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			Preface

			A few years ago, while vis­it­ing or, rather, rum­ma­ging about Notre-Dame, the au­thor of this book found, in an ob­scure nook of one of the towers, the fol­low­ing word, en­graved by hand upon the wall:—

			
				ΆΝÁΓΚΗ.

			

			These Greek cap­it­als, black with age, and quite deeply graven in the stone, with I know not what signs pe­cu­li­ar to Goth­ic ca­li­graphy im­prin­ted upon their forms and upon their at­ti­tudes, as though with the pur­pose of re­veal­ing that it had been a hand of the Middle Ages which had in­scribed them there, and es­pe­cially the fatal and mel­an­choly mean­ing con­tained in them, struck the au­thor deeply.

			He ques­tioned him­self; he sought to di­vine who could have been that soul in tor­ment which had not been will­ing to quit this world without leav­ing this stigma of crime or un­hap­pi­ness upon the brow of the an­cient church.

			Af­ter­wards, the wall was white­washed or scraped down, I know not which, and the in­scrip­tion dis­ap­peared. For it is thus that people have been in the habit of pro­ceed­ing with the mar­vel­lous churches of the Middle Ages for the last two hun­dred years. Mu­til­a­tions come to them from every quarter, from with­in as well as from without. The priest white­washes them, the arch­deac­on scrapes them down; then the popu­lace ar­rives and de­mol­ishes them.

			Thus, with the ex­cep­tion of the fra­gile memory which the au­thor of this book here con­sec­rates to it, there re­mains today noth­ing whatever of the mys­ter­i­ous word en­graved with­in the gloomy tower of Notre-Dame—noth­ing of the des­tiny which it so sadly summed up. The man who wrote that word upon the wall dis­ap­peared from the midst of the gen­er­a­tions of man many cen­tur­ies ago; the word, in its turn, has been ef­faced from the wall of the church; the church will, per­haps, it­self soon dis­ap­pear from the face of the earth.

			It is upon this word that this book is foun­ded.

			March, 1831.

		
	
		
			Notre-Dame de Paris
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				I
			

		
	
		
			
				I

				The Grand Hall

			
			Three hun­dred and forty-eight years, six months, and nine­teen days ago today, the Parisi­ans awoke to the sound of all the bells in the triple cir­cuit of the city, the uni­ver­sity, and the town ringing a full peal.

			The sixth of Janu­ary, 1482, is not, how­ever, a day of which his­tory has pre­served the memory. There was noth­ing not­able in the event which thus set the bells and the bour­geois of Par­is in a fer­ment from early morn­ing. It was neither an as­sault by the Pi­cards nor the Bur­gun­di­ans, nor a hunt led along in pro­ces­sion, nor a re­volt of schol­ars in the town of Laas, nor an entry of “our much dread lord, mon­sieur the king,” nor even a pretty hanging of male and fe­male thieves by the courts of Par­is. Neither was it the ar­rival, so fre­quent in the fif­teenth cen­tury, of some plumed and be­dizened em­bassy. It was barely two days since the last caval­cade of that nature, that of the Flem­ish am­bas­sad­ors charged with con­clud­ing the mar­riage between the dauph­in and Mar­guer­ite of Flanders, had made its entry in­to Par­is, to the great an­noy­ance of M. le Car­din­al de Bour­bon, who, for the sake of pleas­ing the king, had been ob­liged to as­sume an ami­able mien to­wards this whole rus­tic rabble of Flem­ish bur­go­mas­ters, and to re­gale them at his Hôtel de Bour­bon, with a very “pretty mor­al­ity, al­leg­or­ic­al satire, and farce,” while a driv­ing rain drenched the mag­ni­fi­cent tapestries at his door.

			What put the “whole pop­u­la­tion of Par­is in com­mo­tion,” as Je­han de Troyes ex­presses it, on the sixth of Janu­ary, was the double solem­nity, united from time im­me­mori­al, of the Epi­phany and the Feast of Fools.

			On that day, there was to be a bon­fire on the Place de Grève, a may­pole at the Chapelle de Braque, and a mys­tery at the Pal­ais de Justice. It had been cried, to the sound of the trum­pet, the pre­ced­ing even­ing at all the cross roads, by the prov­ost’s men, clad in hand­some, short, sleeve­less coats of vi­ol­et cam­elot, with large white crosses upon their breasts.

			So the crowd of cit­izens, male and fe­male, hav­ing closed their houses and shops, thronged from every dir­ec­tion, at early morn, to­wards some one of the three spots des­ig­nated.

			Each had made his choice; one, the bon­fire; an­oth­er, the may­pole; an­oth­er, the mys­tery play. It must be stated, in hon­or of the good sense of the loun­gers of Par­is, that the great­er part of this crowd dir­ec­ted their steps to­wards the bon­fire, which was quite in sea­son, or to­wards the mys­tery play, which was to be presen­ted in the grand hall of the Pal­ais de Justice (the courts of law), which was well roofed and walled; and that the curi­ous left the poor, scantily flowered may­pole to shiver all alone be­neath the sky of Janu­ary, in the cemetery of the Chapel of Braque.

			The popu­lace thronged the av­en­ues of the law courts in par­tic­u­lar, be­cause they knew that the Flem­ish am­bas­sad­ors, who had ar­rived two days pre­vi­ously, in­ten­ded to be present at the rep­res­ent­a­tion of the mys­tery, and at the elec­tion of the Pope of the Fools, which was also to take place in the grand hall.

			It was no easy mat­ter on that day, to force one’s way in­to that grand hall, al­though it was then re­puted to be the largest covered en­clos­ure in the world (it is true that Sauval had not yet meas­ured the grand hall of the Château of Montar­gis). The palace place, en­cumbered with people, offered to the curi­ous gazers at the win­dows the as­pect of a sea; in­to which five or six streets, like so many mouths of rivers, dis­charged every mo­ment fresh floods of heads. The waves of this crowd, aug­men­ted in­cess­antly, dashed against the angles of the houses which pro­jec­ted here and there, like so many promon­tor­ies, in­to the ir­reg­u­lar basin of the place. In the centre of the lofty Goth­ic1 façade of the palace, the grand stair­case, in­cess­antly as­cen­ded and des­cen­ded by a double cur­rent, which, after part­ing on the in­ter­me­di­ate land­ing-place, flowed in broad waves along its lat­er­al slopes—the grand stair­case, I say, trickled in­cess­antly in­to the place, like a cas­cade in­to a lake. The cries, the laughter, the tramp­ling of those thou­sands of feet, pro­duced a great noise and a great clam­or. From time to time, this noise and clam­or re­doubled; the cur­rent which drove the crowd to­wards the grand stair­case flowed back­wards, be­came troubled, formed whirl­pools. This was pro­duced by the buf­fet of an arch­er, or the horse of one of the prov­ost’s ser­geants, which kicked to re­store or­der; an ad­mir­able tra­di­tion which the prov­ost­ship has be­queathed to the con­stablery, the con­stablery to the maréchaussée, the maréchaussée to our gen­darm­eri of Par­is.

			Thou­sands of good, calm, bour­geois faces thronged the win­dows, the doors, the dormer win­dows, the roofs, gaz­ing at the palace, gaz­ing at the popu­lace, and ask­ing noth­ing more; for many Parisi­ans con­tent them­selves with the spec­tacle of the spec­tat­ors, and a wall be­hind which some­thing is go­ing on be­comes at once, for us, a very curi­ous thing in­deed.

			If it could be gran­ted to us, the men of 1830, to mingle in thought with those Parisi­ans of the fif­teenth cen­tury, and to enter with them, jostled, el­bowed, pulled about, in­to that im­mense hall of the palace, which was so cramped on that sixth of Janu­ary, 1482, the spec­tacle would not be devoid of either in­terest or charm, and we should have about us only things that were so old that they would seem new.

			With the read­er’s con­sent, we will en­deavor to re­trace in thought, the im­pres­sion which he would have ex­per­i­enced in com­pany with us on cross­ing the threshold of that grand hall, in the midst of that tu­mul­tu­ous crowd in sur­coats, short, sleeve­less jack­ets, and doublets.

			And, first of all, there is a buzz­ing in the ears, a daz­zle­ment in the eyes. Above our heads is a double ogive vault, pan­elled with wood carving, painted azure, and sown with golden fleurs-de-lis; be­neath our feet a pave­ment of black and white marble, al­tern­at­ing. A few paces dis­tant, an enorm­ous pil­lar, then an­oth­er, then an­oth­er; sev­en pil­lars in all, down the length of the hall, sus­tain­ing the spring of the arches of the double vault, in the centre of its width. Around four of the pil­lars, stalls of mer­chants, all spark­ling with glass and tin­sel; around the last three, benches of oak, worn and pol­ished by the trunk hose of the lit­ig­ants, and the robes of the at­tor­neys. Around the hall, along the lofty wall, between the doors, between the win­dows, between the pil­lars, the in­ter­min­able row of all the kings of France, from Phara­mond down: the lazy kings, with pen­dent arms and down­cast eyes; the vali­ant and com­bat­ive kings, with heads and arms raised boldly heav­en­ward. Then in the long, poin­ted win­dows, glass of a thou­sand hues; at the wide en­trances to the hall, rich doors, finely sculp­tured; and all, the vaults, pil­lars, walls, jambs, pan­el­ling, doors, statues, covered from top to bot­tom with a splen­did blue and gold il­lu­min­a­tion, which, a trifle tar­nished at the epoch when we be­hold it, had al­most en­tirely dis­ap­peared be­neath dust and spiders in the year of grace, 1549, when du Breul still ad­mired it from tra­di­tion.

			Let the read­er pic­ture to him­self now, this im­mense, ob­long hall, il­lu­min­ated by the pal­lid light of a Janu­ary day, in­vaded by a mot­ley and noisy throng which drifts along the walls, and ed­dies round the sev­en pil­lars, and he will have a con­fused idea of the whole ef­fect of the pic­ture, whose curi­ous de­tails we shall make an ef­fort to in­dic­ate with more pre­ci­sion.

			It is cer­tain, that if Rav­ail­lac had not as­sas­sin­ated Henri IV, there would have been no doc­u­ments in the tri­al of Rav­ail­lac de­pos­ited in the clerk’s of­fice of the Pal­ais de Justice, no ac­com­plices in­ter­ested in caus­ing the said doc­u­ments to dis­ap­pear; hence, no in­cen­di­ar­ies ob­liged, for lack of bet­ter means, to burn the clerk’s of­fice in or­der to burn the doc­u­ments, and to burn the Pal­ais de Justice in or­der to burn the clerk’s of­fice; con­sequently, in short, no con­flag­ra­tion in 1618. The old Pal­ais would be stand­ing still, with its an­cient grand hall; I should be able to say to the read­er, “Go and look at it,” and we should thus both es­cape the ne­ces­sity—I of mak­ing, and he of read­ing, a de­scrip­tion of it, such as it is. Which demon­strates a new truth: that great events have in­cal­cul­able res­ults.

			It is true that it may be quite pos­sible, in the first place, that Rav­ail­lac had no ac­com­plices; and in the second, that if he had any, they were in no way con­nec­ted with the fire of 1618. Two oth­er very plaus­ible ex­plan­a­tions ex­ist: First, the great flam­ing star, a foot broad, and a cu­bit high, which fell from heav­en, as every­one knows, upon the law courts, after mid­night on the sev­enth of March; second, Théo­phile’s quat­rain—

			
				
					“Sure, ’twas but a sorry game
					

					When at Par­is, Dame Justice,
					

					Through hav­ing eaten too much spice,
					

					Set the palace all aflame.”
				

			

			Whatever may be thought of this triple ex­plan­a­tion, polit­ic­al, phys­ic­al, and po­et­ic­al, of the burn­ing of the law courts in 1618, the un­for­tu­nate fact of the fire is cer­tain. Very little today re­mains, thanks to this cata­strophe—thanks, above all, to the suc­cess­ive res­tor­a­tions which have com­pleted what it spared—very little re­mains of that first dwell­ing of the kings of France—of that eld­er palace of the Louvre, already so old in the time of Philip the Hand­some, that they sought there for the traces of the mag­ni­fi­cent build­ings erec­ted by King Robert and de­scribed by Helgal­dus. Nearly everything has dis­ap­peared. What has be­come of the cham­ber of the chan­cellery, where Saint Louis con­sum­mated his mar­riage? the garden where he ad­min­istered justice, “clad in a coat of cam­elot, a sur­coat of lin­sey-wool­sey, without sleeves, and a sur-mantle of black san­dal, as he lay upon the car­pet with Join­ville?” Where is the cham­ber of the Em­per­or Sigis­mond? and that of Charles IV? that of Jean the Land­less? Where is the stair­case, from which Charles VI pro­mul­gated his edict of par­don? the slab where Mar­cel cut the throats of Robert de Cler­mont and the Mar­shal of Cham­pagne, in the pres­ence of the dauph­in? the wick­et where the bulls of Pope Be­ne­dict were torn, and whence those who had brought them de­par­ted decked out, in de­ri­sion, in copes and mitres, and mak­ing an apo­logy through all Par­is? and the grand hall, with its gild­ing, its azure, its statues, its poin­ted arches, its pil­lars, its im­mense vault, all fret­ted with carvings? and the gil­ded cham­ber? and the stone li­on, which stood at the door, with lowered head and tail between his legs, like the lions on the throne of So­lomon, in the hu­mi­li­ated at­ti­tude which be­fits force in the pres­ence of justice? and the beau­ti­ful doors? and the stained glass? and the chased iron­work, which drove Bis­cor­nette to des­pair? and the del­ic­ate wood­work of Hancy? What has time, what have men done with these mar­vels? What have they giv­en us in re­turn for all this Gal­lic his­tory, for all this Goth­ic art? The heavy flattened arches of M. de Brosse, that awk­ward ar­chi­tect of the Saint-Ger­vais portal. So much for art; and, as for his­tory, we have the gos­sip­ing re­min­is­cences of the great pil­lar, still ringing with the tattle of the Patru.

			It is not much. Let us re­turn to the ver­it­able grand hall of the ver­it­able old palace. The two ex­tremit­ies of this gi­gant­ic par­al­lel­o­gram were oc­cu­pied, the one by the fam­ous marble table, so long, so broad, and so thick that, as the an­cient land rolls—in a style that would have giv­en Gar­gan­tua an ap­pet­ite—say, “such a slice of marble as was nev­er be­held in the world”; the oth­er by the chapel where Louis XI had him­self sculp­tured on his knees be­fore the Vir­gin, and whith­er he caused to be brought, without heed­ing the two gaps thus made in the row of roy­al statues, the statues of Char­le­magne and of Saint Louis, two saints whom he sup­posed to be great in fa­vor in heav­en, as kings of France. This chapel, quite new, hav­ing been built only six years, was en­tirely in that charm­ing taste of del­ic­ate ar­chi­tec­ture, of mar­vel­lous sculp­ture, of fine and deep chas­ing, which marks with us the end of the Goth­ic era, and which is per­petu­ated to about the middle of the six­teenth cen­tury in the fairy­like fan­cies of the Renais­sance. The little open­work rose win­dow, pierced above the portal, was, in par­tic­u­lar, a mas­ter­piece of light­ness and grace; one would have pro­nounced it a star of lace.

			In the middle of the hall, op­pos­ite the great door, a plat­form of gold bro­cade, placed against the wall, a spe­cial en­trance to which had been ef­fected through a win­dow in the cor­ridor of the gold cham­ber, had been erec­ted for the Flem­ish emis­sar­ies and the oth­er great per­son­ages in­vited to the present­a­tion of the mys­tery play.

			It was upon the marble table that the mys­tery was to be en­acted, as usu­al. It had been ar­ranged for the pur­pose, early in the morn­ing; its rich slabs of marble, all scratched by the heels of law clerks, sup­por­ted a cage of car­penter’s work of con­sid­er­able height, the up­per sur­face of which, with­in view of the whole hall, was to serve as the theatre, and whose in­teri­or, masked by tapestries, was to take the place of dress­ing-rooms for the per­son­ages of the piece. A lad­der, na­ively placed on the out­side, was to serve as means of com­mu­nic­a­tion between the dress­ing-room and the stage, and lend its rude rungs to en­trances as well as to exits. There was no per­son­age, how­ever un­ex­pec­ted, no sud­den change, no the­at­ric­al ef­fect, which was not ob­liged to mount that lad­der. In­no­cent and ven­er­able in­fancy of art and con­triv­ances!

			Four of the bailiff of the palace’s ser­geants, per­func­tory guard­i­ans of all the pleas­ures of the people, on days of fest­iv­al as well as on days of ex­e­cu­tion, stood at the four corners of the marble table.

			The piece was only to be­gin with the twelfth stroke of the great palace clock sound­ing mid­day. It was very late, no doubt, for a the­at­ric­al rep­res­ent­a­tion, but they had been ob­liged to fix the hour to suit the con­veni­ence of the am­bas­sad­ors.

			Now, this whole mul­ti­tude had been wait­ing since morn­ing. A goodly num­ber of curi­ous, good people had been shiv­er­ing since day­break be­fore the grand stair­case of the palace; some even af­firmed that they had passed the night across the threshold of the great door, in or­der to make sure that they should be the first to pass in. The crowd grew more dense every mo­ment, and, like wa­ter, which rises above its nor­mal level, began to mount along the walls, to swell around the pil­lars, to spread out on the en­tab­la­tures, on the cor­nices, on the win­dowsills, on all the sa­li­ent points of the ar­chi­tec­ture, on all the re­liefs of the sculp­ture. Hence, dis­com­fort, im­pa­tience, wear­i­ness, the liberty of a day of cyn­icism and folly, the quar­rels which break forth for all sorts of causes—a poin­ted el­bow, an iron-shod shoe, the fa­tigue of long wait­ing—had already, long be­fore the hour ap­poin­ted for the ar­rival of the am­bas­sad­ors, im­par­ted a harsh and bit­ter ac­cent to the clam­or of these people who were shut in, fit­ted in­to each oth­er, pressed, trampled upon, stifled. Noth­ing was to be heard but im­prec­a­tions on the Flem­ish, the prov­ost of the mer­chants, the Car­din­al de Bour­bon, the bailiff of the courts, Ma­dame Mar­guer­ite of Aus­tria, the ser­geants with their rods, the cold, the heat, the bad weath­er, the Bish­op of Par­is, the Pope of the Fools, the pil­lars, the statues, that closed door, that open win­dow; all to the vast amuse­ment of a band of schol­ars and lack­eys scattered through the mass, who mingled with all this dis­con­tent their teas­ing re­marks, and their ma­li­cious sug­ges­tions, and pricked the gen­er­al bad tem­per with a pin, so to speak.

			Among the rest there was a group of those merry imps, who, after smash­ing the glass in a win­dow, had seated them­selves hardily on the en­tab­la­ture, and from that point des­patched their gaze and their railler­ies both with­in and without, upon the throng in the hall, and the throng upon the Place. It was easy to see, from their par­od­ied ges­tures, their ringing laughter, the ban­ter­ing ap­peals which they ex­changed with their com­rades, from one end of the hall to the oth­er, that these young clerks did not share the wear­i­ness and fa­tigue of the rest of the spec­tat­ors, and that they un­der­stood very well the art of ex­tract­ing, for their own private di­ver­sion from that which they had un­der their eyes, a spec­tacle which made them await the oth­er with pa­tience.

			“Upon my soul, so it’s you, ‘Joannes Frollo de Molendino!’ ” cried one of them, to a sort of little, light-haired imp, with a well-favored and ma­lign coun­ten­ance, cling­ing to the acanthus leaves of a cap­it­al; “you are well named John of the Mill, for your two arms and your two legs have the air of four wings flut­ter­ing on the breeze. How long have you been here?”

			“By the mercy of the dev­il,” re­tor­ted Joannes Frollo, “these four hours and more; and I hope that they will be reckoned to my cred­it in pur­gat­ory. I heard the eight sing­ers of the King of Si­cily in­tone the first verse of sev­en o’clock mass in the Sainte-Chapelle.”

			“Fine sing­ers!” replied the oth­er, “with voices even more poin­ted than their caps! Be­fore found­ing a mass for Mon­sieur Saint John, the king should have in­quired wheth­er Mon­sieur Saint John likes Lat­in droned out in a Provençal ac­cent.”

			“He did it for the sake of em­ploy­ing those ac­cursed sing­ers of the King of Si­cily!” cried an old wo­man sharply from among the crowd be­neath the win­dow. “I just put it to you! A thou­sand livres par­isi for a mass! and out of the tax on sea fish in the mar­kets of Par­is, to boot!”

			“Peace, old crone,” said a tall, grave per­son, stop­ping up his nose on the side to­wards the fish­wife; “a mass had to be foun­ded. Would you wish the king to fall ill again?”

			“Bravely spoken, Sire Gilles Le­cornu, mas­ter fur­ri­er of king’s robes!” cried the little stu­dent, cling­ing to the cap­it­al.

			A shout of laughter from all the stu­dents greeted the un­lucky name of the poor fur­ri­er of the king’s robes.

			“Le­cornu! Gilles Le­cornu!” said some.

			“Cor­nu­tus et hir­su­tus, horned and hairy,” an­oth­er went on.

			“Hé! of course,” con­tin­ued the small imp on the cap­it­al, “What are they laugh­ing at? An hon­or­able man is Gilles Le­cornu, broth­er of Mas­ter Je­han Le­cornu, prov­ost of the king’s house, son of Mas­ter Mahiet Le­cornu, first port­er of the Bois de Vincennes—all bour­geois of Par­is, all mar­ried, from fath­er to son.”

			The gayety re­doubled. The big fur­ri­er, without ut­ter­ing a word in reply, tried to es­cape all the eyes riv­eted upon him from all sides; but he per­spired and panted in vain; like a wedge en­ter­ing the wood, his ef­forts served only to bury still more deeply in the shoulders of his neigh­bors, his large, apo­plect­ic face, purple with spite and rage.

			At length one of these, as fat, short, and ven­er­able as him­self, came to his res­cue.

			“Ab­om­in­a­tion! schol­ars ad­dress­ing a bour­geois in that fash­ion in my day would have been flogged with a fag­ot, which would have af­ter­wards been used to burn them.”

			The whole band burst in­to laughter.

			“Holà hé! who is scold­ing so? Who is that screech owl of evil for­tune?”

			“Hold, I know him” said one of them; “ ’tis Mas­ter An­dry Mus­ni­er.”

			“Be­cause he is one of the four sworn book­sellers of the uni­ver­sity!” said the oth­er.

			“Everything goes by fours in that shop,” cried a third; “the four na­tions, the four fac­ulties, the four feasts, the four pro­cur­at­ors, the four elect­ors, the four book­sellers.”

			“Well,” began Jean Frollo once more, “we must play the dev­il with them.”2

			“Mus­ni­er, we’ll burn your books.”

			“Mus­ni­er, we’ll beat your lack­eys.”

			“Mus­ni­er, we’ll kiss your wife.”

			“That fine, big Ma­demois­elle Oud­arde.”

			“Who is as fresh and as gay as though she were a wid­ow.”

			“Dev­il take you!” growled Mas­ter An­dry Mus­ni­er.

			“Mas­ter An­dry,” pur­sued Jean Je­han, still cling­ing to his cap­it­al, “hold your tongue, or I’ll drop on your head!”

			Mas­ter An­dry raised his eyes, seemed to meas­ure in an in­stant the height of the pil­lar, the weight of the scamp, men­tally mul­ti­plied that weight by the square of the ve­lo­city and re­mained si­lent.

			Je­han, mas­ter of the field of battle, pur­sued tri­umphantly:

			“That’s what I’ll do, even if I am the broth­er of an arch­deac­on!”

			“Fine gentry are our people of the uni­ver­sity, not to have caused our priv­ileges to be re­spec­ted on such a day as this! How­ever, there is a may­pole and a bon­fire in the town; a mys­tery, Pope of the Fools, and Flem­ish am­bas­sad­ors in the city; and, at the uni­ver­sity, noth­ing!”

			“Nev­er­the­less, the Place Maubert is suf­fi­ciently large!” in­ter­posed one of the clerks es­tab­lished on the win­dowsill.

			“Down with the rect­or, the elect­ors, and the pro­cur­at­ors!” cried Joannes.

			“We must have a bon­fire this even­ing in the Champ-Gail­lard,” went on the oth­er, “made of Mas­ter An­dry’s books.”

			“And the desks of the scribes!” ad­ded his neigh­bor.

			“And the beadles’ wands!”

			“And the spit­toons of the deans!”

			“And the cup­boards of the pro­cur­at­ors!”

			“And the hutches of the elect­ors!”

			“And the stools of the rect­or!”

			“Down with them!” put in little Je­han, as coun­ter­point; “down with Mas­ter An­dry, the beadles and the scribes; the theo­lo­gians, the doc­tors and the de­cret­ists; the pro­cur­at­ors, the elect­ors and the rect­or!”

			“The end of the world has come!” muttered Mas­ter An­dry, stop­ping up his ears.

			“By the way, there’s the rect­or! see, he is passing through the Place,” cried one of those in the win­dow.

			Each ri­valled his neigh­bor in his haste to turn to­wards the Place.

			“Is it really our ven­er­able rect­or, Mas­ter Thibaut?” de­man­ded Je­han Frollo du Moulin, who, as he was cling­ing to one of the in­ner pil­lars, could not see what was go­ing on out­side.

			“Yes, yes,” replied all the oth­ers, “it is really he, Mas­ter Thibaut, the rect­or.”

			It was, in fact, the rect­or and all the dig­nit­ar­ies of the uni­ver­sity, who were march­ing in pro­ces­sion in front of the em­bassy, and at that mo­ment tra­vers­ing the Place. The stu­dents crowded in­to the win­dow, sa­luted them as they passed with sar­casms and iron­ic­al ap­plause. The rect­or, who was walk­ing at the head of his com­pany, had to sup­port the first broad­side; it was severe.

			“Good day, mon­sieur le rec­teur! Holà hé! good day there!”

			“How does he man­age to be here, the old gam­bler? Has he aban­doned his dice?”

			“How he trots along on his mule! her ears are not so long as his!”

			“Holà hé! good day, mon­sieur le rec­teur Thibaut! Ty­balde aleat­or! Old fool! old gam­bler!”

			“God pre­serve you! Did you throw double six of­ten last night?”

			“Oh! what a de­crep­it face, liv­id and hag­gard and drawn with the love of gambling and of dice!”

			“Where are you bound for in that fash­ion, Thibaut, Ty­balde ad da­dos, with your back turned to the uni­ver­sity, and trot­ting to­wards the town?”

			“He is on his way, no doubt, to seek a lodging in the Rue Thibautodé?”3 cried Je­han du M. Moulin.

			The en­tire band re­peated this quip in a voice of thun­der, clap­ping their hands furi­ously.

			“You are go­ing to seek a lodging in the Rue Thibautodé, are you not, mon­sieur le rec­teur, gamester on the side of the dev­il?”

			Then came the turns of the oth­er dig­nit­ar­ies.

			“Down with the beadles! down with the mace-bear­ers!”

			“Tell me, Robin Pouis­sep­ain, who is that yon­der?”

			“He is Gil­bert de Suilly, Gil­bertus de So­liaco, the chan­cel­lor of the Col­lege of Au­tun.”

			“Hold on, here’s my shoe; you are bet­ter placed than I, fling it in his face.”

			“Sat­urn­a­li­tias mit­timus ecce nuces.”

			“Down with the six theo­lo­gians, with their white sur­plices!”

			“Are those the theo­lo­gians? I thought they were the white geese giv­en by Sainte-Geneviève to the city, for the fief of Roogny.”

			“Down with the doc­tors!”

			“Down with the car­din­al dis­pu­ta­tions, and quib­blers!”

			“My cap to you, Chan­cel­lor of Sainte-Geneviève! You have done me a wrong. ’Tis true; he gave my place in the na­tion of Nor­mandy to little As­canio Falza­pada, who comes from the province of Bourges, since he is an Itali­an.”

			“That is an in­justice,” said all the schol­ars. “Down with the Chan­cel­lor of Sainte-Geneviève!”

			“Ho hé! Mas­ter Joachim de Lade­hors! Ho hé! Louis Dahuille! Ho hé Lam­bert Hocte­ment!”

			“May the dev­il stifle the pro­cur­at­or of the Ger­man na­tion!”

			“And the chap­lains of the Sainte-Chapelle, with their gray amices; cum tu­nices grisis!”

			“Seu de pel­libus grisis four­ratis!”

			“Holà hé! Mas­ters of Arts! All the beau­ti­ful black copes! all the fine red copes!”

			“They make a fine tail for the rect­or.”

			“One would say that he was a Doge of Venice on his way to his bridal with the sea.”

			“Say, Je­han! here are the can­ons of Sainte-Geneviève!”

			“To the deuce with the whole set of can­ons!”

			“Ab­bé Claude Cho­art! Doc­tor Claude Cho­art! Are you in search of Mar­ie la Gif­farde?”

			“She is in the Rue de Glatigny.”

			“She is mak­ing the bed of the king of the de­bauchees.”

			“She is pay­ing her four den­iers4 quatuor den­ari­os.”

			“Aut un­um bom­bum.”

			“Would you like to have her pay you in the face?”

			“Com­rades! Mas­ter Si­mon San­guin, the Elect­or of Pi­cardy, with his wife on the crup­per!”

			“Post equitem se­det atra cura—be­hind the horse­man sits black care.”

			“Cour­age, Mas­ter Si­mon!”

			“Good day, Mis­ter Elect­or!”

			“Good night, Ma­dame Electress!”

			“How happy they are to see all that!” sighed Joannes de Molendino, still perched in the fo­liage of his cap­it­al.

			Mean­while, the sworn book­seller of the uni­ver­sity, Mas­ter An­dry Mus­ni­er, was in­clin­ing his ear to the fur­ri­er of the king’s robes, Mas­ter Gilles Le­cornu.

			“I tell you, sir, that the end of the world has come. No one has ever be­held such out­breaks among the stu­dents! It is the ac­cursed in­ven­tions of this cen­tury that are ru­in­ing everything—ar­til­ler­ies, bom­bards, and, above all, print­ing, that oth­er Ger­man pest. No more ma­nu­scripts, no more books! print­ing will kill book­selling. It is the end of the world that is draw­ing nigh.”

			“I see that plainly, from the pro­gress of vel­vet stuffs,” said the fur-mer­chant.

			At this mo­ment, mid­day soun­ded.

			“Ha!” ex­claimed the en­tire crowd, in one voice.

			The schol­ars held their peace. Then a great hurly-burly en­sued; a vast move­ment of feet, hands, and heads; a gen­er­al out­break of coughs and handker­chiefs; each one ar­ranged him­self, as­sumed his post, raised him­self up, and grouped him­self. Then came a great si­lence; all necks re­mained out­stretched, all mouths re­mained open, all glances were dir­ec­ted to­wards the marble table. Noth­ing made its ap­pear­ance there. The bailiff’s four ser­geants were still there, stiff, mo­tion­less, as painted statues. All eyes turned to the es­trade re­served for the Flem­ish en­voys. The door re­mained closed, the plat­form empty. This crowd had been wait­ing since day­break for three things: noonday, the em­bassy from Flanders, the mys­tery play. Noonday alone had ar­rived on time.

			On this oc­ca­sion, it was too much.

			They waited one, two, three, five minutes, a quarter of an hour; noth­ing came. The dais re­mained empty, the theatre dumb. In the mean­time, wrath had suc­ceeded to im­pa­tience. Ir­rit­ated words cir­cu­lated in a low tone, still, it is true. “The mys­tery! the mys­tery!” they mur­mured, in hol­low voices. Heads began to fer­ment. A tem­pest, which was only rum­bling in the dis­tance as yet, was float­ing on the sur­face of this crowd. It was Je­han du Moulin who struck the first spark from it.

			“The mys­tery, and to the dev­il with the Flem­ings!” he ex­claimed at the full force of his lungs, twin­ing like a ser­pent around his pil­lar.

			The crowd clapped their hands.

			“The mys­tery!” it re­peated, “and may all the dev­ils take Flanders!”

			“We must have the mys­tery in­stantly,” re­sumed the stu­dent; “or else, my ad­vice is that we should hang the bailiff of the courts, by way of a mor­al­ity and a com­edy.”

			“Well said,” cried the people, “and let us be­gin the hanging with his ser­geants.”

			A grand ac­clam­a­tion fol­lowed. The four poor fel­lows began to turn pale, and to ex­change glances. The crowd hurled it­self to­wards them, and they already be­held the frail wooden rail­ing, which sep­ar­ated them from it, giv­ing way and bend­ing be­fore the pres­sure of the throng.

			It was a crit­ic­al mo­ment.

			“To the sack, to the sack!” rose the cry on all sides.

			At that mo­ment, the tapestry of the dress­ing-room, which we have de­scribed above, was raised, and af­forded pas­sage to a per­son­age, the mere sight of whom sud­denly stopped the crowd, and changed its wrath in­to curi­os­ity as by en­chant­ment.

			“Si­lence! si­lence!”

			The per­son­age, but little re­as­sured, and trem­bling in every limb, ad­vanced to the edge of the marble table with a vast amount of bows, which, in pro­por­tion as he drew near­er, more and more re­sembled gen­u­flec­tions.

			In the mean­while, tran­quil­lity had gradu­ally been re­stored. All that re­mained was that slight mur­mur which al­ways rises above the si­lence of a crowd.

			“Messieurs the bour­geois,” said he, “and mes­demois­elles the bour­geoises, we shall have the hon­or of de­claim­ing and rep­res­ent­ing, be­fore his em­in­ence, mon­sieur the car­din­al, a very beau­ti­ful mor­al­ity which has for its title, The Good Judg­ment of Ma­dame the Vir­gin Mary. I am to play Jupiter. His em­in­ence is, at this mo­ment, es­cort­ing the very hon­or­able em­bassy of the Duke of Aus­tria; which is de­tained, at present, listen­ing to the har­angue of mon­sieur the rect­or of the uni­ver­sity, at the gate Baudets. As soon as his il­lus­tri­ous em­in­ence, the car­din­al, ar­rives, we will be­gin.”

			It is cer­tain, that noth­ing less than the in­ter­ven­tion of Jupiter was re­quired to save the four un­for­tu­nate ser­geants of the bailiff of the courts. If we had the hap­pi­ness of hav­ing in­ven­ted this very vera­cious tale, and of be­ing, in con­sequence, re­spons­ible for it be­fore our Lady Cri­ti­cism, it is not against us that the clas­sic pre­cept, Nec deus in­tersit, could be in­voked. Moreover, the cos­tume of Sei­gneur Jupiter, was very hand­some, and con­trib­uted not a little to­wards calm­ing the crowd, by at­tract­ing all its at­ten­tion. Jupiter was clad in a coat of mail, covered with black vel­vet, with gilt nails; and had it not been for the rouge, and the huge red beard, each of which covered one-half of his face—had it not been for the roll of gil­ded card­board, spangled, and all brist­ling with strips of tin­sel, which he held in his hand, and in which the eyes of the ini­ti­ated eas­ily re­cog­nized thun­der­bolts—had not his feet been flesh-colored, and ban­ded with rib­bons in Greek fash­ion, he might have borne com­par­is­on, so far as the sever­ity of his mien was con­cerned, with a Bre­ton arch­er from the guard of Mon­sieur de Berry.
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			Nev­er­the­less, as he har­angued them, the sat­is­fac­tion and ad­mir­a­tion un­an­im­ously ex­cited by his cos­tume were dis­sip­ated by his words; and when he reached that un­to­ward con­clu­sion: “As soon as his il­lus­tri­ous em­in­ence, the car­din­al, ar­rives, we will be­gin,” his voice was drowned in a thun­der of hoot­ing.

			“Be­gin in­stantly! The mys­tery! the mys­tery im­me­di­ately!” shrieked the people. And above all the voices, that of Jo­hannes de Molendino was aud­ible, pier­cing the up­roar like the fife’s de­ris­ive ser­en­ade: “Com­mence in­stantly!” yelped the schol­ar.

			“Down with Jupiter and the Car­din­al de Bour­bon!” vo­ci­fer­ated Robin Poussep­ain and the oth­er clerks perched in the win­dow.

			“The mor­al­ity this very in­stant!” re­peated the crowd; “this very in­stant! the sack and the rope for the comedi­ans, and the car­din­al!”

			Poor Jupiter, hag­gard, frightened, pale be­neath his rouge, dropped his thun­der­bolt, took his cap in his hand; then he bowed and trembled and stammered: “His em­in­ence—the am­bas­sad­ors—Ma­dame Mar­guer­ite of Flanders—.” He did not know what to say. In truth, he was afraid of be­ing hung.

			Hung by the popu­lace for wait­ing, hung by the car­din­al for not hav­ing waited, he saw between the two di­lem­mas only an abyss; that is to say, a gal­lows.

			Luck­ily, someone came to res­cue him from his em­bar­rass­ment, and as­sume the re­spons­ib­il­ity.

			An in­di­vidu­al who was stand­ing bey­ond the rail­ing, in the free space around the marble table, and whom no one had yet caught sight of, since his long, thin body was com­pletely sheltered from every visu­al ray by the dia­met­er of the pil­lar against which he was lean­ing; this in­di­vidu­al, we say, tall, gaunt, pal­lid, blond, still young, al­though already wrinkled about the brow and cheeks, with bril­liant eyes and a smil­ing mouth, clad in gar­ments of black serge, worn and shin­ing with age, ap­proached the marble table, and made a sign to the poor suf­fer­er. But the oth­er was so con­fused that he did not see him. The new­comer ad­vanced an­oth­er step.

			“Jupiter,” said he, “my dear Jupiter!”

			The oth­er did not hear.

			At last, the tall blond, driv­en out of pa­tience, shrieked al­most in his face—

			“Michel Giborne!”

			“Who calls me?” said Jupiter, as though awakened with a start.

			“I,” replied the per­son clad in black.

			“Ah!” said Jupiter.

			“Be­gin at once,” went on the oth­er. “Sat­is­fy the popu­lace; I un­der­take to ap­pease the bailiff, who will ap­pease mon­sieur the car­din­al.”

			Jupiter breathed once more.

			“Mes­sei­gneurs the bour­geois,” he cried, at the top of his lungs to the crowd, which con­tin­ued to hoot him, “we are go­ing to be­gin at once.”

			“Evoe Jupiter! Plaudite cives! All hail, Jupiter! Ap­plaud, cit­izens!” shouted the schol­ars.

			“Noël! Noël! good, good,” shouted the people.

			The hand clap­ping was deaf­en­ing, and Jupiter had already with­drawn un­der his tapestry, while the hall still trembled with ac­clam­a­tions.

			In the mean­while, the per­son­age who had so ma­gic­ally turned the tem­pest in­to dead calm, as our old and dear Corneille puts it, had mod­estly re­treated to the half-shad­ow of his pil­lar, and would, no doubt, have re­mained in­vis­ible there, mo­tion­less, and mute as be­fore, had he not been plucked by the sleeve by two young wo­men, who, stand­ing in the front row of the spec­tat­ors, had no­ticed his col­loquy with Michel Giborne-Jupiter.

			“Mas­ter,” said one of them, mak­ing him a sign to ap­proach.

			“Hold your tongue, my dear Liénarde,” said her neigh­bor, pretty, fresh, and very brave, in con­sequence of be­ing dressed up in her best at­tire. “He is not a clerk, he is a lay­man; you must not say mas­ter to him, but messire.”

