his desire for his daughter to marry this noble Italian, being far wealthier than Albert Morcerf. During the conversation, Danglars casually mentioned that the Count Morcerf was not originally a nobleman, but rather a poor fisherman called Fernand Mondego, who mysteriously
 gained enormous
 wealth after returning from military service in Greece. The count explained that he had once heard the name, Fernand Mondego, in relation to Ali Pacha, the disposed
 royal in Greece. Danglars confessed that he had, as well, heard rumors
 of such a connection, and is pressed by the count to make inquiries into Mondego's involvement.

注释





exterior

 ［eksˈtiəriə］n．
 外部，表面，外型



indication

 ［ˌindiˈkeiʃən］n．
 迹象，暗示



destined

 ［ˈdestind］adj．
 注定，预定



residence

 ［ˈrezidəns］n．
 住宅；住处，公馆



positively

 ［ˈpɔzətivli］adv．
 明确地，断然地



outdo

 ［autˈduː］vt．
 超越，胜过；outdo oneself 超过自己原有水平；尽自己最大的努力



display

 ［disˈplei］vt．
 陈列，显示



furnishing

 ［ˈfəːniʃiŋ］n．
 （常用复）家具，设备，陈设品



execute

 ［ˈeksikjuːt］vt．
 实行，实施，执行



framework

 ［ˈfreimwəːk］n．
 构架，框架



peculiarity

 ［piˌkjuːliˈæriti］n．
 奇特，特殊的东西



imperceptible

 ［impəˈseptəbl］adj．
 觉察不到的，感觉不到的，极细微的



facility

 ［fəˈsiliti］n．
 容易，熟练



indicate

 ［ˈindikeit］vt．
 表明；显示



predict

 ［priˈdikt］vt．
 & vi．
 预言（报，示）



intensify

 ［inˈtensifai］vt．
 使强烈，加强



miraculous

 ［miˈrækjuləs］adj．
 奇迹的，不可思议的



recollect

 ［ˌrekəˈlekt］v．
 回忆，记忆



transact

 ［trænˈzækt］vt．
 办理，交易，谈判，处理



melancholy

 ［ˈmelənkəli］adj．
 忧郁的；意志消沉的



blind

 ［blaind］n．
 障蔽物；窗帘；百叶窗



dramatic

 ［drəˈmætik］adj．
 戏剧性的；激动人心的



instinct

 ［ˈinstiŋkt］n．
 本能，直觉



inquiringly

 ［inˈkwaiəriŋli］adv．
 探询地，咨询地



vague

 ［veiɡ］adj．
 含糊的，不清楚的，茫然的



scattered

 ［ˈskætəd］adj．
 离散的，分散的



gloomy

 ［ˈɡluːmi］adj．
 阴郁的，郁闷的



unanimous

 ［juːˈnæniməs］adj．
 意见一致的，无异议的



sinister

 ［ˈsinistə］adj．
 不祥的；有害的；邪恶的



clumsy

 ［ˈklʌmzi］adj．
 样子不好看的，制作粗陋的



agitation

 ［ˈædʒiteitʃən］n．
 激动不安，焦虑



imagination

 ［iˌmædʒiˈneiʃən］n．
 想象（力）；幻想；想象出来的事物



groan

 ［ɡrəun］n．
 呻吟，叹息



adjoining

 ［əˈdʒɔiniŋ］adj．
 相连的，邻接的，隔壁的



consciousness

 ［ˈkɔnʃəsnis］n．
 意识，知觉



alarm

 ［əˈlɑːm］vt．
 使惊恐，使担心



mood

 ［muːd］n．
 精神状态，心情



witness

 ［ˈwitnis］n．
 证人，目击者



investigate

 ［inˈvestiɡeit］vt．
 调查；审查



available

 ［əˈveiləbəl］adj．
 有用的，有效的



competent

 ［ˈkɔmpitənt］adj．
 主管的，权限内的the competent authonities 主管当局



refresh

 ［riˈfreʃ］vt．
 使恢复活力，使变得鲜



midst

 ［midst］n．
 中部，中间



skeleton

 ［ˈskelitən］n．
 骨骼（架）；残骸；骷髅



infant

 ［ˈinfənt］n．
 婴儿，幼儿



stiffen

 ［stifn］vi．
 变硬，变僵硬



pray

 ［prei］v．
 请，务请（表示急切的询问）在这里含嘲讽之意！相当于I ask you, may I ask。



endure

 ［inˈdjuə］vt．
 忍耐，忍受



lawn

 ［lɔːn］n．
 草地，草坪



own

 ［əun］vt．
 自认，承认



sure

 ［ʃuə］adj．
 稳当的，可靠的



notwithstanding

 ［ˌnɔtwiθˈstændiŋ］prep．
 虽然，尽管



absurdity

 ［əbˈsəːditi］n．
 愚蠢；荒唐事（话等）



amongst

 ［əˈmʌŋst］prep．
 在⋯中间，在⋯之中



hospitality

 ［ˌhɔspiˈtæliti］n．
 好客，殷勤



contemplate

 ［ˈkɔntəmpleit］vt．
 沉思；考虑



convert

 ［kənˈvəːt］vt．
 把⋯改变为，兑换



asset

 ［ˈæset］n．
 ［常用复数］资产，财产；有用的（资源），益处



pretext

 ［ˈpriːtekst］n．
 借口，托辞 on the pretext of 以⋯为借口



livre

 ［ˈliːvrə］n．
 里弗（古时的法国货币单位及其银币）



cordiality

 ［ˈkɔːdiæliti］n．
 诚实，郑重，诚恳



expend

 ［ikˈspend］vt．
 花费，消耗，支出



touch

 ［tʌtʃ］n．
 触，碰；轻击，按



endeavor

 ［inˈdevə］vi．
 尽力，努力



intruder

 ［inˈtruːdə］n．
 闯入者，打扰者，妨碍者



ironical

 ［aiəˈrɔnikəl］adj．
 讽刺的



nerve

 ［nəːv］n．
 胆量，勇气



perceive

 ［pəˈsiːv］vt．
 感觉，察觉



familarity

 ［fəˌmiliˈærəti］n．
 亲昵，亲近，随便，放肆



speculate

 ［ˈspekjuleit］vi．
 揣想，设想，推测（about，on，upon）



barrier

 ［ˈbæriə］n．
 关卡



compromise

 ［ˈkɔmprəmaiz］vt．
 危及，连累



affectionately

 ［əˈfekʃənitli］adv．
 挚爱地，亲切地



smother

 ［ˈsmʌðə］vt．
 闷熄，闷住（火），扼杀



appetite

 ［ˈæpitait］n．
 食欲，嗜好



prince

 ［prins］n．
 王子，亲王，王孙



good-tempered

 ［ˈɡudˈtempəd］adj．
 好脾气的，和蔼的，宽容的



degrade

 ［diˈɡreid］vt．
 降级，降格；降低品格（身价、价值等）



transact

 ［trænˈzækt］vt．
 办理，处理商议



defy

 ［diˈfai］vt．
 藐视，挑衅，违抗



fable

 ［ˈfeibəl］n．
 寓言，神话，谎言



irritability

 ［ˌiritəˈbiləti］n．
 过敏性，兴奋性，易怒



acknowledge

 ［əkˈnɔlidʒ］vt．
 承认，答谢，报偿



opposition

 ［ɔpəˈziʃən］n．
 反对，反抗（位置）面对，相对相反，对照



quotation

 ［kwəuˈteiʃən］n．
 报价单，行情表，closing quotations 收盘，收市行情



entertain

 ［ˌentəˈtein］vt．
 使快乐，使感兴趣



claim

 ［kleim］vt．
 主张，声称，自称，断言



occurrence

 ［əˈkʌrəns］n．
 发生，出现，事件，发生的事情



ridicule

 ［riˈdikjul］vt．
 嘲笑，嘲弄，奚落



dreadfully

 ［ˈdredfuli］adv．
 可怕地，［口］特别，非常，极坏



dictatorial

 ［dikˈtəˈtɔriəl］adj．
 专横的，独裁的



couch

 ［kautʃ］n．
 长沙发椅，睡椅，卧榻



transit

 ［ˈtrænsit］n．
 经过，搬运，运输



destination

 ［ˌdestiˈneiʃən］n．
 目的地；目的，目标



generally

 ［ˈdʒenərəli］adv．
 一般地，通常



vent

 ［vent］vt．
 给⋯开孔放出，排出（烟等）发泄（感情）



exhaust

 ［iɡˈzɔːst］vt．
 用尽，耗尽



flush

 ［flʌʃ］n．
 红晕，激动



persist

 ［pə(ː)ˈsist］vi．
 坚持，固执（所为，所信）（in）



speculation

 ［ˌspekjuˈleiʃən］n．
 投机，投机买卖



shiver

 ［ˈʃivə］v．
 颤抖 adj．
 颤抖的，使颤抖的



absurd

 ［əbˈsəːd］adj．
 荒谬的，荒唐可笑的



reclaim

 ［riˈkleim］vt．
 要求归还，收回



conduct

 ［kənˈdʌkt］n．
 行为



consistent

 ［kənˈsistənt］adj．
 一致的，调和的



tolerate

 ［ˈtɔləreit］vt．
 忍受，容忍



interfere

 ［ˌintəˈfiə］vi．
 干涉，干预



despatch

 ［disˈpætʃ］n．
 派遣



intrigue

 ［inˈtriːɡ］n．
 阴谋，密谋，诡计；私通，勾结，风流艳事



faint

 ［feint］adj．
 虚弱的，衰弱的懦怯的，软弱无力的模糊的，暗淡的



ignorance

 ［ˈiɡnərəns］n．
 无知；愚昧不知，不懂；缺乏教育



render

 ［ˈrendə］vt．
 致使



composed

 ［kəmˈpəuzd］adj．
 镇静的，沉着的



philosopher

 ［fiˈlɔsəfə］n．
 哲学家，哲人



grief

 ［ɡriːf］n．
 悲痛，不幸，忧伤



bankrupt

 ［ˈbæŋkrʌpt］adj．
 破产的，完全丧失 n．
 破产者



series

 ［ˈsiəriːz］n．
 连续，系列



scandalous

 ［ˈskændələs］adj．
 出丑的，可耻的，丢脸的



reveal

 ［riˈviːl］vt．
 泄露；显露；显示出；解释



mysteriously

 ［miˈstiəriəsli］adv．
 神秘地，不可思议地



enormous

 ［iˈnɔːməs］adj．
 巨大的，大的



dispose

 ［diˈspəuz］vt．
 布置，安排，除去



rumor

 ［ˈruːmə］n．
 流言，谣言，传闻


CHAPTER 12

While her husband went to inquire about a potential
 husband for his daughter, Madame Danglars arrived at Villefort's office, cursing
 their terrible luck at having their past returned to them. Villefort, however, explained that luck was not involved, as the count could never have found the child's body; Villefort's attempted murderer, after attacking the attorney in the summerhouse garden, stole the box with the child's body. He presumed
 the child must still live, or Bertuccio would have taken the infant's body to the police to have Villefort arrested. Villefort and Madame Danglars then realize the danger they most certainly were in, particularly given the count's knowledge of the situation. Villefort then decided he must discover the count's true identity to save their reputations
 .

Through Villefort's various connection
 with the police, he learned of the count's two old acquaintances in Paris, an Italian priest called Busoni and an English noble, both living in Paris.

Villefort first approached Busoni, who declared he had been an acquaintance of the count for decades
 , disclosing
 the count to, in fact, be the son of a wealthy Italian shipowner. When questioned about his relation to Lord Wilmore, the old priest described the English noble as the count's only rival.

The attorney then went to see Wilmore, who claimed that Monte Cristo made his immense fortune through silver mine development in the Middle East. When asked about the count's reasons for purchasing the Auteuil summerhome, Wilmore clarified
 that he meant to discover mineral springs in the area, information which greatly relieved the attorney.

Less than a week after the dinner party in Auteuil, Albert eagerly invited the count to a ball at the home of his father. All in attendance were fascinated
 by the count, though Mercedes fearfully observed that he refused to take any food or drink during the ball's entirety. This refusal terrified her, after remembering the Arabian custom that those who have eaten together in the same home are eternal
 friends. She then approached the mysterious noble, and the two discussed their pasts, though never acknowledging
 each other's true identities.

