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ACT 1
Scene 1

The port at Marseilles. To one side is the inn La Reserve, with a few tables and chairs outside. It is early morning and the stage is empty. Mercédès enters and gazes out to sea.
PRELUDE

Mercédès
O sea! sweet Mediterranean  sea!


Gently, gently bear my lover back to me,

rolling softly on your swelling tide.

O wind! O powerful breath of the gods,

fill the billowing sails,

that he may soon be at my side.

O ship! Magnificent Pharaon!

bring my lover soon to me,

that I may gaze into his eyes.

Edmond, my dearest love,

come quickly to the arms of your Mercédès!

Today is our wedding day;

We soon will be joined together as man and wife.

This is the greatest happiness I have ever known.

O sea! sweet Mediterranean  sea!


Gently, gently bear my lover back to me.

[Trumpets sound to indicate that a ship is arriving. Townspeople begin to arrive.]
Chorus

Welcome! Welcome to the Pharaon!
Twelve long weeks away from friends and family;

Twelve long weeks away from comforts of home.

Twelve long weeks of battling with winds and tides

Hauling ropes and trimming sails.

Twelve long weeks of trading and haggling,

nights at sea in cramped cold hammocks,

days in dangerous foreign ports.
[A crowd begins to form.  It includes Dantès senior and Mercédès, accompanied by Fernand.]
Dantès senior
How I long to see my dear son again!
Each time he goes to sea, I wonder if I will live to see him return.

[Members of the Pharaon's crew start to arrive, carrying their bags, smiling and joking with each other. They join their loved ones in the crowd.]
Chorus

Welcome! welcome!
Welcome to Machery and Martin.

Welcome to Beauregard and Blay.

Welcome to all the brave and hardworking sailors of the Pharaon.

Mercédès
It will not be long now. Edmond will be here soon.

Fernand
You are bursting to see him, aren’t you, Mercédès?



I wish you were as keen to see me!

Mercédès
You know that I love him.
But I value your friendship.

Chorus

Welcome! welcome!
Welcome to Darmuzet and Blois, 

[Danglars arrives alone and unsmiling. He ignores the crowd and leaves straight away.]
… and Danglars the ship's purser, not a popular man

[Dantès now arrives. He greets and embraces his father, then Mercédès. He acknowledges Fernand politely. Fernand's response is cold.]
Welcome to Edmond Dantès,

second mate of the Pharaon, much loved by all.

Welcome! welcome!

But where is Captain Leclère?
Dantès

My friends, I thank you for your welcome.

It is good to be home again.

It is good to see you all again,

but I bring sad news of poor Captain Leclère:

It was all most unexpected.

After we put in at Naples,

Captain Leclère went to see the Harbourmaster.

They spoke for a long time, and afterwards he seemed troubled.

Twenty four hours later,

he was seized with a fever.

We did what we could to help him, but our efforts were in vain.

Three hours later, he was dead.
[A woman in the crowd, perhaps Mme Leclère, faints and is helped by others in the crowd.]
Chorus 

Poor Leclère! He was a good captain and a good man.

Dantès 

We gave him a sailor’s burial,

And now he lies in peace,

at the bottom of the sea.

We have brought his sword

and his Cross of Honour for his widow.

Chorus 

Poor Leclère! He was a good captain and a good man.

Dantès 

What an end for a man of courage,

who spent ten years at war,

fighting the English

Risking his life for his beloved country,

to die of a fever, lying in his bed.

An unheroic end for a hero!

Chorus 

Poor Leclère! He was a fine sailor and a good man.

What an end for a man of courage, 

to die of a fever lying in his bed!

[The people drift away, eventually leaving only Dantès and Mercédès. Dantès senior, smiling fondly at the couple, and Fernand, scowling, are the last to leave.
Dantès goes to Mercédès and embraces her.]
Mercédès
May God be praised that you are home alive and well.

Dantès

I am so glad to see you.

Mercédès 
It is wonderful to have you back again,

Even  though you will soon be off to sea once more.

Dantès

It is wonderful to see you once again,

Even  though for only a few precious days.

Mercédès 
I have longed for your return.

Dantès

I have longed to see you.

Both

I have counted the days and  hours.

Dantès 

Mercédès, there is something I must tell you.

Before he died, Leclère entrusted to me a letter

which he had collected in Naples.

He asked me to deliver it to a friend of his in Paris,

a Monsieur Noirtier.

Mercédès
Who is this Noirtier?
Dantès 

I do not know, but I cannot refuse the request of a dying man,



So after our wedding, 

I must travel to Paris to deliver the letter.

I will be back with you as soon as I can.

Mercédès
Oh Edmond, must I lose you so soon after you have arrived?

We shall have so little time together.

Dantès 

I am sorry, my love, but I must do what is right.

Once we are married, we will have a lifetime together.

Mercédès 
It is wonderful to have you back again,

Even  though you will soon be off to sea once more.

Dantès

It is wonderful to see you once again,

Even  though for only a few precious days.

Mercédès 
I have longed for your return.

Dantès

I have longed to see you.

Both

I have counted the days and  hours.

Soon we will be betrothed,

and then we will be married.

I will hold you in my arms.

I will kiss your pretty/handsome face.

We  will be man and wife.

[They leave arm in arm.]

Scene 2
[The same evening. Danglars is sitting outside the inn enjoying a

glass of wine. The stage is otherwise empty.]
Danglars
Life is too short for failure;

Life is too short to come second;

Life is too short to the nice guy win;

Life is for winners.

I intend to be a winner!

Money and success are all I crave.

If people respect me, like me, even love me, that's well and good.

If people despise me, fear me, maybe hate me, I'm not concerned.

Power and possessions are more important than people.

So, the Pharaon needs a new captain in place of old Leclère.

I am the obvious candidate; I have the experience;

I have the authority; I know the job inside out.

And yet, Dantès will be the new captain of the Pharaon.

Why, he's hardly old enough to blow his own nose!

But he is the favourite, he is the blue-eyed boy,

and he is the one who is riding for a fall!

Life is too short to be a loser.

Life is too short to come second.

Life is too short to let the nice guy win.

Life is for winners, and I, Danglars, will be a winner!

[Fernand appears on the far side of the stage from Danglars. He is lost in thought and does not see Danglars.]
There's poor old Fernand, still yearning for a lover.

He can't understand why Mercédès prefers Dantès to him!

Fernand
Mercédès, I have always loved you,

Mercédès, you have always been the only girl for me.

Mercédès, I have always loved you, always will.

It was that party, that wretched party:

I wanted you to be the guest of honour;

I wanted you to be my love.

Yet you only had eyes for Dantès,

you danced with him all evening,

you hardly noticed me.

Yet I still love you!

Mercédès, I have always loved you,

Mercédès, you have always been the only girl for me.

Mercédès, I have always loved you, always will.

Mercédès, I adore you.

How can I make you mine?

[Fernand moves closer to the inn.]
Danglars 
Unrequited love is a terrible thing.



Must see if we can't do something to cheer him up.
[To Fernand]
Good evening, old friend.

Fernand 
Good evening! Welcome ashore!

And how was your voyage?

Danglars 
Apart from the sad death of old Leclère, it was reasonably successful.
[Danglars indicates to the waiter to bring a jug of wine and a glass for Fernand.]
Fernand 
I am glad to hear it.

They tell me Edmond Dantès  took over as captain?

Danglars 
Indeed.  As second mate, it was his duty.

But I wish he'd consulted me occasionally.

We could have cut two days off the last leg.