			“Messire,” said Liénarde.

			The stranger ap­proached the rail­ing.

			“What would you have of me, dam­sels?” he asked, with alac­rity.

			“Oh! noth­ing,” replied Liénarde, in great con­fu­sion; “it is my neigh­bor, Gis­quette la Gen­cienne, who wishes to speak with you.”

			“Not so,” replied Gis­quette, blush­ing; “it was Liénarde who called you mas­ter; I only told her to say messire.”

			The two young girls dropped their eyes. The man, who asked noth­ing bet­ter than to enter in­to con­ver­sa­tion, looked at them with a smile.

			“So you have noth­ing to say to me, dam­sels?”

			“Oh! noth­ing at all,” replied Gis­quette.

			“Noth­ing,” said Liénarde.

			The tall, light-haired young man re­treated a step; but the two curi­ous maid­ens had no mind to let slip their prize.

			“Messire,” said Gis­quette, with the im­petu­os­ity of an open sluice, or of a wo­man who has made up her mind, “do you know that sol­dier who is to play the part of Ma­dame the Vir­gin in the mys­tery?”

			“You mean the part of Jupiter?” replied the stranger.

			“Hé! yes,” said Liénarde, “isn’t she stu­pid? So you know Jupiter?”

			“Michel Giborne?” replied the un­known; “yes, madam.”

			“He has a fine beard!” said Liénarde.

			“Will what they are about to say here be fine?” in­quired Gis­quette, tim­idly.

			“Very fine, ma­demois­elle,” replied the un­known, without the slight­est hes­it­a­tion.

			“What is it to be?” said Liénarde.

			“The Good Judg­ment of Ma­dame the Vir­gin—a mor­al­ity, if you please, dam­sel.”

			“Ah! that makes a dif­fer­ence,” re­spon­ded Liénarde.

			A brief si­lence en­sued—broken by the stranger.

			“It is a per­fectly new mor­al­ity, and one which has nev­er yet been played.”

			“Then it is not the same one,” said Gis­quette, “that was giv­en two years ago, on the day of the en­trance of mon­sieur the leg­ate, and where three hand­some maids played the parts—”

			“Of sirens,” said Liénarde.

			“And all na­ked,” ad­ded the young man.

			Liénarde lowered her eyes mod­estly. Gis­quette glanced at her and did the same. He con­tin­ued, with a smile—

			“It was a very pleas­ant thing to see. Today it is a mor­al­ity made ex­pressly for Ma­dame the Demois­elle of Flanders.”

			“Will they sing shep­herd songs?” in­quired Gis­quette.

			“Fie!” said the stranger, “in a mor­al­ity? you must not con­found styles. If it were a farce, well and good.”

			“That is a pity,” re­sumed Gis­quette. “That day, at the Ponceau Foun­tain, there were wild men and wo­men, who fought and as­sumed many as­pects, as they sang little motets and berger­ettes.”

			“That which is suit­able for a leg­ate,” re­turned the stranger, with a good deal of dry­ness, “is not suit­able for a prin­cess.”

			“And be­side them,” re­sumed Liénarde, “played many brass in­stru­ments, mak­ing great melod­ies.”

			“And for the re­fresh­ment of the pass­ersby,” con­tin­ued Gis­quette, “the foun­tain spouted through three mouths, wine, milk, and hip­po­crass, of which every­one drank who wished.”

			“And a little be­low the Ponceau, at the Trin­ity,” pur­sued Liénarde, “there was a pas­sion per­formed, and without any speak­ing.”

			“How well I re­mem­ber that!” ex­claimed Gis­quette; “God on the cross, and the two thieves on the right and the left.” Here the young gos­sips, grow­ing warm at the memory of the en­trance of mon­sieur the leg­ate, both began to talk at once.

			“And, fur­ther on, at the Paint­ers’ Gate, there were oth­er per­son­ages, very richly clad.”

			“And at the foun­tain of Saint-In­no­cent, that hunts­man, who was chas­ing a hind with great clam­or of dogs and hunt­ing-horns.”

			“And, at the Par­is slaughter­houses, stages, rep­res­ent­ing the fort­ress of Dieppe!”

			“And when the leg­ate passed, you re­mem­ber, Gis­quette? they made the as­sault, and the Eng­lish all had their throats cut.”

			“And against the gate of the Châtelet, there were very fine per­son­ages!”

			“And on the Port au Change, which was all draped above!”

			“And when the leg­ate passed, they let fly on the bridge more than two hun­dred sorts of birds; wasn’t it beau­ti­ful, Liénarde?”

			“It will be bet­ter today,” fi­nally re­sumed their in­ter­locutor, who seemed to listen to them with im­pa­tience.

			“Do you prom­ise us that this mys­tery will be fine?” said Gis­quette.

			“Without doubt,” he replied; then he ad­ded, with a cer­tain em­phas­is—“I am the au­thor of it, dam­sels.”

			“Truly?” said the young girls, quite taken aback.

			“Truly!” replied the poet, brid­ling a little; “that is, to say, there are two of us; Je­han Marchand, who has sawed the planks and erec­ted the frame­work of the theatre and the wood­work; and I, who have made the piece. My name is Pierre Grin­goire.”

			The au­thor of the “Cid” could not have said “Pierre Corneille” with more pride.

			Our read­ers have been able to ob­serve, that a cer­tain amount of time must have already elapsed from the mo­ment when Jupiter had re­tired be­neath the tapestry to the in­stant when the au­thor of the new mor­al­ity had thus ab­ruptly re­vealed him­self to the in­no­cent ad­mir­a­tion of Gis­quette and Liénarde. Re­mark­able fact: that whole crowd, so tu­mul­tu­ous but a few mo­ments be­fore, now waited ami­ably on the word of the comedi­an; which proves the etern­al truth, still ex­per­i­enced every day in our theatres, that the best means of mak­ing the pub­lic wait pa­tiently is to as­sure them that one is about to be­gin in­stantly.

			How­ever, schol­ar Jo­hannes had not fallen asleep.

			“Holà hé!” he shouted sud­denly, in the midst of the peace­able wait­ing which had fol­lowed the tu­mult. “Jupiter, Ma­dame the Vir­gin, buf­foons of the dev­il! are you jeer­ing at us? The piece! the piece! com­mence or we will com­mence again!”

			This was all that was needed.

			The mu­sic of high and low in­stru­ments im­me­di­ately be­came aud­ible from the in­teri­or of the stage; the tapestry was raised; four per­son­ages, in mot­ley at­tire and painted faces, emerged from it, climbed the steep lad­der of the theatre, and, ar­rived upon the up­per plat­form, ar­ranged them­selves in a line be­fore the pub­lic, whom they sa­luted with pro­found rev­er­ences; then the sym­phony ceased.

			The mys­tery was about to be­gin.

			The four per­son­ages, after hav­ing reaped a rich re­ward of ap­plause for their rev­er­ences, began, in the midst of pro­found si­lence, a pro­logue, which we gladly spare the read­er. Moreover, as hap­pens in our own day, the pub­lic was more oc­cu­pied with the cos­tumes that the act­ors wore than with the roles that they were en­act­ing; and, in truth, they were right. All four were dressed in parti-colored robes of yel­low and white, which were dis­tin­guished from each oth­er only by the nature of the stuff; the first was of gold and sil­ver bro­cade; the second, of silk; the third, of wool; the fourth, of lin­en. The first of these per­son­ages car­ried in his right hand a sword; the second, two golden keys; the third, a pair of scales; the fourth, a spade: and, in or­der to aid slug­gish minds which would not have seen clearly through the trans­par­ency of these at­trib­utes, there was to be read, in large, black let­ters, on the hem of the robe of bro­cade, My Name is No­bil­ity; on the hem of the silken robe, My Name is Clergy; on the hem of the woolen robe, My Name is Mer­chand­ise; on the hem of the lin­en robe, My Name is Labor. The sex of the two male char­ac­ters was briefly in­dic­ated to every ju­di­cious spec­tat­or, by their short­er robes, and by the cap which they wore on their heads; while the two fe­male char­ac­ters, less briefly clad, were covered with hoods.

			Much ill-will would also have been re­quired, not to com­pre­hend, through the me­di­um of the po­etry of the pro­logue, that Labor was wed­ded to Mer­chand­ise, and Clergy to No­bil­ity, and that the two happy couples pos­sessed in com­mon a mag­ni­fi­cent golden dol­phin, which they de­sired to ad­judge to the fairest only. So they were roam­ing about the world seek­ing and search­ing for this beauty, and, after hav­ing suc­cess­ively re­jec­ted the Queen of Gol­conda, the Prin­cess of Tre­bizonde, the daugh­ter of the Grand Khan of Tar­tary, etc., Labor and Clergy, No­bil­ity and Mer­chand­ise, had come to rest upon the marble table of the Pal­ais de Justice, and to ut­ter, in the pres­ence of the hon­est audi­ence, as many sen­tences and max­ims as could then be dis­pensed at the Fac­ulty of Arts, at ex­am­in­a­tions, soph­isms, de­term­in­ances, fig­ures, and acts, where the mas­ters took their de­grees.

			All this was, in fact, very fine.

			Nev­er­the­less, in that throng, upon which the four al­leg­or­ies vied with each oth­er in pour­ing out floods of meta­phors, there was no ear more at­tent­ive, no heart that pal­pit­ated more, not an eye was more hag­gard, no neck more out­stretched, than the eye, the ear, the neck, and the heart of the au­thor, of the poet, of that brave Pierre Grin­goire, who had not been able to res­ist, a mo­ment be­fore, the joy of telling his name to two pretty girls. He had re­treated a few paces from them, be­hind his pil­lar, and there he listened, looked, en­joyed. The ami­able ap­plause which had greeted the be­gin­ning of his pro­logue was still echo­ing in his bos­om, and he was com­pletely ab­sorbed in that spe­cies of ec­stat­ic con­tem­pla­tion with which an au­thor be­holds his ideas fall, one by one, from the mouth of the act­or in­to the vast si­lence of the audi­ence. Worthy Pierre Grin­goire!

			It pains us to say it, but this first ec­stasy was speedily dis­turbed. Hardly had Grin­goire raised this in­tox­ic­at­ing cup of joy and tri­umph to his lips, when a drop of bit­ter­ness was mingled with it.

			A tattered men­dic­ant, who could not col­lect any coins, lost as he was in the midst of the crowd, and who had not prob­ably found suf­fi­cient in­dem­nity in the pock­ets of his neigh­bors, had hit upon the idea of perch­ing him­self upon some con­spicu­ous point, in or­der to at­tract looks and alms. He had, ac­cord­ingly, hois­ted him­self, dur­ing the first verses of the pro­logue, with the aid of the pil­lars of the re­serve gal­lery, to the cor­nice which ran round the bal­us­trade at its lower edge; and there he had seated him­self, so­li­cit­ing the at­ten­tion and the pity of the mul­ti­tude, with his rags and a hideous sore which covered his right arm. How­ever, he uttered not a word.

			The si­lence which he pre­served al­lowed the pro­logue to pro­ceed without hindrance, and no per­cept­ible dis­order would have en­sued, if ill-luck had not willed that the schol­ar Joannes should catch sight, from the heights of his pil­lar, of the men­dic­ant and his grim­aces. A wild fit of laughter took pos­ses­sion of the young scamp, who, without caring that he was in­ter­rupt­ing the spec­tacle, and dis­turb­ing the uni­ver­sal com­pos­ure, shouted boldly—

			“Look! see that sickly creature ask­ing alms!”

			Any one who has thrown a stone in­to a frog pond, or fired a shot in­to a covey of birds, can form an idea of the ef­fect pro­duced by these in­con­gru­ous words, in the midst of the gen­er­al at­ten­tion. It made Grin­goire shud­der as though it had been an elec­tric shock. The pro­logue stopped short, and all heads turned tu­mul­tu­ously to­wards the beg­gar, who, far from be­ing dis­con­cer­ted by this, saw, in this in­cid­ent, a good op­por­tun­ity for reap­ing his har­vest, and who began to whine in a dole­ful way, half clos­ing his eyes the while—“Char­ity, please!”

			“Well—upon my soul,” re­sumed Joannes, “it’s Clop­in Trouille­fou! Holà hé, my friend, did your sore both­er you on the leg, that you have trans­ferred it to your arm?” So say­ing, with the dex­ter­ity of a mon­key, he flung a bit of sil­ver in­to the gray felt hat which the beg­gar held in his ail­ing arm. The men­dic­ant re­ceived both the alms and the sar­casm without win­cing, and con­tin­ued, in lam­ent­able tones—

			“Char­ity, please!”

			This epis­ode con­sid­er­ably dis­trac­ted the at­ten­tion of the audi­ence; and a goodly num­ber of spec­tat­ors, among them Robin Poussep­ain, and all the clerks at their head, gayly ap­plauded this ec­cent­ric duet, which the schol­ar, with his shrill voice, and the men­dic­ant had just im­pro­vised in the middle of the pro­logue.

			Grin­goire was highly dis­pleased. On re­cov­er­ing from his first stu­pefac­tion, he be­stirred him­self to shout, to the four per­son­ages on the stage, “Go on! What the dev­il!—go on!”—without even deign­ing to cast a glance of dis­dain upon the two in­ter­rupters.

			At that mo­ment, he felt someone pluck at the hem of his sur­tout; he turned round, and not without ill-hu­mor, and found con­sid­er­able dif­fi­culty in smil­ing; but he was ob­liged to do so, nev­er­the­less. It was the pretty arm of Gis­quette la Gen­cienne, which, passed through the rail­ing, was so­li­cit­ing his at­ten­tion in this man­ner.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the young girl, “are they go­ing to con­tin­ue?”

			“Of course,” replied Grin­goire, a good deal shocked by the ques­tion.

			“In that case, messire,” she re­sumed, “would you have the cour­tesy to ex­plain to me—”

			“What they are about to say?” in­ter­rup­ted Grin­goire. “Well, listen.”

			“No,” said Gis­quette, “but what they have said so far.”

			Grin­goire star­ted, like a man whose wound has been probed to the quick.

			“A plague on the stu­pid and dull-wit­ted little girl!” he muttered, between his teeth.

			From that mo­ment forth, Gis­quette was noth­ing to him.

			In the mean­time, the act­ors had obeyed his in­junc­tion, and the pub­lic, see­ing that they were be­gin­ning to speak again, began once more to listen, not without hav­ing lost many beau­ties in the sort of soldered joint which was formed between the two por­tions of the piece thus ab­ruptly cut short. Grin­goire com­men­ted on it bit­terly to him­self. Nev­er­the­less, tran­quil­lity was gradu­ally re­stored, the schol­ar held his peace, the men­dic­ant coun­ted over some coins in his hat, and the piece re­sumed the up­per hand.

			It was, in fact, a very fine work, and one which, as it seems to us, might be put to use today, by the aid of a little re­arrange­ment. The ex­pos­i­tion, rather long and rather empty, that is to say, ac­cord­ing to the rules, was simple; and Grin­goire, in the can­did sanc­tu­ary of his own con­science, ad­mired its clear­ness. As the read­er may sur­mise, the four al­leg­or­ic­al per­son­ages were some­what weary with hav­ing tra­versed the three sec­tions of the world, without hav­ing found suit­able op­por­tun­ity for get­ting rid of their golden dol­phin. Thereupon a eu­logy of the mar­vel­lous fish, with a thou­sand del­ic­ate al­lu­sions to the young be­trothed of Mar­guer­ite of Flanders, then sadly cloistered in at Am­boise, and without a sus­pi­cion that Labor and Clergy, No­bil­ity and Mer­chand­ise had just made the cir­cuit of the world in his be­half. The said dauph­in was then young, was hand­some, was stout, and, above all (mag­ni­fi­cent ori­gin of all roy­al vir­tues), he was the son of the Li­on of France. I de­clare that this bold meta­phor is ad­mir­able, and that the nat­ur­al his­tory of the theatre, on a day of al­legory and roy­al mar­riage songs, is not in the least startled by a dol­phin who is the son of a li­on. It is pre­cisely these rare and Pin­dar­ic mix­tures which prove the poet’s en­thu­si­asm. Nev­er­the­less, in or­der to play the part of crit­ic also, the poet might have de­veloped this beau­ti­ful idea in some­thing less than two hun­dred lines. It is true that the mys­tery was to last from noon un­til four o’clock, in ac­cord­ance with the or­ders of mon­sieur the prov­ost, and that it was ne­ces­sary to say some­thing. Be­sides, the people listened pa­tiently.

			All at once, in the very middle of a quar­rel between Ma­demois­elle Mer­chand­ise and Ma­dame No­bil­ity, at the mo­ment when Mon­sieur Labor was giv­ing ut­ter­ance to this won­der­ful line—

			
				
					In forest ne’er was seen a more tri­umphant beast;
				

			

			the door of the re­served gal­lery which had hitherto re­mained so in­op­por­tunely closed, opened still more in­op­por­tunely; and the ringing voice of the ush­er an­nounced ab­ruptly, “His em­in­ence, Mon­sei­gneur the Car­din­al de Bour­bon.”

		
	
		
			
				III

				Mon­sieur the Car­din­al

			
			Poor Grin­goire! the din of all the great double pe­tards of the Saint-Jean, the dis­charge of twenty ar­que­buses on sup­ports, the det­on­a­tion of that fam­ous ser­pent­ine of the Tower of Billy, which, dur­ing the siege of Par­is, on Sunday, the twenty-sixth of Septem­ber, 1465, killed sev­en Bur­gun­di­ans at one blow, the ex­plo­sion of all the powder stored at the gate of the Temple, would have rent his ears less rudely at that sol­emn and dra­mat­ic mo­ment, than these few words, which fell from the lips of the ush­er, “His em­in­ence, Mon­sei­gneur the Car­din­al de Bour­bon.”

			It is not that Pierre Grin­goire either feared or dis­dained mon­sieur the car­din­al. He had neither the weak­ness nor the au­da­city for that. A true ec­lect­ic, as it would be ex­pressed nowadays, Grin­goire was one of those firm and lofty, mod­er­ate and calm spir­its, which al­ways know how to bear them­selves amid all cir­cum­stances (stare in di­mi­dio re­rum), and who are full of reas­on and of lib­er­al philo­sophy, while still set­ting store by car­din­als. A rare, pre­cious, and nev­er in­ter­rup­ted race of philo­soph­ers to whom wis­dom, like an­oth­er Ariadne, seems to have giv­en a clue of thread which they have been walk­ing along un­wind­ing since the be­gin­ning of the world, through the labyrinth of hu­man af­fairs. One finds them in all ages, ever the same; that is to say, al­ways ac­cord­ing to all times. And, without reck­on­ing our Pierre Grin­goire, who may rep­res­ent them in the fif­teenth cen­tury if we suc­ceed in be­stow­ing upon him the dis­tinc­tion which he de­serves, it cer­tainly was their spir­it which an­im­ated Fath­er du Breul, when he wrote, in the six­teenth, these na­ively sub­lime words, worthy of all cen­tur­ies: “I am a Parisi­an by na­tion, and a Parrhisi­an in lan­guage, for parrhisia in Greek sig­ni­fies liberty of speech; of which I have made use even to­wards mes­sei­gneurs the car­din­als, uncle and broth­er to Mon­sieur the Prince de Conty, al­ways with re­spect to their great­ness, and without of­fend­ing any one of their suite, which is much to say.”

			There was then neither hatred for the car­din­al, nor dis­dain for his pres­ence, in the dis­agree­able im­pres­sion pro­duced upon Pierre Grin­goire. Quite the con­trary; our poet had too much good sense and too thread­bare a coat, not to at­tach par­tic­u­lar im­port­ance to hav­ing the nu­mer­ous al­lu­sions in his pro­logue, and, in par­tic­u­lar, the glor­i­fic­a­tion of the dauph­in, son of the Li­on of France, fall upon the most em­in­ent ear. But it is not in­terest which pre­dom­in­ates in the noble nature of po­ets. I sup­pose that the en­tity of the poet may be rep­res­en­ted by the num­ber ten; it is cer­tain that a chem­ist on ana­lyz­ing and phar­ma­co­pol­iz­ing it, as Ra­belais says, would find it com­posed of one part in­terest to nine parts of self-es­teem.

			Now, at the mo­ment when the door had opened to ad­mit the car­din­al, the nine parts of self-es­teem in Grin­goire, swollen and ex­pan­ded by the breath of pop­u­lar ad­mir­a­tion, were in a state of prodi­gious aug­ment­a­tion, be­neath which dis­ap­peared, as though stifled, that im­per­cept­ible mo­lecule of which we have just re­marked upon in the con­sti­tu­tion of po­ets; a pre­cious in­gredi­ent, by the way, a bal­last of real­ity and hu­man­ity, without which they would not touch the earth. Grin­goire en­joyed see­ing, feel­ing, fin­ger­ing, so to speak an en­tire as­sembly (of knaves, it is true, but what mat­ters that?) stu­pefied, pet­ri­fied, and as though as­phyxi­ated in the pres­ence of the in­com­men­sur­able tirades which welled up every in­stant from all parts of his bridal song. I af­firm that he shared the gen­er­al beatitude, and that, quite the re­verse of La Fon­taine, who, at the present­a­tion of his com­edy of the “Florentine,” asked, “Who is the ill-bred lout who made that rhaps­ody?” Grin­goire would gladly have in­quired of his neigh­bor, “Whose mas­ter­piece is this?”

			The read­er can now judge of the ef­fect pro­duced upon him by the ab­rupt and un­season­able ar­rival of the car­din­al.

			That which he had to fear was only too fully real­ized. The en­trance of his em­in­ence up­set the audi­ence. All heads turned to­wards the gal­lery. It was no longer pos­sible to hear one’s self. “The car­din­al! The car­din­al!” re­peated all mouths. The un­happy pro­logue stopped short for the second time.

			The car­din­al hal­ted for a mo­ment on the threshold of the es­trade. While he was send­ing a rather in­dif­fer­ent glance around the audi­ence, the tu­mult re­doubled. Each per­son wished to get a bet­ter view of him. Each man vied with the oth­er in thrust­ing his head over his neigh­bor’s shoulder.

			He was, in fact, an ex­al­ted per­son­age, the sight of whom was well worth any oth­er com­edy. Charles, Car­din­al de Bour­bon, Arch­bish­op and Comte of Ly­on, Prim­ate of the Gauls, was al­lied both to Louis XI, through his broth­er, Pierre, Sei­gneur de Beau­jeu, who had mar­ried the king’s eld­est daugh­ter, and to Charles the Bold through his moth­er, Ag­nes of Bur­gundy. Now, the dom­in­at­ing trait, the pe­cu­li­ar and dis­tinct­ive trait of the char­ac­ter of the Prim­ate of the Gauls, was the spir­it of the courtier, and de­vo­tion to the powers that be. The read­er can form an idea of the num­ber­less em­bar­rass­ments which this double re­la­tion­ship had caused him, and of all the tem­por­al reefs among which his spir­itu­al bark had been forced to tack, in or­der not to suf­fer ship­wreck on either Louis or Charles, that Scylla and that Charyb­dis which had de­voured the Duc de Nemours and the Con­stable de Saint-Pol. Thanks to Heav­en’s mercy, he had made the voy­age suc­cess­fully, and had reached home without hindrance. But al­though he was in port, and pre­cisely be­cause he was in port, he nev­er re­called without dis­quiet the var­ied haps of his polit­ic­al ca­reer, so long un­easy and la­bor­i­ous. Thus, he was in the habit of say­ing that the year 1476 had been “white and black” for him—mean­ing thereby, that in the course of that year he had lost his moth­er, the Duch­esse de la Bour­bon­nais, and his cous­in, the Duke of Bur­gundy, and that one grief had con­soled him for the oth­er.

			Nev­er­the­less, he was a fine man; he led a joy­ous car­din­al’s life, liked to en­liven him­self with the roy­al vin­tage of Chal­luau, did not hate Richarde la Gar­moise and Thomasse la Sail­lar­de, be­stowed alms on pretty girls rather than on old wo­men—and for all these reas­ons was very agree­able to the popu­lace of Par­is. He nev­er went about oth­er­wise than sur­roun­ded by a small court of bish­ops and ab­bés of high lin­eage, gal­lant, jovi­al, and giv­en to ca­rous­ing on oc­ca­sion; and more than once the good and de­vout wo­men of Saint Ger­main d’ Aux­erre, when passing at night be­neath the brightly il­lu­min­ated win­dows of Bour­bon, had been scan­dal­ized to hear the same voices which had in­toned ves­pers for them dur­ing the day car­olling, to the clink­ing of glasses, the bac­ch­ic pro­verb of Be­ne­dict XII, that pope who had ad­ded a third crown to the Tiara—Bibamus pap­a­l­iter.

			It was this justly ac­quired pop­ular­ity, no doubt, which pre­served him on his en­trance from any bad re­cep­tion at the hands of the mob, which had been so dis­pleased but a mo­ment be­fore, and very little dis­posed to re­spect a car­din­al on the very day when it was to elect a pope. But the Parisi­ans cher­ish little ran­cor; and then, hav­ing forced the be­gin­ning of the play by their au­thor­ity, the good bour­geois had got the up­per hand of the car­din­al, and this tri­umph was suf­fi­cient for them. Moreover, the Car­din­al de Bour­bon was a hand­some man—he wore a fine scar­let robe, which he car­ried off very well—that is to say, he had all the wo­men on his side, and, con­sequently, the best half of the audi­ence. As­suredly, it would be in­justice and bad taste to hoot a car­din­al for hav­ing come late to the spec­tacle, when he is a hand­some man, and when he wears his scar­let robe well.

			He entered, then, bowed to those present with the hered­it­ary smile of the great for the people, and dir­ec­ted his course slowly to­wards his scar­let vel­vet arm­chair, with the air of think­ing of some­thing quite dif­fer­ent. His cortège—what we should nowadays call his staff—of bish­ops and ab­bés in­vaded the es­trade in his train, not without caus­ing re­doubled tu­mult and curi­os­ity among the audi­ence. Each man vied with his neigh­bor in point­ing them out and nam­ing them, in see­ing who should re­cog­nize at least one of them: this one, the Bish­op of Mar­seilles (Alaudet, if my memory serves me right);—this one, the prim­i­ci­er of Saint-Denis;—this one, Robert de Lespinas­se, Ab­bé of Saint-Ger­main des Prés, that lib­ertine broth­er of a mis­tress of Louis XI; all with many er­rors and ab­surdit­ies. As for the schol­ars, they swore. This was their day, their feast of fools, their sat­urnalia, the an­nu­al orgy of the cor­por­a­tion of law clerks and of the school. There was no turpitude which was not sac­red on that day. And then there were gay gos­sips in the crowd—Si­mone Quatre­livres, Ag­nès la Gad­ine, and Ra­bine Piéde­bou. Was it not the least that one could do to swear at one’s ease and re­vile the name of God a little, on so fine a day, in such good com­pany as dig­nit­ar­ies of the church and loose wo­men? So they did not ab­stain; and, in the midst of the up­roar, there was a fright­ful con­cert of blas­phemies and enorm­it­ies of all the un­bridled tongues, the tongues of clerks and stu­dents re­strained dur­ing the rest of the year, by the fear of the hot iron of Saint Louis. Poor Saint Louis! how they set him at de­fi­ance in his own court of law! Each one of them se­lec­ted from the new­comers on the plat­form, a black, gray, white, or vi­ol­et cas­sock as his tar­get. Joannes Frollo de Molend­in, in his qual­ity of broth­er to an arch­deac­on, boldly at­tacked the scar­let; he sang in deaf­en­ing tones, with his im­pudent eyes fastened on the car­din­al, “Cappa re­pleta mero!”

			All these de­tails which we here lay bare for the edi­fic­a­tion of the read­er, were so covered by the gen­er­al up­roar, that they were lost in it be­fore reach­ing the re­served plat­forms; moreover, they would have moved the car­din­al but little, so much a part of the cus­toms were the liber­ties of that day. Moreover, he had an­oth­er cause for so­li­citude, and his mien as wholly pre­oc­cu­pied with it, which entered the es­trade the same time as him­self; this was the em­bassy from Flanders.

			Not that he was a pro­found politi­cian, nor was he bor­row­ing trouble about the pos­sible con­sequences of the mar­riage of his cous­in Mar­guer­ite de Bour­goyne to his cous­in Charles, Dauph­in de Vi­enne; nor as to how long the good un­der­stand­ing which had been patched up between the Duke of Aus­tria and the King of France would last; nor how the King of Eng­land would take this dis­dain of his daugh­ter. All that troubled him but little; and he gave a warm re­cep­tion every even­ing to the wine of the roy­al vin­tage of Chail­lot, without a sus­pi­cion that sev­er­al flasks of that same wine (some­what re­vised and cor­rec­ted, it is true, by Doc­tor Coicti­er), cor­di­ally offered to Ed­ward IV by Louis XI, would, some fine morn­ing, rid Louis XI of Ed­ward IV. “The much honored em­bassy of Mon­sieur the Duke of Aus­tria,” brought the car­din­al none of these cares, but it troubled him in an­oth­er dir­ec­tion. It was, in fact, some­what hard, and we have already hin­ted at it on the second page of this book—for him, Charles de Bour­bon, to be ob­liged to feast and re­ceive cor­di­ally no one knows what bour­geois;—for him, a car­din­al, to re­ceive al­der­men;—for him, a French­man, and a jolly com­pan­ion, to re­ceive Flem­ish beer-drink­ers—and that in pub­lic! This was, cer­tainly, one of the most irk­some grim­aces that he had ever ex­ecuted for the good pleas­ure of the king.

			So he turned to­ward the door, and with the best grace in the world (so well had he trained him­self to it), when the ush­er an­nounced, in a son­or­ous voice, “Messieurs the En­voys of Mon­sieur the Duke of Aus­tria.” It is use­less to add that the whole hall did the same.

			Then ar­rived, two by two, with a grav­ity which made a con­trast in the midst of the frisky ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al es­cort of Charles de Bour­bon, the eight and forty am­bas­sad­ors of Max­imili­an of Aus­tria, hav­ing at their head the rev­er­end Fath­er in God, Je­han, Ab­bot of Saint-Bertin, Chan­cel­lor of the Golden Fleece, and Jacques de Goy, Sieur Dauby, Grand Bailiff of Ghent. A deep si­lence settled over the as­sembly, ac­com­pan­ied by stifled laughter at the pre­pos­ter­ous names and all the bour­geois des­ig­na­tions which each of these per­son­ages trans­mit­ted with im­per­turb­able grav­ity to the ush­er, who then tossed names and titles pell-mell and mu­til­ated to the crowd be­low. There were Mas­ter Loys Roelof, al­der­man of the city of Louv­ain; Messire Clays d’Etuelde, al­der­man of Brus­sels; Messire Paul de Baeust, Sieur de Voirm­izelle, Pres­id­ent of Flanders; Mas­ter Je­han Coleghens, bur­go­mas­ter of the city of An­t­werp; Mas­ter George de la Mo­ere, first al­der­man of the kuere of the city of Ghent; Mas­ter Ghel­dolf van der Hage, first al­der­man of the parch­ons of the said town; and the Sieur de Bier­be­cque, and Je­han Pin­nock, and Je­han Dymaerzelle, etc., etc., etc.; bailiffs, al­der­men, bur­go­mas­ters; bur­go­mas­ters, al­der­men, bailiffs—all stiff, af­fectedly grave, form­al, dressed out in vel­vet and dam­ask, hooded with caps of black vel­vet, with great tufts of Cyprus gold thread; good Flem­ish heads, after all, severe and worthy faces, of the fam­ily which Rem­brandt makes to stand out so strong and grave from the black back­ground of his “Night Patrol”; per­son­ages all of whom bore, writ­ten on their brows, that Max­imili­an of Aus­tria had done well in “trust­ing im­pli­citly,” as the mani­fest ran, “in their sense, val­or, ex­per­i­ence, loy­alty, and good wis­dom.”

			There was one ex­cep­tion, how­ever. It was a subtle, in­tel­li­gent, crafty-look­ing face, a sort of com­bined mon­key and dip­lo­mat phiz, be­fore whom the car­din­al made three steps and a pro­found bow, and whose name, nev­er­the­less, was only, “Guil­laume Rym, coun­sel­lor and pen­sion­er of the City of Ghent.”

			Few per­sons were then aware who Guil­laume Rym was. A rare geni­us who in a time of re­volu­tion would have made a bril­liant ap­pear­ance on the sur­face of events, but who in the fif­teenth cen­tury was re­duced to cav­ernous in­trigues, and to “liv­ing in mines,” as the Duc de Saint-Si­mon ex­presses it. Nev­er­the­less, he was ap­pre­ci­ated by the “miner” of Europe; he plot­ted fa­mil­iarly with Louis XI, and of­ten lent a hand to the king’s secret jobs. All which things were quite un­known to that throng, who were amazed at the car­din­al’s po­lite­ness to that frail fig­ure of a Flem­ish bailiff.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Mas­ter Jacques Cop­pen­ole

			
			While the pen­sion­er of Ghent and his em­in­ence were ex­chan­ging very low bows and a few words in voices still lower, a man of lofty stature, with a large face and broad shoulders, presen­ted him­self, in or­der to enter abreast with Guil­laume Rym; one would have pro­nounced him a bull­dog by the side of a fox. His felt doublet and leath­er jer­kin made a spot on the vel­vet and silk which sur­roun­ded him. Pre­sum­ing that he was some groom who had stolen in, the ush­er stopped him.

			“Hold, my friend, you can­not pass!”

			The man in the leath­er jer­kin shouldered him aside.

			“What does this knave want with me?” said he, in stentori­an tones, which rendered the en­tire hall at­tent­ive to this strange col­loquy. “Don’t you see that I am one of them?”

			“Your name?” de­man­ded the ush­er.

			“Jacques Cop­pen­ole.”

			“Your titles?”

			“Ho­sier at the sign of the ‘Three Little Chains,’ of Ghent.”

			The ush­er re­coiled. One might bring one’s self to an­nounce al­der­men and bur­go­mas­ters, but a ho­sier was too much. The car­din­al was on thorns. All the people were star­ing and listen­ing. For two days his em­in­ence had been ex­ert­ing his ut­most ef­forts to lick these Flem­ish bears in­to shape, and to render them a little more present­able to the pub­lic, and this freak was start­ling. But Guil­laume Rym, with his pol­ished smile, ap­proached the ush­er.

			“An­nounce Mas­ter Jacques Cop­pen­ole, clerk of the al­der­men of the city of Ghent,” he whispered, very low.

			“Ush­er,” in­ter­posed the car­din­al, aloud, “an­nounce Mas­ter Jacques Cop­pen­ole, clerk of the al­der­men of the il­lus­tri­ous city of Ghent.”

			This was a mis­take. Guil­laume Rym alone might have con­jured away the dif­fi­culty, but Cop­pen­ole had heard the car­din­al.

			“No, cross of God?” he ex­claimed, in his voice of thun­der, “Jacques Cop­pen­ole, ho­sier. Do you hear, ush­er? Noth­ing more, noth­ing less. Cross of God! ho­sier; that’s fine enough. Mon­sieur the Arch­duke has more than once sought his gant5 in my hose.”

			Laughter and ap­plause burst forth. A jest is al­ways un­der­stood in Par­is, and, con­sequently, al­ways ap­plauded.

			Let us add that Cop­pen­ole was of the people, and that the aud­it­ors which sur­roun­ded him were also of the people. Thus the com­mu­nic­a­tion between him and them had been prompt, elec­tric, and, so to speak, on a level. The haughty air of the Flem­ish ho­sier, by hu­mi­li­at­ing the courtiers, had touched in all these ple­bei­an souls that lat­ent sen­ti­ment of dig­nity still vague and in­dis­tinct in the fif­teenth cen­tury.

			This ho­sier was an equal, who had just held his own be­fore mon­sieur the car­din­al. A very sweet re­flec­tion to poor fel­lows ha­bitu­ated to re­spect and obed­i­ence to­wards the un­der­lings of the ser­geants of the bailiff of Sainte-Geneviève, the car­din­al’s train­bear­er.

			Cop­pen­ole proudly sa­luted his em­in­ence, who re­turned the sa­lute of the all-power­ful bour­geois feared by Louis XI. Then, while Guil­laume Rym, a “sage and ma­li­cious man,” as Phil­ippe de Com­ines puts it, watched them both with a smile of raillery and su­peri­or­ity, each sought his place, the car­din­al quite abashed and troubled, Cop­pen­ole tran­quil and haughty, and think­ing, no doubt, that his title of ho­sier was as good as any oth­er, after all, and that Mar­ie of Bur­gundy, moth­er to that Mar­guer­ite whom Cop­pen­ole was today be­stow­ing in mar­riage, would have been less afraid of the car­din­al than of the ho­sier; for it is not a car­din­al who would have stirred up a re­volt among the men of Ghent against the fa­vor­ites of the daugh­ter of Charles the Bold; it is not a car­din­al who could have for­ti­fied the popu­lace with a word against her tears and pray­ers, when the Maid of Flanders came to sup­plic­ate her people in their be­half, even at the very foot of the scaf­fold; while the ho­sier had only to raise his leath­er el­bow, in or­der to cause to fall your two heads, most il­lus­tri­ous sei­gneurs, Guy d’Hym­ber­court and Chan­cel­lor Guil­laume Hugon­et.

			Nev­er­the­less, all was over for the poor car­din­al, and he was ob­liged to quaff to the dregs the bit­ter cup of be­ing in such bad com­pany.

			The read­er has, prob­ably, not for­got­ten the im­pudent beg­gar who had been cling­ing fast to the fringes of the car­din­al’s gal­lery ever since the be­gin­ning of the pro­logue. The ar­rival of the il­lus­tri­ous guests had by no means caused him to re­lax his hold, and, while the prel­ates and am­bas­sad­ors were pack­ing them­selves in­to the stalls—like genu­ine Flem­ish her­rings—he settled him­self at his ease, and boldly crossed his legs on the ar­chitrave. The in­solence of this pro­ceed­ing was ex­traordin­ary, yet no one no­ticed it at first, the at­ten­tion of all be­ing dir­ec­ted else­where. He, on his side, per­ceived noth­ing that was go­ing on in the hall; he wagged his head with the un­con­cern of a Neapol­it­an, re­peat­ing from time to time, amid the clam­or, as from a mech­an­ic­al habit, “Char­ity, please!” And, as­suredly, he was, out of all those present, the only one who had not deigned to turn his head at the al­ter­ca­tion between Cop­pen­ole and the ush­er. Now, chance or­dained that the mas­ter ho­sier of Ghent, with whom the people were already in lively sym­pathy, and upon whom all eyes were riv­eted—should come and seat him­self in the front row of the gal­lery, dir­ectly above the men­dic­ant; and people were not a little amazed to see the Flem­ish am­bas­sad­or, on con­clud­ing his in­spec­tion of the knave thus placed be­neath his eyes, be­stow a friendly tap on that ragged shoulder. The beg­gar turned round; there was sur­prise, re­cog­ni­tion, a light­ing up of the two coun­ten­ances, and so forth; then, without pay­ing the slight­est heed in the world to the spec­tat­ors, the ho­sier and the wretched be­ing began to con­verse in a low tone, hold­ing each oth­er’s hands, in the mean­time, while the rags of Clop­in Trouille­fou, spread out upon the cloth of gold of the dais, pro­duced the ef­fect of a cater­pil­lar on an or­ange.