The ball ended abruptly with news that Villefort's former father-in-law, the Marquis Saint-Meran and his wife had mysteriously passed away; soon after, the family doctor supposed the two were mistakenly given Nortier's powerful calming medication, far too potent a mixture for those unaccustomed
 to such mixtures.

Fearing for Valentine's life, Maximilian immediately arrived to see her, and was immediately introduced to Nortier, who assured the lovers he had a flawless
 plan to prevent the intended marriage between his grandchild and that of his greatest enemy from taking place.

Following the burial of Valentine's grandparents, Franz arrived at the Villefort home. Noirtier's faithful servant immediately announced that the old man wished to speak to him, then instructed the servant to distribute
 the remaining secret files revealing that Noirtier killed Franz's father in a duel
 . Franz left in shock and dismay
 .

注释





potential

 ［pəˈtenʃəl］adj
 ．潜在的，可能的



curse

 ［kəːs］vt
 ．诅咒，咒骂



presume

 ［priˈzjuːm］vt
 ．假定，认为



reputation

 ［ˌrepju(ː)ˈteiʃən］n
 ．名声，名誉；体面



connection

 ［kəˈnekʃən］n
 ．联系，联络，关系



decade

 ［ˈdekeid］n
 ．十年，十



disclose

 ［disˈkləuz］vt
 ．揭露，透露



clarify

 ［ˈklærifai］vt
 ．澄清，讲清楚，阐明



fascinate

 ［ˈfæsineit］vt
 ．使着迷，使神魂颠倒



eternal

 ［i(ː)təːnl］adj
 ．永恒的，永远的



acknowledge

 ［əkˈnɔlidʒ］vt
 ．承认，公认



unaccustomed

 ［ˈʌnəˈkʌstəmd］adj
 ．不习惯的



flawless

 ［flɔːlis］adj
 ．无瑕疵的，完美无缺的



distribute

 ［disˈtribju(ː)t］vt
 ．分发，分配，散布



duel

 ［ˈdju(ː)əl］n
 ．决斗



dismay

 ［disˈmei］n
 ．沮丧，惊慌


CHAPTER 13

The count, along with the supposed Italian prince, Andrea Cavalcanti, were eagerly received by Danglars the next day. Eugenie, Danglars' reserved daughter, escaped to her room with her music teacher and constant companion upon their arrival, knowing her father's intentions for the meeting. Soon enough, however, Albert Morcerf arrived, though Danglars received him with nothing but disrespect.

On the return to Monte Cristo's home, Albert was amused at Danglars' obvious partiality
 for Andrea over himself. Upon their arrival, Albert requested to meet Haidee, to which the count agreed, but demanded that Albert say nothing about the name of his father. Albert had proceeded
 no farther than the door, where he remained rooted to the spot, being completely fascinated by the sight of such surpassing
 beauty.

"Whom do you bring?" asked the young girl of Monte Cristo in Greek; "is it a friend, a brother, a simple acquaintance, or an enemy."

"A friend," said Monte Cristo in the same language.

"What is his name?"

"Count Albert; it is the same man whom I rescued from the hands of the bandits in Rome."

"Sir," she said to Morcerf, "you are most welcome as the friend of my lord and master."

At this moment two women entered, bringing bowls filled with ices, which they placed on two small tables appropriated
 to that purpose.

"On what subject shall I converse with her?" said Albert, in a low tone to Monte Cristo.

"Just what you please; you may speak of her country and of her youthful reminiscences, or if you like it better you can talk of Rome, Naples, or Florence."

"Oh," said Albert, "it is of no use to be in the company of a Greek if one converses just in the same style as with a Parisian
 ; let me speak to her of the East."

"Do so then, for of all themes which you could choose that will be the most agreeable to her taste."

Albert turned towards Haidee.

"At what age did you leave Greece, Madame?" asked he.

"I left it when I was but five years old," replied Haidee.

"And have you any recollection of your country?"

"When I shut my eyes and think, I seem to see it all again. The mind can see as well as the body. The body forgets sometimes — but the mind never forgets."

"And how far back into the past do your recollections extend?"

"I could scarcely walk when my mother, a Greek royal," said the young girl, tossing her head proudly, "took me by the hand, and after putting in our purse all the money we possessed, we went out, both covered with veils
 , to beg for the prisoners. Then when our purse was full we returned to the palace, and without saying a word to my father, we sent it to the convent, where it was divided amongst the prisoners."

"And how old were you at that time?"

"I was three years old," said Haidee.

"Then you remember everything that went on about you from the time when you were three years old?" said Albert.

"Everything."

"Count," said Albert, in a low tone to Monte Cristo, "do allow her to tell me something of her history. You prohibited
 my mentioning my father's name to her, but perhaps she will allude to him of her own accord in the course of the recital, and you have no idea how delighted I should be to hear our name pronounced by such beautiful lips."

Monte Cristo turned to Haidee, and with an expression which commanded her to pay the most implicit
 attention to his words, he said in Greek, "Tell us the fate of your father; but neither the name of the traitor
 nor the treason."

Haidee sighed deeply, and a shade of sadness clouded her beautiful brow.

"What are you saying to her?" said Morcerf in an undertone
 . "I again reminded her that you were a friend, and that she need not conceal anything from you."

"Then," said Albert, "this pilgrimage in behalf of
 the prisoners was your first remembrance; what is the next?"

"Oh, then I remember as if it were but yesterday sitting under the shade of some trees, on the borders of a lake, in the waters of which the trembling foliage was reflected as in a mirror. Under the oldest and thickest of these trees, sitting on cushions, sat my father; my mother was at his feet, and I, childlike, amused myself by playing with his long white beard. Then from time to time there came to him a servant who said something to which I paid no attention, but which he always answered in the same tone of voice, either 'Kill', or 'Pardon'."

"It is very strange," said Albert, "to hear such words proceed
 from the mouth of anyone but an actress on the stage, and one needs constantly to be saying to one's self, 'This is not fiction
 , it is all reality,' in order to believe it. And how does France appear in your eyes, accustomed as they have been to gaze on such enchanted scenes?"

"I think it is a fine country," said Haidee, "but I see France as it really is, because I look on it with the eyes of a woman; whereas
 my own country, which I can only judge of from the impression produced on my childish mind, always seems enveloped in a vague atmosphere, which is luminous
 or otherwise, according as my remembrances of it are sad or joyous."

"So young," said Albert, forgetting at the moment the Count's command that he should ask no questions of the slave herself, "is it possible that you can have known what suffering is except by name?"

Haidee turned her eyes towards Monte Cristo, who, making at the same time some imperceptible sign, murmured, "Go on."

"Nothing is ever so firmly impressed on the mind as the memory of our early childhood, and with the exception
 of the two scenes I have just described to you, all my earliest reminiscences are filled with deepest sadness."

"Speak, speak, I beg you," said Albert, "I am listening with the most intense delight and interest to all you say."

Haidee answered his remark with a melancholy smile. "You wish me, then, to relate the history of my past sorrows?" said she. "I beg you to do so," replied Albert.

"Well, I was but four years old when one night I was suddenly awakened by my mother. We were in the palace of Yanina, a Greek state; she snatched me from the cushions on which I was sleeping, and on opening my eyes I saw hers filled with tears. She took me away without speaking. When I saw her weeping I began to cry too. 'Hush, child!' said she. At other times in spite of maternal love or threats, I had with a child's impulse
 been accustomed to indulge
 my feelings of sorrow or anger by crying as much as I felt inclined
 ; but on this occasion there was a tone of such extreme terror in my mother's voice, that I ceased crying as soon as her command was given. She bore me rapidly away.

"I saw then that we were descending a large staircase; around us were all my mother's servants carrying trunks, bags, ornaments, jewels, purses of gold, with which they were hurrying away in the greatest distraction
 . You may imagine there was something startling and threatening," said Haidee, shaking her head and turning pale at the mere
 remembrance of the scene, "in this long file of slaves and women only half-aroused
 from sleep, or at least so they appeared to me, who was myself scarcely awake. Here and there on the walls of the staircase, were reflected gigantic
 shadows, which trembled in the flickering light of the pine-torches
 till they seemed to reach to the vaulted roof above.

"'Quick!' said a voice at the end of the gallery. This voice made everyone bow before it, resembling
 in its effect the wind passing over a field of wheat, by its superior strength forcing every ear to yield obedience
 . As for me, it made me tremble. This voice was that of my father. He came last, clothed
 in his splendid robes. "My father," said Haidee, raising her head, "was that memorable
 man known in Europe under the name of Ali Tepelini, Pasha of Yanina, or Ali Pasha, and before whom Turkey trembled."

Albert, without knowing why, started on hearing these words pronounced with such a dignified accent; it appeared to him as if there was something supernaturally gloomy and terrible in the expression which gleamed
 from the brilliant eyes of missing a word at this moment.

"Soon," said Haidee, "we halted on our march, and found ourselves on the borders of a lake. My mother pressed me to her throbbing heart, and at the distance of a few paces I saw my father, who was glancing anxiously around. Four marble steps led down to the water's edge, and below them was a boat floating on the tide.

"From where we stood I could see in the middle of the lake a large black mass; it was the shelter to which we were going. This shelter appeared to me to be at a considerable distance, perhaps on account of the darkness of the night, which prevented any object from being more than partially
 discerned. We stepped into the boat. I remember well that the oars
 made no noise whatever in striking the water. Besides the rowers, the boat contained only the women, my father, mother, and myself.

"'Silence, child! Ask no questions!' begged my mother. I did not understand. Why should my father flee? He, the all-powerful — he, before whom others were accustomed to flee — he, who had taken for his device, 'They hate me; then they fear me!' It was, indeed, a flight which my father was trying to effect. I have been told since that the garrison of the castle of Yanina, fatigued
 with long service" — Here Haidee cast a significant glance at Monte Cristo, listening intently during the whole course of her narrative. The young girl then continued, speaking slowly, like a person who is either inventing or suppressing
 some feature
 of the history which he is relating.

"You were saying," said Albert, who was paying the most implicit attention to the recital, "that the garrison of Yanina, fatigued with long service —"

"Had retreated, after a French officer betrayed my father."

"And this officer," asked Albert, "do you remember his name?"

Monte Cristo exchanged a rapid glance with the young girl, which was quite unperceived
 by Albert.

"No," said she, "I do not remember it just at this moment; but if it should occur to me presently
 , I will tell you."

Albert was on the point of pronouncing his father's name, when Monte Cristo gently held up his finger in token
 of reproach
 ; the young man recollected his promise, and was silent.

"It was towards this shelter that we were rowing. A groundfloor ornamented with arabesques
 , bathing its terraces
 in the water, and another floor, looking on the lake, was all which was visible
 to the eye. But beneath the groundfloor, stretching
 out into the island was a large underground cavern, to which my mother, myself, and the women were conducted. In this place were together 60,000 bags and 200 barrels; the bags contained 25,000,000 in gold, and the barrels were filled with 30,000 pounds of gunpowder
 .

"My father's servant stood watch day and night, and he had orders to blow up everything — the shelter, guards, women and gold — at the first signal given by my father. I remember well that the slaves, convinced of the precarious tenure on which they held their lives, passed whole days and nights in praying, crying, and groaning
 . As for me, I can never forget the pale complexion and black eyes of the young soldier. I cannot tell you how long we remained in this state; at that period I did not even know what time meant. Sometimes, but very rarely, my father summoned me and my mother to the terrace of the palace; these were hours of recreation
 for me, as I never saw anything in the dismal cavern but the gloomy faces. My father was endeavoring to pierce with his eager looks the remotest verge
 of the horizon
 , examining attentively every black spot which appeared on the lake, while my mother, sitting by his side, rested her head on his shoulder, and I played at his feet, admiring everything I saw with that unsophisticated
 innocence of childhood which throws a charm round objects insignificant in themselves, but which in his eyes are invested
 with the greatest importance.