Caderousse
[offstage]

Quand je bois du vin clairet, amis, tout tourne, tourne, tourne tourne,

Aussi desormais je bois Anjou or Arbois….
Danglars 
Caderousse! Drunk already, I'll wager!

Caderousse 
…Chantons et buvons, sur ce flaçon faisons la guerre;
chantons et buvons mes amis, buvons donc.
Fernand 
He really ought to sort himself out, get a job and stop drinking.

Caderousse 
[enters]
Ahoy there Danglars, me hearty! Welcome back to Marseilles! Fernand, cheer up, my friend! Let's have a drink!
[Orders himself a drink]
Danglars 
Maybe you should slow down a bit.

Caderousse 
No, no! I propose a toast.

We must celebrate the imminent union of the oh-so-splendid

Captain Edmond Dantès and his lovely lady Mercédès.

He's handsome, he’s now a captain, 

he's marrying a beautiful woman.

He has all the things I haven't got.

[TRIO]
Fernand 
I should be marrying Mercedes.

I love her more than Dantès .

Everyone knows I adore her.

Everyone knows I worship her.

Everyone knows I should be her husband.

Danglars 
I should be captain of the Pharaon.

I have the experience.

I know the job inside out.

I should be captain.

The men respect me.

Caderousse 
He is everything I'm not. He has the looks.

Everyone likes him. He is the captain of his ship.

All

[They stand, Caderousse unsteadily]
A toast!  To Edmond Dantès:

Damn his eyes!

Danglars 
[They resume their seats.]

So tell me, Fernand,

why is Mercédès marrying Dantès , and not you?

Fernand 
She says she loves me as a brother,

But she loves Dantès  as a lover.

It is so unfair.

I would make a fine husband for her.

I would give her everything.

Danglars 
So what are you going to do about it?

Fernand 
What can I do?

I could kill him, but that would be no use.

Mercédès would kill herself if Dantès were to die!

Danglars
 There are other ways...

Fernand 
What other ways?

There is nothing I can do.

Danglars 
Prison walls separate people as well as death.

Fernand 
But Dantès  has broken no law.

Why should he be in prison?

Caderousse 
[Only half-understanding.]

Prison? Our dear friend Edmond Dantès  in prison? What has he done?

Danglars 
Drink up, old friend!

[Tops up Caderousse's glass.]

No friend of ours is going to prison!

Now, Fernand, as I was saying,

Seek and you shall find, as the Good Book says.

Fernand 
I have sought, God knows,

I have sought a way to win her!

I have pleaded with her, begged her, wept before her,

but she will not listen.

There is nothing I can do.

Why do you raise my hopes so cruelly?

Danglars 
Seek and you shall find.

If, for example, an incriminating letter were to be written…
Fernand 
I'd write it myself, but no-one would believe me.

There is no evidence.

Danglars 
….if an incriminating letter were to be written

to the Royal Prosecutor,

perhaps drawing his attention to the package which Dantès  was given by Captain Leclère before his regrettable demise….

Caderousse 
Quand je bois du vin clairet, amis, tout, tourne. Au -
Fernand 
[Tops up Caderousse's glass.]

Drink some more wine and shut up, there's a good fellow!

Danglars 
….the package which Dantès  is to take to Paris tomorrow

addressed to a rather dubious character, a Monsieur Noirtier…
Fernand 
Who is this Noirtier?

Danglars 
I am not entirely sure but I have reason to believe the authorities take

an interest in him.

Caderousse 
Aussi desormais je bois Anjou or Arbois.
Fernand
 Caderousse, please, this is serious!

Danglars 
Let me show you the sort of thing I mean.

Waiter! Waiter!

Pen and ink, if you please.

[Waiter brings pen and ink.]

Caderousse 
[Now very drunk.]
Chantons et buvons, sur ce flacon faisons la guerre,

chantons et buvons mes amis, buvons donc.

Danglars 
[Ignores him.]

I find if I write with my left hand,

my writing looks quite unlike my normal hand.

[Reads as he writes]

"A warning for my Lord the Royal Prosecutor,

from a Friend of the King and of religion,

that Edmond Dantès, second mate of the ship Pharaon,

which arrived this morning from Smyrna,

called in at Naples, where he was given a letter

for the treasonable Bonapartiste Committee in Paris.

Proof can be found by arresting Dantès :

the letter will be found either on his person,

or in his cabin on board the Pharaon."

Of course….

All
….it would be quite wrong to send such a letter.

The consequences could be very serious.

Someone could find himself in prison,

even though he'd done nothing at all wrong.

So we'll just throw it away, and nothing more will be heard of it.
Caderousse 
Quand je bois du vin clairet....
Will Dantès  really go to prison?

He's getting betrothed tomorrow, you know!

Danglars 
I think it's time I was going.

[To Caderousse]

And I think it's time you went too, while you can still walk.

Goodnight, my friends.

Caderousse, you old drunkard, can you make it home?

[Helps Caderousse to his feet]

Caderousse 
Quand je bois…
Fernand 
I think I'll walk round the other way;

I could do with some air. Goodnight.

Caderousse
 .... Goodnight.

[Danglars and Caderousse leave in one direction, Fernand in the other. Once everyone has gone, Fernand slips back furtively, picks up the letter and pockets it, then leaves hastily.]

Scene 3
[The following morning, outside  the inn, where the betrothal celebration. is to take place. Dantès and Mercédès enter.]
Both

This is the day!


This is the day I dreamed of!

This is the day I worked for

This is the day I longed for!

Mercédès 
I remember when we were young:

I would see you in the street with your friends.

You were always the strongest, the fastest, and the handsomest.

You seemed so grown up then.

Dantès

I remember when we were young:

I would see you in the street with your friends.

You would smile at me but rarely spoke; you were always the prettiest.

Yet you seemed just a baby then.

Mercédès 
It was that party, that wonderful party,

That's when I first loved you.

You asked me to dance, you put your arm around me,

Both 

….our eyes met....

Dantès 

Yes, that party, that wonderful party;

you wore your red dress and you looked so lovely.

We danced….

Both 

….our eyes met,

We fell in love!

Both

This is the day I dreamed of!

This is the day I worked for

This is the day I longed for!

Both

This is the day when we become one!

[During the music which follows, guests start to appear. Waiters bring tables and pile them high with food and drink. When all the guests have all arrived, Dantès addresses them.]

Dantès

Thank you all for coming

to celebrate our betrothal.

Mercédès and I are delighted to see you all here.

As you know, most couples wait a little while 

after their  betrothal before getting married.

But as I will soon be away at sea again,

his Worship the Mayor has kindly agreed to marry us this afternoon.

So, by nightfall, we will be man and wife.

All

Congratulations!!

Fernand
By nightfall? Then all is lost!

Danglars
Have courage, my friend
All


Long life and happiness

to Dantès and Mercédès!

Dantès

And now, let the feasting begin!



[People start moving towards the food and drink,

but Dantès Senior rises slowly to his feet and motions for silence.]
Dantès Senior
May I have your attention, please?

As the father of the groom, I would like to say a few words.
[General impatience. Dantès Senior gets out glasses and a page of notes and begins to read.]

Chorus

(some) Hope he’ll be brief.

(others) Not a chance!

Dantès Senior 
Edmond has always been a remarkable boy.

I remember when he was only a baby,

he climbed out of his cot and fell on the floor.

But did he cry? But did he scream? But did he yell?

No, not a sound did he make.

Even then, even then he was both brave and adventurous,

adventurous and brave.

Chorus

This is really boring! I wish we could have some food.


[Boy enters and timidly approaches Dantès Senior.]
Dantès Senior 
As I say, Edmond has always been a remarkable boy.