			The nov­elty of this sin­gu­lar scene ex­cited such a mur­mur of mirth and gayety in the hall, that the car­din­al was not slow to per­ceive it; he half bent for­ward, and, as from the point where he was placed he could catch only an im­per­fect view of Trouiller­fou’s ig­no­mini­ous doublet, he very nat­ur­ally ima­gined that the men­dic­ant was ask­ing alms, and, dis­gus­ted with his au­da­city, he ex­claimed: “Bailiff of the Courts, toss me that knave in­to the river!”

			“Cross of God! mon­sei­gneur the car­din­al,” said Cop­pen­ole, without quit­ting Clop­in’s hand, “he’s a friend of mine.”

			“Good! good!” shouted the popu­lace. From that mo­ment, Mas­ter Cop­pen­ole en­joyed in Par­is as in Ghent, “great fa­vor with the people; for men of that sort do en­joy it,” says Phil­ippe de Com­ines, “when they are thus dis­orderly.” The car­din­al bit his lips. He bent to­wards his neigh­bor, the Ab­bé of Sainte-Geneviève, and said to him in a low tone—“Fine am­bas­sad­ors mon­sieur the arch­duke sends here, to an­nounce to us Ma­dame Mar­guer­ite!”

			“Your em­in­ence,” replied the ab­bé, “wastes your po­lite­ness on these Flem­ish swine. Mar­gar­itas ante por­cos, pearls be­fore swine.”

			“Say rather,” re­tor­ted the car­din­al, with a smile, “Por­cos ante Mar­gar­it­am, swine be­fore the pearl.”

			The whole little court in cas­socks went in­to ec­sta­cies over this play upon words. The car­din­al felt a little re­lieved; he was quits with Cop­pen­ole, he also had had his jest ap­plauded.

			Now, will those of our read­ers who pos­sess the power of gen­er­al­iz­ing an im­age or an idea, as the ex­pres­sion runs in the style of today, per­mit us to ask them if they have formed a very clear con­cep­tion of the spec­tacle presen­ted at this mo­ment, upon which we have ar­res­ted their at­ten­tion, by the vast par­al­lel­o­gram of the grand hall of the palace.

			In the middle of the hall, backed against the west­ern wall, a large and mag­ni­fi­cent gal­lery draped with cloth of gold, in­to which enter in pro­ces­sion, through a small, arched door, grave per­son­ages, an­nounced suc­cess­ively by the shrill voice of an ush­er. On the front benches were already a num­ber of ven­er­able fig­ures, muffled in er­mine, vel­vet, and scar­let. Around the dais—which re­mains si­lent and dig­ni­fied—be­low, op­pos­ite, every­where, a great crowd and a great mur­mur. Thou­sands of glances dir­ec­ted by the people on each face upon the dais, a thou­sand whis­pers over each name. Cer­tainly, the spec­tacle is curi­ous, and well de­serves the at­ten­tion of the spec­tat­ors. But yon­der, quite at the end, what is that sort of trestle work with four mot­ley pup­pets upon it, and more be­low? Who is that man be­side the trestle, with a black doublet and a pale face? Alas! my dear read­er, it is Pierre Grin­goire and his pro­logue.

			We have all for­got­ten him com­pletely.

			This is pre­cisely what he feared.

			From the mo­ment of the car­din­al’s en­trance, Grin­goire had nev­er ceased to tremble for the safety of his pro­logue. At first he had en­joined the act­ors, who had stopped in sus­pense, to con­tin­ue, and to raise their voices; then, per­ceiv­ing that no one was listen­ing, he had stopped them; and, dur­ing the en­tire quarter of an hour that the in­ter­rup­tion las­ted, he had not ceased to stamp, to flounce about, to ap­peal to Gis­quette and Liénarde, and to urge his neigh­bors to the con­tinu­ance of the pro­logue; all in vain. No one quit­ted the car­din­al, the em­bassy, and the gal­lery—sole centre of this vast circle of visu­al rays. We must also be­lieve, and we say it with re­gret, that the pro­logue had be­gun slightly to weary the audi­ence at the mo­ment when his em­in­ence had ar­rived, and cre­ated a di­ver­sion in so ter­rible a fash­ion. After all, on the gal­lery as well as on the marble table, the spec­tacle was the same: the con­flict of Labor and Clergy, of No­bil­ity and Mer­chand­ise. And many people pre­ferred to see them alive, breath­ing, mov­ing, el­bow­ing each oth­er in flesh and blood, in this Flem­ish em­bassy, in this Epis­copal court, un­der the car­din­al’s robe, un­der Cop­pen­ole’s jer­kin, than painted, decked out, talk­ing in verse, and, so to speak, stuffed be­neath the yel­low amid white tu­nics in which Grin­goire had so ri­dicu­lously clothed them.

			Nev­er­the­less, when our poet be­held quiet rees­tab­lished to some ex­tent, he de­vised a stratagem which might have re­deemed all.

			“Mon­sieur,” he said, turn­ing to­wards one of his neigh­bors, a fine, big man, with a pa­tient face, “sup­pose we be­gin again.”

			“What?” said his neigh­bor.

			“Hé! the Mys­tery,” said Grin­goire.

			“As you like,” re­turned his neigh­bor.

			This semi-ap­prob­a­tion suf­ficed for Grin­goire, and, con­duct­ing his own af­fairs, he began to shout, con­found­ing him­self with the crowd as much as pos­sible: “Be­gin the mys­tery again! be­gin again!”

			“The dev­il!” said Joannes de Molendino, “what are they jab­ber­ing down yon­der, at the end of the hall?” (for Grin­goire was mak­ing noise enough for four.) “Say, com­rades, isn’t that mys­tery fin­ished? They want to be­gin it all over again. That’s not fair!”

			“No, no!” shouted all the schol­ars. “Down with the mys­tery! Down with it!”

			But Grin­goire had mul­ti­plied him­self, and only shouted the more vig­or­ously: “Be­gin again! be­gin again!”

			These clam­ors at­trac­ted the at­ten­tion of the car­din­al.

			“Mon­sieur Bailiff of the Courts,” said he to a tall, black man, placed a few paces from him, “are those knaves in a holy-wa­ter ves­sel, that they make such a hellish noise?”

			The bailiff of the courts was a sort of am­phi­bi­ous ma­gis­trate, a sort of bat of the ju­di­cial or­der, re­lated to both the rat and the bird, the judge and the sol­dier.

			He ap­proached his em­in­ence, and not without a good deal of fear of the lat­ter’s dis­pleas­ure, he awk­wardly ex­plained to him the seem­ing dis­respect of the audi­ence: that noonday had ar­rived be­fore his em­in­ence, and that the comedi­ans had been forced to be­gin without wait­ing for his em­in­ence.

			The car­din­al burst in­to a laugh.

			“On my faith, the rect­or of the uni­ver­sity ought to have done the same. What say you, Mas­ter Guil­laume Rym?”

			“Mon­sei­gneur,” replied Guil­laume Rym, “let us be con­tent with hav­ing es­caped half of the com­edy. There is at least that much gained.”

			“Can these ras­cals con­tin­ue their farce?” asked the bailiff.

			“Con­tin­ue, con­tin­ue,” said the car­din­al, “it’s all the same to me. I’ll read my brevi­ary in the mean­time.”

			The bailiff ad­vanced to the edge of the es­trade, and cried, after hav­ing in­voked si­lence by a wave of the hand—

			“Bour­geois, rus­tics, and cit­izens, in or­der to sat­is­fy those who wish the play to be­gin again, and those who wish it to end, his em­in­ence or­ders that it be con­tin­ued.”

			Both parties were forced to resign them­selves. But the pub­lic and the au­thor long cher­ished a grudge against the car­din­al.

			So the per­son­ages on the stage took up their parts, and Grin­goire hoped that the rest of his work, at least, would be listened to. This hope was speedily dis­pelled like his oth­er il­lu­sions; si­lence had in­deed, been re­stored in the audi­ence, after a fash­ion; but Grin­goire had not ob­served that at the mo­ment when the car­din­al gave the or­der to con­tin­ue, the gal­lery was far from full, and that after the Flem­ish en­voys there had ar­rived new per­son­ages form­ing part of the cortège, whose names and ranks, shouted out in the midst of his dia­logue by the in­ter­mit­tent cry of the ush­er, pro­duced con­sid­er­able rav­ages in it. Let the read­er ima­gine the ef­fect in the midst of a the­at­ric­al piece, of the yelp­ing of an ush­er, fling­ing in between two rhymes, and of­ten in the middle of a line, par­en­theses like the fol­low­ing—

			“Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue, pro­cur­at­or to the king in the Ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al Courts!”

			“Je­han de Har­lay, equerry guard­i­an of the of­fice of che­va­lier of the night watch of the city of Par­is!”

			“Messire Gali­ot de Gen­oil­hac, che­va­lier, sei­gneur de Brus­sac, mas­ter of the king’s ar­til­lery!”

			“Mas­ter Dreux-Raguier, sur­vey­or of the woods and forests of the king our sov­er­eign, in the land of France, Cham­pagne and Brie!”

			“Messire Louis de Graville, che­va­lier, coun­cil­lor, and cham­ber­lain of the king, ad­mir­al of France, keep­er of the Forest of Vincennes!”

			“Mas­ter Denis le Mer­ci­er, guard­i­an of the house of the blind at Par­is!” etc., etc., etc.

			This was be­com­ing un­bear­able.

			This strange ac­com­pani­ment, which rendered it dif­fi­cult to fol­low the piece, made Grin­goire all the more in­dig­nant be­cause he could not con­ceal from him­self the fact that the in­terest was con­tinu­ally in­creas­ing, and that all his work re­quired was a chance of be­ing heard.

			It was, in fact, dif­fi­cult to ima­gine a more in­geni­ous and more dra­mat­ic com­pos­i­tion. The four per­son­ages of the pro­logue were be­wail­ing them­selves in their mor­tal em­bar­rass­ment, when Venus in per­son, (vera in­cessa patu­it dea) presen­ted her­self to them, clad in a fine robe bear­ing the her­ald­ic device of the ship of the city of Par­is. She had come her­self to claim the dol­phin prom­ised to the most beau­ti­ful. Jupiter, whose thun­der could be heard rum­bling in the dress­ing-room, sup­por­ted her claim, and Venus was on the point of car­ry­ing it off—that is to say, without al­legory, of mar­ry­ing mon­sieur the dauph­in, when a young child clad in white dam­ask, and hold­ing in her hand a daisy (a trans­par­ent per­son­i­fic­a­tion of Ma­demois­elle Mar­guer­ite of Flanders) came to con­test it with Venus.

			The­at­ric­al ef­fect and change.

			After a dis­pute, Venus, Mar­guer­ite, and the as­sist­ants agreed to sub­mit to the good judg­ment of time holy Vir­gin. There was an­oth­er good part, that of the king of Meso­pot­amia; but through so many in­ter­rup­tions, it was dif­fi­cult to make out what end he served. All these per­sons had as­cen­ded by the lad­der to the stage.

			But all was over; none of these beau­ties had been felt nor un­der­stood. On the en­trance of the car­din­al, one would have said that an in­vis­ible ma­gic thread had sud­denly drawn all glances from the marble table to the gal­lery, from the south­ern to the west­ern ex­tremity of the hall. Noth­ing could dis­en­chant the audi­ence; all eyes re­mained fixed there, and the new­comers and their ac­cursed names, and their faces, and their cos­tumes, af­forded a con­tinu­al di­ver­sion. This was very dis­tress­ing. With the ex­cep­tion of Gis­quette and Liénarde, who turned round from time to time when Grin­goire plucked them by the sleeve; with the ex­cep­tion of the big, pa­tient neigh­bor, no one listened, no one looked at the poor, deser­ted mor­al­ity full face. Grin­goire saw only pro­files.

			With what bit­ter­ness did he be­hold his whole erec­tion of glory and of po­etry crumble away bit by bit! And to think that these people had been upon the point of in­sti­tut­ing a re­volt against the bailiff through im­pa­tience to hear his work! now that they had it they did not care for it. This same rep­res­ent­a­tion which had been be­gun amid so un­an­im­ous an ac­clam­a­tion! Etern­al flood and ebb of pop­u­lar fa­vor! To think that they had been on the point of hanging the bailiff’s ser­geant! What would he not have giv­en to be still at that hour of honey!

			But the ush­er’s bru­tal mono­logue came to an end; every­one had ar­rived, and Grin­goire breathed freely once more; the act­ors con­tin­ued bravely. But Mas­ter Cop­pen­ole, the ho­sier, must needs rise of a sud­den, and Grin­goire was forced to listen to him de­liv­er, amid uni­ver­sal at­ten­tion, the fol­low­ing ab­om­in­able har­angue.

			“Messieurs the bour­geois and squires of Par­is, I don’t know, cross of God! what we are do­ing here. I cer­tainly do see yon­der in the corner on that stage, some people who ap­pear to be fight­ing. I don’t know wheth­er that is what you call a ‘mys­tery,’ but it is not amus­ing; they quar­rel with their tongues and noth­ing more. I have been wait­ing for the first blow this quarter of an hour; noth­ing comes; they are cow­ards who only scratch each oth­er with in­sults. You ought to send for the fight­ers of Lon­don or Rot­ter­dam; and, I can tell you! you would have had blows of the fist that could be heard in the Place; but these men ex­cite our pity. They ought at least, to give us a moor­ish dance, or some oth­er mum­mer! That is not what was told me; I was prom­ised a feast of fools, with the elec­tion of a pope. We have our pope of fools at Ghent also; we’re not be­hind­hand in that, cross of God! But this is the way we man­age it; we col­lect a crowd like this one here, then each per­son in turn passes his head through a hole, and makes a grim­ace at the rest; time one who makes the ugli­est, is elec­ted pope by gen­er­al ac­clam­a­tion; that’s the way it is. It is very di­vert­ing. Would you like to make your pope after the fash­ion of my coun­try? At all events, it will be less wear­i­some than to listen to chat­ter­ers. If they wish to come and make their grim­aces through the hole, they can join the game. What say you, Messieurs les bour­geois? You have here enough grot­esque spe­ci­mens of both sexes, to al­low of laugh­ing in Flem­ish fash­ion, and there are enough of us ugly in coun­ten­ance to hope for a fine grin­ning match.”

			Grin­goire would have liked to re­tort; stu­pefac­tion, rage, in­dig­na­tion, de­prived him of words. Moreover, the sug­ges­tion of the pop­u­lar ho­sier was re­ceived with such en­thu­si­asm by these bour­geois who were flattered at be­ing called “squires,” that all res­ist­ance was use­less. There was noth­ing to be done but to al­low one’s self to drift with the tor­rent. Grin­goire hid his face between his two hands, not be­ing so for­tu­nate as to have a mantle with which to veil his head, like Agamem­non of Tim­antis.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Quasimodo

			
			In the twink­ling of an eye, all was ready to ex­ecute Cop­pen­ole’s idea. Bour­geois, schol­ars and law clerks all set to work. The little chapel situ­ated op­pos­ite the marble table was se­lec­ted for the scene of the grin­ning match. A pane broken in the pretty rose win­dow above the door, left free a circle of stone through which it was agreed that the com­pet­it­ors should thrust their heads. In or­der to reach it, it was only ne­ces­sary to mount upon a couple of hogsheads, which had been pro­duced from I know not where, and perched one upon the oth­er, after a fash­ion. It was settled that each can­did­ate, man or wo­man (for it was pos­sible to choose a fe­male pope), should, for the sake of leav­ing the im­pres­sion of his grim­ace fresh and com­plete, cov­er his face and re­main con­cealed in the chapel un­til the mo­ment of his ap­pear­ance. In less than an in­stant, the chapel was crowded with com­pet­it­ors, upon whom the door was then closed.

			Cop­pen­ole, from his post, ordered all, dir­ec­ted all, ar­ranged all. Dur­ing the up­roar, the car­din­al, no less abashed than Grin­goire, had re­tired with all his suite, un­der the pre­text of busi­ness and ves­pers, without the crowd which his ar­rival had so deeply stirred be­ing in the least moved by his de­par­ture. Guil­laume Rym was the only one who no­ticed his em­in­ence’s dis­com­fit­ure. The at­ten­tion of the popu­lace, like the sun, pur­sued its re­volu­tion; hav­ing set out from one end of the hall, and hal­ted for a space in the middle, it had now reached the oth­er end. The marble table, the bro­caded gal­lery had each had their day; it was now the turn of the chapel of Louis XI. Hence­forth, the field was open to all folly. There was no one there now, but the Flem­ings and the rabble.

			The grim­aces began. The first face which ap­peared at the aper­ture, with eye­lids turned up to the reds, a mouth open like a maw, and a brow wrinkled like our hus­sar boots of the Em­pire, evoked such an in­ex­tin­guish­able peal of laughter that Homer would have taken all these louts for gods. Nev­er­the­less, the grand hall was any­thing but Olym­pus, and Grin­goire’s poor Jupiter knew it bet­ter than any one else. A second and third grim­ace fol­lowed, then an­oth­er and an­oth­er; and the laughter and trans­ports of de­light went on in­creas­ing. There was in this spec­tacle, a pe­cu­li­ar power of in­tox­ic­a­tion and fas­cin­a­tion, of which it would be dif­fi­cult to con­vey to the read­er of our day and our salons any idea.

			Let the read­er pic­ture to him­self a series of vis­ages present­ing suc­cess­ively all geo­met­ric­al forms, from the tri­angle to the trapezi­um, from the cone to the poly­hed­ron; all hu­man ex­pres­sions, from wrath to lewd­ness; all ages, from the wrinkles of the new­born babe to the wrinkles of the aged and dy­ing; all re­li­gious phant­asmagor­ies, from Faun to Beelze­bub; all an­im­al pro­files, from the maw to the beak, from the jowl to the muzzle. Let the read­er ima­gine all these grot­esque fig­ures of the Pont Neuf, those night­mares pet­ri­fied be­neath the hand of Ger­main Pi­lon, as­sum­ing life and breath, and com­ing in turn to stare you in the face with burn­ing eyes; all the masks of the Car­ni­val of Venice passing in suc­ces­sion be­fore your glass—in a word, a hu­man kal­eido­scope.

			The orgy grew more and more Flem­ish. Ten­iers could have giv­en but a very im­per­fect idea of it. Let the read­er pic­ture to him­self in bac­chanal form, Sal­vat­or Rosa’s battle. There were no longer either schol­ars or am­bas­sad­ors or bour­geois or men or wo­men; there was no longer any Clop­in Trouille­fou, nor Gilles Le­cornu, nor Mar­ie Quatre­livres, nor Robin Poussep­ain. All was uni­ver­sal li­cense. The grand hall was no longer any­thing but a vast fur­nace of ef­frontry and jo­vi­al­ity, where every mouth was a cry, every in­di­vidu­al a pos­ture; everything shouted and howled. The strange vis­ages which came, in turn, to gnash their teeth in the rose win­dow, were like so many brands cast in­to the bra­zi­er; and from the whole of this ef­fer­ves­cing crowd, there es­caped, as from a fur­nace, a sharp, pier­cing, sting­ing noise, hiss­ing like the wings of a gnat.

			“Ho hé! curse it!”

			“Just look at that face!”

			“It’s not good for any­thing.”

			“Guille­mette Maugere­puis, just look at that bull’s muzzle; it only lacks the horns. It can’t be your hus­band.”

			“An­oth­er!”

			“Belly of the pope! what sort of a grim­ace is that?”

			“Holà hé! that’s cheat­ing. One must show only one’s face.”

			“That damned Per­rette Cal­le­botte! she’s cap­able of that!”

			“Good! Good!”

			“I’m stifling!”

			“There’s a fel­low whose ears won’t go through!” Etc., etc.

			But we must do justice to our friend Je­han. In the midst of this witches’ sab­bath, he was still to be seen on the top of his pil­lar, like the cab­in-boy on the top­mast. He floundered about with in­cred­ible fury. His mouth was wide open, and from it there es­caped a cry which no one heard, not that it was covered by the gen­er­al clam­or, great as that was but be­cause it at­tained, no doubt, the lim­it of per­cept­ible sharp sounds, the thou­sand vi­bra­tions of Sauveur, or the eight thou­sand of Bi­ot.

			As for Grin­goire, the first mo­ment of de­pres­sion hav­ing passed, he had re­gained his com­pos­ure. He had hardened him­self against ad­versity.—“Con­tin­ue!” he had said for the third time, to his comedi­ans, speak­ing ma­chines; then as he was march­ing with great strides in front of the marble table, a fancy seized him to go and ap­pear in his turn at the aper­ture of the chapel, were it only for the pleas­ure of mak­ing a grim­ace at that un­grate­ful popu­lace.—“But no, that would not be worthy of us; no, ven­geance! let us com­bat un­til the end,” he re­peated to him­self; “the power of po­etry over people is great; I will bring them back. We shall see which will carry the day, grim­aces or po­lite lit­er­at­ure.”

			Alas! he had been left the sole spec­tat­or of his piece. It was far worse than it had been a little while be­fore. He no longer be­held any­thing but backs.

			I am mis­taken. The big, pa­tient man, whom he had already con­sul­ted in a crit­ic­al mo­ment, had re­mained with his face turned to­wards the stage. As for Gis­quette and Liénarde, they had deser­ted him long ago.

			Grin­goire was touched to the heart by the fi­del­ity of his only spec­tat­or. He ap­proached him and ad­dressed him, shak­ing his arm slightly; for the good man was lean­ing on the bal­us­trade and doz­ing a little.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Grin­goire, “I thank you!”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the big man with a yawn, “for what?”

			“I see what wear­ies you,” re­sumed the poet; “ ’tis all this noise which pre­vents your hear­ing com­fort­ably. But be at ease! your name shall des­cend to pos­ter­ity! Your name, if you please?”

			“Renauld Château, guard­i­an of the seals of the Châtelet of Par­is, at your ser­vice.”

			“Mon­sieur, you are the only rep­res­ent­at­ive of the muses here,” said Grin­goire.

			“You are too kind, sir,” said the guard­i­an of the seals at the Châtelet.

			“You are the only one,” re­sumed Grin­goire, “who has listened to the piece dec­or­ously. What do you think of it?”

			“He! he!” replied the fat ma­gis­trate, half aroused, “it’s tol­er­ably jolly, that’s a fact.”

			Grin­goire was forced to con­tent him­self with this eu­logy; for a thun­der of ap­plause, mingled with a prodi­gious ac­clam­a­tion, cut their con­ver­sa­tion short. The Pope of the Fools had been elec­ted.

			“Noël! Noël! Noël!”6 shouted the people on all sides. That was, in fact, a mar­vel­lous grim­ace which was beam­ing at that mo­ment through the aper­ture in the rose win­dow. After all the pentagon­al, hexagon­al, and whim­sic­al faces, which had suc­ceeded each oth­er at that hole without real­iz­ing the ideal of the grot­esque which their ima­gin­a­tions, ex­cited by the orgy, had con­struc­ted, noth­ing less was needed to win their suf­frages than the sub­lime grim­ace which had just dazzled the as­sembly. Mas­ter Cop­pen­ole him­self ap­plauded, and Clop­in Trouille­fou, who had been among the com­pet­it­ors (and God knows what in­tens­ity of ugli­ness his vis­age could at­tain), con­fessed him­self conquered: We will do the same. We shall not try to give the read­er an idea of that tet­ra­hed­ral nose, that horse­shoe mouth; that little left eye ob­struc­ted with a red, bushy, brist­ling eye­brow, while the right eye dis­ap­peared en­tirely be­neath an enorm­ous wart; of those teeth in dis­ar­ray, broken here and there, like the em­battled para­pet of a fort­ress; of that cal­lous lip, upon which one of these teeth en­croached, like the tusk of an ele­phant; of that forked chin; and above all, of the ex­pres­sion spread over the whole; of that mix­ture of malice, amazement, and sad­ness. Let the read­er dream of this whole, if he can.

			The ac­clam­a­tion was un­an­im­ous; people rushed to­wards the chapel. They made the lucky Pope of the Fools come forth in tri­umph. But it was then that sur­prise and ad­mir­a­tion at­tained their highest pitch; the grim­ace was his face.

			Or rather, his whole per­son was a grim­ace. A huge head, brist­ling with red hair; between his shoulders an enorm­ous hump, a coun­ter­part per­cept­ible in front; a sys­tem of thighs and legs so strangely astray that they could touch each oth­er only at the knees, and, viewed from the front, re­sembled the cres­cents of two scythes joined by the handles; large feet, mon­strous hands; and, with all this de­form­ity, an in­des­crib­able and re­doubt­able air of vig­or, agil­ity, and cour­age—strange ex­cep­tion to the etern­al rule which wills that force as well as beauty shall be the res­ult of har­mony. Such was the pope whom the fools had just chosen for them­selves.

			One would have pro­nounced him a gi­ant who had been broken and badly put to­geth­er again.

			When this spe­cies of cyc­lops ap­peared on the threshold of the chapel, mo­tion­less, squat, and al­most as broad as he was tall; squared on the base, as a great man says; with his doublet half red, half vi­ol­et, sown with sil­ver bells, and, above all, in the per­fec­tion of his ugli­ness, the popu­lace re­cog­nized him on the in­stant, and shouted with one voice—

			“ ’Tis Quasimodo, the bell­ringer! ’tis Quasimodo, the hunch­back of Notre-Dame! Quasimodo, the one-eyed! Quasimodo, the bandy-legged! Noël! Noël!”

			It will be seen that the poor fel­low had a choice of sur­names.

			“Let the wo­men with child be­ware!” shouted the schol­ars.

			“Or those who wish to be,” re­sumed Joannes.

			The wo­men did, in fact, hide their faces.

			“Oh! the hor­rible mon­key!” said one of them.

			“As wicked as he is ugly,” re­tor­ted an­oth­er.

			“He’s the dev­il,” ad­ded a third.

			“I have the mis­for­tune to live near Notre-Dame; I hear him prowl­ing round the eaves by night.”

			“With the cats.”

			“He’s al­ways on our roofs.”

			“He throws spells down our chim­neys.”

			“The oth­er even­ing, he came and made a grim­ace at me through my at­tic win­dow. I thought that it was a man. Such a fright as I had!”

			“I’m sure that he goes to the witches’ sab­bath. Once he left a broom on my leads.”

			“Oh! what a dis­pleas­ing hunch­back’s face!”

			“Oh! what an ill-favored soul!”

			“Whew!”

			The men, on the con­trary, were de­lighted and ap­plauded. Quasimodo, the ob­ject of the tu­mult, still stood on the threshold of the chapel, sombre and grave, and al­lowed them to ad­mire him.

			One schol­ar (Robin Poussep­ain, I think), came and laughed in his face, and too close. Quasimodo con­ten­ted him­self with tak­ing him by the girdle, and hurl­ing him ten paces off amid the crowd; all without ut­ter­ing a word.

			Mas­ter Cop­pen­ole, in amazement, ap­proached him.

			“Cross of God! Holy Fath­er! you pos­sess the hand­somest ugli­ness that I have ever be­held in my life. You would de­serve to be pope at Rome, as well as at Par­is.”

			So say­ing, he placed his hand gayly on his shoulder. Quasimodo did not stir. Cop­pen­ole went on—

			“You are a rogue with whom I have a fancy for ca­rous­ing, were it to cost me a new dozen of twelve livres of Tours. How does it strike you?”

			Quasimodo made no reply.

			“Cross of God!” said the ho­sier, “are you deaf?”

			He was, in truth, deaf.

			Nev­er­the­less, he began to grow im­pa­tient with Cop­pen­ole’s be­ha­vi­or, and sud­denly turned to­wards him with so for­mid­able a gnash­ing of teeth, that the Flem­ish gi­ant re­coiled, like a bull­dog be­fore a cat.

			Then there was cre­ated around that strange per­son­age, a circle of ter­ror and re­spect, whose ra­di­us was at least fif­teen geo­met­ric­al feet. An old wo­man ex­plained to Cop­pen­ole that Quasimodo was deaf.

			“Deaf!” said the ho­sier, with his great Flem­ish laugh. “Cross of God! He’s a per­fect pope!”

			“Hé! I re­cog­nize him,” ex­claimed Je­han, who had, at last, des­cen­ded from his cap­it­al, in or­der to see Quasimodo at closer quar­ters, “he’s the bell­ringer of my broth­er, the arch­deac­on. Good day, Quasimodo!”

			“What a dev­il of a man!” said Robin Poussep­ain still all bruised with his fall. “He shows him­self; he’s a hunch­back. He walks; he’s bandy-legged. He looks at you; he’s one-eyed. You speak to him; he’s deaf. And what does this Poly­phemus do with his tongue?”

			“He speaks when he chooses,” said the old wo­man; “he be­came deaf through ringing the bells. He is not dumb.”

			“That he lacks,” re­marks Je­han.

			“And he has one eye too many,” ad­ded Robin Poussep­ain.

			“Not at all,” said Je­han wisely. “A one-eyed man is far less com­plete than a blind man. He knows what he lacks.”

			In the mean­time, all the beg­gars, all the lack­eys, all the cut­purses, joined with the schol­ars, had gone in pro­ces­sion to seek, in the cup­board of the law clerks’ com­pany, the card­board tiara, and the de­ris­ive robe of the Pope of the Fools. Quasimodo al­lowed them to ar­ray him in them without win­cing, and with a sort of proud do­cil­ity. Then they made him seat him­self on a mot­ley lit­ter. Twelve of­ficers of the fra­tern­ity of fools raised him on their shoulders; and a sort of bit­ter and dis­dain­ful joy lighted up the mor­ose face of the cyc­lops, when he be­held be­neath his de­formed feet all those heads of hand­some, straight, well-made men. Then the ragged and howl­ing pro­ces­sion set out on its march, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, around the in­ner gal­ler­ies of the Courts, be­fore mak­ing the cir­cuit of the streets and squares.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Es­mer­alda

			
			We are de­lighted to be able to in­form the read­er, that dur­ing the whole of this scene, Grin­goire and his piece had stood firm. His act­ors, spurred on by him, had not ceased to spout his com­edy, and he had not ceased to listen to it. He had made up his mind about the tu­mult, and was de­term­ined to pro­ceed to the end, not giv­ing up the hope of a re­turn of at­ten­tion on the part of the pub­lic. This gleam of hope ac­quired fresh life, when he saw Quasimodo, Cop­pen­ole, and the deaf­en­ing es­cort of the pope of the pro­ces­sion of fools quit the hall amid great up­roar. The throng rushed eagerly after them. “Good,” he said to him­self, “there go all the mis­chief-makers.” Un­for­tu­nately, all the mis­chief-makers con­sti­tuted the en­tire audi­ence. In the twink­ling of an eye, the grand hall was empty.

			To tell the truth, a few spec­tat­ors still re­mained, some scattered, oth­ers in groups around the pil­lars, wo­men, old men, or chil­dren, who had had enough of the up­roar and tu­mult. Some schol­ars were still perched astride of the win­dowsills, en­gaged in gaz­ing in­to the Place.

			“Well,” thought Grin­goire, “here are still as many as are re­quired to hear the end of my mys­tery. They are few in num­ber, but it is a choice audi­ence, a lettered audi­ence.”

			An in­stant later, a sym­phony which had been in­ten­ded to pro­duce the greatest ef­fect on the ar­rival of the Vir­gin, was lack­ing. Grin­goire per­ceived that his mu­sic had been car­ried off by the pro­ces­sion of the Pope of the Fools. “Skip it,” said he, stoic­ally.

			He ap­proached a group of bour­geois, who seemed to him to be dis­cuss­ing his piece. This is the frag­ment of con­ver­sa­tion which he caught—

			“You know, Mas­ter Chen­eteau, the Hôtel de Nav­arre, which be­longed to Mon­sieur de Nemours?”

			“Yes, op­pos­ite the Chapelle de Braque.”

			“Well, the treas­ury has just let it to Guil­laume Alix­an­dre, his­tor­i­an, for six livres, eight sols, parisi­an, a year.”

			“How rents are go­ing up!”

			“Come,” said Grin­goire to him­self, with a sigh, “the oth­ers are listen­ing.”

			“Com­rades,” sud­denly shouted one of the young scamps from the win­dow, “La Es­mer­alda! La Es­mer­alda in the Place!”

			This word pro­duced a ma­gic­al ef­fect. Every­one who was left in the hall flew to the win­dows, climb­ing the walls in or­der to see, and re­peat­ing, “La Es­mer­alda! La Es­mer­alda?” At the same time, a great sound of ap­plause was heard from without.

			“What’s the mean­ing of this, of the Es­mer­alda?” said Grin­goire, wringing his hands in des­pair. “Ah, good heav­ens! it seems to be the turn of the win­dows now.”

			He re­turned to­wards the marble table, and saw that the rep­res­ent­a­tion had been in­ter­rup­ted. It was pre­cisely at the in­stant when Jupiter should have ap­peared with his thun­der. But Jupiter was stand­ing mo­tion­less at the foot of the stage.

			“Michel Giborne!” cried the ir­rit­ated poet, “what are you do­ing there? Is that your part? Come up!”

			“Alas!” said Jupiter, “a schol­ar has just seized the lad­der.”

			Grin­goire looked. It was but too true. All com­mu­nic­a­tion between his plot and its solu­tion was in­ter­cep­ted.

			“The ras­cal,” he mur­mured. “And why did he take that lad­der?”

			“In or­der to go and see the Es­mer­alda,” replied Jupiter piteously. “He said, ‘Come, here’s a lad­der that’s of no use!’ and he took it.”

			This was the last blow. Grin­goire re­ceived it with resig­na­tion.

			“May the dev­il fly away with you!” he said to the comedi­an, “and if I get my pay, you shall re­ceive yours.”

			Then he beat a re­treat, with droop­ing head, but the last in the field, like a gen­er­al who has fought well.

			And as he des­cen­ded the wind­ing stairs of the courts: “A fine rabble of asses and dolts these Parisi­ans!” he muttered between his teeth; “they come to hear a mys­tery and don’t listen to it at all! They are en­grossed by every­one, by Clop­in Trouille­fou, by the car­din­al, by Cop­pen­ole, by Quasimodo, by the dev­il! but by Ma­dame the Vir­gin Mary, not at all. If I had known, I’d have giv­en you Vir­gin Mary; you nin­nies! And I! to come to see faces and be­hold only backs! to be a poet, and to reap the suc­cess of an apo­thecary! It is true that Homer­us begged through the Greek towns, and that Naso died in ex­ile among the Mus­cov­ites. But may the dev­il flay me if I un­der­stand what they mean with their Es­mer­alda! What is that word, in the first place?—’tis Egyp­tian!”
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				I

				From Charyb­dis to Scylla

			
			Night comes on early in Janu­ary. The streets were already dark when Grin­goire is­sued forth from the Courts. This gloom pleased him; he was in haste to reach some ob­scure and deser­ted al­ley, in or­der there to med­it­ate at his ease, and in or­der that the philo­soph­er might place the first dress­ing upon the wound of the poet. Philo­sophy, moreover, was his sole refuge, for he did not know where he was to lodge for the night. After the bril­liant fail­ure of his first the­at­ric­al ven­ture, he dared not re­turn to the lodging which he oc­cu­pied in the Rue Gren­i­er-sur-l’Eau, op­pos­ite to the Port-au-Foin, hav­ing de­pended upon re­ceiv­ing from mon­sieur the prov­ost for his epi­tha­lami­um, the where­with­al to pay Mas­ter Guil­laume Doulx-Sire, farm­er of the taxes on cloven-footed an­im­als in Par­is, the rent which he owed him, that is to say, twelve sols parisi­an; twelve times the value of all that he pos­sessed in the world, in­clud­ing his trunk-hose, his shirt, and his cap. After re­flect­ing a mo­ment, tem­por­ar­ily sheltered be­neath the little wick­et of the pris­on of the treas­urer of the Sainte-Chap­pelle, as to the shel­ter which he would se­lect for the night, hav­ing all the pave­ments of Par­is to choose from, he re­membered to have no­ticed the week pre­vi­ously in the Rue de la Sava­ter­ie, at the door of a coun­cil­lor of the par­lia­ment, a step­ping stone for mount­ing a mule, and to have said to him­self that that stone would fur­nish, on oc­ca­sion, a very ex­cel­lent pil­low for a men­dic­ant or a poet. He thanked Provid­ence for hav­ing sent this happy idea to him; but, as he was pre­par­ing to cross the Place, in or­der to reach the tor­tu­ous labyrinth of the city, where me­ander all those old sis­ter streets, the Rues de la Bariller­ie, de la Vie­ille-Draper­ie, de la Sava­ter­ie, de la Juiv­er­ie, etc., still ex­tant today, with their nine-story houses, he saw the pro­ces­sion of the Pope of the Fools, which was also emer­ging from the court house, and rush­ing across the court­yard, with great cries, a great flash­ing of torches, and the mu­sic which be­longed to him, Grin­goire. This sight re­vived the pain of his self-love; he fled. In the bit­ter­ness of his dra­mat­ic mis­ad­ven­ture, everything which re­minded him of the fest­iv­al of that day ir­rit­ated his wound and made it bleed.

			He was on the point of turn­ing to the Pont Saint-Michel; chil­dren were run­ning about here and there with fire lances and rock­ets.

			“Pest on fire­work candles!” said Grin­goire; and he fell back on the Pont au Change. To the house at the head of the bridge there had been af­fixed three small ban­ners, rep­res­ent­ing the king, the dauph­in, and Mar­guer­ite of Flanders, and six little pen­nons on which were por­trayed the Duke of Aus­tria, the Car­din­al de Bour­bon, M. de Beau­jeu, and Ma­dame Jeanne de France, and Mon­sieur the Bas­tard of Bour­bon, and I know not whom else; all be­ing il­lu­min­ated with torches. The rabble were ad­mir­ing.

			“Happy paint­er, Je­han Fourbault!” said Grin­goire with a deep sigh; and he turned his back upon the ban­ner­ets and pen­nons. A street opened be­fore him; he thought it so dark and deser­ted that he hoped to there es­cape from all the ru­mors as well as from all the gleams of the fest­iv­al. At the end of a few mo­ments his foot came in con­tact with an obstacle; he stumbled and fell. It was the May truss, which the clerks of the clerks’ law court had de­pos­ited that morn­ing at the door of a pres­id­ent of the par­lia­ment, in hon­or of the solem­nity of the day. Grin­goire bore this new dis­aster hero­ic­ally; he picked him­self up, and reached the wa­ter’s edge. After leav­ing be­hind him the civic Tour­nelle7 and the crim­in­al tower, and skir­ted the great walls of the king’s garden, on that un­paved strand where the mud reached to his ankles, he reached the west­ern point of the city, and con­sidered for some time the is­let of the Pas­seur-aux-Vaches, which has dis­ap­peared be­neath the bronze horse of the Pont Neuf. The is­let ap­peared to him in the shad­ow like a black mass, bey­ond the nar­row strip of whit­ish wa­ter which sep­ar­ated him from it. One could di­vine by the ray of a tiny light the sort of hut in the form of a bee­hive where the fer­ry­man of cows took refuge at night.

			“Happy fer­ry­man!” thought Grin­goire; “you do not dream of glory, and you do not make mar­riage songs! What mat­ters it to you, if kings and Duch­esses of Bur­gundy marry? You know no oth­er dais­ies (mar­guer­ites) than those which your April green­sward gives your cows to browse upon; while I, a poet, am hooted, and shiver, and owe twelve sous, and the soles of my shoes are so trans­par­ent, that they might serve as glasses for your lan­tern! Thanks, fer­ry­man, your cab­in rests my eyes, and makes me for­get Par­is!”