"One morning, my father sent for us; my mother had been crying all the night, and was very wretched; we found my father calm, but paler than usual. 'Take courage, my wife,' said he; 'today my fate will be decided. If my pardon be complete, we shall return triumphantly
 to Yanina; if the news be discouraging, we must fly this night.' 'But supposing our enemy should not allow us to do so?' said my mother. 'Oh, make yourself easy on that head,' said Ali, smiling; 'My fierce soldiers will settle that matter. They would be glad to see me dead, but they would not like themselves to die with me.'"

"My mother only answered by sighs to consolations which she knew did not come from my father's heart. Presently, my father made such a sudden movement that I was paralyzed
 with fear. Then, without taking his eyes from the object which had first attracted his attention, he asked for his telescope
 . My mother gave it him, and as she did so, looked whiter than the marble against which she leaned. I saw my father's hand tremble. 'A boat!— two!— three!' murmured my father; — 'four!' He then arose, seizing his arms and priming
 his pistols. 'My wife,' said he to my mother, trembling perceptibly, 'the instant approaches which will decide everything. In the space of half an hour we shall know the emperor's answer. Go into the cavern with Haidee.' 'I will not quit you,' said my mother; 'if you die, my lord, I will die with you.' 'Go to the soldiers!' cried my father. 'Adieu, my lord,' murmured my mother, determining quietly to await the approach of death. 'Take away my wife!' said my father to his men."

"As for me, I had been forgotten in the general confusion, and ran to my father. He stooped
 down and pressed my forehead with his lips. Oh, how distinctly
 I remember that kiss! It was the last he ever gave me, and I feel as if it were still warm on my forehead. Gradually, several boats were becoming more distinct to our view. At first they appeared like black spots, and now they looked like birds skimming
 the surface of the waves. During this time, at my father's feet, were seated twenty soldiers, concealed from view by an angle
 of the wall and watching with eager eyes the arrival of the boats. My father looked at his watch, and paced up and down with a face expressive of the greatest anguish
 . This was the scene which presented itself to my view as I quitted my father after that last kiss. My mother and I traversed
 the gloomy passage leading to the cavern. We fetched our cushions from the other end of the cavern, clinging
 to each other."

Albert had often heard — not from his father, for he never spoke on the subject, but from strangers — the description of the last moments of Yanina's leader, Ali Pasha; he had read different accounts of his death, but the story seemed to acquire fresh meaning from the voice and expression of the young girl, and her sympathetic accent and the melancholy expression of her face at once charmed and horrified him. As to Haidee, these terrible reminiscences seemed to have overpowered her for a moment, for she ceased speaking, her head leaning on her hand like a beautiful flower bowing beneath the violence of the storm.

"Go on," said the count in Greek.

Haidee looked up abruptly, as if the soothing tones of Monte Cristo's voice had awakened her from a dream; and she resumed her narrative.

"It was about four o'clock in the afternoon, and although the day was brilliant out-of-doors, we were enveloped in the gloomy darkness of the cavern. One single, solitary
 light was burning there, and it appeared like a star set in a heaven of blackness. My mother was a Christian, and she prayed. My mother had still some hope. As she was coming down, she thought she recognized the French officer who had been sent to Constantinople, and in whom my father placed so much confidence; for he knew that all the soldiers of the French emperor were naturally noble and generous. She advanced some steps towards the staircase, and listened.

"'They are approaching,' said she; 'perhaps they bring us peace and liberty!' But I, being only a little child, was terrified by this undaunted courage, which appeared to me both ferocious and senseless, and I withdrew with horror
 from the idea of the frightful death amidst
 fire and flames which probably awaited us. "

"My mother experienced the same sensations
 , for I felt her tremble. 'Mamma, mamma,' said I, 'are we really to be killed?' And at the sound of my voice the slaves redoubled their cries and prayers. 'My child,' said my mother, 'may God preserve
 you from ever wishing for that death which today you so much dread
 !'"

"Suddenly we heard loud cries; and, listening, discerned that they were cries of joy. The name of the French officer who had been sent to Constantinople resounded on all sides amongst us; it was evident that he brought the answer of the emperor, Napoleon Bonaparte, and that it was favorable."

"And do you not remember the Frenchman's name?" said Morcerf, quite ready to aid the memory of the narrator
 .

Monte Cristo made a sign to him to be silent.

"I do not recollect it," said Haidee. "The noise increased; steps were heard approaching nearer and nearer; they were descending the steps leading to the cavern. Soon a figure appeared in the gray twilight at the entrance of the cave, formed by the reflection
 of the few rays of daylight which had found their way into this gloomy retreat
 . 'Long live the emperor!' said the figure. My mother uttered a cry of joy, and clasped me to her bosom. 'Stop,' said one of the guards."

And for the second time Haidee stopped, overcome by violent emotion. Monte Cristo poured a little iced water into a glass, and presented it to her, saying with a mildness in which was also a shade of command, "Courage."

Haidee dried her eyes, and continued: "By this time our eyes, habituated to the darkness, had recognized the messenger
 of my father, it was a friend, but the brave young man only acknowledged one duty, which was to obey. 'In whose name do you come?' said my father's closest servant to the man. 'I come in the name of our master, the Turkish prince,' who was the sworn
 enemy of my father. My father's most faithful servant then fell, pierced
 by five blows. At this moment my mother seized me in her arms, and hurrying noiselessly along numerous turnings and windings known only to ourselves, she arrived at a private staircase of the shelter, where was a scene of frightful confusion. The lower rooms were entirely filled with Turkish troops; that is to say, with our enemies. Just as my mother was on the point of pushing open a small door, we heard the voice of my father sounding in a loud and threatening tone. My mother applied her eye to the crack between the boards; I luckily found a small opening which afforded me a view of the apartment and what was passing within. 'What do you want?' said my father to some people who were holding a paper inscribed
 with characters of gold. 'What we want,' replied one, 'is to communicate to you the will of his highness. Do you see this?' 'I do,' said my father. 'Well, read it; he demands your head.'

"My father answered with a loud laugh, which was more frightful than even threats would have been. At the same instant firing began on the other side, and gun shots penetrated the boards all round us. Oh, how noble did my father look at that moment, in the midst of the flying bullets, and how he terrified them, even then, and made them fly before him!

"My father was then mortally
 shot twice. However, he remained standing, clinging to a window. My mother tried to force open the door, that she might go and die with him, but it was fastened on the inside. All around him were lying his men, while two or three who were only slightly wounded were trying to escape by springing from the windows. At this crisis
 the whole flooring suddenly gave way. My father fell on one knee, and at the same moment twenty hands were thrust
 forth, armed with knives and pistols — twenty blows were instantaneously directed against one man, and my father disappeared in a whirlwind
 of fire and smoke, and which seemed like hell
 itself opening beneath his feet. I felt myself fall to the ground, my mother had fainted."

Haidee's arms fell by her side, and she uttered a deep groan, at the same time looking towards the count as if to ask if he were satisfied with her obedience to his commands. Monte Cristo arose and approached her, took her hand, and said to her in Greek, "Calm yourself, my dear child, and take courage in remembering that there is a God who will punish traitors
 ."

"It is a frightful story, Count," said Albert, terrified at the paleness of Haidee's face, "and I reproach myself now for having been so cruel and thoughtless
 in my request."

"Oh, it is nothing," said Monte Cristo. Then, patting the young girl on the head, he continued, "Haidee is very courageous, and she sometimes even finds consolation
 in the recital of her misfortunes."

"Because, my lord." said Haidee eagerly, "my miseries recall to me the remembrance of your goodness."

Albert looked at her with curiosity, for she had not yet related what he most desired to know, how she had become the slave of the count. Haidee saw at a glance the same expression of her two auditors; she exclaimed, "When my mother recovered her senses we were before the French soldier my father had known, who was leading the Turkish soldiers. 'Kill,' said she, 'but spare the honor of the widow of Ali Pasha.' And we were then sold into slavery. We traversed Greece, and arrived half dead at the imperial gates. They were surrounded by a crowd of people, who opened a way for us to pass, when suddenly my mother, having looked closely at an object which was attracting their attention, uttered a piercing
 cry and fell to the ground, pointing as she did so to a head which was placed over the gates, and beneath which were inscribed these words.


"'This is the head of Ali Pasha of Yanina.'


I cried bitterly, and tried to raise my mother from the earth, but she was dead! I was taken to the slave-market, and was purchased by a rich Turk. He caused me to be instructed, gave me masters, and when I was thirteen years of age he sold me again."

"Of whom I bought her," said Monte Cristo, "as I told you, Albert."

"Oh, you are good, you are great, my lord!" said Haidee, kissing the count's hand, "and I am very fortunate in belonging to such a master!"

Albert remained quite bewildered with all that he had seen and heard. "Come, finish your cup of coffee," said Monte Cristo; "the history is ended."

The following day, Villefort received a furious
 letter from Franz, calling off his engagement. Noirtier, pleased at the developments, again altered his will, leaving his fortune to Valentine, given that she is never separated from him.

In the meantime, the Count of Morcerf went to Danglars, intent on finalizing the engagement between Albert and Eugenie, but was told carelessly that Danglars no longer wished for his only daughter to marry Albert; still, he refused to disclose his reasons for calling off the engagement.

The next day, an article appeared in Beauchamp's newspaper, explaining that a French soldier called Fernand gave up the Greek royal, Ali Pacha, to the Turks. No one, however, made the connection between the name and the prominent
 senator, the Count of Morcerf. Nonetheless, Albert became enraged at the careless piece, immediately ordering Beauchamp to withdraw the article or fight a duel to the death. Beauchamp, however, was not the article's author, and pleaded
 for three weeks to investigate the matter.

One afternoon, as Noirtier sat with his beloved granddaughter, discussing her future plans, his servant, overcome with thirst, drank his master's full glass of water. Instantly, the faithful servant fell to the floor. The doctor was then called, soon after announcing that he had been poisoned before also declaring that Valentine must have been the intended murderee, as the sole inheritor
 of his fortune. Noirtier, though, could not have been affected, as he had recently become conditioned to the mixture, which he used to calm his nerves
 .

Some time after the grand dinner party at the count's summerhome in Auteuil, Caderousse returned to Benedetto, no longer satisfied with his compensation. Benedetto then revealed his suspicions that the count was his true father. Caderousse, after hearing of the count's immense fortune, decided to break into the mysterious noble's home in Paris, while the count planned to be away at Auteuil.

The following day, however, the Count of Monte Cristo received an unsigned note, speaking of the intended robbery
 . That evening, the robber
 entered the bedroom window, under the watchful eye of Monte Cristo, who was shocked to find him to be Caderousse. Immediately, the count took on the guise of the priest, Busoni, before presenting himself to Caderousse, who was terrified at his entrance. The priest agreed to allow the thief to leave, assuming
 he explain his method of escape from prison. Caderousse eagerly agreed, explaining that an English noble, Lord Wilmore, mysteriously sent a tool to Benedetto, Caderousse's cell mate, which the two used to escape. Fearing the priest may, indeed, return him to prison, Caderousse then threw a knife at the old priest, but missed. Caderousse was then forced to write a note to Danglars, declaring that his future son-in-law was nothing but an escaped prisoner. Caderousse then left through the window, before which, the old priest told him that if he returned home safely, God had forgiven him; though, Monte Cristo knew Benedetto was awaiting his departure to murder the problematic cell mate.

A few moments later, Monte Cristo carried the wounded Caderousse into the house, forcing him to state Benedetto as his murderer in writing. As Caderousse remained, awaiting death, the count revealed his true identity as Edmond Dantes; Caderousse then acknowledged the existence of God's punishment. The police arrived, and then began a massive search for Benedetto.