   

I remember when he was only thirteen,

he made boats out of wood - wonderful models, everything perfect. The sails were right, you could adjust them.

The boats sailed perfectly!

Boy

Sir! Sir!

Dantès Senior 
Go away, boy! Can't you see I'm making a speech?
[Boy hovers, unsure what to do. Dantès Senior continues reading.]
As I was saying, even then he was both skilled and hardworking, hardworking and skilled.

Chorus 

I wish he'd get on with it. I'm really hungry.

Caderousse 
I could do with a drink!

Dantès Senior 
If I may continue:

Edmond has always been a remarkable boy.

I remember when he was fifteen years old,

he studied the ships leaving the port.

Boy

Sir! Sir!

Dantès Senior 
[Becoming annoyed.]
Will you be quiet, boy?
[Continues reading]
He learned their names.

He learned where they went.

He learned where they'd come from.

Even then….

Boy

Sir! Sir! Sir!

Dantès Senior
[deciding to ignore him]
he was observant and clever….

Boy

There are soldiers coming!

Dantès Senior
[tailing off]
 clever and  observant….

[The soldiers enter, led by a Captain.]
Captain 

I  apologise for interrupting your festivities.



But I am here on important business.

Which of you is Edmond Dantès?

Dantès

[Stepping forward.] I am, sir

Captain

In the name of the Royal Prosecutor,

I arrest you on suspicion of treason.

Dantès 

There must have been a mistake. 

I am a loyal subject of his Majesty.

I have committed no treason.

Captain

There is no mistake, monsieur. 

If you are Edmond Dantès, then you are the man we seek.

Mercédès 
Captain, I beg of you, do not arrest my fiancé our his wedding day.

He is a good and honourable man,

much loved by all who know him.

He would do nothing to harm his Majesty..

Dantès Senior
Captain, I beg of you, do not arrest my son on his wedding day.
Mercédès  and
He is a good and honourable man,
Dantès Senior 
much loved by all who know him.

He would do nothing to harm his Majesty..

Chorus 

It cannot be right to arrest man on his wedding day.

Captain

I have my orders. Monsieur Dantès, you must come with us. 

.

Fernand
What have I done, what have I done?


[Danglars hushes him before he can say any more.]
Captain:
I have my orders.

Monsieur Dantès, you must come with us.

Dantès

I will not disobey the orders of the Royal Prosecutor.

I will quickly prove my innocence.

Goodbye, my friends.

The celebrations will continue very soon.

My darling Mercedes, we will soon be together again.

[He is led away]
Chorus 

What a dreadful thing to happen on his wedding day!



Taken off like that as though he were a criminal!



Surely Edmond wouldn’t get involved in politics?


Soon they'll realise that he's entirely innocent.

Danglars
Things are coming along nicely.

Caderousse 
Didn’t you say last night that Dantès was going to prison?

Danglars
You’ll keep your trap shut if you know what’s good for you.

Fernand
What have I done, what have I done?



I never thought it would come to this.
Danglars
Trust me , my friend, and all will be well.

Mercédès 
Edmond! Edmond! My dearest Edmond!

How can they do this to you?

How can they take you from me on our wedding day?
Dantès Senior
My son, how can they do this on your wedding day?

Chorus
We’d better be going now. There’s nothing more we can do.

(The guests drift away.)
Dantès Senior 
(attempting to comfort Mercédès)  Don't worry, 

I'll contact the Mayor straight away.

He's an old friend of mine.

I'm sure he'll be able to sort it all out in a trice!

Mercédès 
Edmond! How can they do this to you?

(Mercedes collapses, sobbing. Fernand goes to her assistance.)
Fernand
Let me help you, Mercédès
Mercédès 
Truly, Fernand, you are a good friend to me.

CURTAIN
ACT 2
A dungeon in the island prison of the Château d'If, off the coast of Marseilles. 

There are two simple beds, on one of which the Abbé  Faria lies asleep. 
Dantès is pacing the cell.
PRELUDE

Dantès

Fourteen years!

Fourteen years in this island prison!

Fourteen years without sun on my face or wind in my hair.

Fourteen years surrounded by the crash of the waves

and the roar of the wind,

but locked in this damp dismal dungeon.

Fourteen year, my prime years, wasted.

And what of my friends, my shipmates, those I grew up with?

Do they think of me? Do they speak of me?

Do they wonder at my fate?

What of my father, my poor ageing father?  

Has he someone to help him?

Has he someone to care for him?

Does he still live?

What of Mercedes, my darling Mercedes? Is she thinking of me?

Does she still love me? Or has she married another?

I must escape!

I must leave this fearful place.

I must gain my freedom.

But the walls are thick, the gates are strong

and the sea outside pounds the rocks day and night.

I am a free spirit.

I was born to sail the seas.

Not for me the cosy life of hearth and home,

Not for me the tedium of city routine,

And surely not for me the damp strong walls of a prison cell.

I must escape from this place.

I must find a way out.

I must be free!

Yet there is good in this place.

I have been blessed with a companion

of such saintliness and learning as I have never known:
this man, the Abbé Faria.
I call him Father because he is a priest,

but he is like a second real father to me.

Enter Gaoler
Gaoler

Dinner is served, Dantès.
Two hand-baked crusts of Provençal bread,
lovingly matured in our cellars until they are reassuringly hard.

And to wash them down, natural water from our very own well,

drawn from the earth in an antique bucket

and served in an artistically chipped mug.

Dantès

And to cap it all, I have a comedian for a gaoler!

Gaoler

So is the mad old Abbott still with us?

Dantès

The Abbot is gravely ill, but he still lives.

And he's not mad.

Gaoler

Oh come on, Dantès, 

you've heard his stories about the hidden treasure. 

If you believe all that, you’re madder than he is.
(He exits.)

Dantès

(to himself)
If Faria is mad, then I am happy to be called mad.

He has taught me so much:

I have learned languages - Latin and Greek,

Italian, Spanish, German - even English!

He has taught me the history of all Europe:

of kings and queens,  Popes and Cardinals,

of wars and battles, of treachery and honour.

I have learned geography:

he has told me of places and peoples

I had never heard of, never knew existed.

I have learned mathematics and science,

have grasped some of the mysteries of the universe.

And thanks to the Abbé’s piercing logic and careful questioning,

I have managed to piece together how it was that I was arrested
and imprisoned here in the Château d’If
with no trial.

He helped me to see who had a motive

for wanting me out of the way,

and how they might have carried out their plan.

Danglars was the ringleader - he wanted my job.

Fernand gave him support - he was in love with Mercedes.

And Caderousse - he was my friend.

He must have known what they were planning;

 he could have stopped them,

though he may have been too drunk to know what was happening.

Faria is a good and saintly man;

he has forgiven those who had him imprisoned.

I admire his forgiving nature,

but I cannot share it.

If I ever escape from this prison,

those three false friends will feel the vengeance

of Edmond Dantès!

(Faria slowly awakes, painfully raises himself up on one elbow, crosses himself and starts to pray, apparently oblivious of Dantès's presence.)
Faria

My God, I bless you for your mercy;

I thank you for my long and varied life.

During my time on earth,

I have known comfort and prosperity;

I have felt poverty and despair.

I have travelled the world,

have seen exotic peoples and places,

but have whiled away long tedious hours

confined in this dreary prison.

I have numbered among my friends

kings and princes, popes and cardinals;

yet peasants, craftsmen and those with no trade

have been my companions.

I have denied myself the pleasures of the flesh;

yet I have been blessed with the friendship of Edmond Dantès.

He has been as good to me as any son.

May he escape from this prison.