			He was roused from his al­most lyr­ic ec­stacy, by a big double Saint-Jean crack­er, which sud­denly went off from the happy cab­in. It was the cow fer­ry­man, who was tak­ing his part in the re­joicings of the day, and let­ting off fire­works.

			This crack­er made Grin­goire’s skin bristle up all over.

			“Ac­cursed fest­iv­al!” he ex­claimed, “wilt thou pur­sue me every­where? Oh! good God! even to the fer­ry­man’s!”

			Then he looked at the Seine at his feet, and a hor­rible tempta­tion took pos­ses­sion of him:

			“Oh!” said he, “I would gladly drown my­self, were the wa­ter not so cold!”

			Then a des­per­ate res­ol­u­tion oc­curred to him. It was, since he could not es­cape from the Pope of the Fools, from Je­han Fourbault’s ban­ner­ets, from May trusses, from squibs and crack­ers, to go to the Place de Grève.

			“At least,” he said to him­self, “I shall there have a firebrand of joy where­with to warm my­self, and I can sup on some crumbs of the three great ar­mori­al bear­ings of roy­al sug­ar which have been erec­ted on the pub­lic re­fresh­ment-stall of the city.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Place de Grève

			
			There re­mains today but a very im­per­cept­ible vestige of the Place de Grève, such as it ex­is­ted then; it con­sists in the charm­ing little tur­ret, which oc­cu­pies the angle north of the Place, and which, already en­shrouded in the ig­noble plaster which fills with paste the del­ic­ate lines of its sculp­ture, would soon have dis­ap­peared, per­haps sub­merged by that flood of new houses which so rap­idly de­vours all the an­cient façades of Par­is.

			The per­sons who, like ourselves, nev­er cross the Place de Grève without cast­ing a glance of pity and sym­pathy on that poor tur­ret strangled between two hov­els of the time of Louis XV, can eas­ily re­con­struct in their minds the ag­greg­ate of edi­fices to which it be­longed, and find again en­tire in it the an­cient Goth­ic place of the fif­teenth cen­tury.

			It was then, as it is today, an ir­reg­u­lar trapezoid, bordered on one side by the quay, and on the oth­er three by a series of lofty, nar­row, and gloomy houses. By day, one could ad­mire the vari­ety of its edi­fices, all sculp­tured in stone or wood, and already present­ing com­plete spe­ci­mens of the dif­fer­ent do­mest­ic ar­chi­tec­tures of the Middle Ages, run­ning back from the fif­teenth to the el­ev­enth cen­tury, from the case­ment which had be­gun to de­throne the arch, to the Ro­man semi­circle, which had been sup­planted by the ogive, and which still oc­cu­pies, be­low it, the first story of that an­cient house de la Tour Ro­land, at the corner of the Place upon the Seine, on the side of the street with the Tan­ner­ie. At night, one could dis­tin­guish noth­ing of all that mass of build­ings, ex­cept the black in­dent­a­tion of the roofs, un­rolling their chain of acute angles round the place; for one of the rad­ic­al dif­fer­ences between the cit­ies of that time, and the cit­ies of the present day, lay in the façades which looked upon the places and streets, and which were then gables. For the last two cen­tur­ies the houses have been turned round.

			In the centre of the east­ern side of the Place, rose a heavy and hy­brid con­struc­tion, formed of three build­ings placed in jux­ta­pos­i­tion. It was called by three names which ex­plain its his­tory, its des­tin­a­tion, and its ar­chi­tec­ture: “The House of the Dauph­in,” be­cause Charles V, when Dauph­in, had in­hab­ited it; “The Marchand­ise,” be­cause it had served as town hall; and “The Pillared House” (domus ad pilor­ia), be­cause of a series of large pil­lars which sus­tained the three stor­ies. The city found there all that is re­quired for a city like Par­is; a chapel in which to pray to God; a plaidoy­er, or plead­ing room, in which to hold hear­ings, and to re­pel, at need, the King’s people; and un­der the roof, an ar­sen­ac full of ar­til­lery. For the bour­geois of Par­is were aware that it is not suf­fi­cient to pray in every con­junc­ture, and to plead for the fran­chises of the city, and they had al­ways in re­serve, in the gar­ret of the town hall, a few good rusty ar­que­buses. The Grève had then that sin­is­ter as­pect which it pre­serves today from the ex­ec­rable ideas which it awakens, and from the sombre town hall of Domi­n­ique Bo­cador, which has re­placed the Pillared House. It must be ad­mit­ted that a per­man­ent gib­bet and a pil­lory, “a justice and a lad­der,” as they were called in that day, erec­ted side by side in the centre of the pave­ment, con­trib­uted not a little to cause eyes to be turned away from that fatal place, where so many be­ings full of life and health have ag­on­ized; where, fifty years later, that fever of Saint Val­li­er was destined to have its birth, that ter­ror of the scaf­fold, the most mon­strous of all mal­ad­ies be­cause it comes not from God, but from man.

			It is a con­sol­ing idea (let us re­mark in passing), to think that the death pen­alty, which three hun­dred years ago still en­cumbered with its iron wheels, its stone gib­bets, and all its paraphernalia of tor­ture, per­man­ent and riv­eted to the pave­ment, the Grève, the Halles, the Place Dauphine, the Cross du Trahoir, the Marché aux Pourceaux, that hideous Mont­fauc­on, the bar­ri­er des Ser­gents, the Place aux Chats, the Porte Saint-Denis, Champeaux, the Porte Baudets, the Porte Saint Jacques, without reck­on­ing the in­nu­mer­able lad­ders of the prov­osts, the bish­op of the chapters, of the ab­bots, of the pri­ors, who had the de­cree of life and death—without reck­on­ing the ju­di­cial drown­ings in the river Seine; it is con­sol­ing today, after hav­ing lost suc­cess­ively all the pieces of its ar­mor, its lux­ury of tor­ment, its pen­alty of ima­gin­a­tion and fancy, its tor­ture for which it re­con­struc­ted every five years a leath­er bed at the Grand Châtelet, that an­cient su­zer­ain of feud­al so­ci­ety al­most ex­punged from our laws and our cit­ies, hunted from code to code, chased from place to place, has no longer, in our im­mense Par­is, any more than a dis­honored corner of the Grève—than a miser­able guil­lot­ine, furt­ive, un­easy, shame­ful, which seems al­ways afraid of be­ing caught in the act, so quickly does it dis­ap­pear after hav­ing dealt its blow.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Kisses for Blows

			
			When Pierre Grin­goire ar­rived on the Place de Grève, he was para­lyzed. He had dir­ec­ted his course across the Pont aux Meuniers, in or­der to avoid the rabble on the Pont au Change, and the pen­nons of Je­han Fourbault; but the wheels of all the bish­op’s mills had splashed him as he passed, and his doublet was drenched; it seemed to him be­sides, that the fail­ure of his piece had rendered him still more sens­ible to cold than usu­al. Hence he made haste to draw near the bon­fire, which was burn­ing mag­ni­fi­cently in the middle of the Place. But a con­sid­er­able crowd formed a circle around it.

			“Ac­cursed Parisi­ans!” he said to him­self (for Grin­goire, like a true dra­mat­ic poet, was sub­ject to mono­logues) “there they are ob­struct­ing my fire! Nev­er­the­less, I am greatly in need of a chim­ney corner; my shoes drink in the wa­ter, and all those cursed mills wept upon me! That dev­il of a Bish­op of Par­is, with his mills! I’d just like to know what use a bish­op can make of a mill! Does he ex­pect to be­come a miller in­stead of a bish­op? If only my mal­edic­tion is needed for that, I be­stow it upon him! and his cathed­ral, and his mills! Just see if those boobies will put them­selves out! Move aside! I’d like to know what they are do­ing there! They are warm­ing them­selves, much pleas­ure may it give them! They are watch­ing a hun­dred fag­ots burn; a fine spec­tacle!”

			On look­ing more closely, he per­ceived that the circle was much lar­ger than was re­quired simply for the pur­pose of get­ting warm at the king’s fire, and that this con­course of people had not been at­trac­ted solely by the beauty of the hun­dred fag­ots which were burn­ing.

			In a vast space left free between the crowd and the fire, a young girl was dan­cing.

			Wheth­er this young girl was a hu­man be­ing, a fairy, or an an­gel, is what Grin­goire, scep­tic­al philo­soph­er and iron­ic­al poet that he was, could not de­cide at the first mo­ment, so fas­cin­ated was he by this dazzling vis­ion.

			She was not tall, though she seemed so, so boldly did her slender form dart about. She was swarthy of com­plex­ion, but one di­vined that, by day, her skin must pos­sess that beau­ti­ful golden tone of the An­dalus­i­ans and the Ro­man wo­men. Her little foot, too, was An­dalus­i­an, for it was both pinched and at ease in its grace­ful shoe. She danced, she turned, she whirled rap­idly about on an old Per­sian rug, spread neg­li­gently un­der her feet; and each time that her ra­di­ant face passed be­fore you, as she whirled, her great black eyes dar­ted a flash of light­ning at you.

			All around her, all glances were riv­eted, all mouths open; and, in fact, when she danced thus, to the hum­ming of the Basque tam­bour­ine, which her two pure, roun­ded arms raised above her head, slender, frail and vi­va­cious as a wasp, with her corsage of gold without a fold, her varie­gated gown puff­ing out, her bare shoulders, her del­ic­ate limbs, which her pet­ti­coat re­vealed at times, her black hair, her eyes of flame, she was a su­per­nat­ur­al creature.

			“In truth,” said Grin­goire to him­self, “she is a sala­man­der, she is a nymph, she is a god­dess, she is a bac­chante of the Menelean Mount!”

			At that mo­ment, one of the sala­man­der’s braids of hair be­came un­fastened, and a piece of yel­low cop­per which was at­tached to it, rolled to the ground.

			“Hé, no!” said he, “she is a gypsy!”

			All il­lu­sions had dis­ap­peared.

			She began her dance once more; she took from the ground two swords, whose points she res­ted against her brow, and which she made to turn in one dir­ec­tion, while she turned in the oth­er; it was a purely gypsy ef­fect. But, dis­en­chanted though Grin­goire was, the whole ef­fect of this pic­ture was not without its charm and its ma­gic; the bon­fire il­lu­min­ated, with a red flar­ing light, which trembled, all alive, over the circle of faces in the crowd, on the brow of the young girl, and at the back­ground of the Place cast a pal­lid re­flec­tion, on one side upon the an­cient, black, and wrinkled façade of the House of Pil­lars, on the oth­er, upon the old stone gib­bet.

			Among the thou­sands of vis­ages which that light tinged with scar­let, there was one which seemed, even more than all the oth­ers, ab­sorbed in con­tem­pla­tion of the dan­cer. It was the face of a man, aus­tere, calm, and sombre. This man, whose cos­tume was con­cealed by the crowd which sur­roun­ded him, did not ap­pear to be more than five and thirty years of age; nev­er­the­less, he was bald; he had merely a few tufts of thin, gray hair on his temples; his broad, high fore­head had be­gun to be fur­rowed with wrinkles, but his deep-set eyes sparkled with ex­traordin­ary youth­ful­ness, an ar­dent life, a pro­found pas­sion. He kept them fixed in­cess­antly on the gypsy, and, while the giddy young girl of six­teen danced and whirled, for the pleas­ure of all, his re­very seemed to be­come more and more sombre. From time to time, a smile and a sigh met upon his lips, but the smile was more mel­an­choly than the sigh.

			The young girl, stopped at length, breath­less, and the people ap­plauded her lov­ingly.

			“Djali!” said the gypsy.

			Then Grin­goire saw come up to her, a pretty little white goat, alert, wide-awake, glossy, with gil­ded horns, gil­ded hoofs, and gil­ded col­lar, which he had not hitherto per­ceived, and which had re­mained ly­ing curled up on one corner of the car­pet watch­ing his mis­tress dance.

			“Djali!” said the dan­cer, “it is your turn.”

			And, seat­ing her­self, she grace­fully presen­ted her tam­bour­ine to the goat.

			“Djali,” she con­tin­ued, “what month is this?”

			The goat lif­ted its fore foot, and struck one blow upon the tam­bour­ine. It was the first month in the year, in fact.

			“Djali,” pur­sued the young girl, turn­ing her tam­bour­ine round, “what day of the month is this?”

			Djali raised his little gilt hoof, and struck six blows on the tam­bour­ine.

			“Djali,” pur­sued the Egyp­tian, with still an­oth­er move­ment of the tam­bour­ine, “what hour of the day is it?”

			Djali struck sev­en blows. At that mo­ment, the clock of the Pil­lar House rang out sev­en.

			The people were amazed.

			“There’s sor­cery at the bot­tom of it,” said a sin­is­ter voice in the crowd. It was that of the bald man, who nev­er re­moved his eyes from the gypsy.

			She shuddered and turned round; but ap­plause broke forth and drowned the mor­ose ex­clam­a­tion.

			It even ef­faced it so com­pletely from her mind, that she con­tin­ued to ques­tion her goat.

			“Djali, what does Mas­ter Guichard Grand-Remy, cap­tain of the pis­to­liers of the town do, at the pro­ces­sion of Candlemas?”

			Djali reared him­self on his hind legs, and began to bleat, march­ing along with so much dainty grav­ity, that the en­tire circle of spec­tat­ors burst in­to a laugh at this par­ody of the in­ter­ested de­vout­ness of the cap­tain of pis­to­liers.

			“Djali,” re­sumed the young girl, em­boldened by her grow­ing suc­cess, “how preaches Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue, pro­cur­at­or to the king in the ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al court?”

			The goat seated him­self on his hind quar­ters, and began to bleat, wav­ing his fore feet in so strange a man­ner, that, with the ex­cep­tion of the bad French, and worse Lat­in, Jacques Char­molue was there com­plete—ges­ture, ac­cent, and at­ti­tude.

			And the crowd ap­plauded louder than ever.

			“Sac­ri­lege! profan­a­tion!” re­sumed the voice of the bald man.

			The gypsy turned round once more.

			“Ah!” said she, “ ’tis that vil­lain­ous man!” Then, thrust­ing her un­der lip out bey­ond the up­per, she made a little pout, which ap­peared to be fa­mil­i­ar to her, ex­ecuted a pi­rou­ette on her heel, and set about col­lect­ing in her tam­bour­ine the gifts of the mul­ti­tude.

			Big blanks, little blanks, targes8 and eagle liards showered in­to it.

			All at once, she passed in front of Grin­goire. Grin­goire put his hand so reck­lessly in­to his pock­et that she hal­ted. “The dev­il!” said the poet, find­ing at the bot­tom of his pock­et the real­ity, that is, to say, a void. In the mean­time, the pretty girl stood there, gaz­ing at him with her big eyes, and hold­ing out her tam­bour­ine to him and wait­ing. Grin­goire broke in­to a vi­ol­ent per­spir­a­tion.

			If he had all Peru in his pock­et, he would cer­tainly have giv­en it to the dan­cer; but Grin­goire had not Peru, and, moreover, Amer­ica had not yet been dis­covered.

			Hap­pily, an un­ex­pec­ted in­cid­ent came to his res­cue.

			“Will you take your­self off, you Egyp­tian grasshop­per?” cried a sharp voice, which pro­ceeded from the darkest corner of the Place.

			The young girl turned round in af­fright. It was no longer the voice of the bald man; it was the voice of a wo­man, big­oted and ma­li­cious.

			How­ever, this cry, which alarmed the gypsy, de­lighted a troop of chil­dren who were prowl­ing about there.

			“It is the re­cluse of the Tour-Ro­land,” they ex­claimed, with wild laughter, “it is the sacked nun who is scold­ing! Hasn’t she supped? Let’s carry her the re­mains of the city re­fresh­ments!”

			All rushed to­wards the Pil­lar House.

			In the mean­while, Grin­goire had taken ad­vant­age of the dan­cer’s em­bar­rass­ment, to dis­ap­pear. The chil­dren’s shouts had re­minded him that he, also, had not supped, so he ran to the pub­lic buf­fet. But the little ras­cals had bet­ter legs than he; when he ar­rived, they had stripped the table. There re­mained not so much as a miser­able cam­ichon at five sous the pound. Noth­ing re­mained upon the wall but slender fleurs-de-lis, mingled with rose bushes, painted in 1434 by Math­ieu Biterne. It was a mea­gre sup­per.

			It is an un­pleas­ant thing to go to bed without sup­per, it is a still less pleas­ant thing not to sup and not to know where one is to sleep. That was Grin­goire’s con­di­tion. No sup­per, no shel­ter; he saw him­self pressed on all sides by ne­ces­sity, and he found ne­ces­sity very crabbed. He had long ago dis­covered the truth, that Jupiter cre­ated men dur­ing a fit of mis­an­thropy, and that dur­ing a wise man’s whole life, his des­tiny holds his philo­sophy in a state of siege. As for him­self, he had nev­er seen the block­ade so com­plete; he heard his stom­ach sound­ing a par­ley, and he con­sidered it very much out of place that evil des­tiny should cap­ture his philo­sophy by fam­ine.

			This mel­an­choly re­very was ab­sorb­ing him more and more, when a song, quaint but full of sweet­ness, sud­denly tore him from it. It was the young gypsy who was singing.

			Her voice was like her dan­cing, like her beauty. It was in­defin­able and charm­ing; some­thing pure and son­or­ous, aer­i­al, winged, so to speak. There were con­tinu­al out­bursts, melod­ies, un­ex­pec­ted ca­dences, then simple phrases strewn with aer­i­al and hiss­ing notes; then floods of scales which would have put a night­in­gale to rout, but in which har­mony was al­ways present; then soft mod­u­la­tions of octaves which rose and fell, like the bos­om of the young sing­er. Her beau­ti­ful face fol­lowed, with sin­gu­lar mo­bil­ity, all the caprices of her song, from the wild­est in­spir­a­tion to the chast­est dig­nity. One would have pro­nounced her now a mad creature, now a queen.

			The words which she sang were in a tongue un­known to Grin­goire, and which seemed to him to be un­known to her­self, so little re­la­tion did the ex­pres­sion which she im­par­ted to her song bear to the sense of the words. Thus, these four lines, in her mouth, were madly gay—

			
				
					Un cofre de gran riqueza
					

					Hal­laron den­tro un pi­l­ar,
					

					Den­tro del, nuevas bander­as
					

					Con figur­as de es­pantar.9
				

			

			And an in­stant af­ter­wards, at the ac­cents which she im­par­ted to this stanza—

			
				
					Ala­rabes de cavallo
					

					Sin poder­se me­n­ear,
					

					Con es­pa­das, y los cuel­los,
					

					Balles­tas de buen echar,
				

			

			Grin­goire felt the tears start to his eyes. Nev­er­the­less, her song breathed joy, most of all, and she seemed to sing like a bird, from serenity and heed­less­ness.

			The gypsy’s song had dis­turbed Grin­goire’s re­very as the swan dis­turbs the wa­ter. He listened in a sort of rap­ture, and for­get­ful­ness of everything. It was the first mo­ment in the course of many hours when he did not feel that he suffered.

			The mo­ment was brief.

			The same wo­man’s voice, which had in­ter­rup­ted the gypsy’s dance, in­ter­rup­ted her song.

			“Will you hold your tongue, you crick­et of hell?” it cried, still from the same ob­scure corner of the place.

			The poor “crick­et” stopped short. Grin­goire covered up his ears.

			“Oh!” he ex­claimed, “ac­cursed saw with miss­ing teeth, which comes to break the lyre!”

			Mean­while, the oth­er spec­tat­ors mur­mured like him­self; “To the dev­il with the sacked nun!” said some of them. And the old in­vis­ible kill­joy might have had oc­ca­sion to re­pent of her ag­gres­sions against the gypsy had their at­ten­tion not been di­ver­ted at this mo­ment by the pro­ces­sion of the Pope of the Fools, which, after hav­ing tra­versed many streets and squares, de­bouched on the Place de Grève, with all its torches and all its up­roar.

			This pro­ces­sion, which our read­ers have seen set out from the Pal­ais de Justice, had or­gan­ized on the way, and had been re­cruited by all the knaves, idle thieves, and un­em­ployed vag­a­bonds in Par­is; so that it presen­ted a very re­spect­able as­pect when it ar­rived at the Grève.

			First came Egypt. The Duke of Egypt headed it, on horse­back, with his counts on foot hold­ing his bridle and stir­rups for him; be­hind them, the male and fe­male Egyp­tians, pell-mell, with their little chil­dren cry­ing on their shoulders; all—duke, counts, and popu­lace—in rags and tat­ters. Then came the King­dom of Ar­got; that is to say, all the thieves of France, ar­ranged ac­cord­ing to the or­der of their dig­nity; the minor people walk­ing first. Thus de­filed by fours, with the divers in­signia of their grades, in that strange fac­ulty, most of them lame, some cripples, oth­ers one-armed, shop clerks, pil­grims, hu­bins, boot­blacks, thimble-rig­gers, street ar­abs, beg­gars, the blear-eyed beg­gars, thieves, the weakly, vag­a­bonds, mer­chants, sham sol­diers, gold­smiths, passed mas­ters of pick­pock­ets, isol­ated thieves. A cata­logue that would weary Homer. In the centre of the con­clave of the passed mas­ters of pick­pock­ets, one had some dif­fi­culty in dis­tin­guish­ing the King of Ar­got, the grand coësre, so called, crouch­ing in a little cart drawn by two big dogs. After the king­dom of the Ar­goti­ers, came the Em­pire of Ga­lilee. Guil­laume Rousseau, Em­per­or of the Em­pire of Ga­lilee, marched majestic­ally in his robe of purple, spot­ted with wine, pre­ceded by buf­foons wrest­ling and ex­ecut­ing mil­it­ary dances; sur­roun­ded by his mace­bear­ers, his pick­pock­ets and clerks of the cham­ber of ac­counts. Last of all came the cor­por­a­tion of law clerks, with its may­poles crowned with flowers, its black robes, its mu­sic worthy of the orgy, and its large candles of yel­low wax. In the centre of this crowd, the grand of­ficers of the Broth­er­hood of Fools bore on their shoulders a lit­ter more loaded down with candles than the reliquary of Sainte-Geneviève in time of pest; and on this lit­ter shone resplen­dent, with cro­si­er, cope, and mitre, the new Pope of the Fools, the bell­ringer of Notre-Dame, Quasimodo the hunch­back.

			Each sec­tion of this grot­esque pro­ces­sion had its own mu­sic. The Egyp­tians made their drums and Afric­an tam­bour­ines re­sound. The slang men, not a very mu­sic­al race, still clung to the goat’s horn trum­pet and the Goth­ic rubebbe of the twelfth cen­tury. The Em­pire of Ga­lilee was not much more ad­vanced; among its mu­sic one could hardly dis­tin­guish some miser­able re­bec, from the in­fancy of the art, still im­prisoned in the “ré-la-mi.” But it was around the Pope of the Fools that all the mu­sic­al riches of the epoch were dis­played in a mag­ni­fi­cent dis­cord. It was noth­ing but sop­rano re­becs, coun­terten­or re­becs, and ten­or re­becs, not to reck­on the flutes and brass in­stru­ments. Alas! our read­ers will re­mem­ber that this was Grin­goire’s or­ches­tra.

			It is dif­fi­cult to con­vey an idea of the de­gree of proud and bliss­ful ex­pan­sion to which the sad and hideous vis­age of Quasimodo had at­tained dur­ing the trans­it from the Pal­ais de Justice, to the Place de Grève. It was the first en­joy­ment of self-love that he had ever ex­per­i­enced. Down to that day, he had known only hu­mi­li­ation, dis­dain for his con­di­tion, dis­gust for his per­son. Hence, deaf though he was, he en­joyed, like a ver­it­able pope, the ac­clam­a­tions of that throng, which he hated be­cause he felt that he was hated by it. What mattered it that his people con­sisted of a pack of fools, cripples, thieves, and beg­gars? it was still a people and he was its sov­er­eign. And he ac­cep­ted ser­i­ously all this iron­ic­al ap­plause, all this de­ris­ive re­spect, with which the crowd mingled, it must be ad­mit­ted, a good deal of very real fear. For the hunch­back was ro­bust; for the bandy-legged fel­low was agile; for the deaf man was ma­li­cious: three qual­it­ies which tem­per ri­dicule.

			We are far from be­liev­ing, how­ever, that the new Pope of the Fools un­der­stood both the sen­ti­ments which he felt and the sen­ti­ments which he in­spired. The spir­it which was lodged in this fail­ure of a body had, ne­ces­sar­ily, some­thing in­com­plete and deaf about it. Thus, what he felt at the mo­ment was to him, ab­so­lutely vague, in­dis­tinct, and con­fused. Only joy made it­self felt, only pride dom­in­ated. Around that sombre and un­happy face, there hung a ra­di­ance.

			It was, then, not without sur­prise and alarm, that at the very mo­ment when Quasimodo was passing the Pil­lar House, in that semi-in­tox­ic­ated state, a man was seen to dart from the crowd, and to tear from his hands, with a ges­ture of an­ger, his cro­si­er of gil­ded wood, the em­blem of his mock pope­ship.

			This man, this rash in­di­vidu­al, was the man with the bald brow, who, a mo­ment earli­er, stand­ing with the gypsy’s group had chilled the poor girl with his words of men­ace and of hatred. He was dressed in an ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al cos­tume. At the mo­ment when he stood forth from the crowd, Grin­goire, who had not no­ticed him up to that time, re­cog­nized him: “Hold!” he said, with an ex­clam­a­tion of as­ton­ish­ment. “Eh! ’tis my mas­ter in Her­mes, Dom Claude Frollo, the arch­deac­on! What the dev­il does he want of that old one-eyed fel­low? He’ll get him­self de­voured!”

			A cry of ter­ror arose, in fact. The for­mid­able Quasimodo had hurled him­self from the lit­ter, and the wo­men turned aside their eyes in or­der not to see him tear the arch­deac­on asun­der.

			He made one bound as far as the priest, looked at him, and fell upon his knees.

			The priest tore off his tiara, broke his crozi­er, and rent his tin­sel cope.

			Quasimodo re­mained on his knees, with head bent and hands clasped. Then there was es­tab­lished between them a strange dia­logue of signs and ges­tures, for neither of them spoke. The priest, erect on his feet, ir­rit­ated, threat­en­ing, im­per­i­ous; Quasimodo, pros­trate, humble, sup­pli­ant. And, nev­er­the­less, it is cer­tain that Quasimodo could have crushed the priest with his thumb.

			At length the arch­deac­on, giv­ing Quasimodo’s power­ful shoulder a rough shake, made him a sign to rise and fol­low him.

			Quasimodo rose.

			Then the Broth­er­hood of Fools, their first stupor hav­ing passed off, wished to de­fend their pope, so ab­ruptly de­throned. The Egyp­tians, the men of slang, and all the fra­tern­ity of law clerks, gathered howl­ing round the priest.

			Quasimodo placed him­self in front of the priest, set in play the muscles of his ath­let­ic fists, and glared upon the as­sail­ants with the snarl of an angry ti­ger.

			The priest re­sumed his sombre grav­ity, made a sign to Quasimodo, and re­tired in si­lence.

			Quasimodo walked in front of him, scat­ter­ing the crowd as he passed.

			When they had tra­versed the popu­lace and the Place, the cloud of curi­ous and idle were minded to fol­low them. Quasimodo then con­sti­tuted him­self the rear­guard, and fol­lowed the arch­deac­on, walk­ing back­wards, squat, surly, mon­strous, brist­ling, gath­er­ing up his limbs, lick­ing his boar’s tusks, growl­ing like a wild beast, and im­part­ing to the crowd im­mense vi­bra­tions, with a look or a ges­ture.

			Both were al­lowed to plunge in­to a dark and nar­row street, where no one dared to ven­ture after them; so thor­oughly did the mere chi­mera of Quasimodo gnash­ing his teeth bar the en­trance.

			“Here’s a mar­vel­lous thing,” said Grin­goire; “but where the deuce shall I find some sup­per?”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The In­con­veni­ences of Fol­low­ing a Pretty Wo­man Through the Streets in the Even­ing

			
			Grin­goire set out to fol­low the gypsy at all haz­ards. He had seen her, ac­com­pan­ied by her goat, take to the Rue de la Couteller­ie; he took the Rue de la Couteller­ie.

			“Why not?” he said to him­self.

			Grin­goire, a prac­tic­al philo­soph­er of the streets of Par­is, had no­ticed that noth­ing is more pro­pi­tious to re­very than fol­low­ing a pretty wo­man without know­ing whith­er she is go­ing. There was in this vol­un­tary ab­dic­a­tion of his free-will, in this fancy sub­mit­ting it­self to an­oth­er fancy, which sus­pects it not, a mix­ture of fant­ast­ic in­de­pend­ence and blind obed­i­ence, some­thing in­des­crib­able, in­ter­me­di­ate between slavery and liberty, which pleased Grin­goire—a spir­it es­sen­tially com­pound, un­de­cided, and com­plex, hold­ing the ex­tremit­ies of all ex­tremes, in­cess­antly sus­pen­ded between all hu­man propensit­ies, and neut­ral­iz­ing one by the oth­er. He was fond of com­par­ing him­self to Muhammad’s coffin, at­trac­ted in two dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tions by two load­stones, and hes­it­at­ing etern­ally between the heights and the depths, between the vault and the pave­ment, between fall and as­cent, between zenith and nadir.

			If Grin­goire had lived in our day, what a fine middle course he would hold between clas­si­cism and ro­man­ti­cism!

			But he was not suf­fi­ciently prim­it­ive to live three hun­dred years, and ’tis a pity. His ab­sence is a void which is but too sens­ibly felt today.

			Moreover, for the pur­pose of thus fol­low­ing pass­ersby (and es­pe­cially fe­male pass­ersby) in the streets, which Grin­goire was fond of do­ing, there is no bet­ter dis­pos­i­tion than ig­nor­ance of where one is go­ing to sleep.

			So he walked along, very thought­fully, be­hind the young girl, who hastened her pace and made her goat trot as she saw the bour­geois re­turn­ing home and the tav­erns—the only shops which had been open that day—clos­ing.

			“After all,” he half thought to him­self, “she must lodge some­where; gypsies have kindly hearts. Who knows?—”

			And in the points of sus­pense which he placed after this reti­cence in his mind, there lay I know not what flat­ter­ing ideas.

			Mean­while, from time to time, as he passed the last groups of bour­geois clos­ing their doors, he caught some scraps of their con­ver­sa­tion, which broke the thread of his pleas­ant hy­po­theses.

			Now it was two old men ac­cost­ing each oth­er.

			“Do you know that it is cold, Mas­ter Thibaut Fernicle?” (Grin­goire had been aware of this since the be­gin­ning of the winter.)

			“Yes, in­deed, Mas­ter Bon­iface Disome! Are we go­ing to have a winter such as we had three years ago, in ’80, when wood cost eight sous the meas­ure?”

			“Bah! that’s noth­ing, Mas­ter Thibaut, com­pared with the winter of 1407, when it froze from St. Mar­tin’s Day un­til Candlemas! and so cold that the pen of the re­gis­trar of the par­lia­ment froze every three words, in the Grand Cham­ber! which in­ter­rup­ted the re­gis­tra­tion of justice.”

			Fur­ther on there were two fe­male neigh­bors at their win­dows, hold­ing candles, which the fog caused to sput­ter.

			“Has your hus­band told you about the mis­hap, Ma­demois­elle la Boudraque?”

			“No. What is it, Ma­demois­elle Tur­quant?”

			“The horse of M. Gilles God­in, the not­ary at the Châtelet, took fright at the Flem­ings and their pro­ces­sion, and over­turned Mas­ter Phil­ippe Av­ril­lot, lay monk of the Ce­lestins.”

			“Really?”

			“Ac­tu­ally.”

			“A bour­geois horse! ’tis rather too much! If it had been a cav­alry horse, well and good!”

			And the win­dows were closed. But Grin­goire had lost the thread of his ideas, nev­er­the­less.

			For­tu­nately, he speedily found it again, and he knot­ted it to­geth­er without dif­fi­culty, thanks to the gypsy, thanks to Djali, who still walked in front of him; two fine, del­ic­ate, and charm­ing creatures, whose tiny feet, beau­ti­ful forms, and grace­ful man­ners he was en­gaged in ad­mir­ing, al­most con­fus­ing them in his con­tem­pla­tion; be­liev­ing them to be both young girls, from their in­tel­li­gence and good friend­ship; re­gard­ing them both as goats—so far as the light­ness, agil­ity, and dex­ter­ity of their walk were con­cerned.

			But the streets were be­com­ing black­er and more deser­ted every mo­ment. The curfew had soun­ded long ago, and it was only at rare in­ter­vals now that they en­countered a passerby in the street, or a light in the win­dows. Grin­goire had be­come in­volved, in his pur­suit of the gypsy, in that in­ex­tric­able labyrinth of al­leys, squares, and closed courts which sur­round the an­cient sep­ulchre of the Saints-In­no­cents, and which re­sembles a ball of thread tangled by a cat. “Here are streets which pos­sess but little lo­gic!” said Grin­goire, lost in the thou­sands of cir­cuits which re­turned upon them­selves in­cess­antly, but where the young girl pur­sued a road which seemed fa­mil­i­ar to her, without hes­it­a­tion and with a step which be­came ever more rap­id. As for him, he would have been ut­terly ig­nor­ant of his situ­ation had he not es­pied, in passing, at the turn of a street, the oc­ta­gon­al mass of the pil­lory of the fish mar­kets, the open­work sum­mit of which threw its black, fret­ted out­lines clearly upon a win­dow which was still lighted in the Rue Ver­delet.

			The young girl’s at­ten­tion had been at­trac­ted to him for the last few mo­ments; she had re­peatedly turned her head to­wards him with un­eas­i­ness; she had even once come to a stand­still, and tak­ing ad­vant­age of a ray of light which es­caped from a half-open bakery to sur­vey him in­tently, from head to foot, then, hav­ing cast this glance, Grin­goire had seen her make that little pout which he had already no­ticed, after which she passed on.

			This little pout had fur­nished Grin­goire with food for thought. There was cer­tainly both dis­dain and mock­ery in that grace­ful grim­ace. So he dropped his head, began to count the pav­ing-stones, and to fol­low the young girl at a little great­er dis­tance, when, at the turn of a street, which had caused him to lose sight of her, he heard her ut­ter a pier­cing cry.

			He hastened his steps.

			The street was full of shad­ows. Nev­er­the­less, a twist of tow soaked in oil, which burned in a cage at the feet of the Holy Vir­gin at the street corner, per­mit­ted Grin­goire to make out the gypsy strug­gling in the arms of two men, who were en­deavor­ing to stifle her cries. The poor little goat, in great alarm, lowered his horns and bleated.

			“Help! gen­tle­men of the watch!” shouted Grin­goire, and ad­vanced bravely. One of the men who held the young girl turned to­wards him. It was the for­mid­able vis­age of Quasimodo.

			Grin­goire did not take to flight, but neither did he ad­vance an­oth­er step.

			Quasimodo came up to him, tossed him four paces away on the pave­ment with a back­ward turn of the hand, and plunged rap­idly in­to the gloom, bear­ing the young girl fol­ded across one arm like a silken scarf. His com­pan­ion fol­lowed him, and the poor goat ran after them all, bleat­ing plaint­ively.

			“Murder! murder!” shrieked the un­happy gypsy.

			“Halt, ras­cals, and yield me that wench!” sud­denly shouted in a voice of thun­der, a cava­lier who ap­peared sud­denly from a neigh­bor­ing square.

			It was a cap­tain of the king’s arch­ers, armed from head to foot, with his sword in his hand.

			He tore the gypsy from the arms of the dazed Quasimodo, threw her across his saddle, and at the mo­ment when the ter­rible hunch­back, re­cov­er­ing from his sur­prise, rushed upon him to re­gain his prey, fif­teen or six­teen arch­ers, who fol­lowed their cap­tain closely, made their ap­pear­ance, with their two-edged swords in their fists. It was a squad of the king’s po­lice, which was mak­ing the rounds, by or­der of Messire Robert d’Es­touteville, guard of the prov­ost­ship of Par­is.

			Quasimodo was sur­roun­ded, seized, gar­roted; he roared, he foamed at the mouth, he bit; and had it been broad day­light, there is no doubt that his face alone, rendered more hideous by wrath, would have put the en­tire squad to flight. But by night he was de­prived of his most for­mid­able weapon, his ugli­ness.

			His com­pan­ion had dis­ap­peared dur­ing the struggle.

			The gypsy grace­fully raised her­self up­right upon the of­ficer’s saddle, placed both hands upon the young man’s shoulders, and gazed fix­edly at him for sev­er­al seconds, as though en­chanted with his good looks and with the aid which he had just rendered her. Then break­ing si­lence first, she said to him, mak­ing her sweet voice still sweeter than usu­al—

			“What is your name, mon­sieur le gen­darme?”

			“Cap­tain Phoe­bus de Château­pers, at your ser­vice, my beauty!” replied the of­ficer, draw­ing him­self up.

			“Thanks,” said she.

			And while Cap­tain Phoe­bus was turn­ing up his mous­tache in Bur­gun­di­an fash­ion, she slipped from the horse, like an ar­row fall­ing to earth, and fled.

			A flash of light­ning would have van­ished less quickly.

			“Nom­brill of the Pope!” said the cap­tain, caus­ing Quasimodo’s straps to be drawn tight­er, “I should have pre­ferred to keep the wench.”

			“What would you have, cap­tain?” said one gen­darme. “The warbler has fled, and the bat re­mains.”

		
	
		
			
				V

				Res­ult of the Dangers

			
			Grin­goire, thor­oughly stunned by his fall, re­mained on the pave­ment in front of the Holy Vir­gin at the street corner. Little by little, he re­gained his senses; at first, for sev­er­al minutes, he was float­ing in a sort of half-som­no­lent re­very, which was not without its charm, in which aer­i­el fig­ures of the gypsy and her goat were coupled with Quasimodo’s heavy fist. This state las­ted but a short time. A de­cidedly vivid sen­sa­tion of cold in the part of his body which was in con­tact with the pave­ment, sud­denly aroused him and caused his spir­it to re­turn to the sur­face.

			“Whence comes this chill?” he said ab­ruptly, to him­self. He then per­ceived that he was ly­ing half in the middle of the gut­ter.

			“That dev­il of a hunch­backed cyc­lops!” he muttered between his teeth; and he tried to rise. But he was too much dazed and bruised; he was forced to re­main where he was. Moreover, his hand was tol­er­ably free; he stopped up his nose and resigned him­self.

			“The mud of Par­is,” he said to him­self—for de­cidedly he thought that he was sure that the gut­ter would prove his refuge for the night; and what can one do in a refuge, ex­cept dream?—“the mud of Par­is is par­tic­u­larly stink­ing; it must con­tain a great deal of volat­ile and nitric salts. That, moreover, is the opin­ion of Mas­ter Nich­olas Flamel, and of the al­chem­ists—”

			The word “al­chem­ists” sud­denly sug­ges­ted to his mind the idea of Arch­deac­on Claude Frollo. He re­called the vi­ol­ent scene which he had just wit­nessed in part; that the gypsy was strug­gling with two men, that Quasimodo had a com­pan­ion; and the mor­ose and haughty face of the arch­deac­on passed con­fusedly through his memory. “That would be strange!” he said to him­self. And on that fact and that basis he began to con­struct a fant­ast­ic edi­fice of hy­po­thes­is, that card-castle of philo­soph­ers; then, sud­denly re­turn­ing once more to real­ity, “Come! I’m freez­ing!” he ejac­u­lated.