注释





partiality

 ［ˌpɑːʃiˈæliti］n
 ．偏爱，特殊的喜爱



proceed

 ［prəuˈsiːd］vi
 ．行进，前进



surpassing

 ［səːˈpaːsiŋ］adj
 ．异常的，超过的



appropriate

 ［əˈprəupriit］v
 ．选出作特殊用途



Parisian

 ［pəˈrizjən］n
 ．巴黎人



extend

 ［iksˈtend］v
 ．延伸，伸展



toss

 ［tɔs］v
 ．突然抬起（头）



veil

 ［veil］n
 ．面纱，面罩



prohibit

 ［prəˈhibit］vt
 ．禁止，阻止



implicit

 ［imˈplisit］adj
 ．暗示的，含蓄的



traitor

 ［ˈtreitə］n
 ．叛逆者，叛徒



undertone

 ［ˈʌndəˌtəun］n
 ．低音，小声



pilgrim

 ［ˈpilgrim］n
 ．朝圣；长途跋涉和追寻，尤指具有崇高目的或重要道德意义



behalf

 ［biˈhɑːf］n
 ．利益；方面；支持，赞成



in behalf of

 为了⋯；为了⋯利益



proceed

 ［prəˈsiːd］vi
 ．进行，继续下去，此处指说出。



fiction

 ［ˈfikʃən］n
 ．虚构，小说



whereas

 ［hwɛərˈæz］conj
 ．然而，但是



luminous

 ［ˈljuːminəs］adj
 ．发光的，明亮的



exception

 ［ikˈsepʃən］n
 ．除外，例外



impulse

 ［ˈimpʌls］n
 ．冲动，推动力



indulge

 ［inˈdʌldʒ］v
 ．纵容，放任



incline

 ［inˈklain］vt
 ．倾向，赞同，影响



ornament

 ［ˈɔːnəmənt］n
 ．装饰物，装饰品



distraction

 ［disˈtrækʃən］n
 ．思想不集中，困惑，心烦意乱



mere

 ［miə］adj
 ．仅仅的



arouse

 ［əˈrauz］vi
 ．睡醒



gigantic

 ［dʒaiˈgæntik］adj
 ．巨大的；巨人般的



torch

 ［tɔːtʃ］n
 ．火把



resemble

 ［riˈzembəl］vt
 ．像，类似



yield

 ［jiːld］v
 ．出产，生长，生产，礼服



obedience

 ［əˈbiːdjəns］n
 ．服众，顺从



clothe

 ［kləuð］vt
 ．给⋯穿衣，着衣，覆盖



robe

 ［rəub］n
 ．长袍，罩衣



memorable

 ［ˈmemərəbl］adj
 ．值得纪念的，难忘的



gleam

 ［gliːm］vi
 ．闪烁，隐约地闪现



partially

 ［ˈpɑːʃəli］adv
 ．部分地



oar

 ［ɔː］n
 ．桨，橹



fatigue

 ［fəˈtiːg］vt
 ．使疲劳



suppress

 ［səˈpres］vt
 ．抑制，使止住



feature

 ［ˈfiːtʃə］n
 ．特征，特色



unperceived

 ［ˌʌnpəˈsiːvd］adj
 ．未被察觉的，未被看到的



presently

 ［ˈprezəntli］adv
 ．不久，一会儿



token

 ［ˈtəukən］n
 ．表示，指示



reproach

 ［riˈprəutʃ］n
 ．责备



arabesque

 ［ˌærəˈbesk］n
 ．阿拉伯式图饰，蔓藤花纹



terrace

 ［ˈterəs］n
 ．房屋之平顶，露台，阳台



visible

 ［ˈvizəbl］adj
 ．看得见的，明显的



stretch

 ［stretʃ］v
 ．伸展，伸长



gunpowder

 ［ˈgʌnˌpaudə］n
 ．火药，有烟火药



groan

 ［grəun］v
 ．呻吟，叹息



recreation

 ［ˌrekriˈeiʃən］n
 ．消遣，娱乐



verge

 ［vəːdʒ］n
 ．边缘



horizon

 ［həˈraizən］n
 ．地平线



unsophisticated

 ［ˈʌnsəˈfistikeitid］adj
 ．不懂世故的，单纯的



invest

 ［inˈvest］v
 ．使充满：赋予；覆盖



triumphantly

 ［traiˈʌmfəntli］adv
 ．胜利地，成功地，洋洋得意地



paralyze

 ［ˈpærəlaiz］vt
 ．使瘫痪，使麻痹



telescope

 ［ˈteliskəup］n
 ．望远镜



prime

 ［praim］v
 ．预先准备好，灌注，填装



stoop

 ［stuːp］vi
 ．弯下，弯腰



distinctly

 ［diˈstiŋktli］adv
 ．清楚地，明显地



skim

 ［skim］v
 ．掠过



angle

 ［ˈæŋgəl］n
 ．角，角落



anguish

 ［ˈæŋgwiʃ］n
 ．痛苦，苦恼



traverse

 ［ˈtrævə(ː)s］vt
 ．横过，穿过



cling

 ［kliŋ］vi
 ．附着，紧贴；cling to依附，依靠



solitary

 ［ˈsɔlitəri］adj
 ．孤独的



horror

 ［ˈhɔrə］n
 ．惊骇，恐怖



amidst

 ［əˈmidst］prep
 ．在⋯当中



sensation

 ［senˈseiʃən］n
 ．感觉，知觉



preserve

 ［priˈzəːv］vt
 ．保护，保全，维护



dread

 ［dred］vt
 ．怕，畏惧



narrator

 ［næˈreitə］n
 ．讲述者，叙述者（此处指海蒂）



reflection

 ［riˈflekʃən］n
 ．反射，映像



retreat

 ［riˈtriːt］n
 ．静居处，幽僻的地方



messenger

 ［ˈmesindʒə］n
 ．报信者，使者



sworn

 ［swɔːn］adj
 ．宣誓过的，起誓宣布的，公开宣称的



pierce

 ［piəs］vt
 ．刺穿，刺破



crack

 ［kræk］n
 ．裂缝



inscribe

 ［inˈskraib］v
 ．记下，题写，题字



mortally

 ［ˈmɔːt(ə)li］adv
 ．致命地，凡人般地



crisis

 ［ˈkraisis］n
 ．决定性时刻，危机，紧要关头



thrust

 ［θrʌst］vi
 ．刺，戳



whirlwind

 ［ˈhwəːlwind］n
 ．旋风，混乱



hell

 ［hel］n
 ．地狱，阴间



traitor

 ［ˈtreitə］n
 ．叛逆者，叛国者



thoughtless

 ［ˈθɔːtlis］adj
 ．欠考虑的；不体谅别人的



consolation

 ［ˌkɔnsəˈleiʃən］n
 ．安慰，起安慰作用的人或物



piercing

 ［ˈpiəsiŋ］adj
 ．刺耳的，穿透的



furious

 ［ˈfjuəriəs］adj
 ．狂怒的，激烈的



prominent

 ［ˈprɔminənt］adj
 ．卓越的，著名的



plead

 ［pliːd］vi
 ．辩论，反驳



sole

 ［səul］adj
 ．唯一的



inheritor

 ［inˈheritə］n
 ．继承人，后继者



robbery

 ［ˈrɔbəri］n
 ．抢掠，抢夺



robber

 ［ˈrɔbə］n
 ．强盗，盗贼



assume

 ［əˈsjuːm］vt
 ．假定，设想


CHAPTER 14

The daring attempt to rob the count was the topic of conversation throughout Paris for the next fortnight. The dying man had signed a deposition
 declaring Benedetto to be the assassin
 . The police had orders to make the strictest search for the murderer Caderousses knife, dark lantern, bunch of keys, and clothing, excepting the waistcoat, which could not be found, were deposited at the registry; the corpse was conveyed to the morgue.

Bertuccio alone turned pale whenever Benedetto's name was mentioned in his presence, but there was no reason why anyone should notice his doing so.

Villefort, being called on to prove the crime, was preparing his brief with the same eagerness that he was accustomed to exercise when required to speak in criminal cases.

But three weeks had already passed, and the most diligent
 search had been unsuccessful; the attempted robbery and the murder of the robber by his comrade were almost forgotten in anticipation
 of the approaching marriage of Miss Danglars to the Count Andrea Cavalcanti. It was expected that this wedding would shortly take place. Letters had been despatched
 to M. Cavalcanti, as the count's father, who highly
 approved of the union, regretted his inability to leave Parma at that time, and promised a wedding gift of a hundred and fifty thousand francs. It was agreed that three million should be given to Danglars to invest; some persons had warned the young man of the circumstances
 of his future father-in-law, who had of late sustained repeated losses; but with sublime disinterestedness and confidence the young man refused to listen, or to express a single doubt to M. Danglars, who adored
 Count Andrea Cavalcanti, though his daughter did not. With an instinctive
 hatred of marriage, she suffered Andrea's attentions in order to get rid of Morcerf; but when Andrea urged
 his suit, she betrayed an entire dislike to him.

The delay demanded by Beauchamp had nearly expired
 . Morcerf appreciated the advice of Monte Cristo to let things die away of their own accord. No one had taken up the remark about the general, and no one had recognized in the officer who betrayed the castle of Yanina the noble Count of Morcerf. Albert, however felt no less insulted
 ; the few lines which had irritated him were certainly intended as an insult. Besides, the manner in which Beauchamp had closed the conference left a bitter recollection in his heart. He cherished
 the thought of the fight, hoping to conceal its true cause even from his friends. Beauchamp had not been seen since the day he visited Albert, and those of whom the latter inquired always told him he was out on a journey which would detain him some days. Where he was, no one knew.

One morning Albert was awakened by his servant, who announced Beauchamp. Albert rubbed
 his eyes, ordered his servant to introduce him into the small smoking-room on the groundfloor, dressed himself quickly, and went down. He found Beauchamp pacing the room; on perceiving
 him, Beauchamp stopped.

"Your arrival here, without awaiting my visit at your house today, looks well, sir, "said Albert." Tell me, may I shake hands with you, saying, 'Beauchamp, acknowledge you have injured me, and retain my friendship,' or must I simply propose
 to you a choice of arms?"

"Albert," said Beauchamp, with a look of sorrow which shocked the young man, "let us first sit down and talk."

"Rather, sir, before we sit down, I must demand your answer."

"Albert," said the journalist, "these are questions which it is difficult to answer."

"I will facilitate
 it by repeating the question, 'Will you, or will you not, withdraw the claim'?"

"Morcerf, it is not enough to answer 'yes' or 'no' to questions which concern the honor, the social interest, and the life of such a man as the Count of Morcerf, senator of France."

"What must then be done?"

"What I have done, Albert. I reasoned thus — money, time, and fatigue
 are nothing compared with the reputation and interests of a whole family; probabilities
 will not suffice
 ; only facts will justify
 a deadly combat
 with a friend."

"Well," said Morcerf impatiently
 , "what does all this mean?"

"It means that I have just returned from Yanina."

"From Yanina?"

"Yes."

"Impossible!"

"Here is my passport; examine the visa — Geneva, Milan, Venice, Trieste, Delvino, Yanina. Will you believe the government of a republic, a kingdom, and an empire?" Albert cast his eyes on the passport, then raised them in astonishment to Beauchamp. "You have been to Yanina?" said he.

"Albert, I returned from there just last night, and here I am."

"How long you before you tell me what I most wish to know?"

"Because, in truth, Albert —"

"You hesitate?"

"Yes, I fear."

"You fear to acknowledge that your correspondent
 has deceived you? Oh, no self-love, Beauchamp. Acknowledge it, Beauchamp; your courage cannot be doubted."

"Not so," murmured the journalist; "on the contrary —"

Albert turned frightfully pale; he endeavored to speak, but the words died on his lips. "My friend," said Beauchamp, in the most affectionate
 tone, "I should gladly make an apology; but —"

"But what?"

"The paragraph was correct, my friend."

"What? That French officer —"

"Yes."

"Fernand?"

"Yes."

"The traitor who surrendered the castle of the man in whose service he was — Pardon me, my friend, that man was your father!"

Albert advanced furiously towards Beauchamp, but the latter restrained
 him more by a mild look than by his extended hand.

"My friend," said he, "here is a proof
 of it."

Albert opened the paper; it was a declaration of four notable inhabitants
 of Yanina, proving that Colonel Fernand Mondego, in the service of Ali Pasha, had surrendered the castle for two million francs. The signatures were perfectly legal. Albert fell overpowered in a chair. It could no longer be doubted; the family name was fully given.