May he be free to enjoy my inheritance.

And may he live in prosperity and happiness.

My God, I bless you for your mercy;

I thank you for my long and varied life.

And now, as my days are drawing to a close,

O Lord, have mercy on my soul.

May my spirit soar aloft to join the heavenly host

In eternal bliss.

(He falls back, exhausted. Dantès, who has been watching with increasing concern, comes to him.)
Dantès

Father, father, are you suffering?

Faria

I have slept long and deeply.



I have dreamed mysterious dreams.

I feel no pain, but I am very weak.

I will not see the dawn tomorrow.

Dantès

You must not say such things.

You will survive.

I will look after you, and

together we will escape from this prison.

Faria

No, my son, it is the will of God
that I should die here in the Château d’If.
But before I die, I have important things to tell you.
(He sits up with difficulty)
You have heard me speak of the treasure of Monte Cristo?

Dantès

The story is imprinted on my brain.

Faria

(He reaches awkwardly under his pillow and brings out a piece of

folded yellowing paper.)
This is the document which I received from Count Spada 

before he died.

(He reads)
"Today, the twenty fifth of April in the year fourteen ninety eight,

 I declare to my nephew, Guido Spada, my sole heir,

 that I have buried in the caves of the small island of Monte Cristo all I possessed of ingots, gold, coins, jewels, diamonds, and gems. 

I alone know of the existence of this treasure, 

which he will find by raising the twentieth rock 

from the small creek to the east in a straight line.

Two openings have been made in these caves; 

the treasure is in the furthest angle of the second; 

which treasure I bequeath and leave to him 

as my sole heir.

(signed) Cæsar Spada

twenty fifth of April, fourteen ninety eight."

Dantès

Did you go to the Island of Monte Cristo?

Faria

I had just set off on my journey there 

when I was arrested. 

I concealed this paper and they never found it.

Dantès

Didn’t Caesar Spada die from poisoning ?

Faria
Indeed he did, not long after this letter was written. 

His nephew never found the treasure. 

Nor did any of his descendants.
Dantès

So the treasure must belong to the present Count Spada?
Faria
He who gave me this letter was the last of the line.

By giving this to me, he made me his heir.

And now (gives letter to Dantès) I make you my heir.

And I pray to God that you will escape

to enjoy your inheritance.

Dantès

You must not let death take you from me.

Faria

It is God's will that I should meet him soon.

Dantès

Thank God that I have known you,

my true and faithful friend.

Your friendship is worth more to me

than any treasure.

You have earned your heavenly reward.

May you enjoy eternal happiness.  
Faria

Thank God that I have known you,

my true and faithful friend.

Your friendship is worth more to me

than any treasure.

You  must escape and claim the treasure.

Use it wisely, my son.  

Dantès

We must escape together

Faria

You alone will escape.

Only you have the strength.

Dantès

We must find the treasure

Faria

The treasure is yours alone.

I am growing weaker.

My sight is fading.

Farewell, my son.

May heaven bless you.
(He dies.)
Dantès

(bangs on cell door)
Guard! Guard! The Abbot is dying.

Gaoler

(enters and brusquely examines Faria)
He's gone. I'll get the priest and the doctor.
(Exit)
Dantès

Farewell, dear Father Abbot.

May your soul be blessed.

May you enjoy in the life hereafter

all those things you were denied on earth.

(The gaoler returns, accompanied by the Priest and the Doctor. The Doctor makes a cursory examination of Faria, then nods. The Priest makes the sign of the Cross and says a silent prayer. The Gaoler produces a sack, and the three of them put Faria's body into it.)
Gaoler

(to Dantès)
 You'd better say your fond farewells, Dantès.

 

We’ll be back for the body in a few minutes.

 Dantès

I must escape.

There can be no life for me here now that he's gone.

I must find a way, I must devise a plan, I must escape….
(He stops suddenly, struck by an idea.)
Maybe, just maybe, dear Father Abbot,

you can be as much help to me in death

as you were in your life.

(With great effort, Dantès removes Faria's body from the sack, drags it to his own bed and covers it so that the face and hair are not visible. Then he gets into the sack himself and pulls it shut.)

(The Gaoler and an assistant enter. The assistant moves towards the body, believing it to be Dantès, as if to waken him, but the  Gaoler dissuades him.

Gaoler

No, leave him. No point in waking him.
(They pick up the sack and take it out.)
Gaoler

Careful now! Let’s show some respect.

Wouldn't have thought the old fool would be so heavy.
(Exeunt.)

(Curtain.)
ACT 3
Scene 1
On the outskirts of Paris. Dantès, having escaped from the Chateau d’If and claimed the treasure, has spent some years travelling the world, and has taken to himself the title of Count of Monte Cristo.  He is dressed in a gentleman’s travelling cloak.
Monte Cristo

Free! I am a free man! 

Free to feel the sun on my back,

Free to feel the wind in my face,

Free to breathe the fresh air of liberty!

After poor Faria died,

And I took his place in the sack

They tied it up,

Weighted it down,

And threw me into the sea.

That's how they bury you at the Chateau d'If..

But I cut myself free, swam to the shore,

found a boat to take me far away from the chateau d’If.

It was nearly a whole day

before they realised I was missing.

I made my way to the island of Monte Cristo,

I followed the instructions in Faria’s letter,

There I found the treasure, just as he had said,

Gold, silver, jewels,

Riches beyond the understanding of any man.

So I became a gentleman.

I am so rich that no-one questions me!

You see now before you not Edmond Dantès, but
(he throws open his cloak to reveal his fine clothes)
the Count of Monte Cristo!

Since I escaped,  I have travelled much,

In Europe, and in the East,

I have spoken the languages I learned from Faria,

I have met strange and wonderful people

I have learned much of the world and its ways.

And now I have returned to France

To claim my vengeance!

What has become 

of those who plotted to have me imprisoned?

Caderousse – still a slave to the bottle.

He has done nothing with his life.

I will give him a chance.

If he proved himself honest,

He will be a wealthy man.

If not, death will be certain.

And for the others, there will be no chances:

Danglars - now a successful banker.

They’ve made him a Baron.

Not averse to a bit of shady dealing, I hear.

I’ll make a deal with him which will break him!

And Fernand, the great military man,

bedecked with campaign medals,

raised to the rank of Count Morcerf.

He’s no more a Count than I am!

Everyone thinks he’s a hero of France,

but I have discovered the truth,

and his lies will be exposed.

And worst of all, he has married my Mercedes.

She is now the Countess Morcerf.

She believed that I was dead. She had no other choice.

They have a son, Albert,

I met him on my travels in Italy.

He’s a fine lad –

But he should have been my son!

So, to work.

Soon , all France will know the name

of the Count of Monte Cristo!

Scene 2
Caderousse’s simple house. Empty wine bottles feature prominently.

Caderousse
Money! All I need is money!

Then everything would be alright.

Money! I must have some money.

Just a bit more money, 

and then I could become an honest man.

My old friends Danglars and Fernand are now rich men.

They can buy anything they want.

(sadly) They don’t speak to me any more.

Why can’t I be a rich man?

I get along, a bit of work here, a bit of thieving there,

But I want to be rich!

I want a fine house with servants,

And as much good wine as I can drink!

Money! All I need is money!

Then everything would be alright.

Money….

(Monte Cristo, disguised as a priest, knocks at the front door.) 
Caderousse
Who can that be?
(Caderousse suspiciously opens the door a crack.)

Who is it? What do you want?
Monte Cristo
I am Father Busoni from the church of St.Anthony.

Caderousse
I’m very sorry, Father.