			The place was, in fact, be­com­ing less and less ten­able. Each mo­lecule of the gut­ter bore away a mo­lecule of heat ra­di­at­ing from Grin­goire’s loins, and the equi­lib­ri­um between the tem­per­at­ure of his body and the tem­per­at­ure of the brook, began to be es­tab­lished in rough fash­ion.

			Quite a dif­fer­ent an­noy­ance sud­denly as­sailed him. A group of chil­dren, those little bare­footed sav­ages who have al­ways roamed the pave­ments of Par­is un­der the etern­al name of gam­ins, and who, when we were also chil­dren ourselves, threw stones at all of us in the af­ter­noon, when we came out of school, be­cause our trousers were not torn—a swarm of these young scamps rushed to­wards the square where Grin­goire lay, with shouts and laughter which seemed to pay but little heed to the sleep of the neigh­bors. They were drag­ging after them some sort of hideous sack; and the noise of their wooden shoes alone would have roused the dead. Grin­goire who was not quite dead yet, half raised him­self.

			“Ohé, Hen­nequin Dandèche! Ohé, Je­han Pince­bourde!” they shouted in deaf­en­ing tones, “old Eu­stache Mou­bon, the mer­chant at the corner, has just died. We’ve got his straw pal­let, we’re go­ing to have a bon­fire out of it. It’s the turn of the Flem­ish today!”

			And be­hold, they flung the pal­let dir­ectly upon Grin­goire, be­side whom they had ar­rived, without espy­ing him. At the same time, one of them took a hand­ful of straw and set off to light it at the wick of the good Vir­gin.

			“S’death!” growled Grin­goire, “am I go­ing to be too warm now?”

			It was a crit­ic­al mo­ment. He was caught between fire and wa­ter; he made a su­per­hu­man ef­fort, the ef­fort of a coun­ter­feit­er of money who is on the point of be­ing boiled, and who seeks to es­cape. He rose to his feet, flung aside the straw pal­let upon the street urchins, and fled.

			“Holy Vir­gin!” shrieked the chil­dren; “ ’tis the mer­chant’s ghost!”

			And they fled in their turn.

			The straw mat­tress re­mained mas­ter of the field. Belle­forêt, Fath­er Le Juge, and Cor­roz­et af­firm that it was picked up on the mor­row, with great pomp, by the clergy of the quarter, and borne to the treas­ury of the church of Saint Op­por­tune, where the sac­ristan, even as late as 1789, earned a tol­er­ably hand­some rev­en­ue out of the great mir­acle of the Statue of the Vir­gin at the corner of the Rue Mauc­on­seil, which had, by its mere pres­ence, on the mem­or­able night between the sixth and sev­enth of Janu­ary, 1482, ex­or­cised the de­funct Eu­stache Mou­bon, who, in or­der to play a trick on the dev­il, had at his death ma­li­ciously con­cealed his soul in his straw pal­let.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Broken Jug

			
			After hav­ing run for some time at the top of his speed, without know­ing whith­er, knock­ing his head against many a street corner, leap­ing many a gut­ter, tra­vers­ing many an al­ley, many a court, many a square, seek­ing flight and pas­sage through all the me­an­der­ings of the an­cient pas­sages of the Halles, ex­plor­ing in his pan­ic ter­ror what the fine Lat­in of the maps calls tota via, chemin­um et vi­aria, our poet sud­denly hal­ted for lack of breath in the first place, and in the second, be­cause he had been collared, after a fash­ion, by a di­lemma which had just oc­curred to his mind. “It strikes me, Mas­ter Pierre Grin­goire,” he said to him­self, pla­cing his fin­ger to his brow, “that you are run­ning like a mad­man. The little scamps are no less afraid of you than you are of them. It strikes me, I say, that you heard the clat­ter of their wooden shoes flee­ing south­ward, while you were flee­ing north­ward. Now, one of two things, either they have taken flight, and the pal­let, which they must have for­got­ten in their ter­ror, is pre­cisely that hos­pit­able bed in search of which you have been run­ning ever since morn­ing, and which ma­dame the Vir­gin mi­ra­cu­lously sends you, in or­der to re­com­pense you for hav­ing made a mor­al­ity in her hon­or, ac­com­pan­ied by tri­umphs and mum­mer­ies; or the chil­dren have not taken flight, and in that case they have put the brand to the pal­let, and that is pre­cisely the good fire which you need to cheer, dry, and warm you. In either case, good fire or good bed, that straw pal­let is a gift from heav­en. The blessed Vir­gin Mar­ie who stands at the corner of the Rue Mauc­on­seil, could only have made Eu­stache Mou­bon die for that ex­press pur­pose; and it is folly on your part to flee thus zig­zag, like a Pi­card be­fore a French­man, leav­ing be­hind you what you seek be­fore you; and you are a fool!”

			Then he re­traced his steps, and feel­ing his way and search­ing, with his nose to the wind and his ears on the alert, he tried to find the blessed pal­let again, but in vain. There was noth­ing to be found but in­ter­sec­tions of houses, closed courts, and cross­ings of streets, in the midst of which he hes­it­ated and doubted in­cess­antly, be­ing more per­plexed and en­tangled in this med­ley of streets than he would have been even in the labyrinth of the Hôtel des Tour­nelles. At length he lost pa­tience, and ex­claimed sol­emnly: “Cursed be cross roads! ’tis the dev­il who has made them in the shape of his pitch­fork!”

			This ex­clam­a­tion af­forded him a little solace, and a sort of red­dish re­flec­tion which he caught sight of at that mo­ment, at the ex­tremity of a long and nar­row lane, com­pleted the el­ev­a­tion of his mor­al tone. “God be praised!” said he, “There it is yon­der! There is my pal­let burn­ing.” And com­par­ing him­self to the pi­lot who suf­fers ship­wreck by night, “Salve,” he ad­ded pi­ously, “salve, mar­is stella!”

			Did he ad­dress this frag­ment of lit­any to the Holy Vir­gin, or to the pal­let? We are ut­terly un­able to say.

			He had taken but a few steps in the long street, which sloped down­wards, was un­paved, and more and more muddy and steep, when he no­ticed a very sin­gu­lar thing. It was not deser­ted; here and there along its ex­tent crawled cer­tain vague and form­less masses, all dir­ect­ing their course to­wards the light which flickered at the end of the street, like those heavy in­sects which drag along by night, from blade to blade of grass, to­wards the shep­herd’s fire.

			Noth­ing renders one so ad­ven­tur­ous as not be­ing able to feel the place where one’s pock­et is situ­ated. Grin­goire con­tin­ued to ad­vance, and had soon joined that one of the forms which dragged along most in­dol­ently, be­hind the oth­ers. On draw­ing near, he per­ceived that it was noth­ing else than a wretched leg­less cripple in a bowl, who was hop­ping along on his two hands like a wounded field-spider which has but two legs left. At the mo­ment when he passed close to this spe­cies of spider with a hu­man coun­ten­ance, it raised to­wards him a lam­ent­able voice: “La buona man­cia, si­gnor! la buona man­cia!”10

			“Deuce take you,” said Grin­goire, “and me with you, if I know what you mean!”

			And he passed on.

			He over­took an­oth­er of these it­in­er­ant masses, and ex­amined it. It was an im­pot­ent man, both halt and crippled, and halt and crippled to such a de­gree that the com­plic­ated sys­tem of crutches and wooden legs which sus­tained him, gave him the air of a ma­son’s scaf­fold­ing on the march. Grin­goire, who liked noble and clas­sic­al com­par­is­ons, com­pared him in thought to the liv­ing tri­pod of Vul­can.

			This liv­ing tri­pod sa­luted him as he passed, but stop­ping his hat on a level with Grin­goire’s chin, like a shav­ing dish, while he shouted in the lat­ter’s ears: “Señor ca­bellero, para com­prar un pe­daso de pan!”11

			“It ap­pears,” said Grin­goire, “that this one can also talk; but ’tis a rude lan­guage, and he is more for­tu­nate than I if he un­der­stands it.” Then, smit­ing his brow, in a sud­den trans­ition of ideas: “By the way, what the deuce did they mean this morn­ing with their ‘Es­mer­alda?’ ”

			He was minded to aug­ment his pace, but for the third time some­thing barred his way. This some­thing or, rather, someone was a blind man, a little blind fel­low with a bearded, Jew­ish face, who, row­ing away in the space about him with a stick, and towed by a large dog, droned through his nose with a Hun­gari­an ac­cent: “Fa­citote carit­atem!”

			“Well, now,” said Grin­goire, “here’s one at last who speaks a Chris­ti­an tongue. I must have a very char­it­able as­pect, since they ask alms of me in the present lean con­di­tion of my purse. My friend,” and he turned to­wards the blind man, “I sold my last shirt last week; that is to say, since you un­der­stand only the lan­guage of Cicero: Ven­didi heb­do­made nu­per trans­ita meam ul­tim­am chemisam.”

			That said, he turned his back upon the blind man, and pur­sued his way. But the blind man began to in­crease his stride at the same time; and, be­hold! the cripple and the leg­less man, in his bowl, came up on their side in great haste, and with great clam­or of bowl and crutches, upon the pave­ment. Then all three, jost­ling each oth­er at poor Grin­goire’s heels, began to sing their song to him—

			“Carit­atem!” chanted the blind man.

			“La buona man­cia!” chanted the cripple in the bowl.

			And the lame man took up the mu­sic­al phrase by re­peat­ing: “Un pe­daso de pan!”

			Grin­goire stopped up his ears. “Oh, tower of Ba­bel!” he ex­claimed.

			He set out to run. The blind man ran! The lame man ran! The cripple in the bowl ran!

			And then, in pro­por­tion as he plunged deep­er in­to the street, cripples in bowls, blind men and lame men, swarmed about him, and men with one arm, and with one eye, and the lep­rous with their sores, some emer­ging from little streets ad­ja­cent, some from the air-holes of cel­lars, howl­ing, bel­low­ing, yelp­ing, all limp­ing and halt­ing, all fling­ing them­selves to­wards the light, and humped up in the mire, like snails after a shower.

			Grin­goire, still fol­lowed by his three per­se­cutors, and not know­ing very well what was to be­come of him, marched along in ter­ror among them, turn­ing out for the lame, step­ping over the cripples in bowls, with his feet im­bed­ded in that ant­hill of lame men, like the Eng­lish cap­tain who got caught in the quick­sand of a swarm of crabs.

			The idea oc­curred to him of mak­ing an ef­fort to re­trace his steps. But it was too late. This whole le­gion had closed in be­hind him, and his three beg­gars held him fast. So he pro­ceeded, im­pelled both by this ir­res­ist­ible flood, by fear, and by a ver­tigo which con­ver­ted all this in­to a sort of hor­rible dream.

			At last he reached the end of the street. It opened upon an im­mense place, where a thou­sand scattered lights flickered in the con­fused mists of night. Grin­goire flew thith­er, hop­ing to es­cape, by the swift­ness of his legs, from the three in­firm spectres who had clutched him.

			“Onde vas, hombre?” (Where are you go­ing, my man?) cried the cripple, fling­ing away his crutches, and run­ning after him with the best legs that ever traced a geo­met­ric­al step upon the pave­ments of Par­is.

			In the mean­time the leg­less man, erect upon his feet, crowned Grin­goire with his heavy iron bowl, and the blind man glared in his face with flam­ing eyes!

			“Where am I?” said the ter­ri­fied poet.

			“In the Court of Mir­acles,” replied a fourth spectre, who had ac­cos­ted them.

			“Upon my soul,” re­sumed Grin­goire, “I cer­tainly do be­hold the blind who see, and the lame who walk, but where is the Sa­viour?”

			They replied by a burst of sin­is­ter laughter.

			The poor poet cast his eyes about him. It was, in truth, that re­doubt­able Cour des Mir­acles, whith­er an hon­est man had nev­er pen­et­rated at such an hour; the ma­gic circle where the of­ficers of the Châtelet and the ser­geants of the prov­ost­ship, who ven­tured thith­er, dis­ap­peared in morsels; a city of thieves, a hideous wart on the face of Par­is; a sew­er, from which es­caped every morn­ing, and whith­er re­turned every night to crouch, that stream of vices, of men­dic­ancy and vag­a­bond­age which al­ways over­flows in the streets of cap­it­als; a mon­strous hive, to which re­turned at night­fall, with their booty, all the drones of the so­cial or­der; a ly­ing hos­pit­al where the bo­hemi­an, the dis­frocked monk, the ruined schol­ar, the ne’er-do-wells of all na­tions, Span­iards, Itali­ans, Ger­mans—of all re­li­gions, Jews, Chris­ti­ans, Muhammadans, id­olat­ers, covered with painted sores, beg­gars by day, were trans­formed by night in­to brig­ands; an im­mense dress­ing-room, in a word, where, at that epoch, the act­ors of that etern­al com­edy, which theft, pros­ti­tu­tion, and murder play upon the pave­ments of Par­is, dressed and un­dressed.

			It was a vast place, ir­reg­u­lar and badly paved, like all the squares of Par­is at that date. Fires, around which swarmed strange groups, blazed here and there. Every­one was go­ing, com­ing, and shout­ing. Shrill laughter was to be heard, the wail­ing of chil­dren, the voices of wo­men. The hands and heads of this throng, black against the lu­min­ous back­ground, out­lined against it a thou­sand ec­cent­ric ges­tures. At times, upon the ground, where trembled the light of the fires, mingled with large, in­def­in­ite shad­ows, one could be­hold a dog passing, which re­sembled a man, a man who re­sembled a dog. The lim­its of races and spe­cies seemed ef­faced in this city, as in a pan­de­moni­um. Men, wo­men, beasts, age, sex, health, mal­ad­ies, all seemed to be in com­mon among these people; all went to­geth­er, they mingled, con­foun­ded, su­per­posed; each one there par­ti­cip­ated in all.

			The poor and flick­er­ing flames of the fire per­mit­ted Grin­goire to dis­tin­guish, amid his trouble, all around the im­mense place, a hideous frame of an­cient houses, whose worm-eaten, shriv­elled, stun­ted façades, each pierced with one or two lighted at­tic win­dows, seemed to him, in the dark­ness, like enorm­ous heads of old wo­men, ranged in a circle, mon­strous and crabbed, wink­ing as they looked on at the Witches’ Sab­bath.

			It was like a new world, un­known, un­heard of, mis­shapen, creep­ing, swarm­ing, fant­ast­ic.

			Grin­goire, more and more ter­ri­fied, clutched by the three beg­gars as by three pairs of tongs, dazed by a throng of oth­er faces which frothed and yelped around him, un­happy Grin­goire en­deavored to sum­mon his pres­ence of mind, in or­der to re­call wheth­er it was a Sat­urday. But his ef­forts were vain; the thread of his memory and of his thought was broken; and, doubt­ing everything, waver­ing between what he saw and what he felt, he put to him­self this un­answer­able ques­tion—

			“If I ex­ist, does this ex­ist? if this ex­ists, do I ex­ist?”

			At that mo­ment, a dis­tinct cry arose in the buzz­ing throng which sur­roun­ded him, “Let’s take him to the king! let’s take him to the king!”

			“Holy Vir­gin!” mur­mured Grin­goire, “the king here must be a ram.”

			“To the king! to the king!” re­peated all voices.

			They dragged him off. Each vied with the oth­er in lay­ing his claws upon him. But the three beg­gars did not loose their hold and tore him from the rest, howl­ing, “He be­longs to us!”

			The poet’s already sickly doublet yiel­ded its last sigh in this struggle.

			While tra­vers­ing the hor­rible place, his ver­tigo van­ished. After tak­ing a few steps, the sen­ti­ment of real­ity re­turned to him. He began to be­come ac­cus­tomed to the at­mo­sphere of the place. At the first mo­ment there had aris­en from his poet’s head, or, simply and pro­sa­ic­ally, from his empty stom­ach, a mist, a va­por, so to speak, which, spread­ing between ob­jects and him­self, per­mit­ted him to catch a glimpse of them only in the in­co­her­ent fog of night­mare—in those shad­ows of dreams which dis­tort every out­line, ag­glom­er­at­ing ob­jects in­to un­wieldy groups, dilat­ing things in­to chi­mer­as, and men in­to phantoms. Little by little, this hal­lu­cin­a­tion was suc­ceeded by a less be­wildered and ex­ag­ger­at­ing view. Real­ity made its way to the light around him, struck his eyes, struck his feet, and de­mol­ished, bit by bit, all that fright­ful po­etry with which he had, at first, be­lieved him­self to be sur­roun­ded. He was forced to per­ceive that he was not walk­ing in the Styx, but in mud, that he was el­bowed not by demons, but by thieves; that it was not his soul which was in ques­tion, but his life (since he lacked that pre­cious con­cili­at­or, which places it­self so ef­fec­tu­ally between the ban­dit and the hon­est man—a purse). In short, on ex­amin­ing the orgy more closely, and with more cool­ness, he fell from the witches’ sab­bath to the dram-shop.

			The Cour des Mir­acles was, in fact, merely a dram-shop; but a brig­and’s dram-shop, reddened quite as much with blood as with wine.

			The spec­tacle which presen­ted it­self to his eyes, when his ragged es­cort fi­nally de­pos­ited him at the end of his trip, was not fit­ted to bear him back to po­etry, even to the po­etry of hell. It was more than ever the pro­sa­ic and bru­tal real­ity of the tav­ern. Were we not in the fif­teenth cen­tury, we would say that Grin­goire had des­cen­ded from Michelan­gelo to Cal­lot.

			Around a great fire which burned on a large, cir­cu­lar flag­stone, the flames of which had heated red-hot the legs of a tri­pod, which was empty for the mo­ment, some worm-eaten tables were placed, here and there, haphaz­ard, no lackey of a geo­met­ric­al turn hav­ing deigned to ad­just their par­al­lel­ism, or to see to it that they did not make too un­usu­al angles. Upon these tables gleamed sev­er­al drip­ping pots of wine and beer, and round these pots were grouped many bac­ch­ic vis­ages, purple with the fire and the wine. There was a man with a huge belly and a jovi­al face, nois­ily kiss­ing a wo­man of the town, thick­set and brawny. There was a sort of sham sol­dier, a “naquois,” as the slang ex­pres­sion runs, who was whist­ling as he un­did the band­ages from his fic­ti­tious wound, and re­mov­ing the numb­ness from his sound and vig­or­ous knee, which had been swathed since morn­ing in a thou­sand lig­at­ures. On the oth­er hand, there was a wretched fel­low, pre­par­ing with celandine and beef’s blood, his “leg of God,” for the next day. Two tables fur­ther on, a palmer, with his pil­grim’s cos­tume com­plete, was prac­tising the lament of the Holy Queen, not for­get­ting the drone and the nas­al drawl. Fur­ther on, a young scamp was tak­ing a les­son in epi­lepsy from an old pre­tend­er, who was in­struct­ing him in the art of foam­ing at the mouth, by chew­ing a morsel of soap. Be­side him, a man with the dropsy was get­ting rid of his swell­ing, and mak­ing four or five fe­male thieves, who were dis­put­ing at the same table, over a child who had been stolen that even­ing, hold their noses. All cir­cum­stances which, two cen­tur­ies later, “seemed so ri­dicu­lous to the court,” as Sauval says, “that they served as a pas­time to the king, and as an in­tro­duc­tion to the roy­al bal­let of Night, di­vided in­to four parts and danced on the theatre of the Petit-Bour­bon.” “Nev­er,” adds an eye wit­ness of 1653, “have the sud­den meta­morph­oses of the Court of Mir­acles been more hap­pily presen­ted. Benserade pre­pared us for it by some very gal­lant verses.”

			Loud laughter every­where, and ob­scene songs. Each one held his own course, carp­ing and swear­ing, without listen­ing to his neigh­bor. Pots clinked, and quar­rels sprang up at the shock of the pots, and the broken pots made rents in the rags.

			A big dog, seated on his tail, gazed at the fire. Some chil­dren were mingled in this orgy. The stolen child wept and cried. An­oth­er, a big boy four years of age, seated with legs dangling, upon a bench that was too high for him, be­fore a table that reached to his chin, and ut­ter­ing not a word. A third, gravely spread­ing out upon the table with his fin­ger, the melted tal­low which dripped from a candle. Last of all, a little fel­low crouch­ing in the mud, al­most lost in a cauldron, which he was scrap­ing with a tile, and from which he was evok­ing a sound that would have made Stra­di­vari­us swoon.

			Near the fire was a hogshead, and on the hogshead a beg­gar. This was the king on his throne.

			The three who had Grin­goire in their clutches led him in front of this hogshead, and the en­tire bac­chanal rout fell si­lent for a mo­ment, with the ex­cep­tion of the cauldron in­hab­ited by the child.

			Grin­goire dared neither breathe nor raise his eyes.

			“Hombre, quita tu som­brero!” said one of the three knaves, in whose grasp he was, and, be­fore he had com­pre­hen­ded the mean­ing, the oth­er had snatched his hat—a wretched headgear, it is true, but still good on a sunny day or when there was but little rain. Grin­goire sighed.

			Mean­while the king ad­dressed him, from the sum­mit of his cask—

			“Who is this rogue?”

			Grin­goire shuddered. That voice, al­though ac­cen­tu­ated by men­ace, re­called to him an­oth­er voice, which, that very morn­ing, had dealt the deathblow to his mys­tery, by drawl­ing, nas­ally, in the midst of the audi­ence, “Char­ity, please!” He raised his head. It was in­deed Clop­in Trouille­fou.

			Clop­in Trouille­fou, ar­rayed in his roy­al in­signia, wore neither one rag more nor one rag less. The sore upon his arm had already dis­ap­peared. He held in his hand one of those whips made of thongs of white leath­er, which po­lice ser­geants then used to repress the crowd, and which were called boul­layes. On his head he wore a sort of headgear, bound round and closed at the top. But it was dif­fi­cult to make out wheth­er it was a child’s cap or a king’s crown, the two things bore so strong a re­semb­lance to each oth­er.

			Mean­while Grin­goire, without know­ing why, had re­gained some hope, on re­cog­niz­ing in the King of the Cour des Mir­acles his ac­cursed men­dic­ant of the Grand Hall.

			“Mas­ter,” stammered he; “mon­sei­gneur—sire—how ought I to ad­dress you?” he said at length, hav­ing reached the cul­min­at­ing point of his cres­cendo, and know­ing neither how to mount high­er, nor to des­cend again.

			“Mon­sei­gneur, his majesty, or com­rade, call me what you please. But make haste. What have you to say in your own de­fence?”

			“In your own de­fence?” thought Grin­goire, “that dis­pleases me.” He re­sumed, stut­ter­ing, “I am he, who this morn­ing—”

			“By the dev­il’s claws!” in­ter­rup­ted Clop­in, “your name, knave, and noth­ing more. Listen. You are in the pres­ence of three power­ful sov­er­eigns: my­self, Clop­in Trouille­fou, King of Thunes, suc­cessor to the Grand Coësre, su­preme su­zer­ain of the Realm of Ar­got; Math­i­as Hun­yadi Sp­ic­ali, Duke of Egypt and of Bo­hemia, the old yel­low fel­low whom you see yon­der, with a dish clout round his head; Guil­laume Rousseau, Em­per­or of Ga­lilee, that fat fel­low who is not listen­ing to us but caress­ing a wench. We are your judges. You have entered the King­dom of Ar­got, without be­ing an ar­goti­er; you have vi­ol­ated the priv­ileges of our city. You must be pun­ished un­less you are a ca­pon, a franc-mi­t­ou or a ri­fodé; that is to say, in the slang of hon­est folks—a thief, a beg­gar, or a vag­a­bond. Are you any­thing of that sort? Jus­ti­fy your­self; an­nounce your titles.”

			“Alas!” said Grin­goire, “I have not that hon­or. I am the au­thor—”

			“That is suf­fi­cient,” re­sumed Trouille­fou, without per­mit­ting him to fin­ish. “You are go­ing to be hanged. ’Tis a very simple mat­ter, gen­tle­men and hon­est bour­geois! as you treat our people in your abode, so we treat you in ours! The law which you ap­ply to vag­a­bonds, vag­a­bonds ap­ply to you. ’Tis your fault if it is harsh. One really must be­hold the grim­ace of an hon­est man above the hempen col­lar now and then; that renders the thing hon­or­able. Come, friend, di­vide your rags gayly among these dam­sels. I am go­ing to have you hanged to amuse the vag­a­bonds, and you are to give them your purse to drink your health. If you have any mum­mery to go through with, there’s a very good God the Fath­er in that mor­tar yon­der, in stone, which we stole from Saint-Pierre aux Boeufs. You have four minutes in which to fling your soul at his head.”

			The har­angue was for­mid­able.

			“Well said, upon my soul! Clop­in Trouille­fou preaches like the Holy Fath­er the Pope!” ex­claimed the Em­per­or of Ga­lilee, smash­ing his pot in or­der to prop up his table.

			“Mes­sei­gneurs, em­per­ors, and kings,” said Grin­goire coolly (for I know not how, firm­ness had re­turned to him, and he spoke with res­ol­u­tion), “don’t think of such a thing; my name is Pierre Grin­goire. I am the poet whose mor­al­ity was presen­ted this morn­ing in the grand hall of the Courts.”

			“Ah! so it was you, mas­ter!” said Clop­in. “I was there, par la tête Dieu! Well! com­rade, is that any reas­on, be­cause you bored us to death this morn­ing, that you should not be hung this even­ing?”

			“I shall find dif­fi­culty in get­ting out of it,” said Grin­goire to him­self. Nev­er­the­less, he made one more ef­fort: “I don’t see why po­ets are not classed with vag­a­bonds,” said he. “Vag­a­bond, Aeso­pus cer­tainly was; Homer­us was a beg­gar; Mer­curi­us was a thief—”

			Clop­in in­ter­rup­ted him: “I be­lieve that you are try­ing to blar­ney us with your jar­gon. Zounds! let your­self be hung, and don’t kick up such a row over it!”

			“Par­don me, mon­sei­gneur, the King of Thunes,” replied Grin­goire, dis­put­ing the ground foot by foot. “It is worth trouble—One mo­ment!—Listen to me—You are not go­ing to con­demn me without hav­ing heard me”—

			His un­lucky voice was, in fact, drowned in the up­roar which rose around him. The little boy scraped away at his cauldron with more spir­it than ever; and, to crown all, an old wo­man had just placed on the tri­pod a fry­ing-pan of grease, which hissed away on the fire with a noise sim­il­ar to the cry of a troop of chil­dren in pur­suit of a mask­er.

			In the mean­time, Clop­in Trouille­fou ap­peared to hold a mo­ment­ary con­fer­ence with the Duke of Egypt, and the Em­per­or of Ga­lilee, who was com­pletely drunk. Then he shouted shrilly: “Si­lence!” and, as the cauldron and the fry­ing-pan did not heed him, and con­tin­ued their duet, he jumped down from his hogshead, gave a kick to the boil­er, which rolled ten paces away bear­ing the child with it, a kick to the fry­ing-pan, which up­set in the fire with all its grease, and gravely re­moun­ted his throne, without troub­ling him­self about the stifled tears of the child, or the grumbling of the old wo­man, whose sup­per was wast­ing away in a fine white flame.

			Trouille­fou made a sign, and the duke, the em­per­or, and the passed mas­ters of pick­pock­ets, and the isol­ated rob­bers, came and ranged them­selves around him in a horse­shoe, of which Grin­goire, still roughly held by the body, formed the centre. It was a semi­circle of rags, tat­ters, tin­sel, pitch­forks, axes, legs stag­ger­ing with in­tox­ic­a­tion, huge, bare arms, faces sor­did, dull, and stu­pid. In the midst of this Round Table of beg­gary, Clop­in Trouille­fou—as the doge of this sen­ate, as the king of this peer­age, as the pope of this con­clave—dom­in­ated; first by vir­tue of the height of his hogshead, and next by vir­tue of an in­des­crib­able, haughty, fierce, and for­mid­able air, which caused his eyes to flash, and cor­rec­ted in his sav­age pro­file the bes­ti­al type of the race of vag­a­bonds. One would have pro­nounced him a boar amid a herd of swine.

			“Listen,” said he to Grin­goire, fond­ling his mis­shapen chin with his horny hand; “I don’t see why you should not be hung. It is true that it ap­pears to be re­pug­nant to you; and it is very nat­ur­al, for you bour­geois are not ac­cus­tomed to it. You form for yourselves a great idea of the thing. After all, we don’t wish you any harm. Here is a means of ex­tric­at­ing your­self from your pre­dic­a­ment for the mo­ment. Will you be­come one of us?”

			The read­er can judge of the ef­fect which this pro­pos­i­tion pro­duced upon Grin­goire, who be­held life slip­ping away from him, and who was be­gin­ning to lose his hold upon it. He clutched at it again with en­ergy.

			“Cer­tainly I will, and right heart­ily,” said he.

			“Do you con­sent,” re­sumed Clop­in, “to en­roll your­self among the people of the knife?”

			“Of the knife, pre­cisely,” re­spon­ded Grin­goire.

			“You re­cog­nize your­self as a mem­ber of the free bour­geois­ie?”12 ad­ded the King of Thunes.

			“Of the free bour­geois­ie.”

			“Sub­ject of the King­dom of Ar­got?”

			“Of the King­dom of Ar­got.”13

			“A vag­a­bond?”

			“A vag­a­bond.”

			“In your soul?”

			“In my soul.”

			“I must call your at­ten­tion to the fact,” con­tin­ued the king, “that you will be hung all the same.”

			“The dev­il!” said the poet.

			“Only,” con­tin­ued Clop­in im­per­turb­ably, “you will be hung later on, with more ce­re­mony, at the ex­pense of the good city of Par­is, on a hand­some stone gib­bet, and by hon­est men. That is a con­sol­a­tion.”

			“Just so,” re­spon­ded Grin­goire.

			“There are oth­er ad­vant­ages. In your qual­ity of a high-toned sharp­er, you will not have to pay the taxes on mud, or the poor, or lan­terns, to which the bour­geois of Par­is are sub­ject.”

			“So be it,” said the poet. “I agree. I am a vag­a­bond, a thief, a sharp­er, a man of the knife, any­thing you please; and I am all that already, mon­sieur, King of Thunes, for I am a philo­soph­er; et om­nia in philo­sophia, omnes in philo­sopho con­tin­en­tur—all things are con­tained in philo­sophy, all men in the philo­soph­er, as you know.”

			The King of Thunes scowled.

			“What do you take me for, my friend? What Hun­gari­an Jew pat­ter are you jab­ber­ing at us? I don’t know Hebrew. One isn’t a Jew be­cause one is a ban­dit. I don’t even steal any longer. I’m above that; I kill. Cut­throat, yes; cut­purse, no.”

			Grin­goire tried to slip in some ex­cuse between these curt words, which wrath rendered more and more jerky.

			“I ask your par­don, mon­sei­gneur. It is not Hebrew; ’tis Lat­in.”

			“I tell you,” re­sumed Clop­in an­grily, “that I’m not a Jew, and that I’ll have you hung, belly of the syn­agogue, like that little shop­keep­er of Judea, who is by your side, and whom I en­ter­tain strong hopes of see­ing nailed to a counter one of these days, like the coun­ter­feit coin that he is!”

			So say­ing, he poin­ted his fin­ger at the little, bearded Hun­gari­an Jew who had ac­cos­ted Grin­goire with his fa­citote carit­atem, and who, un­der­stand­ing no oth­er lan­guage be­held with sur­prise the King of Thunes’s ill-hu­mor over­flow upon him.

			At length Mon­sieur Clop­in calmed down.

			“So you will be a vag­a­bond, you knave?” he said to our poet.

			“Of course,” replied the poet.

			“Will­ing is not all,” said the surly Clop­in; “good will doesn’t put one onion the more in­to the soup, and ’tis good for noth­ing ex­cept to go to Para­dise with; now, Para­dise and the thieves’ band are two dif­fer­ent things. In or­der to be re­ceived among the thieves,14 you must prove that you are good for some­thing, and for that pur­pose, you must search the man­nequin.”

			“I’ll search any­thing you like,” said Grin­goire.

			Clop­in made a sign. Sev­er­al thieves de­tached them­selves from the circle, and re­turned a mo­ment later. They brought two thick posts, ter­min­ated at their lower ex­tremit­ies in spread­ing tim­ber sup­ports, which made them stand read­ily upon the ground; to the up­per ex­tremity of the two posts they fit­ted a cross­beam, and the whole con­sti­tuted a very pretty port­able gib­bet, which Grin­goire had the sat­is­fac­tion of be­hold­ing rise be­fore him, in a twink­ling. Noth­ing was lack­ing, not even the rope, which swung grace­fully over the cross­beam.

			“What are they go­ing to do?” Grin­goire asked him­self with some un­eas­i­ness. A sound of bells, which he heard at that mo­ment, put an end to his anxi­ety; it was a stuffed man­nequin, which the vag­a­bonds were sus­pend­ing by the neck from the rope, a sort of scare­crow dressed in red, and so hung with mule-bells and lar­ger bells, that one might have tricked out thirty Castili­an mules with them. These thou­sand tiny bells quivered for some time with the vi­bra­tion of the rope, then gradu­ally died away, and fi­nally be­came si­lent when the man­nequin had been brought in­to a state of im­mob­il­ity by that law of the pen­du­lum which has de­throned the wa­ter clock and the hour­glass. Then Clop­in, point­ing out to Grin­goire a rick­ety old stool placed be­neath the man­nequin—“Climb up there.”

			“Death of the dev­il!” ob­jec­ted Grin­goire; “I shall break my neck. Your stool limps like one of Mar­tial’s distiches; it has one hexa­met­er leg and one pen­ta­met­er leg.”

			“Climb!” re­peated Clop­in.

			Grin­goire moun­ted the stool, and suc­ceeded, not without some os­cil­la­tions of head and arms, in re­gain­ing his centre of grav­ity.

			“Now,” went on the King of Thunes, “twist your right foot round your left leg, and rise on the tip of your left foot.”

			“Mon­sei­gneur,” said Grin­goire, “so you ab­so­lutely in­sist on my break­ing some one of my limbs?”

			Clop­in tossed his head.

			“Hark ye, my friend, you talk too much. Here’s the gist of the mat­ter in two words: you are to rise on tip­toe, as I tell you; in that way you will be able to reach the pock­et of the man­nequin, you will rum­mage it, you will pull out the purse that is there—and if you do all this without our hear­ing the sound of a bell, all is well: you shall be a vag­a­bond. All we shall then have to do, will be to thrash you soundly for the space of a week.”

			“Ventre-Dieu! I will be care­ful,” said Grin­goire. “And sup­pose I do make the bells sound?”

			“Then you will be hanged. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“I don’t un­der­stand at all,” replied Grin­goire.

			“Listen, once more. You are to search the man­nequin, and take away its purse; if a single bell stirs dur­ing the op­er­a­tion, you will be hung. Do you un­der­stand that?”

			“Good,” said Grin­goire; “I un­der­stand that. And then?”

			“If you suc­ceed in re­mov­ing the purse without our hear­ing the bells, you are a vag­a­bond, and you will be thrashed for eight con­sec­ut­ive days. You un­der­stand now, no doubt?”

			“No, mon­sei­gneur; I no longer un­der­stand. Where is the ad­vant­age to me? hanged in one case, cudgelled in the oth­er?”

			“And a vag­a­bond,” re­sumed Clop­in, “and a vag­a­bond; is that noth­ing? It is for your in­terest that we should beat you, in or­der to harden you to blows.”

			“Many thanks,” replied the poet.

			“Come, make haste,” said the king, stamp­ing upon his cask, which re­soun­ded like a huge drum! “Search the man­nequin, and let there be an end to this! I warn you for the last time, that if I hear a single bell, you will take the place of the man­nequin.”

			The band of thieves ap­plauded Clop­in’s words, and ar­ranged them­selves in a circle round the gib­bet, with a laugh so piti­less that Grin­goire per­ceived that he amused them too much not to have everything to fear from them. No hope was left for him, ac­cord­ingly, un­less it were the slight chance of suc­ceed­ing in the for­mid­able op­er­a­tion which was im­posed upon him; he de­cided to risk it, but it was not without first hav­ing ad­dressed a fer­vent pray­er to the man­nequin he was about to plun­der, and who would have been easi­er to move to pity than the vag­a­bonds. These myri­ad bells, with their little cop­per tongues, seemed to him like the mouths of so many asps, open and ready to sting and to hiss.

			“Oh!” he said, in a very low voice, “is it pos­sible that my life de­pends on the slight­est vi­bra­tion of the least of these bells? Oh!” he ad­ded, with clasped hands, “bells, do not ring, hand-bells do not clang, mule-bells do not quiver!”

			He made one more at­tempt upon Trouille­fou.

			“And if there should come a gust of wind?”

			“You will be hanged,” replied the oth­er, without hes­it­a­tion.

			Per­ceiv­ing that no res­pite, nor re­prieve, nor sub­ter­fuge was pos­sible, he bravely de­cided upon his course of ac­tion; he wound his right foot round his left leg, raised him­self on his left foot, and stretched out his arm: but at the mo­ment when his hand touched the man­nequin, his body, which was now sup­por­ted upon one leg only, wavered on the stool which had but three; he made an in­vol­un­tary ef­fort to sup­port him­self by the man­nequin, lost his bal­ance, and fell heav­ily to the ground, deafened by the fatal vi­bra­tion of the thou­sand bells of the man­nequin, which, yield­ing to the im­pulse im­par­ted by his hand, de­scribed first a rotary mo­tion, and then swayed majestic­ally between the two posts.

			“Mal­edic­tion!” he cried as he fell, and re­mained as though dead, with his face to the earth.

			Mean­while, he heard the dread­ful peal above his head, the diabol­ic­al laughter of the vag­a­bonds, and the voice of Trouille­fou say­ing—

			“Pick me up that knave, and hang him without ce­re­mony.” He rose. They had already de­tached the man­nequin to make room for him.

			The thieves made him mount the stool, Clop­in came to him, passed the rope about his neck, and, tap­ping him on the shoulder—

			“Adieu, my friend. You can’t es­cape now, even if you di­ges­ted with the pope’s guts.”

			The word “Mercy!” died away upon Grin­goire’s lips. He cast his eyes about him; but there was no hope: all were laugh­ing.

			“Bel­lev­igne de l’Étoile,” said the King of Thunes to an enorm­ous vag­a­bond, who stepped out from the ranks, “climb upon the cross beam.”

			Bel­lev­igne de l’Étoile nimbly moun­ted the trans­verse beam, and in an­oth­er minute, Grin­goire, on rais­ing his eyes, be­held him, with ter­ror, seated upon the beam above his head.

			“Now,” re­sumed Clop­in Trouille­fou, “as soon as I clap my hands, you, An­dry the Red, will fling the stool to the ground with a blow of your knee; you, François Chante­prune, will cling to the feet of the ras­cal; and you, Bel­lev­igne, will fling your­self on his shoulders; and all three at once, do you hear?”

			Grin­goire shuddered.