After a moment's mournful silence, his heart overflowed
 , and he gave way to a flood of tears. Beauchamp, who had watched with sincere pity the young man in his grief, approached him.

"Now, Albert," said he, "you understand me — do you not? I wished to see all, and to judge everything for myself, hoping the explanation would be in your father's favor, and that I might do him justice. But, on the contrary, the particulars which are given prove that Fernand Mondego, raised by Ali Pasha to the rank of governor-general, is no other than Count Fernand of Morcerf; then, recollecting
 the honor you had done me, in admitting me to your friendship, I hastened to you."

Albert covered his face with both hands, as if to prevent the light from reaching him.

"I hastened to you," continued Beauchamp, "to tell you, Albert, that in this changing age, the faults of a father cannot relapse
 upon his children. Few have passed through this revolutionary
 period, in the midst of which we were born, without some stain
 of embarrassing
 circumstances or blood to soil the uniform of the soldier, or the gown of the magistrate. Now I have these proofs, Albert, and I am in your confidence, no human power can force me to a fight which your own conscience
 would reproach you with as criminal, but I come to offer you what you can no longer demand of me. Do you wish these proofs, these declarations
 , which I alone possess, to be destroyed? Do you wish this frightful secret to remain with us? Confided to me, it shall never escape my lips; say, Albert, my friend, do you wish it?"

Albert threw himself on Beauchamp's neck. "Ah, noble fellow!" cried he.

"Take these," said Beauchamp, presenting the papers to Albert.

Albert seized them, tore them in pieces, murmuring
 , "Dear, excellent friend," as he burned the papers.

"Let all be forgotten as a sorrowful dream," said Beauchamp; "let it vanish
 as the last sparks
 from the blackened paper, and disappear as the smoke from those silent ashes."

"Yes, yes," said Albert, "and may there remain only the eternal friendship which I promised to my deliverer, which shall be transmitted
 to our children's children, and shall always remind me that I owe my life and the honor of my name to you."

Soon after, the count invited Albert to travel with him to the coast. After three days, however, an urgent letter arrived from Beauchamp, forcing Albert to return to Paris. The letter included a news article from another paper, disclosing the Count of Morcerf as the mysterious French soldier involved with the Ali Pacha affair.

Since the article's printing, the French government announced it had to conduct a thorough investigation
 into the affair, involving one of the country's leading senators
 . Haidee was among the witnesses at the trial to testify
 that Albert's father was, indeed, the betrayer
 to her father, allowing his enemies to kill him before cruelly selling herself and her mother into slavery. She then presented documents recording the facts mentioned, as well as the necessary proof that the count had purchased her freedom from Fernand Mondego. In addition, she asserted
 that her father's traitor had a scar
 on his right hand, a scar, the government officials soon discovered, on Morcerf's own hand. Morcerf was soon found guilty of the crimes in question.

Upon Albert's return, he vowed to kill the man responsible for his father's dishonor; Beauchamp attempted to persuade Albert against such plans, but at last agreed to assist
 him in discovering the unknown enemy, thus explaining that Danglars had been questioning him about Morcerf's involvement in the Yanina affair.

Albert went to Danglars without delay, challenging him to a fight. Danglars, in fear, explained that the count had suggested making the inquiries. Albert then realized that the count most assuredly knew of Morcerf's past, given his relations with Haidee. Young Morcerf then assumed the Count of Monte Cristo was unquestionably behind the plot to expose his father; Albert then determined he must challenge the mysterious noble to a fight, to honor his father.

注释





deposition

 ［ˌdepəˈziʃən］n
 ．宣誓作证；证词



assassin

 ［əˈsæsin］n
 ．暗杀者，刺客



diligent

 ［ˈdilidʒənt］adj
 ．勤奋的，细心而继续不断的



anticipation

 ［ˌæntisiˈpeiʃən］n
 ．期望，预期



despatch

 ［disˈpætʃ］v
 ．发送，派遣dispatch的变体形式



highly

 ［ˈhaili］adv
 ．非常



circumstance

 ［ˈsəːkəmstəns］n
 ．境况，详情



adore

 ［əˈdɔː］v
 ．爱慕，喜爱



instinctive

 ［ˈinstiŋktiv］adj
 ．本能的，天性的



urge

 ［əːdʒ］vt
 ．催促，竭力推行，极力主张



expire

 ［ikˈspaiə］v
 ．期满，终止



insult

 ［inˈsʌlt］vt
 ．侮辱，凌辱n
 ．侮辱，凌辱



cherish

 ［ˈtʃeriʃ］vt
 ．怀抱，抱有（希望等）



rub

 ［rʌb］v
 ．擦，摩擦



perceive

 ［pəˈsiːv］vt
 ．察觉



propose

 ［prəˈpəuz］vt
 ．建议，向⋯提议



facilitate

 ［fəˈsiliteit］vt
 ．使容易，使便利



fatigue

 ［fəˈtiːɡ］n
 ．疲乏，疲劳



probability

 ［ˌprɔbəˈbiliti］n
 ．可能性



suffice

 ［səˈfais］vi
 ．足够，满足，有能力胜任



justify

 ［ˈdʒʌstifai］v
 ．论证或证明⋯正当、正确或有效



combat

 ［ˈkɔmbæt］n
 ．战斗，格斗



impatiently

 ［imˈpeiʃəntli］adv
 ．无耐性地



hesitate

 ［ˈheziteit］v
 ．犹豫，踌躇



correspondent

 ［ˌkɔrisˈpɔndənt］n
 ．通讯记者，报道者



affectionate

 ［əˈfekʃənit］adj
 ．充满感情的，深情的



restrain

 ［risˈtrein］vt
 ．抑制，制止



proof

 ［pruːf］n
 ．证据



notable

 ［ˈnəutəbəl］adj
 ．著名的，有极高声誉的



inhabitant

 ［inˈhæbitənt］n
 ．居民，居住者



overflow

 ［ˌəuvəˈfləu］v
 ．（使）泛滥，（使）溢出



recollect

 ［ˌrekəˈlekt］v
 ．回忆，想起，记得



relapse

 ［riˈlæps］v
 ．复发，重演，故态复萌



revolutionary

 ［ˌrevəˈluːʃənəri］adj
 ．革命的，革命性剧变的



stain

 ［stein］n
 ．污点，瑕疵



embarrassing

 ［imˈbærəsiŋ］adj
 ．令人为难的



conscience

 ［ˈkɔnʃəns］n
 ．良心，道德心



declaration

 ［ˌdekləˈreiʃən］n
 ．声明，陈述，证词



murmur

 ［ˈməːmə］v
 ．发低沉连续的声音，低声说，低语



vanish

 ［ˈvæniʃ］vi
 ．消失，突然不见



spark

 ［spɑːk］n
 ．火花，火星



transmit

 ［trænzˈmit］vt
 ．传达，遗传



investigation

 ［inˌvestiˈɡeiʃən］n
 ．调查，研究



senator

 ［ˈsenətə］n
 ．参议员



testify

 ［ˈtestifai］v
 ．证明，作证



betrayer

 ［biˈtreiə］n
 ．叛徒，背叛者



assert

 ［əˈsəːt］v
 ．断言，声称



scar

 ［skɑː］n
 ．伤痕，疤痕



assist

 ［əˈsist］v
 ．援助，帮助


CHAPTER 15

Albert and Beauchamp immediately rushed to the count's home in Paris, but were refused at the entrance, as the count was not receiving visitors at that time. The servant, however, explained that the count was to attend an opera later that evening. Upon his departure, Albert went to his mother, questioning her about the count's relation to Fernand.

He found her in bed, overwhelmed with grief at this public humiliation
 . The sight of Albert produced the effect which might naturally be expected on Mercedes; she pressed her son's hand and sobbed aloud, but her tears relieved her not.

Albert stood one moment speechless by the side of his mother's bed. It was evident from his pale face and knit brows
 that his resolution to revenge himself was growing weaker.

"My dear mother," said he, "do you know if M. Morcerf has any enemies?" Mercedes started; she noticed that the young man did not say "my father".

"My son," she said, "persons in the count's situation have many secret enemies. Those who are known are not the most dangerous."

"I know it, and appeal to your penetration. You are of so superior a mind, nothing escapes you."

"Why do you say so?"

"Because, for instance, you noticed on the evening of the ball we gave, that M. Monte Cristo would eat nothing in our house."

Mercedes raised herself on her feverish arm. "M. Monte Cristo!" she exclaimed; "and how is he connected with the question you asked me?"

"You know, Mother, M. Monte Cristo is almost an Oriental
 , and it is customary
 with the Orientals to secure full liberty for revenge by not eating or drinking in the houses of their enemies."

"Do you say M. Monte Cristo is our enemy?" replied Mercedes, becoming paler than the sheet which covered her. "Who told you so? Why, you are mad, Albert! M. Monte Cristo has only shown us kindness. M. Monte Cristo saved your life; you yourself presented him to us. Oh, I beg you, my son, if you had entertained
 such an idea, overlook
 it; and my counsel
 to you — no, my prayer — is to retain his friendship."

"Mother," replied the young man, "you have especial reasons for telling me to make peace with that man."

"I?" said Mercedes, blushing as rapidly as she had turned pale, and again becoming paler than ever. "Yes, doubtless; and is it not that he may never do us any harm?"

Mercedes shuddered, and, fixing on her son a worried gaze, "You speak strangely," said she to Albert, "and you appear to have some singular
 prejudices. What has the count done? Three days since you were with him in Normandy; only three days since we looked on him as our best friend."

An ironical smile passed over Albert's lips. Mercedes saw it and with the double instinct of woman and mother guessed all; but as she was prudent and strong-minded, concealing
 both her sorrows and her fears. Albert was silent; an instant after, the countess resumed: "You came to inquire after my health; I will honestly acknowledge that I am not well. You should install
 yourself here, and cheer
 my solitude
 . I do not wish to be left alone."

"Mother," said the young man, "you know how gladly I would obey your wish, but an urgent and important affair obliges
 me to leave you for the whole evening."

"Well," replied Mercedes, sighing, "go, Albert; I will not make you a slave to your mother."

Albert pretended he did not hear, bowed to his mother, and quitted her. Scarcely had he shut her door, when Mercedes called a confidential servant, and ordered him to follow Albert wherever he should go that evening, and to come and tell her immediately what he observed.

Soon after leaving his mother, Albert burst into the count's box at the opera, challenging him to a fight the next morning at eight o'clock, to be carried out with pistols.

Late that evening, Mercedes paid a desperate visit to the count, begging him not to go through with the fight, which would most certainly end in the death of her son. The count then explained the history of his imprisonment, including Fernand's involvement in the affair, showing her the statement
 he had mailed to Villefort, accusing
 Dantes of aiding Napoleon in returning to the French throne.

After hearing the news, Mercedes fell to her knees in utter shock, begging his forgiveness, declaring that she had never ceased loving Edmond Dantes, pleading
 for him to spare her son's life. The count's plans for vengeance upon the family were broken with his promise that Albert's life would be saved the following morning. Nonetheless, dignity required that he follow through with the fight, meaning he himself would be killed during the fight.

The next morning, Albert arrived, but rather than continue with the fight, he apologized to the count, now understanding his reason for seeking revenge upon Fernand; Monte Cristo realized that Mercedes had told her son the story of their pasts.

Albert then returned to his mother to make preparations for their departure from Paris, leaving their wealth and lives of comfort behind. Before her departure, Mercedes received a note from the count, requesting that she travel to Marseilles to the elder Dantes' former home. There, buried under a tree, she would find the money Dantes had once intended to use to begin a life with Mercedes. The count explained that the money was rightfully hers, and should support her for the rest of her life; she gratefully accepted the gift, hoping to use the money to gain entrance to a convent.

After their departure, the count returned to Haidee, realizing he might love her as he once loved Mercedes. Some moments later, however, Fernand arrived, furious that his son had not followed through with the fight. The count left the room for a moment, only to return in the clothes of a young Marseilles sailor. Horrified after immediately recognizing him as Edmond Dantes, Fernand quickly returned home to find his wife and son leaving him. Alone and in despair, Fernand then shot himself in the head.