I can’t spare any alms at the moment.

Good day to you.

Monte Cristo 
My good man, I do not seek your charity.

I am seeking a Monsieur Caderousse.

Caderousse 
(Still suspicious)  What’s this about?

Monte Cristo 
One of our parishioners sadly passed away recently.

In his will he left a most valuable jewel 

to a Monsieur Gaspard Caderousse,

a man we have never seen in church.

I am seeking to fulfil the deceased man’s wishes.

Caderousse
Who is this man who’s died?

I don’t know anyone who’s died recently.

Monte Cristo 
It is a condition of the bequest

that the donor’s identity should remain a secret.

Caderousse 
(Opens door a little further, still suspicious)

Where is this jewel, then?

Monte Cristo 
If I might come inside, I will explain.


(Caderousse reluctantly lets him in.)

The will specifies that the gift is given “in the hope that it will provide sufficient funds for M. Caderousse to live comfortably for the rest of his days….

Caderousse 
How much….?

Monte Cristo 
“….and that he will give up his life of petty crime….

Caderousse 
How much….?

Monte Cristo 
“…. and become an upright citizen.”

Caderousse 
How much is the jewel worth?

Monte Cristo 
I am not an expert,

but I am given to understand that it is worth

at least fifty thousand francs.

Caderousse 
(to himself)
Fifty thousand francs?
(to the priest)
Can I see it?

Monte Cristo 
Can you confirm that you are Monsieur Gaspard Caderousse?

Caderousse 
That’s me alright!

Monte Cristo 
Then I am in a position to fulfil the bequest.

(produces jewel from his priests’ garb and hands it to him)

This is the item in question.

Use it wisely, my son, and happiness will be yours.

Caderousse 
Thank you, Father.

Monte Cristo 
I will bid you good day.

I have important parish business to attend to.

May God bless you, my son.

(He leaves.)

Caderousse 
Fifty thousand, eh?

That’s a pretty penny!

But with the addition of one further criminal act,

I think I can double my money!

Scene 3
Danglars' finely appointed banker's office. The walls are lined with ledgers. He sits at a large desk.
Danglars
A banker's life is a fine one! 

It has served me very well.

I have a fine house;

I can buy almost anything I want to;

and I have joined the nobility -

I am the Baron Danglars.

I’m Baron Danglars, the listening bank,

the bank that likes to say yes,

the bank where people matter

because life's complicated enough.

Some say I'm nouveau riche,

but as long as I'm riche, I don't care.

I'm a bit like Robin Hood:

I take from the rich: that's it!

It works like this:

rich people give me their money to look after;

I invest it and make a good return.

I have a sharp eye for an investment.

I have my ear close to the ground.

When they want their money back, I return it to them

with interest,  net of charges, of course.

And I keep the rest.

A banker's life is a fine one! 

It has served me very well.

The richer they are, the more stupid they are.

And today I am to meet the richest yet,

and in all probability the stupidest yet.

No-one knows anything about this Count of Monte Cristo:

his family, his past, his achievements,

but everyone knows he is very, very rich.

And that's good enough for me.

(A servant enters with a visiting card on a silver salver.)

(reading the card) Ah, the Count has arrived.

Excellent!  Show him in.

(The servant departs and Monte Cristo enters. 
Monte Cristo and Danglars bow stiffly to each other.)

Welcome, sir.

Do I have the honour to address his highness 

the Count of Monte Cristo?

Monte Cristo
I am indeed he.

I am grateful, Baron Danglars, 

that you can spare the time to see me.

Danglars 
But of course!

I can always find time for a gentleman of quality.

In what way can I be of service to you?

Monte Cristo 
I find myself in a awkward situation.

My business dealings have not gone according to plan.

As a result, I find myself with surplus funds.

I would like to deposit these funds with you.

Danglars 
Of course, of course.

It will be my privilege to serve you.

May I be permitted to ask the size of these surplus funds?

Monte Cristo 
Six million francs

Danglars 
(taken aback) Did you say six million francs? A sizeable sum

Monte Cristo 
Not too large a sum, I trust?

Danglars 
Of course not, of course not.

It will be a privilege to do business with you.

And may I enquire as to the whereabouts of the funds in question?

Monte Cristo 
I have the money here.

[produces large bag from beneath his cloak.]
You are welcome to count it.

Danglars 
I am sure I can trust the word of a man 

of such great repute as yourself.

[takes money, puts it away in a drawer and writes out receipt]
Here is your receipt.

Monte Cristo 
I am much obliged to you, Baron Danglars.

I will return to collect my property in due course.

Danglars 
Any time you wish,  my dear Count, any time.

Monte Cristo 
And now, if you will excuse me,

I have important business to attend to.

Danglars 
Of course, of course.
[Danglars shows Monte Cristo out.]
Scene 4
Monte Cristo is waiting in a grand room in the house of the Count Mercerf.

 Albert enters.
Albert
 
My dear Count!

What a pleasure to see you again.

Monte Cristo 
Viscount Morcerf!

I promised you when we parted in Italy

that one day I would visit you in Paris.

I am a man of my word.

Albert 

Indeed you are, dear Monte Cristo.

Do tell me of your travels after you left Italy.

Monte Cristo 
My travels were strange and wonderful.

I travelled east, first to Greece,

where I gazed on the Parthenon and on Mount Olympus

Then to Turkey, where I saw wondrous mosques and palaces.

And before I left, I visited Janina –

Albert 

Janina, scene of my father’s greatest triumph!



He won fame for his courageous attempt

to defend Ali Pasha from his enemies.

Monte Cristo 
So I have heard, but sadly but his efforts were in vain.

I met people who remember your father very well.

They told me much of interest about his exploits there.

Albert 

I would love to hear about those stories.

My father is such a modest man.

He never wishes to discuss his achievements.

But all France knows his bravery!
Monte Cristo 
The story is indeed well known.

Albert 

Ah! My parents are coming.

I have been looking forward so much 

to introducing you to them.

(Count and Countess Morcerf enter.)
(to his parents) Mother, Father,

Allow me to present His Excellency the Count of Monte Cristo.
(to Monte Cristo)

Count, my parents, the Count and Countess Morcerf.

(The two Counts bow low. Monte Cristo then kisses the hand of the Countess. Their eyes meet in a look slightly longer than decorum would recommend.)

Countess 
(embarrassed) I understand that you and Albert 

enjoyed some fine adventures when you were in Italy.

Monte Cristo 
We did indeed. I greatly enjoyed the Viscount’s company.

Albert 

The Count saved my life, father.

I shall be always grateful to him.

Morcerf 
I too will always be in your debt.

Countess 
Where else have you travelled, my dear Count?

Monte Cristo 
To Spain and Portugal, Greece and Turkey,

And to the Orient.

I am a wandering spirit, my lady.

Countess  
You must have some fascinating stories to tell.
(Quartet:)

Monte Cristo
If only you knew the stories I could tell you:



how I was betrayed by my friends,



abandoned by the one I loved,

left to rot in a prison cell.

Countess 
If only I could tell you how much I loved you,

how I lay sleepless night after night,

desperate for your return;

how I thought you were dead.

Monte Cristo 
If only you knew the stories I could tell you:

how I escaped from prison

and won the treasure of Monte Cristo.

And now reborn as a new man,

I have returned thirsting for revenge.

Countess 
If only I could tell you how with a heavy heart

I agreed to marry Fernand;

how he triumphed in war, and became a hero,

and bore me a son.

All except
Life is full of mysteries;
Albert 

things are rarely what they seem.

Albert

I am fortunate to be blessed with wonderful parents



and loyal friends.