			“Are you ready?” said Clop­in Trouille­fou to the three thieves, who held them­selves in read­i­ness to fall upon Grin­goire. A mo­ment of hor­rible sus­pense en­sued for the poor vic­tim, dur­ing which Clop­in tran­quilly thrust in­to the fire with the tip of his foot, some bits of vine shoots which the flame had not caught. “Are you ready?” he re­peated, and opened his hands to clap. One second more and all would have been over.

			But he paused, as though struck by a sud­den thought.

			“One mo­ment!” said he; “I for­got! It is our cus­tom not to hang a man without in­quir­ing wheth­er there is any wo­man who wants him. Com­rade, this is your last re­source. You must wed either a fe­male vag­a­bond or the noose.”

			This law of the vag­a­bonds, sin­gu­lar as it may strike the read­er, re­mains today writ­ten out at length, in an­cient Eng­lish le­gis­la­tion. (See Bur­ing­ton’s Ob­ser­va­tions.)

			Grin­goire breathed again. This was the second time that he had re­turned to life with­in an hour. So he did not dare to trust to it too im­pli­citly.

			“Holà!” cried Clop­in, moun­ted once more upon his cask, “holà! wo­men, fe­males, is there among you, from the sor­ceress to her cat, a wench who wants this ras­cal? Holà, Colette la Char­onne! Elisa­beth Trouv­ain! Si­mone Jodouyne! Mar­ie Piéde­bou! Thonne la Longue! Bérarde Fanouel! Michelle Ge­naille! Claude Ronge-or­eille! Ma­th­ur­ine Giror­ou!—Holà! Isa­beau-la-Thi­errye! Come and see! A man for noth­ing! Who wants him?”

			Grin­goire, no doubt, was not very ap­pet­iz­ing in this miser­able con­di­tion. The fe­male vag­a­bonds did not seem to be much af­fected by the pro­pos­i­tion. The un­happy wretch heard them an­swer: “No! no! hang him; there’ll be the more fun for us all!”

			Nev­er­the­less, three emerged from the throng and came to smell of him. The first was a big wench, with a square face. She ex­amined the philo­soph­er’s de­plor­able doublet at­tent­ively. His gar­ment was worn, and more full of holes than a stove for roast­ing chest­nuts. The girl made a wry face. “Old rag!” she muttered, and ad­dress­ing Grin­goire, “Let’s see your cloak!” “I have lost it,” replied Grin­goire. “Your hat?” “They took it away from me.” “Your shoes?” “They have hardly any soles left.” “Your purse?” “Alas!” stammered Grin­goire, “I have not even a sou.” “Let them hang you, then, and say ‘Thank you!’ ” re­tor­ted the vag­a­bond wench, turn­ing her back on him.

			The second—old, black, wrinkled, hideous, with an ugli­ness con­spicu­ous even in the Cour des Mir­acles, trot­ted round Grin­goire. He al­most trembled lest she should want him. But she mumbled between her teeth, “He’s too thin,” and went off.

			The third was a young girl, quite fresh, and not too ugly. “Save me!” said the poor fel­low to her, in a low tone. She gazed at him for a mo­ment with an air of pity, then dropped her eyes, made a plait in her pet­ti­coat, and re­mained in in­de­cision. He fol­lowed all these move­ments with his eyes; it was the last gleam of hope. “No,” said the young girl, at length, “no! Guil­laume Longue­joue would beat me.” She re­treated in­to the crowd.

			“You are un­lucky, com­rade,” said Clop­in.

			Then rising to his feet, upon his hogshead. “No one wants him,” he ex­claimed, im­it­at­ing the ac­cent of an auc­tion­eer, to the great de­light of all; “no one wants him? once, twice, three times!” and, turn­ing to­wards the gib­bet with a sign of his hand, “Gone!”

			Bel­lev­igne de l’Étoile, An­dry the Red, François Chante­prune, stepped up to Grin­goire.

			At that mo­ment a cry arose among the thieves: “La Es­mer­alda! La Es­mer­alda!”

			Grin­goire shuddered, and turned to­wards the side whence the clam­or pro­ceeded.

			The crowd opened, and gave pas­sage to a pure and dazzling form.

			It was the gypsy.

			“La Es­mer­alda!” said Grin­goire, stu­pefied in the midst of his emo­tions, by the ab­rupt man­ner in which that ma­gic word knot­ted to­geth­er all his re­min­is­cences of the day.

			This rare creature seemed, even in the Cour des Mir­acles, to ex­er­cise her sway of charm and beauty. The vag­a­bonds, male and fe­male, ranged them­selves gently along her path, and their bru­tal faces beamed be­neath her glance.

			She ap­proached the vic­tim with her light step. Her pretty Djali fol­lowed her. Grin­goire was more dead than alive. She ex­amined him for a mo­ment in si­lence.

			“You are go­ing to hang this man?” she said gravely, to Clop­in.

			“Yes, sis­ter,” replied the King of Thunes, “un­less you will take him for your hus­band.”

			She made her pretty little pout with her un­der lip. “I’ll take him,” said she.

			Grin­goire firmly be­lieved that he had been in a dream ever since morn­ing, and that this was the con­tinu­ation of it.

			The change was, in fact, vi­ol­ent, though a grat­i­fy­ing one. They un­did the noose, and made the poet step down from the stool. His emo­tion was so lively that he was ob­liged to sit down.

			The Duke of Egypt brought an earth­en­ware crock, without ut­ter­ing a word. The gypsy offered it to Grin­goire: “Fling it on the ground,” said she.

			The crock broke in­to four pieces.

			“Broth­er,” then said the Duke of Egypt, lay­ing his hands upon their fore­heads, “she is your wife; sis­ter, he is your hus­band for four years. Go.”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				A Bridal Night

			
			A few mo­ments later our poet found him­self in a tiny arched cham­ber, very cosy, very warm, seated at a table which ap­peared to ask noth­ing bet­ter than to make some loans from a lar­der hanging near by, hav­ing a good bed in pro­spect, and alone with a pretty girl. The ad­ven­ture smacked of en­chant­ment. He began ser­i­ously to take him­self for a per­son­age in a fairy tale; he cast his eyes about him from time to time to time, as though to see if the chari­ot of fire, har­nessed to two-winged chi­mer­as, which alone could have so rap­idly trans­por­ted him from Tar­tarus to Para­dise, were still there. At times, also, he fixed his eyes ob­stin­ately upon the holes in his doublet, in or­der to cling to real­ity, and not lose the ground from un­der his feet com­pletely. His reas­on, tossed about in ima­gin­ary space, now hung only by this thread.

			The young girl did not ap­pear to pay any at­ten­tion to him; she went and came, dis­placed a stool, talked to her goat, and in­dulged in a pout now and then. At last she came and seated her­self near the table, and Grin­goire was able to scru­tin­ize her at his ease.

			You have been a child, read­er, and you would, per­haps, be very happy to be one still. It is quite cer­tain that you have not, more than once (and for my part, I have passed whole days, the best em­ployed of my life, at it) fol­lowed from thick­et to thick­et, by the side of run­ning wa­ter, on a sunny day, a beau­ti­ful green or blue dragon­fly, break­ing its flight in ab­rupt angles, and kiss­ing the tips of all the branches. You re­col­lect with what amor­ous curi­os­ity your thought and your gaze were riv­eted upon this little whirl­wind, hiss­ing and hum­ming with wings of purple and azure, in the midst of which floated an im­per­cept­ible body, veiled by the very rapid­ity of its move­ment. The aer­i­al be­ing which was dimly out­lined amid this quiv­er­ing of wings, ap­peared to you chi­mer­ic­al, ima­gin­ary, im­possible to touch, im­possible to see. But when, at length, the dragon­fly alighted on the tip of a reed, and, hold­ing your breath the while, you were able to ex­am­ine the long, gauze wings, the long enamel robe, the two globes of crys­tal, what as­ton­ish­ment you felt, and what fear lest you should again be­hold the form dis­ap­pear in­to a shade, and the creature in­to a chi­mera! Re­call these im­pres­sions, and you will read­ily ap­pre­ci­ate what Grin­goire felt on con­tem­plat­ing, be­neath her vis­ible and palp­able form, that Es­mer­alda of whom, up to that time, he had only caught a glimpse, amidst a whirl­wind of dance, song, and tu­mult.

			Sink­ing deep­er and deep­er in­to his re­very: “So this,” he said to him­self, fol­low­ing her vaguely with his eyes, “is la Es­mer­alda! a ce­les­ti­al creature! a street dan­cer! so much, and so little! ’Twas she who dealt the deathblow to my mys­tery this morn­ing, ’tis she who saves my life this even­ing! My evil geni­us! My good an­gel! A pretty wo­man, on my word! and who must needs love me madly to have taken me in that fash­ion. By the way,” said he, rising sud­denly, with that sen­ti­ment of the true which formed the found­a­tion of his char­ac­ter and his philo­sophy, “I don’t know very well how it hap­pens, but I am her hus­band!”

			With this idea in his head and in his eyes, he stepped up to the young girl in a man­ner so mil­it­ary and so gal­lant that she drew back.

			“What do you want of me?” said she.

			“Can you ask me, ad­or­able Es­mer­alda?” replied Grin­goire, with so pas­sion­ate an ac­cent that he was him­self as­ton­ished at it on hear­ing him­self speak.

			The gypsy opened her great eyes. “I don’t know what you mean.”

			“What!” re­sumed Grin­goire, grow­ing warm­er and warm­er, and sup­pos­ing that, after all, he had to deal merely with a vir­tue of the Cour des Mir­acles; “am I not thine, sweet friend, art thou not mine?”

			And, quite in­genu­ously, he clasped her waist.

			The gypsy’s corsage slipped through his hands like the skin of an eel. She bounded from one end of the tiny room to the oth­er, stooped down, and raised her­self again, with a little pon­iard in her hand, be­fore Grin­goire had even had time to see whence the pon­iard came; proud and angry, with swell­ing lips and in­flated nos­trils, her cheeks as red as an api apple,15 and her eyes dart­ing light­nings. At the same time, the white goat placed it­self in front of her, and presen­ted to Grin­goire a hos­tile front, brist­ling with two pretty horns, gil­ded and very sharp. All this took place in the twink­ling of an eye.

			The dragon­fly had turned in­to a wasp, and asked noth­ing bet­ter than to sting.

			Our philo­soph­er was speech­less, and turned his as­ton­ished eyes from the goat to the young girl. “Holy Vir­gin!” he said at last, when sur­prise per­mit­ted him to speak, “here are two hearty dames!”

			The gypsy broke the si­lence on her side.

			“You must be a very bold knave!”

			“Par­don, ma­demois­elle,” said Grin­goire, with a smile. “But why did you take me for your hus­band?”

			“Should I have al­lowed you to be hanged?”

			“So,” said the poet, some­what dis­ap­poin­ted in his amor­ous hopes. “You had no oth­er idea in mar­ry­ing me than to save me from the gib­bet?”

			“And what oth­er idea did you sup­pose that I had?”

			Grin­goire bit his lips. “Come,” said he, “I am not yet so tri­umphant in Cu­pido, as I thought. But then, what was the good of break­ing that poor jug?”

			Mean­while Es­mer­alda’s dag­ger and the goat’s horns were still upon the de­fens­ive.

			“Ma­demois­elle Es­mer­alda,” said the poet, “let us come to terms. I am not a clerk of the court, and I shall not go to law with you for thus car­ry­ing a dag­ger in Par­is, in the teeth of the or­din­ances and pro­hib­i­tions of M. the Prov­ost. Nev­er­the­less, you are not ig­nor­ant of the fact that Noël Lescrivain was con­demned, a week ago, to pay ten Parisi­an sous, for hav­ing car­ried a cut­lass. But this is no af­fair of mine, and I will come to the point. I swear to you, upon my share of Para­dise, not to ap­proach you without your leave and per­mis­sion, but do give me some sup­per.”

			The truth is, Grin­goire was, like M. De­spr­eaux, “not very vo­lup­tu­ous.” He did not be­long to that che­va­lier and mus­ket­eer spe­cies, who take young girls by as­sault. In the mat­ter of love, as in all oth­er af­fairs, he will­ingly as­sen­ted to tem­por­iz­ing and ad­just­ing terms; and a good sup­per, and an ami­able tête-à-tête ap­peared to him, es­pe­cially when he was hungry, an ex­cel­lent in­ter­lude between the pro­logue and the cata­strophe of a love ad­ven­ture.

			The gypsy did not reply. She made her dis­dain­ful little grim­ace, drew up her head like a bird, then burst out laugh­ing, and the tiny pon­iard dis­ap­peared as it had come, without Grin­goire be­ing able to see where the wasp con­cealed its sting.

			A mo­ment later, there stood upon the table a loaf of rye bread, a slice of ba­con, some wrinkled apples and a jug of beer. Grin­goire began to eat eagerly. One would have said, to hear the furi­ous clash­ing of his iron fork and his earth­en­ware plate, that all his love had turned to ap­pet­ite.

			The young girl seated op­pos­ite him, watched him in si­lence, vis­ibly pre­oc­cu­pied with an­oth­er thought, at which she smiled from time to time, while her soft hand caressed the in­tel­li­gent head of the goat, gently pressed between her knees.

			A candle of yel­low wax il­lu­min­ated this scene of vo­ra­city and re­very.

			Mean­while, the first crav­ings of his stom­ach hav­ing been stilled, Grin­goire felt some false shame at per­ceiv­ing that noth­ing re­mained but one apple.

			“You do not eat, Ma­demois­elle Es­mer­alda?”

			She replied by a neg­at­ive sign of the head, and her pens­ive glance fixed it­self upon the vault of the ceil­ing.

			“What the deuce is she think­ing of?” thought Grin­goire, star­ing at what she was gaz­ing at; “ ’tis im­possible that it can be that stone dwarf carved in the key­stone of that arch, which thus ab­sorbs her at­ten­tion. What the deuce! I can bear the com­par­is­on!”

			He raised his voice, “Ma­demois­elle!”

			She seemed not to hear him.

			He re­peated, still more loudly, “Ma­demois­elle Es­mer­alda!”

			Trouble wasted. The young girl’s mind was else­where, and Grin­goire’s voice had not the power to re­call it. For­tu­nately, the goat in­terfered. She began to pull her mis­tress gently by the sleeve.

			“What dost thou want, Djali?” said the gypsy, hast­ily, as though sud­denly awakened.

			“She is hungry,” said Grin­goire, charmed to enter in­to con­ver­sa­tion. Es­mer­alda began to crumble some bread, which Djali ate grace­fully from the hol­low of her hand.

			Moreover, Grin­goire did not give her time to re­sume her re­very. He haz­arded a del­ic­ate ques­tion.

			“So you don’t want me for your hus­band?”

			The young girl looked at him in­tently, and said, “No.”

			“For your lov­er?” went on Grin­goire.

			She pouted, and replied, “No.”

			“For your friend?” pur­sued Grin­goire.

			She gazed fix­edly at him again, and said, after a mo­ment­ary re­flec­tion, “Per­haps.”

			This “per­haps,” so dear to philo­soph­ers, em­boldened Grin­goire.

			“Do you know what friend­ship is?” he asked.

			“Yes,” replied the gypsy; “it is to be broth­er and sis­ter; two souls which touch without ming­ling, two fin­gers on one hand.”

			“And love?” pur­sued Grin­goire.

			“Oh! love!” said she, and her voice trembled, and her eye beamed. “That is to be two and to be but one. A man and a wo­man mingled in­to one an­gel. It is heav­en.”

			The street dan­cer had a beauty as she spoke thus, that struck Grin­goire sin­gu­larly, and seemed to him in per­fect keep­ing with the al­most ori­ent­al ex­al­ta­tion of her words. Her pure, red lips half smiled; her se­rene and can­did brow be­came troubled, at in­ter­vals, un­der her thoughts, like a mir­ror un­der the breath; and from be­neath her long, droop­ing, black eye­lashes, there es­caped a sort of in­ef­fable light, which gave to her pro­file that ideal serenity which Raphael found at the mys­tic point of in­ter­sec­tion of vir­gin­ity, ma­ter­nity, and di­vin­ity.

			Nev­er­the­less, Grin­goire con­tin­ued—

			“What must one be then, in or­der to please you?”

			“A man.”

			“And I—” said he, “what, then, am I?”

			“A man has a hel­met on his head, a sword in his hand, and golden spurs on his heels.”

			“Good,” said Grin­goire, “without a horse, no man. Do you love any one?”

			“As a lov­er?—”

			“Yes.”

			She re­mained thought­ful for a mo­ment, then said with a pe­cu­li­ar ex­pres­sion: “That I shall know soon.”

			“Why not this even­ing?” re­sumed the poet ten­derly. “Why not me?”

			She cast a grave glance upon him and said—

			“I can nev­er love a man who can­not pro­tect me.”

			Grin­goire colored, and took the hint. It was evid­ent that the young girl was al­lud­ing to the slight as­sist­ance which he had rendered her in the crit­ic­al situ­ation in which she had found her­self two hours pre­vi­ously. This memory, ef­faced by his own ad­ven­tures of the even­ing, now re­curred to him. He smote his brow.

			“By the way, ma­demois­elle, I ought to have be­gun there. Par­don my fool­ish ab­sence of mind. How did you con­trive to es­cape from the claws of Quasimodo?”

			This ques­tion made the gypsy shud­der.

			“Oh! the hor­rible hunch­back,” said she, hid­ing her face in her hands. And she shuddered as though with vi­ol­ent cold.

			“Hor­rible, in truth,” said Grin­goire, who clung to his idea; “but how did you man­age to es­cape him?”

			La Es­mer­alda smiled, sighed, and re­mained si­lent.

			“Do you know why he fol­lowed you?” began Grin­goire again, seek­ing to re­turn to his ques­tion by a cir­cuit­ous route.

			“I don’t know,” said the young girl, and she ad­ded hast­ily, “but you were fol­low­ing me also, why were you fol­low­ing me?”

			“In good faith,” re­spon­ded Grin­goire, “I don’t know either.”

			Si­lence en­sued. Grin­goire slashed the table with his knife. The young girl smiled and seemed to be gaz­ing through the wall at some­thing. All at once she began to sing in a barely ar­tic­u­late voice—

			
				
					Cuando las pinta­das aves,
					

					Mu­das es­t­an, y la tierra—16
				

			

			She broke off ab­ruptly, and began to caress Djali.

			“That’s a pretty an­im­al of yours,” said Grin­goire.

			“She is my sis­ter,” she answered.

			“Why are you called ‘la Es­mer­alda?’ ” asked the poet.

			“I do not know.”

			“But why?”

			She drew from her bos­om a sort of little ob­long bag, sus­pen­ded from her neck by a string of ad­réz­arach beads. This bag ex­haled a strong odor of cam­phor. It was covered with green silk, and bore in its centre a large piece of green glass, in im­it­a­tion of an em­er­ald.

			“Per­haps it is be­cause of this,” said she.

			Grin­goire was on the point of tak­ing the bag in his hand. She drew back.

			“Don’t touch it! It is an am­u­let. You would in­jure the charm or the charm would in­jure you.”

			The poet’s curi­os­ity was more and more aroused.

			“Who gave it to you?”

			She laid one fin­ger on her mouth and con­cealed the am­u­let in her bos­om. He tried a few more ques­tions, but she hardly replied.

			“What is the mean­ing of the words, ‘la Es­mer­alda?’ ”

			“I don’t know,” said she.

			“To what lan­guage do they be­long?”

			“They are Egyp­tian, I think.”

			“I sus­pec­ted as much,” said Grin­goire, “you are not a nat­ive of France?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Are your par­ents alive?”

			She began to sing, to an an­cient air—

			
				
					Mon père est oiseau,
					

					Ma mère est ois­elle.
					

					Je passe l’eau sans na­celle,
					

					Je passe l’eau sans bat­eau,
					

					Ma mère est ois­elle,
					

					Mon père est oiseau.17
				

			

			“Good,” said Grin­goire. “At what age did you come to France?”

			“When I was very young.”

			“And when to Par­is?”

			“Last year. At the mo­ment when we were en­ter­ing the pap­al gate I saw a reed warbler flit through the air, that was at the end of Au­gust; I said, it will be a hard winter.”

			“So it was,” said Grin­goire, de­lighted at this be­gin­ning of a con­ver­sa­tion. “I passed it in blow­ing my fin­gers. So you have the gift of proph­ecy?”

			She re­tired in­to her lac­on­ics again.

			“Is that man whom you call the Duke of Egypt, the chief of your tribe?”

			“Yes.”

			“But it was he who mar­ried us,” re­marked the poet tim­idly.

			She made her cus­tom­ary pretty grim­ace.

			“I don’t even know your name.”

			“My name? If you want it, here it is—Pierre Grin­goire.”

			“I know a pret­ti­er one,” said she.

			“Naughty girl!” re­tor­ted the poet. “Nev­er mind, you shall not pro­voke me. Wait, per­haps you will love me more when you know me bet­ter; and then, you have told me your story with so much con­fid­ence, that I owe you a little of mine. You must know, then, that my name is Pierre Grin­goire, and that I am a son of the farm­er of the not­ary’s of­fice of Gon­esse. My fath­er was hung by the Bur­gun­di­ans, and my moth­er dis­em­bowelled by the Pi­cards, at the siege of Par­is, twenty years ago. At six years of age, there­fore, I was an orphan, without a sole to my foot ex­cept the pave­ments of Par­is. I do not know how I passed the in­ter­val from six to six­teen. A fruit deal­er gave me a plum here, a baker flung me a crust there; in the even­ing I got my­self taken up by the watch, who threw me in­to pris­on, and there I found a bundle of straw. All this did not pre­vent my grow­ing up and grow­ing thin, as you see. In the winter I warmed my­self in the sun, un­der the porch of the Hôtel de Sens, and I thought it very ri­dicu­lous that the fire on Saint John’s Day was re­served for the dog days. At six­teen, I wished to choose a call­ing. I tried all in suc­ces­sion. I be­came a sol­dier; but I was not brave enough. I be­came a monk; but I was not suf­fi­ciently de­vout; and then I’m a bad hand at drink­ing. In des­pair, I be­came an ap­pren­tice of the wood­cut­ters, but I was not strong enough; I had more of an in­clin­a­tion to be­come a school­mas­ter; ’tis true that I did not know how to read, but that’s no reas­on. I per­ceived at the end of a cer­tain time, that I lacked some­thing in every dir­ec­tion; and see­ing that I was good for noth­ing, of my own free will I be­came a poet and rhymester. That is a trade which one can al­ways ad­opt when one is a vag­a­bond, and it’s bet­ter than steal­ing, as some young brig­ands of my ac­quaint­ance ad­vised me to do. One day I met by luck, Dom Claude Frollo, the rev­er­end arch­deac­on of Notre-Dame. He took an in­terest in me, and it is to him that I today owe it that I am a ver­it­able man of let­ters, who knows Lat­in from the de Of­fi­ciis of Cicero to the mor­tuo­logy of the Ce­lestine Fath­ers, and a bar­bar­i­an neither in schol­astics, nor in polit­ics, nor in rhythmics, that soph­ism of soph­isms. I am the au­thor of the Mys­tery which was presen­ted today with great tri­umph and a great con­course of popu­lace, in the grand hall of the Pal­ais de Justice. I have also made a book which will con­tain six hun­dred pages, on the won­der­ful comet of 1465, which sent one man mad. I have en­joyed still oth­er suc­cesses. Be­ing some­what of an ar­til­lery car­penter, I lent a hand to Jean Mangue’s great bom­bard, which burst, as you know, on the day when it was tested, on the Pont de Char­enton, and killed four and twenty curi­ous spec­tat­ors. You see that I am not a bad match in mar­riage. I know a great many sorts of very en­ga­ging tricks, which I will teach your goat; for ex­ample, to mim­ic the Bish­op of Par­is, that cursed Phar­isee whose mill wheels splash pass­ersby the whole length of the Pont aux Meuniers. And then my mys­tery will bring me in a great deal of coined money, if they will only pay me. And fi­nally, I am at your or­ders, I and my wits, and my sci­ence and my let­ters, ready to live with you, dam­sel, as it shall please you, chastely or joy­ously; hus­band and wife, if you see fit; broth­er and sis­ter, if you think that bet­ter.”

			Grin­goire ceased, await­ing the ef­fect of his har­angue on the young girl. Her eyes were fixed on the ground.

			“ ‘Phoe­bus,’ ” she said in a low voice. Then, turn­ing to­wards the poet, “ ‘Phoe­bus’—what does that mean?”

			Grin­goire, without ex­actly un­der­stand­ing what the con­nec­tion could be between his ad­dress and this ques­tion, was not sorry to dis­play his eru­di­tion. As­sum­ing an air of im­port­ance, he replied—

			“It is a Lat­in word which means sun.”

			“Sun!” she re­peated.

			“It is the name of a hand­some arch­er, who was a god,” ad­ded Grin­goire.

			“A god!” re­peated the gypsy, and there was some­thing pens­ive and pas­sion­ate in her tone.

			At that mo­ment, one of her brace­lets be­came un­fastened and fell. Grin­goire stooped quickly to pick it up; when he straightened up, the young girl and the goat had dis­ap­peared. He heard the sound of a bolt. It was a little door, com­mu­nic­at­ing, no doubt, with a neigh­bor­ing cell, which was be­ing fastened on the out­side.

			“Has she left me a bed, at least?” said our philo­soph­er.

			He made the tour of his cell. There was no piece of fur­niture ad­ap­ted to sleep­ing pur­poses, ex­cept a tol­er­ably long wooden cof­fer; and its cov­er was carved, to boot; which af­forded Grin­goire, when he stretched him­self out upon it, a sen­sa­tion some­what sim­il­ar to that which Mi­cromé­gas would feel if he were to lie down on the Alps.

			“Come!” said he, ad­just­ing him­self as well as pos­sible, “I must resign my­self. But here’s a strange nup­tial night. ’Tis a pity. There was some­thing in­no­cent and antedi­lu­vi­an about that broken crock, which quite pleased me.”
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				I

				Notre-Dame

			
			The church of Notre-Dame de Par­is is still no doubt, a majest­ic and sub­lime edi­fice. But, beau­ti­ful as it has been pre­served in grow­ing old, it is dif­fi­cult not to sigh, not to wax in­dig­nant, be­fore the num­ber­less de­grad­a­tions and mu­til­a­tions which time and men have both caused the ven­er­able monu­ment to suf­fer, without re­spect for Char­le­magne, who laid its first stone, or for Philip Au­gus­tus, who laid the last.

			On the face of this aged queen of our cathed­rals, by the side of a wrinkle, one al­ways finds a scar. Tem­pus edax, homo eda­cior;18 which I should be glad to trans­late thus: time is blind, man is stu­pid.

			If we had leis­ure to ex­am­ine with the read­er, one by one, the divers traces of de­struc­tion im­prin­ted upon the old church, time’s share would be the least, the share of men the most, es­pe­cially the men of art, since there have been in­di­vidu­als who as­sumed the title of ar­chi­tects dur­ing the last two cen­tur­ies.

			And, in the first place, to cite only a few lead­ing ex­amples, there cer­tainly are few finer ar­chi­tec­tur­al pages than this façade, where, suc­cess­ively and at once, the three portals hol­lowed out in an arch; the broidered and dent­ated cor­don of the eight and twenty roy­al niches; the im­mense cent­ral rose win­dow, flanked by its two lat­er­al win­dows, like a priest by his dea­con and sub­deac­on; the frail and lofty gal­lery of tre­foil ar­cades, which sup­ports a heavy plat­form above its fine, slender columns; and lastly, the two black and massive towers with their slate pent­houses, har­mo­ni­ous parts of a mag­ni­fi­cent whole, su­per­posed in five gi­gant­ic stor­ies;—de­vel­op them­selves be­fore the eye, in a mass and without con­fu­sion, with their in­nu­mer­able de­tails of statu­ary, carving, and sculp­ture, joined power­fully to the tran­quil grandeur of the whole; a vast sym­phony in stone, so to speak; the co­lossal work of one man and one people, all to­geth­er one and com­plex, like the Ili­ads and the Ro­man­cer­os, whose sis­ter it is; prodi­gious product of the group­ing to­geth­er of all the forces of an epoch, where, upon each stone, one sees the fancy of the work­man dis­cip­lined by the geni­us of the artist start forth in a hun­dred fash­ions; a sort of hu­man cre­ation, in a word, power­ful and fecund as the di­vine cre­ation of which it seems to have stolen the double char­ac­ter—vari­ety, etern­ity.

			And what we here say of the façade must be said of the en­tire church; and what we say of the cathed­ral church of Par­is, must be said of all the churches of Christen­dom in the Middle Ages. All things are in place in that art, self-cre­ated, lo­gic­al, and well pro­por­tioned. To meas­ure the great toe of the foot is to meas­ure the gi­ant.

			Let us re­turn to the façade of Notre-Dame, as it still ap­pears to us, when we go pi­ously to ad­mire the grave and puis­sant cathed­ral, which in­spires ter­ror, so its chron­icles as­sert: quae mole sua terror­em in­cutit spect­an­ti­bus.

			Three im­port­ant things are today lack­ing in that façade: in the first place, the stair­case of el­ev­en steps which formerly raised it above the soil; next, the lower series of statues which oc­cu­pied the niches of the three portals; and lastly the up­per series, of the twenty-eight most an­cient kings of France, which gar­nished the gal­lery of the first story, be­gin­ning with Childe­bert, and end­ing with Phil­lip Au­gus­tus, hold­ing in his hand “the im­per­i­al apple.”

			Time has caused the stair­case to dis­ap­pear, by rais­ing the soil of the city with a slow and ir­res­ist­ible pro­gress; but, while thus caus­ing the el­ev­en steps which ad­ded to the majest­ic height of the edi­fice, to be de­voured, one by one, by the rising tide of the pave­ments of Par­is—time has be­stowed upon the church per­haps more than it has taken away, for it is time which has spread over the façade that sombre hue of the cen­tur­ies which makes the old age of monu­ments the peri­od of their beauty.

			But who has thrown down the two rows of statues? who has left the niches empty? who has cut, in the very middle of the cent­ral portal, that new and bas­tard arch? who has dared to frame therein that com­mon­place and heavy door of carved wood, à la Louis XV, be­side the ar­abesques of Bis­cor­nette? The men, the ar­chi­tects, the artists of our day.

			And if we enter the in­teri­or of the edi­fice, who has over­thrown that co­los­sus of Saint Chris­toph­er, pro­ver­bi­al for mag­nitude among statues, as the grand hall of the Pal­ais de Justice was among halls, as the spire of Stras­bourg among spires? And those myri­ads of statues, which peopled all the spaces between the columns of the nave and the choir, kneel­ing, stand­ing, eques­tri­an, men, wo­men, chil­dren, kings, bish­ops, gen­darmes, in stone, in marble, in gold, in sil­ver, in cop­per, in wax even—who has bru­tally swept them away? It is not time.

			And who sub­sti­tuted for the an­cient goth­ic al­tar, splen­didly en­cumbered with shrines and reliquar­ies, that heavy marble sar­co­phag­us, with an­gels’ heads and clouds, which seems a spe­ci­men pil­laged from the Val-de-Grâce or the In­val­ides? Who stu­pidly sealed that heavy ana­chron­ism of stone in the Car­lovingi­an pave­ment of Her­can­dus? Was it not Louis XIV, ful­filling the re­quest of Louis XIII?

			And who put the cold, white panes in the place of those win­dows, “high in col­or,” which caused the as­ton­ished eyes of our fath­ers to hes­it­ate between the rose of the grand portal and the arches of the apse? And what would a sub-chanter of the six­teenth cen­tury say, on be­hold­ing the beau­ti­ful yel­low wash, with which our archiepis­copal van­dals have des­meared their cathed­ral? He would re­mem­ber that it was the col­or with which the hang­man smeared “ac­cursed” edi­fices; he would re­call the Hôtel du Petit-Bour­bon, all smeared thus, on ac­count of the con­stable’s treas­on. “Yel­low, after all, of so good a qual­ity,” said Sauval, “and so well re­com­men­ded, that more than a cen­tury has not yet caused it to lose its col­or.” He would think that the sac­red place had be­come in­fam­ous, and would flee.

			And if we as­cend the cathed­ral, without men­tion­ing a thou­sand bar­bar­isms of every sort—what has be­come of that charm­ing little bell tower, which res­ted upon the point of in­ter­sec­tion of the cross-roofs, and which, no less frail and no less bold than its neigh­bor (also des­troyed), the spire of the Sainte-Chapelle, bur­ied it­self in the sky, farther for­ward than the towers, slender, poin­ted, son­or­ous, carved in open work. An ar­chi­tect of good taste am­pu­tated it (1787), and con­sidered it suf­fi­cient to mask the wound with that large, leaden plaster, which re­sembles a pot cov­er.

			’Tis thus that the mar­vel­lous art of the Middle Ages has been treated in nearly every coun­try, es­pe­cially in France. One can dis­tin­guish on its ru­ins three sorts of le­sions, all three of which cut in­to it at dif­fer­ent depths; first, time, which has in­sens­ibly notched its sur­face here and there, and gnawed it every­where; next, polit­ic­al and re­li­gious re­volu­tion, which, blind and wrath­ful by nature, have flung them­selves tu­mul­tu­ously upon it, torn its rich gar­ment of carving and sculp­ture, burst its rose win­dows, broken its neck­lace of ar­abesques and tiny fig­ures, torn out its statues, some­times be­cause of their mitres, some­times be­cause of their crowns; lastly, fash­ions, even more grot­esque and fool­ish, which, since the an­arch­ic­al and splen­did de­vi­ations of the Renais­sance, have fol­lowed each oth­er in the ne­ces­sary dec­ad­ence of ar­chi­tec­ture. Fash­ions have wrought more harm than re­volu­tions. They have cut to the quick; they have at­tacked the very bone and frame­work of art; they have cut, slashed, dis­or­gan­ized, killed the edi­fice, in form as in the sym­bol, in its con­sist­ency as well as in its beauty. And then they have made it over; a pre­sump­tion of which neither time nor re­volu­tions at least have been guilty. They have au­da­ciously ad­jus­ted, in the name of “good taste,” upon the wounds of goth­ic ar­chi­tec­ture, their miser­able gewgaws of a day, their rib­bons of marble, their pom­pons of met­al, a ver­it­able lep­rosy of egg-shaped or­na­ments, vo­lutes, whorls, draper­ies, gar­lands, fringes, stone flames, bronze clouds, pudgy cu­pids, chubby-cheeked cher­ubim, which be­gin to de­vour the face of art in the oratory of Cath­er­ine de Medi­cis, and cause it to ex­pire, two cen­tur­ies later, tor­tured and grim­acing, in the bou­doir of the Dubarry.

			Thus, to sum up the points which we have just in­dic­ated, three sorts of rav­ages today dis­fig­ure Goth­ic ar­chi­tec­ture. Wrinkles and warts on the epi­derm­is; this is the work of time. Deeds of vi­ol­ence, bru­tal­it­ies, con­tu­sions, frac­tures; this is the work of the re­volu­tions from Luth­er to Mi­ra­beau. Mu­til­a­tions, am­pu­ta­tions, dis­lo­ca­tion of the joints, res­tor­a­tions; this is the Greek, Ro­man, and bar­bar­i­an work of pro­fess­ors ac­cord­ing to Vit­ruvi­us and Vign­ole. This mag­ni­fi­cent art pro­duced by the Van­dals has been slain by the academies. The cen­tur­ies, the re­volu­tions, which at least dev­ast­ate with im­par­ti­al­ity and grandeur, have been joined by a cloud of school ar­chi­tects, li­censed, sworn, and bound by oath; de­fa­cing with the dis­cern­ment and choice of bad taste, sub­sti­tut­ing the chicorées of Louis XV for the Goth­ic lace, for the great­er glory of the Parthen­on. It is the kick of the ass at the dy­ing li­on. It is the old oak crown­ing it­self, and which, to heap the meas­ure full, is stung, bit­ten, and gnawed by cater­pil­lars.

			How far it is from the epoch when Robert Cenal­is, com­par­ing Notre-Dame de Par­is to the fam­ous temple of Di­ana at Eph­esus, so much lauded by the an­cient pa­gans, which Ero­status has im­mor­tal­ized, found the Gal­lic temple “more ex­cel­lent in length, breadth, height, and struc­ture.”19

			Notre-Dame is not, moreover, what can be called a com­plete, def­in­ite, clas­si­fied monu­ment. It is no longer a Romanesque church; nor is it a Goth­ic church. This edi­fice is not a type. Notre-Dame de Par­is has not, like the Ab­bey of Tournus, the grave and massive frame, the large and round vault, the gla­cial bare­ness, the majest­ic sim­pli­city of the edi­fices which have the roun­ded arch for their pro­gen­it­or. It is not, like the Cathed­ral of Bourges, the mag­ni­fi­cent, light, mul­ti­form, tufted, brist­ling ef­flor­es­cent product of the poin­ted arch. Im­possible to class it in that an­cient fam­ily of sombre, mys­ter­i­ous churches, low and crushed as it were by the round arch, al­most Egyp­tian, with the ex­cep­tion of the ceil­ing; all hiero­glyph­ics, all sa­cer­dot­al, all sym­bol­ic­al, more loaded in their or­na­ments, with loz­enges and zig­zags, than with flowers, with flowers than with an­im­als, with an­im­als than with men; the work of the ar­chi­tect less than of the bish­op; first trans­form­a­tion of art, all im­pressed with theo­crat­ic and mil­it­ary dis­cip­line, tak­ing root in the Lower Em­pire, and stop­ping with the time of Wil­li­am the Con­quer­or. Im­possible to place our Cathed­ral in that oth­er fam­ily of lofty, aer­i­al churches, rich in painted win­dows and sculp­ture; poin­ted in form, bold in at­ti­tude; com­mun­al and bour­geois as polit­ic­al sym­bols; free, ca­pri­cious, law­less, as a work of art; second trans­form­a­tion of ar­chi­tec­ture, no longer hiero­glyph­ic, im­mov­able and sa­cer­dot­al, but artist­ic, pro­gress­ive, and pop­u­lar, which be­gins at the re­turn from the cru­sades, and ends with Louis IX. Notre-Dame de Par­is is not of pure Romanesque, like the first; nor of pure Ar­a­bi­an race, like the second.

			It is an edi­fice of the trans­ition peri­od. The Sax­on ar­chi­tect com­pleted the erec­tion of the first pil­lars of the nave, when the poin­ted arch, which dates from the Cru­sade, ar­rived and placed it­self as a con­quer­or upon the large Romanesque cap­it­als which should sup­port only round arches. The poin­ted arch, mis­tress since that time, con­struc­ted the rest of the church. Nev­er­the­less, tim­id and in­ex­per­i­enced at the start, it sweeps out, grows lar­ger, re­strains it­self, and dares no longer dart up­wards in spires and lan­cet win­dows, as it did later on, in so many mar­vel­lous cathed­rals. One would say that it were con­scious of the vi­cin­ity of the heavy Romanesque pil­lars.

			How­ever, these edi­fices of the trans­ition from the Romanesque to the Goth­ic, are no less pre­cious for study than the pure types. They ex­press a shade of the art which would be lost without them. It is the graft of the poin­ted upon the round arch.