注释





humiliation

 ［hju(ː)ˌmiliˈeiʃən］n
 ．羞辱，蒙耻



knit brows

 紧锁的双眉



Oriental

 ［ˌɔːriˈentl］n
 ．东方人（尤指中国人和日本人）



customary

 ［ˈkʌstəməri］adj
 ．习惯的，惯例的



entertain

 ［ˌentətein］vt
 ．抱着；怀有；接受



overlook

 ［ˌəuvəˈluk］vt
 ．忽略；忽视（有意或故意地）



counsel

 ［ˈkaunsəl］n
 ．忠告；建议或指导



singular

 ［ˈsiŋɡjulə］adj
 ．异常的，奇特的



conceal

 ［kənˈsiːl］vt
 ．隐藏，隐瞒，隐蔽



install

 ［inˈstɔːl］vt
 ．安置，使就职



cheer

 ［tʃiə］v
 ．（使）快活，（对）欢呼



solitude

 ［ˈsɔlitjuːd］n
 ．孤独



oblige

 ［əˈblaidʒ］vt
 ．迫使，责成



statement

 ［ˈsteitmənt］n
 ．声明，陈述



accuse

 ［əˈkjuːz］vt
 ．控告，谴责，非难



plead

 ［pliːd］vi
 ．恳求，辩护


CHAPTER 16

That afternoon in another home in Paris, Valentine sat with her grandfather and Maximilian, complaining
 of a progressive
 illness. Their discussion was interrupted with the entrance of Madame Danglars and Eugenie. Madame Danglars eagerly and triumphantly
 announced that Eugenie was to marry Andrea Cavalcanti in one week's time, though the future bride expressed her great displeasure
 at the idea of marrying. Soon after their departure, Valentine fainted, to the great alarm of Maximilian and Noirtier.

Maximilian immediately went to the count, begging for his help. Monte Cristo was rather indifferent
 toward the news until Maximilian revealed his passionate love for Valentine. The count then swore to save her.

The doctor was called to the Villefort home, declaring that Valentine had been poisoned, but was still alive thanks to her grandfather, who had recently been accustoming
 her to increasing amounts of the calming potion
 , knowing she would soon be the next victim. Soon enough, Monte Cristo, disguised
 as the priest, Busoni, took over the house next to the Villefort's to stand guard.

In the meantime, Eugenie went to her father, refusing to marry Andrea Cavalcanti. Danglars, in a panic
 , explained that his bank was soon to go bankrupt, if he did not receive the three million francs from Andrea's father as an investment
 . After much discussion, Eugenie agreed to the marriage, out of respect for her family.

Three days later, the Danglars invited a large party to their home to celebrate the marriage. Immediately after the signing of the contract
 , Monte Cristo arrived with a letter written by Caderousse, to be delivered to Danglars, claiming the letter had been discovered in Caderousse's coat that day. A short time later, two police officers arrived to arrest Andrea Cavalcanti.

Soon after, the guests departed, and Eugenie ran to her room to find her music teacher, also her lover. The two women discussed plans to run away to Italy, intending to make a living through their music; later that night, they fled.

The following day, Madame Danglars approached Villefort, requesting that he not prosecute
 Andrea Cavalcanti, to preserve her family's dignity. Villefort refused.

For the next four days, Valentine's illness remained. On the evening of the fourth, the count approached her in secret, explaining that he had been watching over her through the next door window. Any time the count observed poison being dispensed
 into her glass, he returned, replacing the fatal mixture with a healing
 one. He advised her during the following day to pretend to sleep, to discover her intended killer's identity.

Valentine followed the count's orders, and was shocked and horrified to discover Madame Villefort as the guilty party. The count later returned to explain the stepmother's reason, namely
 , that Valentine's grand fortune go to Edward, Madame Villefort's own son. Valentine felt tremendous grief for dear Edward, at having such a mother. The count then explained that he had a plan to denounce the stepmother, telling Valentine she must trust him, giving her a pill to swallow.

注释





complain

 ［kəmˈplein］v
 ．抱怨，悲叹，控诉



progressive

 ［prəˈɡresiv］adj
 ．愈来愈严重的



triumphantly

 ［traiˈʌmfəntli］adv
 ．成功地，耀武扬威地



displeasure

 ［disˈpleʒə］n
 ．不愉快，不满意



indifferent

 ［inˈdifərənt］adj
 ．冷漠的，不关心的



accustom

 ［əˈkʌstəm］vt
 ．使习惯于



potion

 ［ˈpəuʃən］n
 ．一服，一剂



disguise

 ［disˈɡaiz］v
 ．假装，伪装，掩饰



panic

 ［ˈpænik］n
 ．惊慌，恐慌



investment

 ［inˈvestmənt］n
 ．投资，可获利的东西



contract

 ［kənˈtrækt］n
 ．合同，契约，婚约



prosecute

 ［ˈprɔsikjuːt］vt
 ．告发，起诉



dispense

 ［disˈpens］vt
 ．分发，分配



heal

 ［hiːl］adj
 ．有治疗功用的



namely

 ［ˈneimli］adv
 ．即，也就是


CHAPTER 17

The next morning, Valentine appeared to be dead. The doctor, again, announced the girl had been poisoned; upon hearing the news, Madame Villefort lost consciousness.

Maximilian, much shocked at the news, entered Valentine's room where he found Villefort sitting next to his daughter's bed, weeping silently. Maximilian then revealed his love for Valentine, and the two consoled each other in their grief. Noirtier then disclosed
 news that he knew the killer's identity, but explained he could not yet reveal
 the murder as of yet. Busoni arrived, coming from next door, to pray over the body. After finding himself alone with Noirtier, he explained the true situation.

Soon after, the count went to Danglars, requesting credit for five million francs, to which Danglars reluctantly agreed, unable to admit he will soon be in financial ruin. Upon the count's departure, Danglars prepared to flee, in an attempt to escape his creditors.

The following day, Valentine's funeral took place, during which time, the count watched over Maximilian carefully. Finding the brokenhearted
 lover alone soon after, Maximilian admitted to the count his plans to commit suicide. In an effort to delay such plans, the count disclosed his true identity as Edmond Dantes, the one man who had saved his father from financial ruin. The count then obtained Maximilian's promise to continue living for another month, at which time, if the young lover was still discontented with life, the count would assist in his plans.

The day after Danglars' frantic departure, Madame Danglars went to her lover with the desperate news, explaining her unfortunate financial situation. Debray, however, showed little sympathy, no longer wishing to continue their affair, as she was no longer in a position to
 provide him with the unlimited funds
 of before.

Later that day, the Count of Monte Cristo watched in anguish
 as Albert and his mother parted ways, he to join the military, she to a convent to spend her days. As he observed the two, he swore to return happiness to their innocent lives.

Soon after, Benedetto returned to prison, he was shocked to receive a visit from Bertuccio, who discovered Benedetto still retained
 the hope that the count would restore his freedom, believing the mysterious noble to be his father. Bertuccio then revealed the true story of the infamous child's birth, along with his father and mother's identity, to the dismay of the prisoner.

注释





disclose

 ［disˈkləuz］vt
 ．揭露，透露



reveal

 ［riˈviːl］vt
 ．展现，显示，揭示，暴露



brokenhearted

 ［ˈbrəukənˈhɑːtid］adj
 ．心碎的，极度悲伤的



in a position to

 能够



fund

 ［fʌnd］n
 ．资金，基金



anguish

 ［ˈæŋɡwiʃ］n
 ．痛苦，苦恼



retain

 ［riˈtein］vt
 ．保持，保留


CHAPTER 18

Villefort, intent on severely
 prosecuting Benedetto, spent a tremendous amount of time in preparation for the trial. The day the trial was to begin, he approached his wife, disclosing that he knew her to be a murderer, after speaking to his father.

"Madame, where do you keep the poison you generally use?" he asked, without any introduction, placing himself between his wife and the door.

Madame Villefort must have experienced something of the sensation
 of a bird which, looking up, sees the murderous trap closing over its head. A hoarse, broken tone, which was neither a cry nor a sigh, escaped from her, while she became deadly pale. "Sir," she said, "I — I do not understand you." And, in her first fit of terror, she had raised herself from the sofa, in the next, stronger very likely than the other, she fell down again on the cushions
 .

"I asked you," continued Villefort, in a perfectly calm tone, "where you conceal
 the poison by the aid of which you have killed my father-in-law, M. Saint-Meran, my mother-in-law, Madame Saint-Meran, my father's servant, and my daughter, Valentine."

"Ah, sir," exclaimed Madame de Villefort, clasping
 her hands, "what do you say?"

"It is not for you to ask, but to answer."

"Is it to the judge or to the husband?" stammered
 Madame Villefort.

"To the judge, Madame!"

It was terrible to observe the frightful paleness of that woman, the anguish of her look, the trembling of her whole frame. "Ah, sir," she muttered
 , "ah, sir," and this was all.

"You do not answer, Madame!" exclaimed the terrible questioner. Then he added, with a smile yet more terrible than his anger, "It is true, then; you do not deny it!" She moved forward. "And you cannot deny it!" added Villefort, extending
 his hand toward her, as though to seize her in the name of justice. "You have accomplished
 these different crimes with careless address, but which could only deceive
 those whose affections
 for you blinded them. Since the death of Madame Saint-Meran, I have known that a poisoner lived in my house. The doctor warned me of it. After the death of my father's servant, my suspicions were directed towards an angel, my dear child, those suspicions which, even when there is no crime, are always alive in my heart; but after the death of Valentine, there has been no doubt in my mind, Madame, and not only in mine, but in those of others; thus, your crime, known by two persons, suspected by many, will soon become public, and, as I told you just now, you no longer speak to the husband, but to the judge."

The young woman hid her face in her hands. "Oh, sir," she stammered, "I beg you, do not believe appearances."

"Are you, then, a coward
 ?" cried Villefort, in a contemptuous
 voice. "But I have always observed that poisoners were cowards. Can you be a coward, you who have had the courage to witness the death of two old men and a young girl murdered by you?"

"Sir! Sir!"

"Can you be a coward?" continued Villefort, with increasing excitement
 , "you, who could count, one by one, the minutes of four death agonies
 ? You, who have arranged your horrifying plans, and removed the beverages
 with a talent and precision
 almost miraculous? Have you, then, who have calculated everything with such nicety, have you forgotten to calculate
 one thing — I mean where the revelation
 of your crimes will lead you to? Oh, it is impossible — you must have saved some surer, more subtle
 and deadly poison than any other, that you might escape the punishment that you deserve
 . You have done this — I hope so, at least."

Madame de Villefort stretched out her hands, and fell on her knees.

"I understand," he said, "you confess; but a confession made to the judges, a confession made at the last moment, discovered after the crime cannot be denied, diminishes
 not the punishment inflicted
 on the guilty!"

"The punishment?" exclaimed Madame de Villefort, "The punishment, sir?"

"Certainly. Did you hope to escape it because you were four times guilty? Did you think the punishment would be withheld
 because you are the wife of him who pronounces it? No, Madame, no; prison, followed by death awaits the poisoner, whoever
 she may be, unless, as I just said, the poisoner has taken the precaution
 of keeping for herself a few drops of her deadliest
 mixture."

Madame Villefort uttered a wild cry, and a hideous and uncontrollable terror spread over her distorted
 features.

"Oh, do not fear a trial, Madame," said the magistrate; "I will not dishonor you, since that would be dishonor to myself; no, if you have heard me distinctly
 , you will understand that you are not to die at the government's will."

"No, I do not understand; what do you mean?" stammered the unhappy woman, completely overwhelmed
 .

"I mean that the wife of the first magistrate in the capital shall not, by her mistakes, soil a good name; that she shall not, with one blow, dishonor her husband and her child."

"No, no — oh, no!"

"Well, Madame, it will be a worthy action on your part, and I will thank you for it!"

"You will thank me — for what?"

"For what you have just said."

"What did I say? Oh, my brain whirls
 ; I no longer understand anything. Oh, my God, my God!" And she rose, with her lips foaming
 .

"Have you answered the question I put to you on entering the room? Where do you keep the poison you generally use, Madame?"

Madame de Villefort raised her arms to heaven, and struck one hand against the other. "No, no," she exclaimed, "no, you cannot wish that!"