Albert 

It brings me such joy

to see the Count in my own home

talking with my parents.

I hope they will become good friends.

Morcerf 
Who is this Count of Monte Cristo?

I have never seen my wife

look at another man like that

since Dantes disappeared.

All except
Life is full of mysteries;
Albert 

things are rarely what they seem.

Albert

I am fortunate to be blessed with wonderful parents



and loyal friends.

Morcerf
Your Excellency,

I hate to bring such an early conclusion to our meeting,

but Albert and I are shortly due to leave for the opera.

Unless you would care to join us, of course?

Monte Cristo 
(to Mercedes) 

Countess, will you not be attending the opera?

Countess 
No, Your Excellency, it is not to my taste.

Monte Cristo 
Nor to mine.

I do not care for all that singing!

Albert 

Perhaps, Mother, you would care to entertain the Count



while we are away?

Monte Cristo 
That would be most agreeable.

Countess
(to Morcerf)I would be happy to oblige, my Lord,



if you give your consent.

Morcerf 
(Unenthusiastically) Very well, very well.

Albert 

I trust we will see you again soon, Monte Cristo,

and for rather longer.

Monte Cristo 
I trust so

Morcerf 
Goodbye, Monte Cristo.

It has been a pleasure to meet you.

(Monte Cristo bows low as Morcerf and Albert leave.)

Countess 
You have aged well, Edmond.

Monte Cristo 
Edmond! You call me Edmond, Madame?

Countess 
I knew you from the first. How could I not?

I have thought of you constantly

Since that dreadful day when we were to be married.
(Monte Cristo looks alarmed)
Do not worry; I will never betray you.

Monte Cristo 
Did you have news of me?

Countess 
They told me you were imprisoned in the Chateau d’If.

I begged and pleaded to be allowed to see you.

Monte Cristo 
I had no visitors.

Countess 
I sent you letters – dozens of them.

Monte Cristo 
I received no letters.

Countess 
I longed for a reply from you.

Monte Cristo 
No prisoner was allowed to send a letter.

Countess 
One day they told me that you had died.

I wept for days. I ate nothing. I was desolate.

And your poor father, already ageing and weak:

he could not stand the shock.

He died believing that he would meet you in Paradise.

Monte Cristo 
My dear father! How much he must have suffered.

Countess 
Eventually, Fernand persuaded me to marry him.

I never loved him as I loved you,

But he had a promising career in the army.

He has been a loyal husband;

he has worked hard to look after me,

and he has given me a fine son

Monte Cristo 
Albert is a splendid young man.

(Briefly lost in thought.

Eventually comes out of his reverie with a jolt)

Do you know who it was who had me put in prison?

Countess 
I think that Danglars was involved,

but I have never heard the full story.

Monte Cristo 
(angrily)
Then perhaps you should ask your husband!
Countess 
He has never discussed the matter with me.

Monte Cristo 
I’m sure he hasn’t!

Countess 
Do not be angry, Edmond. It was a long time ago.

Monte Cristo 
I cannot blame you for anything, Mercedes.

(threateningly)

But I have come to Paris to take my revenge

on those who betrayed me.

Nothing can stop me.

Countess 
Edmond….

Monte Cristo 
(bowing formally to the Countess)

I must take my leave of you, Countess Morcerf.

No doubt we shall meet again.

Countess 
(sadly) I look forward to it, Your Excellency.
[Monte Cristo leaves]
Scene 5

Outside a telegraph office on the outskirts of Paris. At one side of the garden there are two large brass levers attached to machinery which is largely unseen. The Telegraph Operator is picking strawberries in his garden.

Tel. Operator
Plump and juicy, just how I like them.
Gather them in or the birds will eat them
or the village lads steal them.

It’s not such a bad life

When the strawberries are ripe

And the garden’s in full bloom.

(Monte Cristo enters the garden, initially unnoticed by the Telegraph Operator.)

Plump and juicy, just how I like them.

Gather them in ….

(He suddenly notices Monte Cristo.)

Oh, sir, you startled me!

I don’t get many visitors out here,

And a visit from a fine gentleman is most unusual.

Are you from the telegraph company.

Monte Cristo 
(laughing) No, my friend,

I’m not checking up on you.

You have beautiful garden here.

Tel. Operator 
It is rather small and cramped, but I do my best with it.

Monte Cristo 
You have worked a miracle with it.

But I expect you would like a bigger one?

Tel. Operator 
It is my dream, sir.

I would grow bushes and trees,

I would have trellises and arbours,

And a fine crop of fruit every year

Monte Cristo 
Are you on duty every day?

Tel. Operator 
Yes sir, every day during the hours of daylight,

except for holidays.

Monte Cristo 
Ah, you have holidays?

Tel. Operator 
Yes sir, when the weather is foggy.

Those are my best days.

I can be in my garden all day

with no need to look out for signals.

Monte Cristo 
I hope they pay you well for your devotion.

Tel. Operator 
It is not much, but I get by.

And I have my house and my garden and my pension.


But what brings you here, sir,

if you are not from the telegraph company?

Monte Cristo 
I have always wondered by what mystery
a message can be sent from Marseilles to Paris

in a matter of a few hours.

Tel. Operator 
Well, sir, it is quite simple:

there is a telegraph station like this

every few miles from Marseilles to Paris.

My colleague in Marseilles displays the signal he is given.

Monte Cristo 
How does he display the signal?

Tel. Operator 
By moving the arms of the telegraph .

They are controlled from these two levers here.

And then, the next operator up the line

Sees the signal and repeats it,

And so on along the line.

Monte Cristo 
And is it true that you do not know what the signals mean?

Tel. Operator 
Quite true, sir.

It is better for us not to know.

Monte Cristo 
And what happens if you miss a signal?

Tel. Operator 
I have to pay a fine, sir,

Monte Cristo 
That is harsh!

Have you ever missed one?

Tel. Operator 
Only once, sir, once in twenty years.

I had a wonderful crop of strawberries that year,

and I was so busy harvesting them

that I never noticed a signal from the north.

Monte Cristo 
And what would happen if you passed on the wrong signal?

Tel. Operator 
That must never happen.

I would lose my job, my pension, my house and my garden.

(looking into the distance)
Monte Cristo 
Is that a signal from the south now?

Tel. Operator 
(flustered)

Yes, oh dear, it is, oh dear!

I missed it the first time and he’s had to repeat it.

I will get a fine. I must send it straight away.

Oh dear! Oh dear!

(rushes towards the levers)

Monte Cristo 
All my fault for distracting you, I fear.

(Produces bag of money)

Maybe this will cover your fine.

Tel. Operator 
(Starts to examine the money – looks amazed.)

Sir, this is a fortune!

I cannot take it.

I must send the signal.

Monte Cristo 
There will be much more for you if you will do what I ask:

enough to buy the largest garden you could ever wish for.

Enough to retire!

Tel. Operator 
I’m not sure, I don’t know….

(produces paper with a telegraph signal written on it)
Monte Cristo 
Send this signal, and a fortune will be yours.

Tel. Operator 
But sir, in all my years, I have never…

It would not be right.

Monte Cristo 
Believe me, by doing this

you will be putting right a great wrong.

Tel. Operator 
I don’t know. I’m not sure….

Monte Cristo 
(produces another bag of money)

Think of that lovely garden.

Tel. Operator 
(after a pause)

I have delayed so long that I will be in trouble anyway.

Show me the signal.
(Monte Cristo hands the piece of paper to him.)
May God have mercy on me!

(he hesitates, then sends the signal)

There, it is finished. What have I done?
Monte Cristo 
You have done a good deed today, my friend.