			Notre-Dame de Par­is is, in par­tic­u­lar, a curi­ous spe­ci­men of this vari­ety. Each face, each stone of the ven­er­able monu­ment, is a page not only of the his­tory of the coun­try, but of the his­tory of sci­ence and art as well. Thus, in or­der to in­dic­ate here only the prin­cip­al de­tails, while the little Red Door al­most at­tains to the lim­its of the Goth­ic del­ic­acy of the fif­teenth cen­tury, the pil­lars of the nave, by their size and weight, go back to the Car­lovingi­an Ab­bey of Saint-Ger­main-des-Prés. One would sup­pose that six cen­tur­ies sep­ar­ated these pil­lars from that door. There is no one, not even the her­met­ics, who does not find in the sym­bols of the grand portal a sat­is­fact­ory com­pen­di­um of their sci­ence, of which the Church of Saint-Jacques de la Boucher­ie was so com­plete a hiero­glyph. Thus, the Ro­man ab­bey, the philo­soph­ers’ church, the Goth­ic art, Sax­on art, the heavy, round pil­lar, which re­calls Gregory VII, the her­met­ic sym­bol­ism, with which Nic­olas Flamel played the pre­lude to Luth­er, pap­al unity, schism, Saint-Ger­main des Prés, Saint-Jacques de la Boucher­ie—all are mingled, com­bined, am­al­gam­ated in Notre-Dame. This cent­ral moth­er church is, among the an­cient churches of Par­is, a sort of chi­mera; it has the head of one, the limbs of an­oth­er, the haunches of an­oth­er, some­thing of all.

			We re­peat it, these hy­brid con­struc­tions are not the least in­ter­est­ing for the artist, for the an­ti­quar­i­an, for the his­tor­i­an. They make one feel to what a de­gree ar­chi­tec­ture is a prim­it­ive thing, by demon­strat­ing (what is also demon­strated by the cyc­lopean vestiges, the pyr­am­ids of Egypt, the gi­gant­ic Hindu pa­go­das) that the greatest products of ar­chi­tec­ture are less the works of in­di­vidu­als than of so­ci­ety; rather the off­spring of a na­tion’s ef­fort, than the in­spired flash of a man of geni­us; the de­pos­it left by a whole people; the heaps ac­cu­mu­lated by cen­tur­ies; the residue of suc­cess­ive evap­or­a­tions of hu­man so­ci­ety—in a word, spe­cies of form­a­tions. Each wave of time con­trib­utes its al­lu­vi­um, each race de­pos­its its lay­er on the monu­ment, each in­di­vidu­al brings his stone. Thus do the beavers, thus do the bees, thus do men. The great sym­bol of ar­chi­tec­ture, Ba­bel, is a hive.

			Great edi­fices, like great moun­tains, are the work of cen­tur­ies. Art of­ten un­der­goes a trans­form­a­tion while they are pending, pen­dent op­era in­ter­rupta; they pro­ceed quietly in ac­cord­ance with the trans­formed art. The new art takes the monu­ment where it finds it, in­crusts it­self there, as­sim­il­ates it to it­self, de­vel­ops it ac­cord­ing to its fancy, and fin­ishes it if it can. The thing is ac­com­plished without trouble, without ef­fort, without re­ac­tion—fol­low­ing a nat­ur­al and tran­quil law. It is a graft which shoots up, a sap which cir­cu­lates, a ve­get­a­tion which starts forth anew. Cer­tainly there is mat­ter here for many large volumes, and of­ten the uni­ver­sal his­tory of hu­man­ity in the suc­cess­ive en­graft­ing of many arts at many levels, upon the same monu­ment. The man, the artist, the in­di­vidu­al, is ef­faced in these great masses, which lack the name of their au­thor; hu­man in­tel­li­gence is there summed up and to­tal­ized. Time is the ar­chi­tect, the na­tion is the build­er.

			Not to con­sider here any­thing ex­cept the Chris­ti­an ar­chi­tec­ture of Europe, that young­er sis­ter of the great ma­son­ries of the Ori­ent, it ap­pears to the eyes as an im­mense form­a­tion di­vided in­to three well-defined zones, which are su­per­posed, the one upon the oth­er: the Romanesque zone,20 the Goth­ic zone, the zone of the Renais­sance, which we would gladly call the Greco-Ro­man zone. The Ro­man lay­er, which is the most an­cient and deep­est, is oc­cu­pied by the round arch, which re­appears, sup­por­ted by the Greek column, in the mod­ern and up­per lay­er of the Renais­sance. The poin­ted arch is found between the two. The edi­fices which be­long ex­clus­ively to any one of these three lay­ers are per­fectly dis­tinct, uni­form, and com­plete. There is the Ab­bey of Ju­miéges, there is the Cathed­ral of Re­ims, there is the Sainte-Croix of Or­léans. But the three zones mingle and am­al­gam­ate along the edges, like the col­ors in the sol­ar spec­trum. Hence, com­plex monu­ments, edi­fices of grad­a­tion and trans­ition. One is Ro­man at the base, Goth­ic in the middle, Greco-Ro­man at the top. It is be­cause it was six hun­dred years in build­ing. This vari­ety is rare. The don­jou keep of d’Étampes is a spe­ci­men of it. But monu­ments of two form­a­tions are more fre­quent. There is Notre-Dame de Par­is, a poin­ted-arch edi­fice, which is im­bed­ded by its pil­lars in that Ro­man zone, in which are plunged the portal of Saint-Denis, and the nave of Saint-Ger­main des Prés. There is the charm­ing, half-Goth­ic chapter-house of Bocherville, where the Ro­man lay­er ex­tends half-way up. There is the cathed­ral of Rouen, which would be en­tirely Goth­ic if it did not bathe the tip of its cent­ral spire in the zone of the Renais­sance.21

			How­ever, all these shades, all these dif­fer­ences, do not af­fect the sur­faces of edi­fices only. It is art which has changed its skin. The very con­sti­tu­tion of the Chris­ti­an church is not at­tacked by it. There is al­ways the same in­tern­al wood­work, the same lo­gic­al ar­range­ment of parts. Whatever may be the carved and em­broidered en­vel­ope of a cathed­ral, one al­ways finds be­neath it—in the state of a germ, and of a rudi­ment at the least—the Ro­man ba­silica. It is etern­ally de­veloped upon the soil ac­cord­ing to the same law. There are, in­vari­ably, two naves, which in­ter­sect in a cross, and whose up­per por­tion, roun­ded in­to an apse, forms the choir; there are al­ways the side aisles, for in­teri­or pro­ces­sions, for chapels—a sort of lat­er­al walks or prom­en­ades where the prin­cip­al nave dis­charges it­self through the spaces between the pil­lars. That settled, the num­ber of chapels, doors, bell towers, and pin­nacles are mod­i­fied to in­fin­ity, ac­cord­ing to the fancy of the cen­tury, the people, and art. The ser­vice of re­li­gion once as­sured and provided for, ar­chi­tec­ture does what she pleases. Statues, stained glass, rose win­dows, ar­abesques, denticu­la­tions, cap­it­als, bas-re­liefs—she com­bines all these ima­gin­ings ac­cord­ing to the ar­range­ment which best suits her. Hence, the prodi­gious ex­ter­i­or vari­ety of these edi­fices, at whose found­a­tion dwells so much or­der and unity. The trunk of a tree is im­mov­able; the fo­liage is ca­pri­cious.

		
	
		
			
				II

				A Bird’s-Eye View of Par­is

			
			We have just at­temp­ted to re­store, for the read­er’s be­ne­fit, that ad­mir­able church of Notre-Dame de Par­is. We have briefly poin­ted out the great­er part of the beau­ties which it pos­sessed in the fif­teenth cen­tury, and which it lacks today; but we have omit­ted the prin­cip­al thing—the view of Par­is which was then to be ob­tained from the sum­mits of its towers.

			That was, in fact—when, after hav­ing long groped one’s way up the dark spir­al which per­pen­dic­u­larly pierces the thick wall of the bel­fries, one emerged, at last ab­ruptly, upon one of the lofty plat­forms in­und­ated with light and air—that was, in fact, a fine pic­ture which spread out, on all sides at once, be­fore the eye; a spec­tacle sui gen­er­is, of which those of our read­ers who have had the good for­tune to see a Goth­ic city en­tire, com­plete, ho­mo­gen­eous—a few of which still re­main, Nurem­berg in Bav­aria and Vit­tor­ia in Spain—can read­ily form an idea; or even smal­ler spe­ci­mens, provided that they are well pre­served—Vit­ré in Brit­tany, Nord­hausen in Prus­sia.

			The Par­is of three hun­dred and fifty years ago—the Par­is of the fif­teenth cen­tury—was already a gi­gant­ic city. We Parisi­ans gen­er­ally make a mis­take as to the ground which we think that we have gained, since Par­is has not in­creased much over one-third since the time of Louis XI. It has cer­tainly lost more in beauty than it has gained in size.

			Par­is had its birth, as the read­er knows, in that old is­land of the City which has the form of a cradle. The strand of that is­land was its first bound­ary wall, the Seine its first moat. Par­is re­mained for many cen­tur­ies in its is­land state, with two bridges, one on the north, the oth­er on the south; and two bridge heads, which were at the same time its gates and its fort­resses—the Grand-Châtelet on the right bank, the Petit-Châtelet on the left. Then, from the date of the kings of the first race, Par­is, be­ing too cribbed and con­fined in its is­land, and un­able to re­turn thith­er, crossed the wa­ter. Then, bey­ond the Grand, bey­ond the Petit-Châtelet, a first circle of walls and towers began to in­fringe upon the coun­try on the two sides of the Seine. Some vestiges of this an­cient en­clos­ure still re­mained in the last cen­tury; today, only the memory of it is left, and here and there a tra­di­tion, the Baudets or Baudoy­er gate, Porta Bagauda.

			Little by little, the tide of houses, al­ways thrust from the heart of the city out­wards, over­flows, de­vours, wears away, and ef­faces this wall. Philip Au­gus­tus makes a new dike for it. He im­pris­ons Par­is in a cir­cu­lar chain of great towers, both lofty and sol­id. For the peri­od of more than a cen­tury, the houses press upon each oth­er, ac­cu­mu­late, and raise their level in this basin, like wa­ter in a reser­voir. They be­gin to deep­en; they pile story upon story; they mount upon each oth­er; they gush forth at the top, like all lat­er­ally com­pressed growth, and there is a rivalry as to which shall thrust its head above its neigh­bors, for the sake of get­ting a little air. The street glows nar­row­er and deep­er, every space is over­whelmed and dis­ap­pears. The houses fi­nally leap the wall of Philip Au­gus­tus, and scat­ter joy­fully over the plain, without or­der, and all askew, like run­aways. There they plant them­selves squarely, cut them­selves gar­dens from the fields, and take their ease. Be­gin­ning with 1367, the city spreads to such an ex­tent in­to the sub­urbs, that a new wall be­comes ne­ces­sary, par­tic­u­larly on the right bank; Charles V builds it. But a city like Par­is is per­petu­ally grow­ing. It is only such cit­ies that be­come cap­it­als. They are fun­nels, in­to which all the geo­graph­ic­al, polit­ic­al, mor­al, and in­tel­lec­tu­al wa­ter­sheds of a coun­try, all the nat­ur­al slopes of a people, pour; wells of civil­iz­a­tion, so to speak, and also sew­ers, where com­merce, in­dustry, in­tel­li­gence, pop­u­la­tion—all that is sap, all that is life, all that is the soul of a na­tion, fil­ters and amasses un­ceas­ingly, drop by drop, cen­tury by cen­tury.

			So Charles V’s wall suffered the fate of that of Philip Au­gus­tus. At the end of the fif­teenth cen­tury, the Fau­bourg strides across it, passes bey­ond it, and runs farther. In the six­teenth, it seems to re­treat vis­ibly, and to bury it­self deep­er and deep­er in the old city, so thick had the new city already be­come out­side of it. Thus, be­gin­ning with the fif­teenth cen­tury, where our story finds us, Par­is had already out­grown the three con­cent­ric circles of walls which, from the time of Ju­li­an the Apostate, ex­is­ted, so to speak, in germ in the Grand-Châtelet and the Petit-Châtelet. The mighty city had cracked, in suc­ces­sion, its four en­clos­ures of walls, like a child grown too large for his gar­ments of last year. Un­der Louis XI, this sea of houses was seen to be pierced at in­ter­vals by sev­er­al groups of ruined towers, from the an­cient wall, like the sum­mits of hills in an in­und­a­tion—like ar­chipela­gos of the old Par­is sub­merged be­neath the new. Since that time Par­is has un­der­gone yet an­oth­er trans­form­a­tion, un­for­tu­nately for our eyes; but it has passed only one more wall, that of Louis XV, that miser­able wall of mud and spittle, worthy of the king who built it, worthy of the poet who sung it—

			
				
					Le mur mur­ant Par­is rend Par­is mur­mur­ant.22
				

			

			In the fif­teenth cen­tury, Par­is was still di­vided in­to three wholly dis­tinct and sep­ar­ate towns, each hav­ing its own physiognomy, its own spe­cialty, its man­ners, cus­toms, priv­ileges, and his­tory: the City, the Uni­ver­sity, the Town. The City, which oc­cu­pied the is­land, was the most an­cient, the smal­lest, and the moth­er of the oth­er two, crowded in between them like (may we be pardoned the com­par­is­on) a little old wo­man between two large and hand­some maid­ens. The Uni­ver­sity covered the left bank of the Seine, from the Tour­nelle to the Tour de Nesle, points which cor­res­pond in the Par­is of today, the one to the wine mar­ket, the oth­er to the mint. Its wall in­cluded a large part of that plain where Ju­li­an had built his hot baths. The hill of Sainte-Geneviève was en­closed in it. The cul­min­at­ing point of this sweep of walls was the Pap­al gate, that is to say, near the present site of the Pan­theon. The Town, which was the largest of the three frag­ments of Par­is, held the right bank. Its quay, broken or in­ter­rup­ted in many places, ran along the Seine, from the Tour de Billy to the Tour du Bois; that is to say, from the place where the granary stands today, to the present site of the Tu­iler­ies. These four points, where the Seine in­ter­sec­ted the wall of the cap­it­al, the Tour­nelle and the Tour de Nesle on the right, the Tour de Billy and the Tour du Bois on the left, were called pree­m­in­ently, “the four towers of Par­is.” The Town en­croached still more ex­tens­ively upon the fields than the Uni­ver­sity. The cul­min­at­ing point of the Town wall (that of Charles V) was at the gates of Saint-Denis and Saint-Mar­tin, whose situ­ation has not been changed.

			As we have just said, each of these three great di­vi­sions of Par­is was a town, but too spe­cial a town to be com­plete, a city which could not get along without the oth­er two. Hence three en­tirely dis­tinct as­pects: churches aboun­ded in the City; palaces, in the Town; and col­leges, in the Uni­ver­sity. Neg­lect­ing here the ori­gin­al­it­ies, of sec­ond­ary im­port­ance in old Par­is, and the ca­pri­cious reg­u­la­tions re­gard­ing the pub­lic high­ways, we will say, from a gen­er­al point of view, tak­ing only masses and the whole group, in this chaos of com­mun­al jur­is­dic­tions, that the is­land be­longed to the bish­op, the right bank to the prov­ost of the mer­chants, the left bank to the Rect­or; over all ruled the prov­ost of Par­is, a roy­al not a mu­ni­cip­al of­fi­cial. The City had Notre-Dame; the Town, the Louvre and the Hôtel de Ville; the Uni­ver­sity, the Sor­bonne. The Town had the mar­kets (Halles); the city, the Hos­pit­al; the Uni­ver­sity, the Pré-aux-Clercs. Of­fences com­mit­ted by the schol­ars on the left bank were tried in the law courts on the is­land, and were pun­ished on the right bank at Mont­fauc­on; un­less the rect­or, feel­ing the uni­ver­sity to be strong and the king weak, in­ter­vened; for it was the stu­dents’ priv­ilege to be hanged on their own grounds.

			The great­er part of these priv­ileges, it may be noted in passing, and there were some even bet­ter than the above, had been ex­tor­ted from the kings by re­volts and mu­tinies. It is the course of things from time im­me­mori­al; the king only lets go when the people tear away. There is an old charter which puts the mat­ter na­ively: à pro­pos of fi­del­ity: Civi­bus fi­del­it­as in reges, quae tamen ali­quoties sedi­tionibus in­ter­rupta, multa peper­it priv­ile­gia.

			In the fif­teenth cen­tury, the Seine bathed five is­lands with­in the walls of Par­is: Louvi­ers is­land, where there were then trees, and where there is no longer any­thing but wood; l’île aux Vaches, and l’île Notre-Dame, both deser­ted, with the ex­cep­tion of one house, both fiefs of the bish­op—in the sev­en­teenth cen­tury, a single is­land was formed out of these two, which was built upon and named l’île Saint-Louis—, lastly the City, and at its point, the little is­let of the cow tender, which was af­ter­wards en­gulfed be­neath the plat­form of the Pont-Neuf. The City then had five bridges: three on the right, the Pont Notre-Dame, and the Pont au Change, of stone, the Pont aux Meuniers, of wood; two on the left, the Petit Pont, of stone, the Pont Saint-Michel, of wood; all loaded with houses.

			The Uni­ver­sity had six gates, built by Philip Au­gus­tus; there were, be­gin­ning with la Tour­nelle, the Porte Saint-Vic­tor, the Porte Bor­delle, the Porte Pap­ale, the Porte Saint-Jacques, the Porte Saint-Michel, the Porte Saint-Ger­main. The Town had six gates, built by Charles V; be­gin­ning with the Tour de Billy they were: the Porte Saint-Ant­oine, the Porte du Temple, the Porte Saint-Mar­tin, the Porte Saint-Denis, the Porte Mont­martre, the Porte Saint-Hon­oré. All these gates were strong, and also hand­some, which does not de­tract from strength. A large, deep moat, with a brisk cur­rent dur­ing the high wa­ter of winter, bathed the base of the wall round Par­is; the Seine fur­nished the wa­ter. At night, the gates were shut, the river was barred at both ends of the city with huge iron chains, and Par­is slept tran­quilly.

			From a bird’s-eye view, these three burgs, the City, the Town, and the Uni­ver­sity, each presen­ted to the eye an in­ex­tric­able skein of ec­cent­ric­ally tangled streets. Nev­er­the­less, at first sight, one re­cog­nized the fact that these three frag­ments formed but one body. One im­me­di­ately per­ceived three long par­al­lel streets, un­broken, un­dis­turbed, tra­vers­ing, al­most in a straight line, all three cit­ies, from one end to the oth­er; from North to South, per­pen­dic­u­larly, to the Seine, which bound them to­geth­er, mingled them, in­fused them in each oth­er, poured and trans­fused the people in­cess­antly, from one to the oth­er, and made one out of the three. The first of these streets ran from the Porte Saint-Mar­tin: it was called the Rue Saint-Jacques in the Uni­ver­sity, Rue de la Juiv­er­ie in the City, Rue Saint-Mar­tin in the Town; it crossed the wa­ter twice, un­der the name of the Petit Pont and the Pont Notre-Dame. The second, which was called the Rue de la Harpe on the left bank, Rue de la Bariller­ie in the is­land, Rue Saint-Denis on the right bank, Pont Saint-Michel on one arm of the Seine, Pont au Change on the oth­er, ran from the Porte Saint-Michel in the Uni­ver­sity, to the Porte Saint-Denis in the Town. How­ever, un­der all these names, there were but two streets, par­ent streets, gen­er­at­ing streets—the two ar­ter­ies of Par­is. All the oth­er veins of the triple city either de­rived their sup­ply from them or emp­tied in­to them.

			In­de­pend­ently of these two prin­cip­al streets, pier­cing Par­is dia­met­ric­ally in its whole breadth, from side to side, com­mon to the en­tire cap­it­al, the City and the Uni­ver­sity had also each its own great spe­cial street, which ran length­wise by them, par­al­lel to the Seine, cut­ting, as it passed, at right angles, the two ar­ter­i­al thor­ough­fares. Thus, in the Town, one des­cen­ded in a straight line from the Porte Saint-Ant­oine to the Porte Saint-Hon­oré; in the Uni­ver­sity from the Porte Saint-Vic­tor to the Porte Saint-Ger­main. These two great thor­ough­fares in­ter­sec­ted by the two first, formed the can­vas upon which re­posed, knot­ted and crowded to­geth­er on every hand, the labyrinth­ine net­work of the streets of Par­is. In the in­com­pre­hens­ible plan of these streets, one dis­tin­guished like­wise, on look­ing at­tent­ively, two clusters of great streets, like mag­ni­fied sheaves of grain, one in the Uni­ver­sity, the oth­er in the Town, which spread out gradu­ally from the bridges to the gates.

			Some traces of this geo­met­ric­al plan still ex­ist today.

			Now, what as­pect did this whole present, when, as viewed from the sum­mit of the towers of Notre-Dame, in 1482? That we shall try to de­scribe.

			For the spec­tat­or who ar­rived, pant­ing, upon that pin­nacle, it was first a dazzling con­fus­ing view of roofs, chim­neys, streets, bridges, places, spires, bell towers. Everything struck your eye at once: the carved gable, the poin­ted roof, the tur­rets sus­pen­ded at the angles of the walls; the stone pyr­am­ids of the el­ev­enth cen­tury, the slate ob­elisks of the fif­teenth; the round, bare tower of the don­jon keep; the square and fret­ted tower of the church; the great and the little, the massive and the aer­i­al. The eye was, for a long time, wholly lost in this labyrinth, where there was noth­ing which did not pos­sess its ori­gin­al­ity, its reas­on, its geni­us, its beauty—noth­ing which did not pro­ceed from art; be­gin­ning with the smal­lest house, with its painted and carved front, with ex­tern­al beams, el­lipt­ic­al door, with pro­ject­ing stor­ies, to the roy­al Louvre, which then had a colon­nade of towers. But these are the prin­cip­al masses which were then to be dis­tin­guished when the eye began to ac­cus­tom it­self to this tu­mult of edi­fices.

			In the first place, the City.—“The is­land of the City,” as Sauval says, who, in spite of his con­fused med­ley, some­times has such happy turns of ex­pres­sion—“the is­land of the city is made like a great ship, stuck in the mud and run aground in the cur­rent, near the centre of the Seine.”

			We have just ex­plained that, in the fif­teenth cen­tury, this ship was anchored to the two banks of the river by five bridges. This form of a ship had also struck the her­ald­ic scribes; for it is from that, and not from the siege by the Nor­mans, that the ship which blaz­ons the old shield of Par­is, comes, ac­cord­ing to Favyn and Pasquier. For him who un­der­stands how to de­cipher them, ar­mori­al bear­ings are al­gebra, ar­mori­al bear­ings have a tongue. The whole his­tory of the second half of the Middle Ages is writ­ten in ar­mori­al bear­ings—the first half is in the sym­bol­ism of the Ro­man churches. They are the hiero­glyph­ics of feud­al­ism, suc­ceed­ing those of theo­cracy.

			Thus the City first presen­ted it­self to the eye, with its stern to the east, and its prow to the west. Turn­ing to­wards the prow, one had be­fore one an in­nu­mer­able flock of an­cient roofs, over which arched broadly the lead-covered apse of the Sainte-Chapelle, like an ele­phant’s haunches loaded with its tower. Only here, this tower was the most au­da­cious, the most open, the most or­na­men­ted spire of cab­in­et­maker’s work that ever let the sky peep through its cone of lace. In front of Notre-Dame, and very near at hand, three streets opened in­to the cathed­ral square—a fine square, lined with an­cient houses. Over the south side of this place bent the wrinkled and sul­len façade of the Hôtel Dieu, and its roof, which seemed covered with warts and pus­tules. Then, on the right and the left, to east and west, with­in that wall of the City, which was yet so con­trac­ted, rose the bell towers of its one and twenty churches, of every date, of every form, of every size, from the low and worm-eaten bel­fry of Saint-Denis du Pas (Car­cer Glaucini) to the slender needles of Saint-Pierre aux Boeufs and Saint-Landry.

			Be­hind Notre-Dame, the cloister and its Goth­ic gal­ler­ies spread out to­wards the north; on the south, the half-Ro­man palace of the bish­op; on the east, the desert point of the Ter­rain. In this throng of houses the eye also dis­tin­guished, by the lofty open­work mitres of stone which then crowned the roof it­self, even the most el­ev­ated win­dows of the palace, the hotel giv­en by the city, un­der Charles VI, to Ju­vén­al des Ursins; a little farther on, the pitch-covered sheds of the Palus Mar­ket; in still an­oth­er quarter the new apse of Saint-Ger­main le Vieux, lengthened in 1458, with a bit of the Rue aux Fe­bves; and then, in places, a square crowded with people; a pil­lory, erec­ted at the corner of a street; a fine frag­ment of the pave­ment of Philip Au­gus­tus, a mag­ni­fi­cent flag­ging, grooved for the horses’ feet, in the middle of the road, and so badly re­placed in the six­teenth cen­tury by the miser­able cobble­stones, called the “pave­ment of the League”; a deser­ted back court­yard, with one of those dia­phan­ous stair­case tur­rets, such as were erec­ted in the fif­teenth cen­tury, one of which is still to be seen in the Rue des Bour­don­nais. Lastly, at the right of the Sainte-Chapelle, to­wards the west, the Pal­ais de Justice res­ted its group of towers at the edge of the wa­ter. The thick­ets of the king’s gar­dens, which covered the west­ern point of the City, masked the Is­land du Pas­seur. As for the wa­ter, from the sum­mit of the towers of Notre-Dame one hardly saw it, on either side of the City; the Seine was hid­den by bridges, the bridges by houses.

			And when the glance passed these bridges, whose roofs were vis­ibly green, rendered mouldy be­fore their time by the va­pors from the wa­ter, if it was dir­ec­ted to the left, to­wards the Uni­ver­sity, the first edi­fice which struck it was a large, low sheaf of towers, the Petit-Châtelet, whose yawn­ing gate de­voured the end of the Petit-Pont. Then, if your view ran along the bank, from east to west, from the Tour­nelle to the Tour de Nesle, there was a long cor­don of houses, with carved beams, stained-glass win­dows, each story pro­ject­ing over that be­neath it, an in­ter­min­able zig­zag of bour­geois gables, fre­quently in­ter­rup­ted by the mouth of a street, and from time to time also by the front or angle of a huge stone man­sion, planted at its ease, with courts and gar­dens, wings and de­tached build­ings, amid this popu­lace of crowded and nar­row houses, like a grand gen­tle­man among a throng of rus­tics. There were five or six of these man­sions on the quay, from the house of Lor­raine, which shared with the Bern­ardins the grand en­clos­ure ad­join­ing the Tour­nelle, to the Hôtel de Nesle, whose prin­cip­al tower ended Par­is, and whose poin­ted roofs were in a po­s­i­tion, dur­ing three months of the year, to en­croach, with their black tri­angles, upon the scar­let disk of the set­ting sun.

			This side of the Seine was, how­ever, the least mer­cant­ile of the two. Stu­dents fur­nished more of a crowd and more noise there than ar­tis­ans, and there was not, prop­erly speak­ing, any quay, ex­cept from the Pont Saint-Michel to the Tour de Nesle. The rest of the bank of the Seine was now a na­ked strand, the same as bey­ond the Bern­ardins; again, a throng of houses, stand­ing with their feet in the wa­ter, as between the two bridges.

			There was a great up­roar of laundresses; they screamed, and talked, and sang from morn­ing till night along the beach, and beat a great deal of lin­en there, just as in our day. This is not the least of the gayeties of Par­is.

			The Uni­ver­sity presen­ted a dense mass to the eye. From one end to the oth­er, it was ho­mo­gen­eous and com­pact. The thou­sand roofs, dense, an­gu­lar, cling­ing to each oth­er, com­posed, nearly all, of the same geo­met­ric­al ele­ment, offered, when viewed from above, the as­pect of a crys­tal­liz­a­tion of the same sub­stance.

			The ca­pri­cious rav­ine of streets did not cut this block of houses in­to too dis­pro­por­tion­ate slices. The forty-two col­leges were scattered about in a fairly equal man­ner, and there were some every­where. The amus­ingly var­ied crests of these beau­ti­ful edi­fices were the product of the same art as the simple roofs which they over­shot, and were, ac­tu­ally, only a mul­ti­plic­a­tion of the square or the cube of the same geo­met­ric­al fig­ure. Hence they com­plic­ated the whole ef­fect, without dis­turb­ing it; com­pleted, without over­load­ing it. Geo­metry is har­mony. Some fine man­sions here and there made mag­ni­fi­cent out­lines against the pic­tur­esque at­tics of the left bank. The house of Nev­ers, the house of Rome, the house of Re­ims, which have dis­ap­peared; the Hôtel de Cluny, which still ex­ists, for the con­sol­a­tion of the artist, and whose tower was so stu­pidly de­prived of its crown a few years ago. Close to Cluny, that Ro­man palace, with fine round arches, were once the hot baths of Ju­li­an. There were a great many ab­beys, of a beauty more de­vout, of a grandeur more sol­emn than the man­sions, but not less beau­ti­ful, not less grand. Those which first caught the eye were the Bern­ardins, with their three bell towers; Sainte-Geneviève, whose square tower, which still ex­ists, makes us re­gret the rest; the Sor­bonne, half col­lege, half mon­as­tery, of which so ad­mir­able a nave sur­vives; the fine quad­ri­lat­er­al cloister of the Ma­th­ur­ins; its neigh­bor, the cloister of Saint-Ben­oît, with­in whose walls they have had time to cobble up a theatre, between the sev­enth and eighth edi­tions of this book; the Cor­deliers, with their three enorm­ous ad­ja­cent gables; the Au­gustins, whose grace­ful spire formed, after the Tour de Nesle, the second denticu­la­tion on this side of Par­is, start­ing from the west. The col­leges, which are, in fact, the in­ter­me­di­ate ring between the cloister and the world, hold the middle po­s­i­tion in the mo­nu­ment­al series between the ho­tels and the ab­beys, with a sever­ity full of el­eg­ance, sculp­ture less giddy than the palaces, an ar­chi­tec­ture less severe than the con­vents. Un­for­tu­nately, hardly any­thing re­mains of these monu­ments, where Goth­ic art com­bined with so just a bal­ance, rich­ness and eco­nomy. The churches (and they were nu­mer­ous and splen­did in the Uni­ver­sity, and they were graded there also in all the ages of ar­chi­tec­ture, from the round arches of Saint-Ju­li­an to the poin­ted arches of Saint-Séver­in), the churches dom­in­ated the whole; and, like one har­mony more in this mass of har­mon­ies, they pierced in quick suc­ces­sion the mul­tiple open work of the gables with slashed spires, with open­work bell towers, with slender pin­nacles, whose line was also only a mag­ni­fi­cent ex­ag­ger­a­tion of the acute angle of the roofs.

			The ground of the Uni­ver­sity was hilly; Mount Sainte-Geneviève formed an enorm­ous mound to the south; and it was a sight to see from the sum­mit of Notre-Dame how that throng of nar­row and tor­tu­ous streets (today the Lat­in Quarter), those bunches of houses which, spread out in every dir­ec­tion from the top of this em­in­ence, pre­cip­it­ated them­selves in dis­order, and al­most per­pen­dic­u­larly down its flanks, nearly to the wa­ter’s edge, hav­ing the air, some of fall­ing, oth­ers of clam­ber­ing up again, and all of hold­ing to one an­oth­er. A con­tinu­al flux of a thou­sand black points which passed each oth­er on the pave­ments made everything move be­fore the eyes; it was the popu­lace seen thus from aloft and afar.

			Lastly, in the in­ter­vals of these roofs, of these spires, of these ac­ci­dents of num­ber­less edi­fices, which bent and writhed, and jagged in so ec­cent­ric a man­ner the ex­treme line of the Uni­ver­sity, one caught a glimpse, here and there, of a great ex­panse of moss-grown wall, a thick, round tower, a crenel­lated city gate, shad­ow­ing forth the fort­ress; it was the wall of Philip Au­gus­tus. Bey­ond, the fields gleamed green; bey­ond, fled the roads, along which were scattered a few more sub­urb­an houses, which be­came more in­fre­quent as they be­came more dis­tant. Some of these fau­bourgs were im­port­ant: there were, first, start­ing from la Tour­nelle, the Bourg Saint-Vic­tor, with its one arch bridge over the Bièvre, its ab­bey where one could read the epi­taph of Louis le Gros, epi­taph­i­um Ludovici Grossi, and its church with an oc­ta­gon­al spire, flanked with four little bell towers of the el­ev­enth cen­tury (a sim­il­ar one can be seen at Étampes; it is not yet des­troyed); next, the Bourg Saint-Mar­ceau, which already had three churches and one con­vent; then, leav­ing the mill of the Go­belins and its four white walls on the left, there was the Fau­bourg Saint-Jacques with the beau­ti­ful carved cross in its square; the church of Saint-Jacques du Haut-Pas, which was then Goth­ic, poin­ted, charm­ing; Saint-Ma­gloire, a fine nave of the four­teenth cen­tury, which Na­po­leon turned in­to a hayloft; Notre-Dame des Champs, where there were Byz­antine mo­sa­ics; lastly, after hav­ing left be­hind, full in the coun­try, the Mon­as­tery des Chartreux, a rich edi­fice con­tem­por­ary with the Pal­ais de Justice, with its little garden di­vided in­to com­part­ments, and the haunted ru­ins of Vauvert, the eye fell, to the west, upon the three Ro­man spires of Saint-Ger­main des Prés. The Bourg Saint-Ger­main, already a large com­munity, formed fif­teen or twenty streets in the rear; the poin­ted bell tower of Saint-Sulpice marked one corner of the town. Close be­side it one descried the quad­ri­lat­er­al en­clos­ure of the fair of Saint-Ger­main, where the mar­ket is situ­ated today; then the ab­bot’s pil­lory, a pretty little round tower, well capped with a leaden cone; the brick­yard was fur­ther on, and the Rue du Four, which led to the com­mon bake­house, and the mill on its hil­lock, and the laz­ar house, a tiny house, isol­ated and half seen.

			But that which at­trac­ted the eye most of all, and fixed it for a long time on that point, was the ab­bey it­self. It is cer­tain that this mon­as­tery, which had a grand air, both as a church and as a sei­gnory; that ab­ba­tial palace, where the bish­ops of Par­is coun­ted them­selves happy if they could pass the night; that re­fect­ory, upon which the ar­chi­tect had be­stowed the air, the beauty, and the rose win­dow of a cathed­ral; that el­eg­ant chapel of the Vir­gin; that mo­nu­ment­al dorm­it­ory; those vast gar­dens; that port­cullis; that draw­bridge; that en­vel­ope of bat­tle­ments which notched to the eye the ver­dure of the sur­round­ing mead­ows; those court­yards, where gleamed men at arms, in­ter­mingled with golden copes;—the whole grouped and clustered about three lofty spires, with round arches, well planted upon a Goth­ic apse, made a mag­ni­fi­cent fig­ure against the ho­ri­zon.

			When, at length, after hav­ing con­tem­plated the Uni­ver­sity for a long time, you turned to­wards the right bank, to­wards the Town, the char­ac­ter of the spec­tacle was ab­ruptly altered. The Town, in fact much lar­ger than the Uni­ver­sity, was also less of a unit. At the first glance, one saw that it was di­vided in­to many masses, sin­gu­larly dis­tinct. First, to the east­ward, in that part of the town which still takes its name from the marsh where Cam­u­lo­gènes en­tangled Caesar, was a pile of palaces. The block ex­ten­ded to the very wa­ter’s edge. Four al­most con­tigu­ous ho­tels, Jouy, Sens, Bar­beau, the house of the Queen, mirrored their slate peaks, broken with slender tur­rets, in the Seine.

			These four edi­fices filled the space from the Rue des Non­aindières, to the ab­bey of the Ce­lestins, whose spire grace­fully re­lieved their line of gables and bat­tle­ments. A few miser­able, green­ish hov­els, hanging over the wa­ter in front of these sump­tu­ous ho­tels, did not pre­vent one from see­ing the fine angles of their façades, their large, square win­dows with stone mul­lions, their poin­ted porches over­loaded with statues, the vivid out­lines of their walls, al­ways clear cut, and all those charm­ing ac­ci­dents of ar­chi­tec­ture, which cause Goth­ic art to have the air of be­gin­ning its com­bin­a­tions afresh with every monu­ment.

			Be­hind these palaces, ex­ten­ded in all dir­ec­tions, now broken, fenced in, bat­tle­men­ted like a cit­adel, now veiled by great trees like a Carthu­s­i­an con­vent, the im­mense and mul­ti­form en­clos­ure of that mi­ra­cu­lous Hôtel de Saint-Pol, where the King of France pos­sessed the means of lodging su­perbly two and twenty princes of the rank of the dauph­in and the Duke of Bur­gundy, with their do­mest­ics and their suites, without count­ing the great lords, and the em­per­or when he came to view Par­is, and the lions, who had their sep­ar­ate hotel at the roy­al hotel. Let us say here that a prince’s apart­ment was then com­posed of nev­er less than el­ev­en large rooms, from the cham­ber of state to the oratory, not to men­tion the gal­ler­ies, baths, va­por-baths, and oth­er “su­per­flu­ous places,” with which each apart­ment was provided; not to men­tion the private gar­dens for each of the king’s guests; not to men­tion the kit­chens, the cel­lars, the do­mest­ic of­fices, the gen­er­al re­fect­or­ies of the house, the poultry-yards, where there were twenty-two gen­er­al labor­at­or­ies, from the bake­houses to the wine-cel­lars; games of a thou­sand sorts, malls, ten­nis, and rid­ing at the ring; avi­ar­ies, fish­ponds, me­na­ger­ies, stables, barns, lib­rar­ies, ar­sen­als and foundries. This was what a king’s palace, a Louvre, a Hôtel de Saint-Pol was then. A city with­in a city.

			From the tower where we are placed, the Hôtel Saint-Pol, al­most half hid­den by the four great houses of which we have just spoken, was still very con­sid­er­able and very mar­vel­lous to see. One could there dis­tin­guish, very well, though clev­erly united with the prin­cip­al build­ing by long gal­ler­ies, decked with painted glass and slender columns, the three ho­tels which Charles V had am­al­gam­ated with his palace: the Hôtel du Petit-Muce, with the airy bal­us­trade, which formed a grace­ful bor­der to its roof; the Hôtel of the Ab­bé de Saint-Maur, hav­ing the van­ity of a strong­hold, a great tower, ma­chic­ol­a­tions, loop­holes, iron grat­ings, and over the large Sax­on door, the ar­mori­al bear­ings of the ab­bé, between the two mor­tises of the draw­bridge; the Hôtel of the Comte d’Étampes, whose don­jon keep, ruined at its sum­mit, was roun­ded and notched like a cock’s comb; here and there, three or four an­cient oaks, form­ing a tuft to­geth­er like enorm­ous cauli­flowers; gam­bols of swans, in the clear wa­ter of the fish­ponds, all in folds of light and shade; many court­yards of which one be­held pic­tur­esque bits; the Hôtel of the Lions, with its low, poin­ted arches on short, Sax­on pil­lars, its iron grat­ings and its per­petu­al roar; shoot­ing up above the whole, the scale-or­na­men­ted spire of the Ave-Maria; on the left, the house of the Prov­ost of Par­is, flanked by four small towers, del­ic­ately grooved, in the middle; at the ex­tremity, the Hôtel Saint-Pol, prop­erly speak­ing, with its mul­ti­plied façades, its suc­cess­ive en­rich­ments from the time of Charles V, the hy­brid ex­cres­cences, with which the fancy of the ar­chi­tects had loaded it dur­ing the last two cen­tur­ies, with all the apses of its chapels, all the gables of its gal­ler­ies, a thou­sand weath­er­cocks for the four winds, and its two lofty con­tigu­ous towers, whose con­ic­al roof, sur­roun­ded by bat­tle­ments at its base, looked like those poin­ted caps which have their edges turned up.