"What I do not wish, Madame, is that you should perish
 in prison. Do you understand?" asked Villefort.

"Oh, mercy, mercy, sir!"

"What I require is that justice be done. I am on the earth to punish, Madame," he added, with a flaming glance; "any other woman, were it the queen herself, I would send to the executioner
 ; but to you I shall be merciful. To you I will say, 'Have you not, Madame, put aside some of the surest, deadliest, most speedy poison?'"

"Oh, pardon me, sir; let me live!"

"She is cowardly
 ," said Villefort.

"Reflect that I am your wife!"

"You are a poisoner."

"In the name of heaven!"

"No, no!"

"In the name of the love you once bore me!"

"No, no!"

"In the name of our child! Ah, for the sake of our child, let me live!"

"No, no, no, I tell you; one day, if I allow you to live, you will perhaps kill him, as you have the others!"

"I? — I kill my boy?" cried the distracted
 mother, rushing toward Villefort; "I kill my son? Ha, ha, ha!" and a frightful laugh finished the sentence, which was lost in a hoarse rattle. Madame de Villefort fell at her husband's feet.

He approached her. "Think of it, Madame," he said; "if, on my return, justice has not been satisfied, I will denounce you with my own mouth, and arrest you with my own hands!"

She listened, panting
 , overwhelmed, crushed
 ; her eye alone lived, and glared horribly.

"Do you understand me?" he said. "I am going down there to pronounce the sentence of death against a murderer. If I find you alive on my return, you shall sleep tonight in jail."

Madame de Villefort sighed; her nerves gave way, and she sunk on the carpet. The king's attorney seemed to experience a sensation of pity; he looked upon her less severely, and, bowing to her, said slowly, "Farewell, Madame, farewell!"

That farewell struck Madame de Villefort like the executioner's knife. She fainted. The attorney went out, after having double-locked the door.

Benedetto's trial was well-known throughout the country, and all of Paris turned out to watch the proceedings
 . Soon after the trial began, Benedetto, in a terrible fit of anger, stood up to name Villefort as his father, explaining the events of his birth and childhood. The judge, disbelieving such a story, asked for proof, to which, Villefort shockingly declared himself to be guilty.

Upon his return home, Villefort repented
 his decision to force his wife to commit suicide, realizing himself to be guilty of similar crimes. He then settled that they would flee France together; immediately after coming to this decision, he arrived to find the bodies of his wife and young son, Edward, as Madame Villefort refused to allow her son to live on without her.

Villefort, in a panic, ran to his father, sitting with Busoni. The old priest then disclosed his true identity as Edmond Dantes. Villefort, in confusion and rage, ordered the old priest to the room with the bodies of his wife and son, asking if the vengeance has been absolute. At the sight of Villefort's innocent child, Dantes felt tremendous
 anguish. Before his departure, Dantes, in an effort to comfort Villefort, revealed that Valentine lived yet, but Villefort, it seemed, had gone mad with the day's shocking news.

At last, when his plans had been accomplished, Dantes felt uncertainty
 about the justice he has exacted, preparing to leave Paris the following day.

The recent event formed the theme of conversation throughout all Paris. Emmanuel and his wife conversed with natural astonishment in their little apartment upon the three successive
 , sudden, and most unexpected catastrophes
 of Morcerf, Danglars, and Villefort.

Maximilian, who was paying them a visit, listened to their conversation, or rather was present at it.

"Indeed," said Julie, "might we not almost fancy, Emmanuel, that those people, so rich, so happy just yesterday, had forgotten in their prosperity
 that an evil genius hovered over them, and appeared all at once to revenge himself for their fatal neglect
 ?"

"What a terrible misfortune!" said Emmanuel, thinking of Morcerf and Danglars.

"What dreadful sufferings!" said Julie, remembering Valentine, but whom, with a delicacy
 natural to women, she did not name before her brother.

"If the Supreme
 Being has directed the fatal blow," said Emmanuel, "it must be that he in his great goodness has perceived nothing in the past lives of these people to merit the mitigation of their awful
 punishment."

"Do you not form a very rash judgment
 , Emmanuel?" said Julie. "When my father, with a pistol
 in his hand, was once on the point of committing suicide, had anyone then said, 'This man deserves his misery,' would not that person have been deceived?"

"Yes; but your father was not allowed to fall. A being was commissioned
 to arrest the fatal hand of death about to descend
 on him."

Emmanuel had scarcely uttered these words when the sound of the bell was heard, the well-known signal given by the porter that a visitor had arrived. Nearly at the same instant
 the door was opened and the Count of Monte Cristo appeared on the threshold. The young couple uttered a cry of joy, while Maximilian raised his head, but let it fall again immediately.

"Maximilian," said the count, without appearing to notice the different impressions which his presence produced on the little circle, "I come to seek you."

"To seek me?" repeated Morrel, as if awakening from a dream.

"Yes," said Monte Cristo; "has it not been agreed that I should take you with me, and did I not tell you yesterday to prepare for departure?"

"I am ready," said Maximilian; "I came expressly to wish them farewell."

"To where are you going, Count?" asked Julie.

"In the first instance to Marseilles, Madame."

"To Marseilles!" exclaimed the young couple.

"Yes, and I take your brother with me."

"Oh, Count." said Julie, "will you restore him to us cured of his melancholy
 ?"

Morrel turned away to conceal his confusion.

"You perceive, then, that he is not happy?" said the count.

"Yes," replied the young woman; "and fear much that he finds our home but a dull one."

"I will undertake to divert
 him," replied the count.

"I am ready to accompany you, sir," said Maximilian. "Goodbye, my kind friends! Emmanuel — Julie — farewell!"

Maximilian and the count then set out for Marseilles. Mercedes had recently gone into a convent near the Catalans, after her son left for military service. The count went to see her, finding her in sad acceptance
 of her cheerless life. The count then departed from Marseilles alone for Italy, with business to attend to. The count departed with a sad heart, knowing he most likely would never see her again.

Since the death of little Edward a great change had taken place in Monte Cristo. Having reached the summit
 of his vengeance by a long path, he saw his plans filled with doubt. He thought he must have made an error in his calculations if he now found cause to blame himself.

注释





severely

 ［siˈviəli］adv
 ．严格地，激烈地



sensation

 ［senˈseiʃən］n
 ．感觉，感情，感动



cushion

 ［ˈkuʃən］n
 ．垫子，软垫，衬垫



conceal

 ［kənˈsiːl］vt
 ．隐藏，隐蔽，隐瞒



clasp

 ［klɑːsp］v
 ．扣紧，紧握，搂抱



stammer

 ［ˈstæmə］v
 ．口吃，结巴着说出，结结巴巴地说



mutter

 ［ˈmʌtə］v
 ．咕哝，嘀咕



extend

 ［iksˈtend］v
 ．延伸，伸展，扩大



accomplish

 ［əˈkʌmpliʃ］vt
 ．完成，达到，实现



deceive

 ［diˈsiːv］vt
 ．欺骗，蒙蔽



affection

 ［əˈfekʃən］n
 ．喜爱，感情



angel

 ［eindʒəl］n
 ．天使



coward

 ［ˈkauəd］n
 ．懦弱的人，胆小的人



contemptuous

 ［kənˈtemptjuəs］adj
 ．轻蔑的，侮辱的



excitement

 ［ikˈsaitmənt］n
 ．刺激，兴奋，激动



agony

 ［ˈæɡəni］n
 ．苦恼，极大的痛苦



beverage

 ［ˈbevəridʒ］n
 ．饮料



precision

 ［priˈsiʒən］n
 ．精确，精密度



calculate

 ［ˈkælkjuleit］v
 ．计算，考虑，计划



revelation

 ［ˌrevəˈleiʃn］n
 ．显示，揭露，被揭露的事



subtle

 ［ˈsʌtl］adj
 ．狡猾的，敏感的，精细的



deserve

 ［diˈzəːv］vt
 ．应受，值得



diminish

 ［diˈminiʃ］vt
 ．（使）减少，（使）变小



inflict

 ［inˈflikt］v
 ．造成



withhold

 ［wiðhəuld］vt
 ．使停止，拒给，保留



whoever

 ［huˈevə］pr
 on
 ．任何人，无论谁



precaution

 ［priˈkɔːʃən］n
 ．预防，警惕，防范



deadly

 ［ˈdedli］adj
 ．致命的



distort

 ［diˈstɔːt］adj
 ．扭歪的，受到曲解的



distinctly

 ［diˈstiŋktli］adv
 ．清楚地



overwhelm

 ［ˌəuvəˈhwelm］vt
 ．受打击，制服，压倒，淹没，覆没



whirl

 ［hwəːl］v
 ．眩晕，一片混乱



foam

 ［fəum］布满泡沫的



perish

 ［ˈperiʃ］vi
 ．毁灭，死亡，腐烂，枯萎



executioner

 ［ˌeksiˈkjuːʃənə］n
 ．死刑执行人，刽子手



cowardly

 ［ˈkauədli］adj
 ．胆怯的



distracted

 ［diˈstræktid］adj
 ．心烦意乱的



panting

 ［pæntiŋ］adj
 ．喘气的



crush

 ［krʌʃ］vt
 ．压服，压垮，粉碎，（使）变形



proceeding

 ［prəˈsiːdiŋ］n
 ．诉讼；行动



repent

 ［riˈpent］v
 ．后悔



tremendous

 ［triˈmendəs］adj
 ．极大的，巨大的



uncertainty

 ［ʌnˈsəːtnti］n
 ．不确定，怀疑



successive

 ［səkˈsesiv］adj
 ．继承的，连续的



catastrophe

 ［kəˈtæstrəfi］n
 ．大灾难，大祸



prosperity

 ［prɔˈsperiti］n
 ．繁荣



neglect

 ［niˈɡlekt］n
 ．忽视，疏忽



delicacy

 ［ˈdelikəsi］n
 ．微妙，敏感



supreme

 ［sju(ː) ˈpriːm］adj
 ．高的，最高的Supreme Being上帝



awful

 ［ˈɔːful］adj
 ．可怕的，威严的，＜口＞度的，糟糕的



rash

 ［ræʃ］adj
 ．轻率的，卤莽的



judgement

 ［ˈdʒʌdʒmənt］n
 ．判断



pistol

 ［ˈpistl］n
 ．手枪



commission

 ［kəˈmiʃən］vt
 ．委任，任命



descend

 ［diˈsend］vi
 ．突击，出其不意的拜访



instant

 ［ˈinstənt］n
 ．瞬间，顷刻；此刻，刹那



melancholy

 ［ˈmelənkəli］n
 ．忧郁



undertake

 ［ˌʌndəˈteik］vt
 ．许诺，保证



divert

 ［daiˈvəːt］v
 ．转向，使高兴



acceptance

 ［əkˈseptəns］n
 ．接受，容忍



summit

 ［ˈsʌmit］n
 ．顶点，最高阶层


CHAPTER 19

After discovering that Danglars had traveled to Italy, the count went to meet him, during which time, offered him a receipt for five million francs. Rather than repay his creditors, Danglars planned to use the money to flee.

Danglars, after the meeting, was kidnapped by Luigi Vampa and his bandits. For the first day, he was kept alone in a room, allowed to see no one, and given no food or drink. After requesting provisions
 , he was told to pay one hundred thousand francs for any time. At last, starved and thirsting for water, he was forced to buy a meal. During the next several days, the remainder of his five million francs were spent in such a manner.

At last, with only fifty thousand francs left, he was taken to Vampa, sitting calmly with the count. Astonished at the count's presence, Danglars was speechless. The count, then asked about his evil ways of the past, hoping he had repented, to which Danglars declared himself truly regretful. The count then disclosed his true identity before allowing Danglars to go free, whose hair had turned white from terror during his short time imprisoned.

The count had requested that at the close of the month, Maximilian meet him on the Island of Monte Cristo, to assess
 his feelings toward life and death.

"Good evening, Maximilian; you are punctual
 , thank you!" exclaimed the count at the young man's arrival.

"Ah, is it you, Count?" said the young man, in an almost joyful accent, pressing Monte Cristo's hand with both his own.