And you have earned yourself a long and happy retirement.

(hands over the money and shakes his hand)
Enjoy your gardening.

(He leaves.)

Scene 6
A jeweller’s shop.  The jeweller is at his counter. Caderousse enters.

Jeweller
Good day, sir. How may I be of service to you?
Caderousse
Good day to you.
I am considering selling this jewel.

Can you tell me how much it is worth?

Jeweller 
(puts on eyeglass and examines the jewel closely)

It is a very fine  piece, most unusual.

May I ask, where did it come from?

Caderousse
It has been in my family for many years.

Jeweller
I could offer you ten thousand for it.

Caderousse 
(aside) These experts always try to dupe innocent customers.

but he won’t fool me.



(to Jeweller)

I was thinking more of a hundred thousand.

Jeweller 
That would be excessive, sir, even for such a fine piece.

Though it is difficult to put an exact price on such a rare piece.

I could perhaps go to fifteen thousand.

Caderousse 
Eighty thousand, not a penny less.

Jeweller 
Twenty thousand, my final offer.

Caderousse 
Seventy thousand.

Jeweller 
Thirty thousand.

Caderousse 
Sixty thousand

Jeweller 
Forty thousand.

Both
 
Fifty thousand. We have a deal!

Jeweller 
I’ll fetch the money.

(He disappears to the back of the shop and returns with a bag of money and begins counting it.)

Caderousse 
No need to count it, my friend.

 (Caderousse fells him with a single blow, stuffs the money back into the bag and prepares to leave, taking both money and jewel.) As he does to, the Jeweller staggers to his feet and begins to wrestle with Caderousse, who pulls out a knife and stabs him.

Jeweller 
(Falling to the ground again)

Help! Help! Robbery!

(He dies from his wound.)

Caderousse 
(Finishes packing his bag and hurries out of  the shop)

Best bit of work I’ve done for a long time!

A hundred thousand in one morning.

(Outside the shop, Monte Cristo, still disguised, beckons soldiers from offstage. They arrest Caderousse as he leaves.)

Monte Cristo 
(Approaching Caderousse as he is led away)

When you go to the guillotine,

remember Edward Dantès!
(The soldiers take Caderousse away. Monte Cristo leaves in the opposite direction.)
Scene 7
A back street in Paris at dusk. Beauchamp  is pacing about impatiently. Monte Cristo, disguised as a down-and-out, enters hurriedly.

Monte Cristo 
Are you Beauchamp?
Beauchamp 
That’s me. This had better be good.

I’ve had to leave an important meeting to come here.

Monte Cristo 
I think you will find that your time has not been wasted.

Beauchamp 
(peering at him) So who are you, then?

Monte Cristo 
My identity is not important.

 From the information I will give you,

you will be able to verify my story.

Beauchamp 
All right then, let’s have it.

You say that Count Morcerf betrayed Ali Pasha

to Tepelini for money, 

instead of trying to save him, as everyone believes?

Monte Cristo 
I am quite sure of it.

Beauchamp 
What proof do you have?

Monte Cristo 
I have no proof here in Paris,

but if you will make the long journey to Janina,

I can give you the names of twenty people there,

all of whom were eyewitnesses.

Many of them lost everything because of the betrayal.

They will be delighted if the truth becomes known.

Beauchamp 
Is there no-one in here France who can verify your story?

Monte Cristo 
Regrettably not.

Beauchamp 
(thinking) It’s a long and dangerous journey,

but if you’re right, it would be a huge story.

How much do you want for your information?

Monte Cristo 
Nothing.

Beauchamp 
Nothing?

Monte Cristo 
Nothing at all. I have my reasons for wanting the truth to be told.

Beauchamp 
Well in that case you might as well hand it over.

I’ve nothing to lose by taking it.

Monte Cristo 
(produces a bundle of papers and hands them over)
It is a pleasure to  help the gentlemen of the Press.

Yours is a noble profession!

Beauchamp 
(taking them)


That’s not something you hear every day!

Monte Cristo
I look forward to reading your story.

Beauchamp 
I must be on my way, monsieur.

Good day to you.
(They depart separately in haste)
Scene 8
Danglars’ office.
Danglars
The telegraph brings dreadful news from Spain.

Quite unbelievable!

Don Carlos, the Spanish Pretender, has returned to Spain.

The Spanish bonds I bought at five hundred

are now worth next to nothing.

I am sitting on a loss of millions of francs.

(A servant enters with a note for Danglars, which he reads hurriedly)

The bonds are down to fifty centimes.

It gets worse by the minute.

(The servant hands over a second note, Danglars glances at it and winces.)

And now the Count of Monte Cristo wants to see me.

(to the servant)  Tell him I am unavailable.
(The servant leaves.)

Those Spanish bonds were a certain winner.

I had inside information that nothing could go wrong.

There was no doubt.

I invested all the Count’s money in those bonds,

and more besides.

Unless I can persuade him to wait a little longer,

I am ruined.

(The servant re-enters with a another note and a visiting card.)

(reading)
“The Count of Monte Cristo presents his compliments
and would be obliged if the Baron Danglars

would favour him with an audience

at his earliest convenience”

Maybe he only wants a partial withdrawal.

Why would he want three million francs at once?
(to servant)
Very well, show him in.

(The Count enters.)

Monte Cristo
Good day, my dear Baron.

And what a lovely day it is!
Danglars 
(uncertainly) Yes indeed.

I am delighted to see Your Excellency.

Monte Cristo 
You will recall our transaction earlier this week.

Danglars 
Of course, of course.

A great honour to be of service.

Monte Cristo 
A new business opportunity has arisen.

Danglars 
Even in these troubled times,

There are opportunities for those who have eyes to see.

Monte Cristo 
I therefore wish to withdraw my deposit.

Danglars 
The entire deposit?

Monte Cristo 
The entire deposit.

Danglars 
All six million?

Monte Cristo 
All six million.

Danglars 
In cash?

Monte Cristo 
If you please.

Danglars 
(flustered)
You will appreciate that it will take a little while
To assemble such a large sum?

Monte Cristo 
Of course. Would one hour from now be convenient?

Danglars 
(momentarily panicking) One hour?  One hour?
(recovering his composure) For such a valued customer,

I am sure it can be arranged.
(Looks at his watch, then starts to usher Monte Cristo out.)
I look forward to seeing you one hour from now.

Thank you, my dear Count.

It is a pleasure to serve you.
Monte Cristo 
The pleasure is all  mine.
(he departs.)

Danglars 
One hour! One hour to find three  million francs in cash,

when the Spanish bonds are worthless!
(He rings a bell. The servant enters.)

(to the servant)
Ask the Chief Clerk to make an immediate assessment
of our liquid assets.
(The servant leaves.)

I am sure that this Count is up to something.

Who is he, anyway?

Nobody seems to know him or his family.

I should never have done business with him.

I have risen from a humble ship’s captain

to a respected banker

And a Baron of France.

But if I cannot pay the Count, my career will be finished.
(he scrabbles frantically among his papers)
There must be something I can do,

some asset I can realise.
(The servant returns and passes a note to Danglars,

 who reads it in despair.)
Less than a million!
I am worth less than a million.
(Hurriedly scribbles two notes and gives them to the servant.)
I can swallow my pride.

(to servant)
Take this to Rothschilds and a copy to Barings.

Tell them it is of the utmost urgency.
(The servant leaves.)
My fellow bankers know my worth.

They will surely help me through this temporary difficulty.
(The servant returns with another note. Danglars reads it.)
The Count has returned!
He is far too early.