"Yes; you see I am as exact as you are."

"Now, young Morrel, have your feelings towards death altered in the past month, pray tell me?"

"Oh," exclaimed Morrel, with a glance full of bitter reproach
 , "do you think it possible that I could be happy?"

"Listen," said the count. "Do you understand the meaning of my words? You cannot take me for a commonplace
 man, a mere rattle, emitting
 a vague and senseless noise. When I ask you if you are consoled, I speak to you as a man for whom the human heart has no secrets. Well, Morrel, let us both examine the depths of your heart. Do you still feel the same feverish impatience of grief which made you start like a wounded lion? Has the loss of memory rendered it impossible for you to weep? Oh, my dear friend, if this be the case — if you can no longer weep, if your frozen heart be dead, if you put all your trust in God, then, Maximilian, you are consoled — do not complain."

"Count," said Morrel, in a firm and at the same time soft voice, "listen to me, as to a man whose thoughts are raised to heaven, though he remains on earth; I come to die in the arms of a friend. Certainly, there are people whom I love. I love my sister Julie — I love her husband Emmanuel; but I require a strong mind to smile on my last moments."

"My friend," said the count, "I have still one doubt — are you weak enough to pride yourself upon your sufferings?"

"No, indeed — I am calm," said Morrel, giving his hand to the count; "my pulse does not beat slower or faster than usual. No, I feel that I have reached the goal, and I will go no farther. You told me to wait and hope; do you know what you did, unfortunate adviser? I waited a month, or rather I suffered for a month!"

"Be it so," said the count, "come." Morrel mechanically
 followed the count.

"Let us talk like men," he said, looking at the count as they walked on.

"Go on!"

"Count," said Morrel, "you are the essence
 of all human knowledge, and you seem like a being descended from a wiser and more advanced world than ours."

"There is something true in what you say," said the count, with that smile which made him so handsome; "I have descended from a planet called grief."

"I believe all you tell me without questioning its meaning; for instance, you told me to live, and I did live; you told me to hope, and I almost did so. I am almost inclined to ask you, as though you had experienced death, 'is it painful to die?'"

Monte Cristo looked upon Morrel with indescribable
 tenderness.

"Yes," he said, "yes, doubtless it is painful, if you violently break the outer covering which determinedly begs for life. Now, I must ask you," said the count, "do you still regret anything in the world, and yet die?"

"Oh, I beg you," exclaimed Morrel in a low voice, "do not speak another word, count; do not prolong
 my punishment."

The count fancied that he was yielding, and this belief revived
 the horrible doubt that had overwhelmed him at the Chateau d'If.

"I am endeavoring," he thought, "to make this man happy; I look upon this decision as a weight thrown into the scale
 to balance the evil I have exacted. Now, supposing I am deceived, supposing this man has not been unhappy enough to merit happiness. Alas, what would become of me who can only excuse evil by doing good?"

Then he said aloud: "Listen, Morrel, I see your grief is great, but still you do not like to risk your soul."

Morrel smiled sadly. "Count," he said, "I swear to you my soul is no longer my own."

"Maximilian, you know I have no relation in the world. I have accustomed myself to regard you as my son: well, then, to save my son, I will sacrifice my life, no, even my fortune."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, that you wish to quit life because you do not understand all the enjoyments which are the fruits of a large fortune. Morrel, I possess nearly a hundred million francs and I give them to you; with such a fortune you can attain
 every wish. Are you ambitious
 ? Every career is open to you. Overturn
 the world, change its character, yield to mad ideas, be even criminal — but live."

"Count, I have your word," said Morrel coldly; then taking out his watch, he added, "It is half-past eleven."

"Morrel, can you intend it in my house, under my very eyes?"

"Then let me go," said Maximilian, "or I shall think you did not love me for my own sake, but for yours." and he rose.

"It is well," said Monte Cristo whose face brightened at these words; "you wish — you are inflexible
 . Yes, as you said, you are indeed wretched and a miracle
 alone can cure you. Sit down, Morrel, and wait."

Morrel obeyed; the count arose, and unlocking a closet with a key suspended
 from his gold chain, took from it a little silver box. He placed the box on the table; then opening it took out a little golden box, the top of which flew open when touched by a secret spring. This box contained a substance
 partly solid, of which it was impossible to discover the color, owing to the reflection of the polished gold and rubies, which decorated the box. It was a mixed mass of blue, red, and gold. The count took out a small quantity of this with a spoon, and offered it to Morrel, fixing a long glance upon him. It was then observable that the substance was greenish.

"This is what you asked for," he said, "and what I promised to give you."

"I thank you from the depths of my heart," said the young man, taking the spoon from the hands of Monte Cristo. The count took another spoon, and again dipped it into the golden box. "What are you going to do, my friend?" asked Morrel, arresting his hand.

"Well, the fact is, Morrel, I was thinking that I too am weary
 of life, and since an opportunity presents itself —"

"Stay!" said the young man. "You who love, and are beloved; you, who have faith and hope — oh, do not follow my example. In your case it would be a crime. Goodbye, my noble and generous friend, goodbye; I will go and tell Valentine what you have done for me."

And slowly, though without any hesitation
 , only waiting to press the count's hand tenderly, he swallowed the mysterious substance offered by Monte Cristo. Then they were both silent.

Seated opposite to him, Monte Cristo watched him in the shadow, and Morrel saw nothing but the bright eyes of the count. An overpowering sadness took possession of the young man, his hands relaxed their hold, the objects in the room gradually lost their form and color, and his disturbed vision seemed to perceive doors and curtains open in the walls.

"Friend," he cried, "I feel that I am dying; thanks!"

He made a last effort to extend his hand, but it fell powerless beside him. Then it appeared to him that Monte Cristo smiled, not with the strange and fearful expression which had sometimes revealed to him the secrets of his heart, but with the benevolent
 kindness of a father for a child.

The count opened a door. Immediately a brilliant light from the next room, or rather from the palace adjoining, shone upon the room in which he was gently gliding into his last sleep. Then he saw a woman of marvellous beauty appear on the threshold
 of the door separating the two rooms. Pale, and sweetly smiling, she looked like an angel of mercy.

"Is it heaven that opens before me?" thought the dying man; "that angel resembles
 the one I have lost."

Monte Cristo pointed out Morrel to the young woman, who advanced towards him with clasped hands and a smile upon her lips.

"Valentine, Valentine!" he mentally exclaimed; but his lips uttered no sound, and as though all his strength were centred in that internal
 emotion, he sighed and closed his eyes. Valentine rushed towards him; his lips again moved.

"He is calling you," said the count; "he to whom you have confided your destiny — he from whom death would have separated you, calls you to him. Happily, I defeated death. Henceforth
 , Valentine, you will never again be separated on earth, since he has rushed into death to find you. Without me, you would both have died. May God accept this for the misery I have caused others!"

Valentine seized the count's hand, and in her irresistible impulse of joy carried it to her lips.

"Oh, thank me again!" said the count; "tell me till you are weary, that I have restored you to happiness; you do not know how much I require this assurance."

"Oh, yes, yes, I thank you with all my heart," said Valentine; "and if you doubt the sincerity
 of my gratitude, oh, then, ask Haidee! Ask my beloved sister Haidee, who ever since our departure from France, has caused me to wait patiently for this happy day, while talking to me of you."

"You then love Haidee?" asked Monte Cristo with an emotion he in vain endeavored to extinguish
 .

"Oh, yes, with all my soul."

"Well, then, listen, Valentine," said the count; "I have a favor to ask of you."

"Of me? Oh, am I happy enough for that?"

"Yes; you have called Haidee your sister — let her become so indeed, Valentine; render her all the gratitude you fancy that you owe to me; protect her, for" (the count's voice was thick with emotion) "henceforth she will be alone in the world."

"Alone in the world!" repeated a voice behind the count, "and why?"

Monte Cristo turned around; Haidee was standing pale, motionless, looking at the count with an expression of fearful amazement.

"Because tomorrow, Haidee, you will be free; you will then assume your proper position in society, for I will not allow my destiny to hide yours. Daughter of a prince, I restore to you the riches and name of your father."

Haidee became pale, and lifting her transparent
 hands to heaven, exclaimed in a voice stifled with tears, "Then you leave me, my lord?"

"Haidee, Haidee, you are young and beautiful; forget even my name, and be happy."

"It is well," said Haidee; "your order shall be executed, my lord; I will forget even your name, and be happy." And she stepped back to retire.

"Oh, heavens," exclaimed Valentine, who was supporting the head of Morrel on her shoulder, "do you not see how pale she is? Do you not see how she suffers?"

"Why should he understand this, my sister? He is my master, and I am his slave; he has the right to notice nothing."

The count shuddered at the tones of the voice which penetrated
 his heart.

"Oh, heavens," exclaimed Monte Cristo, "can my suspicions be correct? Haidee, would it please you not to leave me?"

"I am young," gently replied Haidee; "I love the life you have made so sweet to me, and I should be sorry to die."

"You mean, then, that if I leave you, Haidee—"

"I should die; yes, my lord."

"Do you then love me?"

"Oh, Valentine, he asks if I love him. Valentine, tell him if you love Maximilian."

The count and Haidee withdrew from the room. Maximilian awoke the next morning to find Valentine waiting for him.

The count, who had already departed with Haidee, left a letter, explaining that Maximilian and Valentine must sail to Leghorn, where Noirtier will be waiting to marry the lovers. The count had given the young couple all his property in France and on the Island of Monte Cristo, as a wedding gift. At last, the letter explained the count's motives
 for his treatment of Maximilian, "remarking that happiness and sadness do not exist in the world, but rather, comparisons between the two. Therefore, to understand life's importance, one must have wished for death at one time to appreciate all life offers."


注释





provision

 ［prəˈviʒən］n
 ．供应



assess

 ［əˈses］vt
 ．评估，评定



punctual

 ［ˈpʌŋktjuəl，ˈpʌŋktʃuəl］adj
 ．严守时刻的，准时的



reproach

 ［riˈprəutʃ］n
 ．责备



common place

 ［ˈkɔmənpleis］adj
 ．平凡的



emit

 ［iˈmit］vt
 ．发出，吐露



mechanically

 ［miˈkænikəli］adv
 ．机械地



essence

 ［ˈesəns］n
 ．精髓，精华



indescribable

 ［ˌindiˈskraibəbl］adj
 ．难以形容的



prolong

 ［prəˈlɔŋ］vt
 ．延长，拖延



revive

 ［riˈvaiv］v
 ．（使）苏醒，（使）复兴，（使）复活，回想



scale

 ［skeil］n
 ．天平，刻度



attain

 ［əˈtein］vt
 ．达到，获得



ambitious

 ［æmˈbiʃəs］adj
 ．志向远大的；有雄心壮志的；有野心的



overturn

 ［ˌəuvəˈtəːn］vt
 ．推翻，颠倒



inflexible

 ［ˌinˈfleksəbəl］adj
 ．不屈不挠的，顽固的



miracle

 ［ˈmirəkəl］n
 ．奇迹，奇事



suspend

 ［səsˈpend］vt
 ．吊，悬挂



substance

 ［ˈsʌbstəns］n
 ．物质，物体



weary

 ［ˈwiəri］adj
 ．疲倦的，厌倦的



hesitation

 ［ˌheziˈteiʃən］n
 ．犹豫，踌躇



benevolent

 ［biˈnevələnt］adj
 ．慈善的



threshold

 ［ˈθreʃhəuld］n
 ．入口，门口



resemble

 ［riˈzembəl］vt
 ．象，类似



internal

 ［inˈtəːnl］adj
 ．内在的，内部的



henceforth

 ［ˌhensˈfɔːθ］adv
 ．自此以后，今后



sincerity

 ［sinˈseriti］n
 ．诚挚，真挚



extinguish

 ［ikˈstiŋɡwiʃ］vt
 ．熄灭，压制



transparent

 ［trænsˈpɛərənt］adj
 ．透明的



penetrate

 ［ˈpenitreit］vt
 ．穿透，渗透；（思想，感情等）打动，深入于



motive

 ［ˈməutiv］n
 ．动机，目的
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