Tell him to wait.
(The servant leaves.)
I cannot understand how Don Carlos 

has managed to return to Spain.
Such a thing seemed impossible, but the telegraph never lies.

Those Spanish bonds were the most certain winner

I have had in years.
(The servant returns with two more notes.

 Danglars reads the first of them.)
“The Baron de Rothschild presents his compliments
and begs to inform the Baron Danglars

that he is unable to provide the assistance requested

at the present time, due to the unexpected fall

in the price of Spanish bonds.”
(Danglars dismisses the servant with a gesture.)
“However he looks forward to being of service in the future.”
(Danglars quickly reads the second note.)
The same from Barings.

Future? I have no future!

My position is hopeless. I have no other sources of funds.

My whole career ruined!

I cannot stay in Paris, yet neither can I flee.

My face is too well known. I have too many enemies;



(Takes a phial of poison from his drawer.)
I never thought I would need to use this.

My whole life’s work wasted!

All my plotting and planning count for nothing.

Damn you, Monte Cristo, whoever you are!
(Danglars removes the top from the phial and swallows the contents. As he lies dying, Monte Cristo enters.)
Monte Cristo 
Remember Edward Dantès!
(Monte Cristo departs. Danglars dies.)
Scene 9
A room in Morcerf’s house. Mercedes and Albert are in conversation.
Duet:
Albert 

Mother, I am so lucky to be your son. 

You have always been so kind and gentle,

 always encouraged me, always had faith in me. 

No-one could have a better mother. 

Mercedes
Albert, you are the best son a mother could have:

polite and thoughtful, skilful and courageous. 

You can look forward to a brilliant career. 

Albert 

And I am so lucky that the Count Morcerf is my father: 

a hero of France and a loving father. 

Mercedes 
And I am so glad that the Count Morcerf is my husband: 

a hero of France and a righteous man. 

Albert 

Mother, I am so lucky to be your son….

Mercedes
Albert, you are the best son a mother could have….

(Morcerf bursts in clutching a newspaper.)
Morcerf 
Have you seen this?

Have you seen what they’ve written about me?

I am a ruined man.

Albert

and Countess 
What is this?

(Albert takes the paper from him.)
Albert 

Let me see it.
(reading  from the paper)
“Our correspondent in Janina, writes:

‘In eighteen twenty three,

the castle which protected the town of Janina,

contrary to previous reports,

was betrayed to the Turks by a French officer.

The name of the officer was Fernand.’”



Are you sure they mean you?

Could there not have been another Fernand at Janina?

Morcerf 
There was no other Fernand.

They are talking about me.

Countess 
How can they print such lies?

Albert 

You must demand a retraction and an apology.

Countess 
They cannot get away with this.

Albert 

If they do not retract,

the man who wrote this will pay with his life.

Morcerf 
It may not be quite as simple as that.
(to himself) What am I to do?

Trio:
Albert 

My father is a hero of France;

his bravery at Janina is renowned.

How dare anyone suggest otherwise?

Countess 
He is a good husband.

He has done everything I could have asked of him.

He does not deserve this.

Morcerf 
I did it for Mercedes.

I wanted to show that I was as good as Dantes.

I covered my tracks well.

How can this have happened?

Albert

and Countess 
You must clear your name.

Morcerf 
(abruptly)
I must be alone now. This is a terrible shock.

I must collect my thoughts and decide what to do.

Countess 
You must defend yourself against these dreadful lies.

Albert

 That journalist will pay a heavy price for his untruths.

Mercedes  and Albert leave.
Morcerf 
The situation is perfectly simple:

I told a lie, and now I have been found out.

My reputation is in tatters, my honour destroyed.

The shame will be unbearable.

I did it for Mercedes.

I wanted so much to impress her,

but now my deception has been revealed.

I could try to brazen it out, deny the allegation,

challenge the journalist to a duel.

But everyone will be checking the evidence;

the truth will come out

and my good name will be no more.

There can be only one course of action for an honourable soldier.
(He takes a pistol from a desk drawer)
Goodbye, Mercedes! Goodbye Albert!

I love you both.
(He shoots himself)
(Monte Cristo appears, apparently from nowhere.)

Monte Cristo 
Remember Edward Dantès!

(Morcerf dies. Someone is heard approaching, and Monte Cristo leaves quickly.)

(Albert rushes in.)
Albert 

My father, my poor father! No!

You should have stayed and fought.

We could have restored your reputation,

reclaimed your good name

and ruined the lying journalist.

Why did you not pick up the sword of truth?

Why did you not fight?

(A sudden realisation dawns on him.)
No! No! Surely what they wrote can’t be true?

Surely my heroic father could not be a liar?

I cannot believe it.
(To his dead father)
All my life I looked up to you,

All my life I respected you

All my life I almost worshipped you.

But if the report had been false,

you would have fought for your name.

You must have been lying all the time!

Your name always be spoken with shame,

and my name too is besmirched.

My glittering future is no more.

I have only one choice.

I must follow you into eternity.

(He takes the pistol from his father’s hand and shoots himself.)
(The Countess reappears to find them both dead.)
Countess
My darling Fernand, all you did was for me.

You loved me so much.

Whatever you did, I forgive you.

And Albert, my only son, you had no need to die.

You had done nothing wrong,

but you took the honourable course,

and now you too are gone.

Monte Cristo 
(from outside the house)
This was not my plan.

I never thought Albert would take his own life.

I never wanted this.

Countess 
I have lost my entire family

because of gossip in a newspaper.

[orchestral interlude]
Scene 10
The port at Marseilles. Early morning. There is no sun.

The inn is shuttered and derelict. 

Mercedes is alone.
Countess
O sea!  O deep dreaming sea!

I would sink into your cold embrace.

I would forget the horrors I have seen.

I would sleep for ever.

Twenty years ago, I came here.

My heart was full of joy.

I was to marry the man I adored.

But in a moment, in one bitter moment,

My happiness was snatched away.

What had I done to deserve such a fate?

Then slowly I made my peace with my lot.

I married Fernand, knowing nothing of his treachery.

We had a fine son, the apple of my eye,

with a great future ahead of him.

Then once again my happiness was snatched away

in one terrible day,

and I am left alone again.

What had I done to deserve such a fate?

Monte Cristo 
(enters quietly)



You are not alone, Mercedes.

Countess 
Edmond!

Why could we not have been happy?

Monte Cristo
 (sadly)



I have had my revenge.

It seemed such an important thing.

Those who betrayed me are dead.

But so is an innocent jeweller,

and so is Albert, your son, and my friend,.

Maybe Faria was right.

Perhaps it is better to forgive.

Both
 
The love we had is gone for ever.

Our dream of happiness together will not return.

We must go our separate ways.

Countess 
I will come home to Marseilles.

Maybe her I will find shelter,

Maybe here I will find comfort me in my pain,

Maybe one day I can be happy again.

Monte Cristo 
I will return to the sea again.

I will travel the world.

Maybe I will find comfort in the roaring waves

and the rushing wind.

Both 

The love we had is gone for ever.

Our dream of happiness together will not return.

We must go our separate ways.

Monte Cristo 
Mercedes, I cannot restore Albert to you.

I cannot atone for what has happened.

Let me at least offer you something for your future.

(proffers large bag of money.)

Countess 
I will not take your money, Edmond.

I will make my own way.

Both 

The love we had is gone for ever.

Our dream of happiness together will not return.

We must go our separate ways.

Goodbye, my darling. Goodbye for ever!

(Monte Cristo walks slowly away leaving Mercedes alone. Shortly afterwards, a ship is seen disappearing into the distance.)

(Curtain)
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