			Con­tinu­ing to mount the stor­ies of this am­phi­theatre of palaces spread out afar upon the ground, after cross­ing a deep rav­ine hol­lowed out of the roofs in the Town, which marked the pas­sage of the Rue Saint-Ant­oine, the eye reached the house of Angoulême, a vast con­struc­tion of many epochs, where there were per­fectly new and very white parts, which melted no bet­ter in­to the whole than a red patch on a blue doublet. Nev­er­the­less, the re­mark­ably poin­ted and lofty roof of the mod­ern palace, brist­ling with carved eaves, covered with sheets of lead, where coiled a thou­sand fant­ast­ic ar­abesques of spark­ling in­crust­a­tions of gil­ded bronze, that roof, so curi­ously dam­as­cened, dar­ted up­wards grace­fully from the midst of the brown ru­ins of the an­cient edi­fice; whose huge and an­cient towers, roun­ded by age like casks, sink­ing to­geth­er with old age, and rend­ing them­selves from top to bot­tom, re­sembled great bel­lies un­buttoned. Be­hind rose the forest of spires of the Pal­ais des Tour­nelles. Not a view in the world, either at Cham­bord or at the Al­ham­bra, is more ma­gic, more aer­i­al, more en­chant­ing, than that thick­et of spires, tiny bell towers, chim­neys, weather­vanes, wind­ing stair­cases, lan­terns through which the day­light makes its way, which seem cut out at a blow, pa­vil­ions, spindle-shaped tur­rets, or, as they were then called, tour­nelles, all dif­fer­ing in form, in height, and at­ti­tude. One would have pro­nounced it a gi­gant­ic stone chess­board.

			To the right of the Tour­nelles, that truss of enorm­ous towers, black as ink, run­ning in­to each oth­er and tied, as it were, by a cir­cu­lar moat; that don­jon keep, much more pierced with loop­holes than with win­dows; that draw­bridge, al­ways raised; that port­cullis, al­ways lowered—is the Bastille. Those sorts of black beaks which pro­ject from between the bat­tle­ments, and which you take from a dis­tance to be cave spouts, are can­nons.

			Be­neath them, at the foot of the for­mid­able edi­fice, be­hold the Porte Sainte-Ant­oine, bur­ied between its two towers.

			Bey­ond the Tour­nelles, as far as the wall of Charles V, spread out, with rich com­part­ments of ver­dure and of flowers, a vel­vet car­pet of cul­tiv­ated land and roy­al parks, in the midst of which one re­cog­nized, by its labyrinth of trees and al­leys, the fam­ous Daedalus garden which Louis XI had giv­en to Coicti­er. The doc­tor’s ob­ser­vat­ory rose above the labyrinth like a great isol­ated column, with a tiny house for a cap­it­al. Ter­rible as­tro­lo­gies took place in that labor­at­ory.

			There today is the Place Roy­ale.

			As we have just said, the quarter of the palace, of which we have just en­deavored to give the read­er some idea by in­dic­at­ing only the chief points, filled the angle which Charles V’s wall made with the Seine on the east. The centre of the Town was oc­cu­pied by a pile of houses for the popu­lace. It was there, in fact, that the three bridges dis­gorged upon the right bank, and bridges lead to the build­ing of houses rather than palaces. That con­greg­a­tion of bour­geois hab­it­a­tions, pressed to­geth­er like the cells in a hive, had a beauty of its own. It is with the roofs of a cap­it­al as with the waves of the sea—they are grand. First the streets, crossed and en­tangled, form­ing a hun­dred amus­ing fig­ures in the block; around the mar­ket­place, it was like a star with a thou­sand rays.

			The Rues Saint-Denis and Saint-Mar­tin, with their in­nu­mer­able rami­fic­a­tions, rose one after the oth­er, like trees in­ter­twin­ing their branches; and then the tor­tu­ous lines, the Rues de la Plâtrer­ie, de la Ver­rer­ie, de la Tix­er­an­der­ie, etc., me­andered over all. There were also fine edi­fices which pierced the pet­ri­fied un­du­la­tions of that sea of gables. At the head of the Pont aux Changeurs, be­hind which one be­held the Seine foam­ing be­neath the wheels of the Pont aux Meuniers, there was the Châle­let, no longer a Ro­man tower, as un­der Ju­li­an the Apostate, but a feud­al tower of the thir­teenth cen­tury, and of a stone so hard that the pick­axe could not break away so much as the thick­ness of the fist in a space of three hours; there was the rich square bell tower of Saint-Jacques de la Boucher­ie, with its angles all froth­ing with carvings, already ad­mir­able, al­though it was not fin­ished in the fif­teenth cen­tury. (It lacked, in par­tic­u­lar, the four mon­sters, which, still perched today on the corners of its roof, have the air of so many sphinxes who are pro­pound­ing to new Par­is the riddle of the an­cient Par­is. Rault, the sculptor, only placed them in po­s­i­tion in 1526, and re­ceived twenty francs for his pains.) There was the Mais­on-aux-Piliers, the Pil­lar House, open­ing upon that Place de Grève of which we have giv­en the read­er some idea; there was Saint-Ger­vais, which a front “in good taste” has since spoiled; Saint-Méry, whose an­cient poin­ted arches were still al­most round arches; Saint-Jean, whose mag­ni­fi­cent spire was pro­ver­bi­al; there were twenty oth­er monu­ments, which did not dis­dain to bury their won­ders in that chaos of black, deep, nar­row streets. Add the crosses of carved stone, more lav­ishly scattered through the squares than even the gib­bets; the cemetery of the In­no­cents, whose ar­chi­tec­tur­al wall could be seen in the dis­tance above the roofs; the pil­lory of the Mar­kets, whose top was vis­ible between two chim­neys of the Rue de la Cos­son­ner­ie; the lad­der of the Croix-du-Trahoir, in its square al­ways black with people; the cir­cu­lar build­ings of the wheat mart; the frag­ments of Philip Au­gus­tus’s an­cient wall, which could be made out here and there, drowned among the houses, its towers gnawed by ivy, its gates in ru­ins, with crum­bling and de­formed stretches of wall; the quay with its thou­sand shops, and its bloody knack­er’s yards; the Seine en­cumbered with boats, from the Port au Foin to For-l’Évêque, and you will have a con­fused pic­ture of what the cent­ral trapezi­um of the Town was like in 1482.

			With these two quar­ters, one of ho­tels, the oth­er of houses, the third fea­ture of as­pect presen­ted by the city was a long zone of ab­beys, which bordered it in nearly the whole of its cir­cum­fer­ence, from the rising to the set­ting sun, and, be­hind the circle of for­ti­fic­a­tions which hemmed in Par­is, formed a second in­teri­or en­clos­ure of con­vents and chapels. Thus, im­me­di­ately ad­join­ing the park des Tour­nelles, between the Rue Saint-Ant­oine and the Vie­ille Rue du Temple, there stood Sainte-Cath­er­ine, with its im­mense cul­tiv­ated lands, which were ter­min­ated only by the wall of Par­is. Between the old and the new Rue du Temple, there was the Temple, a sin­is­ter group of towers, lofty, erect, and isol­ated in the middle of a vast, bat­tle­men­ted en­clos­ure. Between the Rue Neuve-du-Temple and the Rue Saint-Mar­tin, there was the Ab­bey of Saint-Mar­tin, in the midst of its gar­dens, a su­perb for­ti­fied church, whose girdle of towers, whose dia­dem of bell towers, yiel­ded in force and splendor only to Saint-Ger­main des Prés. Between the Rue Saint-Mar­tin and the Rue Saint-Denis, spread the en­clos­ure of the Trin­ité.

			Lastly, between the Rue Saint-Denis, and the Rue Mon­torgueil, stood the Filles-Dieu. On one side, the rot­ting roofs and un­paved en­clos­ure of the Cour des Mir­acles could be descried. It was the sole pro­fane ring which was linked to that de­vout chain of con­vents.

			Fi­nally, the fourth com­part­ment, which stretched it­self out in the ag­glom­er­a­tion of the roofs on the right bank, and which oc­cu­pied the west­ern angle of the en­clos­ure, and the banks of the river down stream, was a fresh cluster of palaces and ho­tels pressed close about the base of the Louvre. The old Louvre of Philip Au­gus­tus, that im­mense edi­fice whose great tower ral­lied about it three and twenty chief towers, not to reck­on the less­er towers, seemed from a dis­tance to be en­shrined in the Goth­ic roofs of the Hôtel d’Alençon, and the Petit-Bour­bon. This hy­dra of towers, gi­ant guard­i­an of Par­is, with its four and twenty heads, al­ways erect, with its mon­strous haunches, loaded or scaled with slates, and all stream­ing with metal­lic re­flec­tions, ter­min­ated with won­der­ful ef­fect the con­fig­ur­a­tion of the Town to­wards the west.

			Thus an im­mense block, which the Ro­mans called in­sula, or is­land, of bour­geois houses, flanked on the right and the left by two blocks of palaces, crowned, the one by the Louvre, the oth­er by the Tour­nelles, bordered on the north by a long girdle of ab­beys and cul­tiv­ated en­clos­ures, all am­al­gam­ated and melted to­geth­er in one view; upon these thou­sands of edi­fices, whose tiled and slated roofs out­lined upon each oth­er so many fant­ast­ic chains, the bell towers, tat­tooed, fluted, and or­na­men­ted with twis­ted bands, of the four and forty churches on the right bank; myri­ads of cross streets; for bound­ary on one side, an en­clos­ure of lofty walls with square towers (that of the Uni­ver­sity had round towers); on the oth­er, the Seine, cut by bridges, and bear­ing on its bos­om a mul­ti­tude of boats; be­hold the Town of Par­is in the fif­teenth cen­tury.

			Bey­ond the walls, sev­er­al sub­urb­an vil­lages pressed close about the gates, but less nu­mer­ous and more scattered than those of the Uni­ver­sity. Be­hind the Bastille there were twenty hov­els clustered round the curi­ous sculp­tures of the Croix-Faub­in and the fly­ing but­tresses of the Ab­bey of Saint-Ant­oine des Champs; then Popin­court, lost amid wheat fields; then la Cour­til­le, a merry vil­lage of wine-shops; the ham­let of Saint-Laurent with its church whose bell tower, from afar, seemed to add it­self to the poin­ted towers of the Porte Saint-Mar­tin; the Fau­bourg Saint-Denis, with the vast en­clos­ure of Saint-Ladre; bey­ond the Mont­martre Gate, the Grange-Batelière, en­circled with white walls; be­hind it, with its chalky slopes, Mont­martre, which had then al­most as many churches as wind­mills, and which has kept only the wind­mills, for so­ci­ety no longer de­mands any­thing but bread for the body. Lastly, bey­ond the Louvre, the Fau­bourg Saint-Hon­oré, already con­sid­er­able at that time, could be seen stretch­ing away in­to the fields, and Petit-Bretagne gleam­ing green, and the Marché aux Pourceaux spread­ing abroad, in whose centre swelled the hor­rible ap­par­at­us used for boil­ing coun­ter­feit­ers. Between la Cour­til­le and Saint-Laurent, your eye had already no­ticed, on the sum­mit of an em­in­ence crouch­ing amid desert plains, a sort of edi­fice which re­sembled from a dis­tance a ruined colon­nade, moun­ted upon a base­ment with its found­a­tion laid bare. This was neither a Parthen­on, nor a temple of the Olympi­an Jupiter. It was Mont­fauc­on.

			Now, if the enu­mer­a­tion of so many edi­fices, sum­mary as we have en­deavored to make it, has not shattered in the read­er’s mind the gen­er­al im­age of old Par­is, as we have con­struc­ted it, we will re­capit­u­late it in a few words. In the centre, the is­land of the City, re­sem­bling as to form an enorm­ous tor­toise, and throw­ing out its bridges with tiles for scales; like legs from be­neath its gray shell of roofs. On the left, the mono­lith­ic trapezi­um, firm, dense, brist­ling, of the Uni­ver­sity; on the right, the vast semi­circle of the Town, much more in­ter­mixed with gar­dens and monu­ments. The three blocks, city, uni­ver­sity, and town, marbled with in­nu­mer­able streets. Across all, the Seine, “foster-moth­er Seine,” as says Fath­er Du Breul, blocked with is­lands, bridges, and boats. All about an im­mense plain, patched with a thou­sand sorts of cul­tiv­ated plots, sown with fine vil­lages. On the left, Issy, Van­vres, Vaugir­arde, Mon­trouge, Gen­tilly, with its round tower and its square tower, etc.; on the right, twenty oth­ers, from Con­flans to Ville-l’Évêque. On the ho­ri­zon, a bor­der of hills ar­ranged in a circle like the rim of the basin. Fi­nally, far away to the east, Vincennes, and its sev­en quad­rangu­lar towers to the south, Bicêtre and its poin­ted tur­rets; to the north, Saint-Denis and its spire; to the west, Saint Cloud and its don­jon keep. Such was the Par­is which the ravens, who lived in 1482, be­held from the sum­mits of the towers of Notre-Dame.

			Nev­er­the­less, Voltaire said of this city, that “be­fore Louis XIV, it pos­sessed but four fine monu­ments”: the dome of the Sor­bonne, the Val-de-Grâce, the mod­ern Louvre, and I know not what the fourth was—the Lux­em­bourg, per­haps. For­tu­nately, Voltaire was the au­thor of “Can­dide” in spite of this, and in spite of this, he is, among all the men who have fol­lowed each oth­er in the long series of hu­man­ity, the one who has best pos­sessed the diabol­ic­al laugh. Moreover, this proves that one can be a fine geni­us, and yet un­der­stand noth­ing of an art to which one does not be­long. Did not Molière ima­gine that he was do­ing Raphael and Mi­chael-An­gelo a very great hon­or, by call­ing them “those Mignards of their age?”

			Let us re­turn to Par­is and to the fif­teenth cen­tury.

			It was not then merely a hand­some city; it was a ho­mo­gen­eous city, an ar­chi­tec­tur­al and his­tor­ic­al product of the Middle Ages, a chron­icle in stone. It was a city formed of two lay­ers only; the Romanesque lay­er and the Goth­ic lay­er; for the Ro­man lay­er had dis­ap­peared long be­fore, with the ex­cep­tion of the Hot Baths of Ju­li­an, where it still pierced through the thick crust of the Middle Ages. As for the Celt­ic lay­er, no spe­ci­mens were any longer to be found, even when sink­ing wells.

			Fifty years later, when the Renais­sance began to mingle with this unity which was so severe and yet so var­ied, the dazzling lux­ury of its fantas­ies and sys­tems, its de­base­ments of Ro­man round arches, Greek columns, and Goth­ic bases, its sculp­ture which was so tender and so ideal, its pe­cu­li­ar taste for ar­abesques and acanthus leaves, its ar­chi­tec­tur­al pa­gan­ism, con­tem­por­ary with Luth­er, Par­is, was per­haps, still more beau­ti­ful, al­though less har­mo­ni­ous to the eye, and to the thought.

			But this splen­did mo­ment las­ted only for a short time; the Renais­sance was not im­par­tial; it did not con­tent it­self with build­ing, it wished to des­troy; it is true that it re­quired the room. Thus Goth­ic Par­is was com­plete only for a mo­ment. Saint-Jacques de la Boucher­ie had barely been com­pleted when the de­moli­tion of the old Louvre was be­gun.

			After that, the great city be­came more dis­figured every day. Goth­ic Par­is, be­neath which Ro­man Par­is was ef­faced, was ef­faced in its turn; but can any one say what Par­is has re­placed it?

			There is the Par­is of Cath­er­ine de Medi­cis at the Tu­iler­ies;23—the Par­is of Henri II, at the Hôtel de Ville, two edi­fices still in fine taste;—the Par­is of Henri IV, at the Place Roy­ale: façades of brick with stone corners, and slated roofs, tri-colored houses;—the Par­is of Louis XIII, at the Val-de-Grâce: a crushed and squat ar­chi­tec­ture, with vaults like bas­ket-handles, and some­thing in­des­crib­ably pot-bel­lied in the column, and thick­set in the dome;—the Par­is of Louis XIV, in the In­val­ides: grand, rich, gil­ded, cold;—the Par­is of Louis XV, in Saint-Sulpice: vo­lutes, knots of rib­bon, clouds, ver­mi­celli and chic­cory leaves, all in stone;—the Par­is of Louis XVI, in the Pan­theon: Saint Peter of Rome, badly copied (the edi­fice is awk­wardly heaped to­geth­er, which has not amended its lines);—the Par­is of the Re­pub­lic, in the School of Medi­cine: a poor Greek and Ro­man taste, which re­sembles the Coli­seum or the Parthen­on as the con­sti­tu­tion of the year III, re­sembles the laws of Mi­nos—it is called in ar­chi­tec­ture, “the Messidor”24 taste;—the Par­is of Na­po­leon in the Place Vendôme: this one is sub­lime, a column of bronze made of can­nons;—the Par­is of the Res­tor­a­tion, at the Bourse: a very white colon­nade sup­port­ing a very smooth frieze; the whole is square and cost twenty mil­lions.

			To each of these char­ac­ter­ist­ic monu­ments there is at­tached by a sim­il­ar­ity of taste, fash­ion, and at­ti­tude, a cer­tain num­ber of houses scattered about in dif­fer­ent quar­ters and which the eyes of the con­nois­seur eas­ily dis­tin­guishes and fur­nishes with a date. When one knows how to look, one finds the spir­it of a cen­tury, and the physiognomy of a king, even in the knock­er on a door.

			The Par­is of the present day has then, no gen­er­al physiognomy. It is a col­lec­tion of spe­ci­mens of many cen­tur­ies, and the finest have dis­ap­peared. The cap­it­al grows only in houses, and what houses! At the rate at which Par­is is now pro­ceed­ing, it will re­new it­self every fifty years.

			Thus the his­tor­ic­al sig­ni­fic­ance of its ar­chi­tec­ture is be­ing ef­faced every day. Monu­ments are be­com­ing rarer and rarer, and one seems to see them gradu­ally en­gulfed, by the flood of houses. Our fath­ers had a Par­is of stone; our sons will have one of plaster.

			So far as the mod­ern monu­ments of new Par­is are con­cerned, we would gladly be ex­cused from men­tion­ing them. It is not that we do not ad­mire them as they de­serve. The Sainte-Geneviève of M. Souf­flot is cer­tainly the finest Sa­voy cake that has ever been made in stone. The Palace of the Le­gion of Hon­or is also a very dis­tin­guished bit of pastry. The dome of the wheat mar­ket is an Eng­lish jockey cap, on a grand scale. The towers of Saint-Sulpice are two huge cla­ri­nets, and the form is as good as any oth­er; the tele­graph, con­tor­ted and grim­acing, forms an ad­mir­able ac­ci­dent upon their roofs. Saint-Roch has a door which, for mag­ni­fi­cence, is com­par­able only to that of Saint-Thomas d’Aquin. It has, also, a cru­ci­fix­ion in high re­lief, in a cel­lar, with a sun of gil­ded wood. These things are fairly mar­vel­lous. The lan­tern of the labyrinth of the Jardin des Plantes is also very in­geni­ous.

			As for the Palace of the Bourse, which is Greek as to its colon­nade, Ro­man in the round arches of its doors and win­dows, of the Renais­sance by vir­tue of its flattened vault, it is in­dubit­ably a very cor­rect and very pure monu­ment; the proof is that it is crowned with an at­tic, such as was nev­er seen in Athens, a beau­ti­ful, straight line, grace­fully broken here and there by stovepipes. Let us add that if it is ac­cord­ing to rule that the ar­chi­tec­ture of a build­ing should be ad­ap­ted to its pur­pose in such a man­ner that this pur­pose shall be im­me­di­ately ap­par­ent from the mere as­pect of the build­ing, one can­not be too much amazed at a struc­ture which might be in­dif­fer­ently—the palace of a king, a cham­ber of com­munes, a town-hall, a col­lege, a rid­ing-school, an academy, a ware­house, a court­house, a mu­seum, a bar­racks, a sep­ulchre, a temple, or a theatre. How­ever, it is an Ex­change. An edi­fice ought to be, moreover, suit­able to the cli­mate. This one is evid­ently con­struc­ted ex­pressly for our cold and rainy skies. It has a roof al­most as flat as roofs in the East, which in­volves sweep­ing the roof in winter, when it snows; and of course roofs are made to be swept. As for its pur­pose, of which we just spoke, it ful­fils it to a mar­vel; it is a bourse in France as it would have been a temple in Greece. It is true that the ar­chi­tect was at a good deal of trouble to con­ceal the clock face, which would have des­troyed the pur­ity of the fine lines of the façade; but, on the oth­er hand, we have that colon­nade which circles round the edi­fice and un­der which, on days of high re­li­gious ce­re­mony, the the­or­ies of the stock­brokers and the courtiers of com­merce can be de­veloped so majestic­ally.

			These are very su­perb struc­tures. Let us add a quant­ity of fine, amus­ing, and var­ied streets, like the Rue de Rivoli, and I do not des­pair of Par­is present­ing to the eye, when viewed from a bal­loon, that rich­ness of line, that op­u­lence of de­tail, that di­versity of as­pect, that gran­di­ose some­thing in the simple, and un­ex­pec­ted in the beau­ti­ful, which char­ac­ter­izes a check­er­board.

			How­ever, ad­mir­able as the Par­is of today may seem to you, re­con­struct the Par­is of the fif­teenth cen­tury, call it up be­fore you in thought; look at the sky athwart that sur­pris­ing forest of spires, towers, and bel­fries; spread out in the centre of the city, tear away at the point of the is­lands, fold at the arches of the bridges, the Seine, with its broad green and yel­low ex­panses, more vari­able than the skin of a ser­pent; pro­ject clearly against an azure ho­ri­zon the Goth­ic pro­file of this an­cient Par­is. Make its con­tour float in a winter’s mist which clings to its nu­mer­ous chim­neys; drown it in pro­found night and watch the odd play of lights and shad­ows in that sombre labyrinth of edi­fices; cast upon it a ray of light which shall vaguely out­line it and cause to emerge from the fog the great heads of the towers; or take that black sil­hou­ette again, en­liven with shad­ow the thou­sand acute angles of the spires and gables, and make it start out more toothed than a shark’s jaw against a cop­per-colored west­ern sky—and then com­pare.

			And if you wish to re­ceive of the an­cient city an im­pres­sion with which the mod­ern one can no longer fur­nish you, climb—on the morn­ing of some grand fest­iv­al, be­neath the rising sun of East­er or of Pente­cost—climb upon some el­ev­ated point, whence you com­mand the en­tire cap­it­al; and be present at the waken­ing of the chimes. Be­hold, at a sig­nal giv­en from heav­en, for it is the sun which gives it, all those churches quiver sim­ul­tan­eously. First come scattered strokes, run­ning from one church to an­oth­er, as when mu­si­cians give warn­ing that they are about to be­gin. Then, all at once, be­hold!—for it seems at times, as though the ear also pos­sessed a sight of its own—be­hold, rising from each bell tower, some­thing like a column of sound, a cloud of har­mony. First, the vi­bra­tion of each bell mounts straight up­wards, pure and, so to speak, isol­ated from the oth­ers, in­to the splen­did morn­ing sky; then, little by little, as they swell they melt to­geth­er, mingle, are lost in each oth­er, and am­al­gam­ate in a mag­ni­fi­cent con­cert. It is no longer any­thing but a mass of son­or­ous vi­bra­tions in­cess­antly sent forth from the nu­mer­ous bel­fries; floats, un­du­lates, bounds, whirls over the city, and pro­longs far bey­ond the ho­ri­zon the deaf­en­ing circle of its os­cil­la­tions.

			Nev­er­the­less, this sea of har­mony is not a chaos; great and pro­found as it is, it has not lost its trans­par­ency; you be­hold the wind­ings of each group of notes which es­capes from the bel­fries. You can fol­low the dia­logue, by turns grave and shrill, of the treble and the bass; you can see the octaves leap from one tower to an­oth­er; you watch them spring forth, winged, light, and whist­ling, from the sil­ver bell, to fall, broken and limp­ing from the bell of wood; you ad­mire in their midst the rich gamut which in­cess­antly as­cends and re-as­cends the sev­en bells of Saint-Eu­stache; you see light and rap­id notes run­ning across it, ex­ecut­ing three or four lu­min­ous zig­zags, and van­ish­ing like flashes of light­ning. Yon­der is the Ab­bey of Saint-Mar­tin, a shrill, cracked sing­er; here the gruff and gloomy voice of the Bastille; at the oth­er end, the great tower of the Louvre, with its bass. The roy­al chime of the palace scat­ters on all sides, and without re­lax­a­tion, resplen­dent trills, upon which fall, at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, the heavy strokes from the bel­fry of Notre-Dame, which makes them sparkle like the an­vil un­der the ham­mer. At in­ter­vals you be­hold the pas­sage of sounds of all forms which come from the triple peal of Saint-Ger­main-des-Prés. Then, again, from time to time, this mass of sub­lime noises opens and gives pas­sage to the beats of the Ave Maria, which bursts forth and sparkles like an ai­grette of stars. Be­low, in the very depths of the con­cert, you con­fusedly dis­tin­guish the in­teri­or chant­ing of the churches, which ex­hales through the vi­brat­ing pores of their vaul­ted roofs.

			As­suredly, this is an op­era which it is worth the trouble of listen­ing to. Or­din­ar­ily, the noise which es­capes from Par­is by day is the city speak­ing; by night, it is the city breath­ing; in this case, it is the city singing. Lend an ear, then, to this con­cert of bell towers; spread over all the mur­mur of half a mil­lion men, the etern­al plaint of the river, the in­fin­ite breath­ings of the wind, the grave and dis­tant quar­tette of the four forests ar­ranged upon the hills, on the ho­ri­zon, like im­mense stacks of or­gan pipes; ex­tin­guish, as in a half shade, all that is too hoarse and too shrill about the cent­ral chime, and say wheth­er you know any­thing in the world more rich and joy­ful, more golden, more dazzling, than this tu­mult of bells and chimes;—than this fur­nace of mu­sic—than these ten thou­sand brazen voices chant­ing sim­ul­tan­eously in the flutes of stone, three hun­dred feet high—than this city which is no longer any­thing but an or­ches­tra—than this sym­phony which pro­duces the noise of a tem­pest.
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				I

				Good Souls

			
			Six­teen years pre­vi­ous to the epoch when this story takes place, one fine morn­ing, on Quasimodo Sunday, a liv­ing creature had been de­pos­ited, after mass, in the church of Notre-Dame, on the wooden bed se­curely fixed in the ves­ti­bule on the left, op­pos­ite that great im­age of Saint Chris­toph­er, which the fig­ure of Messire Ant­oine des Es­sar­ts, che­va­lier, carved in stone, had been gaz­ing at on his knees since 1413, when they took it in­to their heads to over­throw the saint and the faith­ful fol­low­er. Upon this bed of wood it was cus­tom­ary to ex­pose found­lings for pub­lic char­ity. Who­ever cared to take them did so. In front of the wooden bed was a cop­per basin for alms.

			The sort of liv­ing be­ing which lay upon that plank on the morn­ing of Quasimodo, in the year of the Lord, 1467, ap­peared to ex­cite to a high de­gree, the curi­os­ity of the nu­mer­ous group which had con­greg­ated about the wooden bed. The group was formed for the most part of the fair sex. Hardly any one was there ex­cept old wo­men.

			In the first row, and among those who were most bent over the bed, four were no­tice­able, who, from their gray ca­goule, a sort of cas­sock, were re­cog­niz­able as at­tached to some de­vout sis­ter­hood. I do not see why his­tory has not trans­mit­ted to pos­ter­ity the names of these four dis­creet and ven­er­able dam­sels. They were Ag­nès la Her­me, Je­hanne de la Tarme, Hen­ri­ette la Gault­ière, Gauchère la Vi­ol­ette, all four wid­ows, all four dames of the Chapel Étienne Haudry, who had quit­ted their house with the per­mis­sion of their mis­tress, and in con­form­ity with the stat­utes of Pierre d’Ailly, in or­der to come and hear the ser­mon.

			How­ever, if these good Haudriettes were, for the mo­ment, com­ply­ing with the stat­utes of Pierre d’Ailly, they cer­tainly vi­ol­ated with joy those of Michel de Bra­che, and the Car­din­al of Pisa, which so in­hu­manly en­joined si­lence upon them.

			“What is this, sis­ter?” said Ag­nès to Gauchère, gaz­ing at the little creature ex­posed, which was scream­ing and writh­ing on the wooden bed, ter­ri­fied by so many glances.

			“What is to be­come of us,” said Je­hanne, “if that is the way chil­dren are made now?”

			“I’m not learned in the mat­ter of chil­dren,” re­sumed Ag­nès, “but it must be a sin to look at this one.”

			“ ’Tis not a child, Ag­nès.”

			“ ’Tis an abor­tion of a mon­key,” re­marked Gauchère.

			“ ’Tis a mir­acle,” in­ter­posed Hen­ri­ette la Gault­ière.

			“Then,” re­marked Ag­nès, “it is the third since the Sunday of the Laetare: for, in less than a week, we had the mir­acle of the mock­er of pil­grims di­vinely pun­ished by Notre-Dame d’Au­bervil­li­ers, and that was the second mir­acle with­in a month.”

			“This pre­ten­ded found­ling is a real mon­ster of ab­om­in­a­tion,” re­sumed Je­hanne.

			“He yells loud enough to deafen a chanter,” con­tin­ued Gauchère. “Hold your tongue, you little howl­er!”

			“To think that Mon­sieur of Re­ims sent this enorm­ity to Mon­sieur of Par­is,” ad­ded la Gault­ière, clasp­ing her hands.

			“I ima­gine,” said Ag­nès la Her­me, “that it is a beast, an an­im­al—the fruit of a Jew and a sow; some­thing not Chris­ti­an, in short, which ought to be thrown in­to the fire or in­to the wa­ter.”

			“I really hope,” re­sumed la Gault­ière, “that nobody will ap­ply for it.”

			“Ah, good heav­ens!” ex­claimed Ag­nès; “those poor nurses yon­der in the found­ling asylum, which forms the lower end of the lane as you go to the river, just be­side Mon­sei­gneur the bish­op! what if this little mon­ster were to be car­ried to them to suckle? I’d rather give suck to a vam­pire.”

			“How in­no­cent that poor la Her­me is!” re­sumed Je­hanne; “don’t you see, sis­ter, that this little mon­ster is at least four years old, and that he would have less ap­pet­ite for your breast than for a turn­spit.”

			The “little mon­ster” we should find it dif­fi­cult ourselves to de­scribe him oth­er­wise, was, in fact, not a new­born child. It was a very an­gu­lar and very lively little mass, im­prisoned in its lin­en sack, stamped with the cipher of Messire Guil­laume Charti­er, then bish­op of Par­is, with a head pro­ject­ing. That head was de­formed enough; one be­held only a forest of red hair, one eye, a mouth, and teeth. The eye wept, the mouth cried, and the teeth seemed to ask only to be al­lowed to bite. The whole struggled in the sack, to the great con­sterna­tion of the crowd, which in­creased and was re­newed in­cess­antly around it.

			Dame Aloïse de Gonde­laur­i­er, a rich and noble wo­man, who held by the hand a pretty girl about five or six years of age, and dragged a long veil about, sus­pen­ded to the golden horn of her he­ad­dress, hal­ted as she passed the wooden bed, and gazed for a mo­ment at the wretched creature, while her charm­ing little daugh­ter, Fleur-de-Lys de Gonde­laur­i­er, spelled out with her tiny, pretty fin­ger, the per­man­ent in­scrip­tion at­tached to the wooden bed: “Found­lings.”

			“Really,” said the dame, turn­ing away in dis­gust, “I thought that they only ex­posed chil­dren here.”

			She turned her back, throw­ing in­to the basin a sil­ver flor­in, which rang among the liards, and made the poor good­wives of the chapel of Étienne Haudry open their eyes.

			A mo­ment later, the grave and learned Robert Mis­tri­colle, the king’s pro­to­not­ary, passed, with an enorm­ous missal un­der one arm and his wife on the oth­er (Damois­elle Guille­mette la Mair­esse), hav­ing thus by his side his two reg­u­lat­ors—spir­itu­al and tem­por­al.

			“Found­ling!” he said, after ex­amin­ing the ob­ject; “found, ap­par­ently, on the banks of the river Phle­gethon.”

			“One can only see one eye,” ob­served Damois­elle Guille­mette; “there is a wart on the oth­er.”

			“It’s not a wart,” re­turned Mas­ter Robert Mis­tri­colle, “it is an egg which con­tains an­oth­er de­mon ex­actly sim­il­ar, who bears an­oth­er little egg which con­tains an­oth­er dev­il, and so on.”

			“How do you know that?” asked Guille­mette la Mair­esse.

			“I know it per­tin­ently,” replied the pro­to­not­ary.

			“Mon­sieur le pro­to­not­are,” asked Gauchère, “what do you pro­gnost­ic­ate of this pre­ten­ded found­ling?”

			“The greatest mis­for­tunes,” replied Mis­tri­colle.

			“Ah! good heav­ens!” said an old wo­man among the spec­tat­ors, “and that be­sides our hav­ing had a con­sid­er­able pes­ti­lence last year, and that they say that the Eng­lish are go­ing to dis­em­bark in a com­pany at Har­fleur.”

			“Per­haps that will pre­vent the queen from com­ing to Par­is in the month of Septem­ber,” in­ter­posed an­oth­er; “trade is so bad already.”

			“My opin­ion is,” ex­claimed Je­hanne de la Tarme, “that it would be bet­ter for the louts of Par­is, if this little ma­gi­cian were put to bed on a fag­ot than on a plank.”

			“A fine, flam­ing fag­ot,” ad­ded the old wo­man.

			“It would be more prudent,” said Mis­tri­colle.

			For sev­er­al minutes, a young priest had been listen­ing to the reas­on­ing of the Haudriettes and the sen­tences of the not­ary. He had a severe face, with a large brow, a pro­found glance. He thrust the crowd si­lently aside, scru­tin­ized the “little ma­gi­cian,” and stretched out his hand upon him. It was high time, for all the de­votees were already lick­ing their chops over the “fine, flam­ing fag­ot.”

			“I ad­opt this child,” said the priest.

			He took it in his cas­sock and car­ried it off. The spec­tat­ors fol­lowed him with frightened glances. A mo­ment later, he had dis­ap­peared through the “Red Door,” which then led from the church to the cloister.

			When the first sur­prise was over, Je­hanne de la Tarme bent down to the ear of la Gault­ière—

			“I told you so, sis­ter—that young clerk, Mon­sieur Claude Frollo, is a sor­cer­er.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Claude Frollo

			
			In fact, Claude Frollo was no com­mon per­son.

			He be­longed to one of those middle-class fam­il­ies which were called in­dif­fer­ently, in the im­per­tin­ent lan­guage of the last cen­tury, the high bour­geoise or the petty no­bil­ity. This fam­ily had in­her­ited from the broth­ers Paclet the fief of Tir­e­chappe, which was de­pend­ent upon the Bish­op of Par­is, and whose twenty-one houses had been in the thir­teenth cen­tury the ob­ject of so many suits be­fore the of­fi­cial. As pos­sessor of this fief, Claude Frollo was one of the twenty-sev­en sei­gneurs keep­ing claim to a man­or in fee in Par­is and its sub­urbs; and for a long time, his name was to be seen in­scribed in this qual­ity, between the Hôtel de Tan­carville, be­long­ing to Mas­ter François Le Rez, and the col­lege of Tours, in the re­cords de­pos­ited at Saint Mar­tin des Champs.

			Claude Frollo had been destined from in­fancy, by his par­ents, to the ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al pro­fes­sion. He had been taught to read in Lat­in; he had been trained to keep his eyes on the ground and to speak low. While still a child, his fath­er had cloistered him in the col­lege of Tor­chi in the Uni­ver­sity. There it was that he had grown up, on the missal and the lex­icon.

			Moreover, he was a sad, grave, ser­i­ous child, who stud­ied ar­dently, and learned quickly; he nev­er uttered a loud cry in re­cre­ation hour, mixed but little in the bac­chanals of the Rue du Fou­arre, did not know what it was to dare alapas et ca­pil­los lan­i­are, and had cut no fig­ure in that re­volt of 1463, which the an­nal­ists re­gister gravely, un­der the title of “The sixth trouble of the Uni­ver­sity.” He sel­dom ral­lied the poor stu­dents of Mon­tai­gu on the cap­pettes from which they de­rived their name, or the bursars of the col­lege of Dormans on their shaved ton­sure, and their sur­tout parti-colored of blu­ish-green, blue, and vi­ol­et cloth, azurini col­or­is et bruni, as says the charter of the Car­din­al des Quatre-Couronnes.

			On the oth­er hand, he was as­sidu­ous at the great and the small schools of the Rue Saint Jean de Beauvais. The first pu­pil whom the Ab­bé de Saint Pierre de Val, at the mo­ment of be­gin­ning his read­ing on can­on law, al­ways per­ceived, glued to a pil­lar of the school Saint-Vendregesile, op­pos­ite his rostrum, was Claude Frollo, armed with his horn ink-bottle, bit­ing his pen, scrib­bling on his thread­bare knee, and, in winter, blow­ing on his fin­gers. The first aud­it­or whom Messire Miles d’Isli­ers, doc­tor in de­cretals, saw ar­rive every Monday morn­ing, all breath­less, at the open­ing of the gates of the school of the Chef-Saint-Denis, was Claude Frollo. Thus, at six­teen years of age, the young clerk might have held his own, in mys­tic­al theo­logy, against a fath­er of the church; in ca­non­ic­al theo­logy, against a fath­er of the coun­cils; in schol­ast­ic theo­logy, against a doc­tor of Sor­bonne.

			Theo­logy conquered, he had plunged in­to de­cretals. From the “Mas­ter of Sen­tences,” he had passed to the “Ca­pit­u­lar­ies of Char­le­magne;” and he had de­voured in suc­ces­sion, in his ap­pet­ite for sci­ence, de­cretals upon de­cretals, those of Theodore, Bish­op of His­palus; those of Bouchard, Bish­op of Worms; those of Yves, Bish­op of Chartres; next the de­cret­al of Gra­tian, which suc­ceeded the ca­pit­u­lar­ies of Char­le­magne; then the col­lec­tion of Gregory IX; then the Epistle of Su­per­spec­ula, of Hon­ori­us III. He rendered clear and fa­mil­i­ar to him­self that vast and tu­mul­tu­ous peri­od of civil law and can­on law in con­flict and at strife with each oth­er, in the chaos of the Middle Ages—a peri­od which Bish­op Theodore opens in 618, and which Pope Gregory closes in 1227.

			De­cretals di­ges­ted, he flung him­self upon medi­cine, on the lib­er­al arts. He stud­ied the sci­ence of herbs, the sci­ence of un­guents; he be­came an ex­pert in fevers and in con­tu­sions, in sprains and ab­cesses. Jacques d’ Es­pars would have re­ceived him as a phys­i­cian; Richard Hel­lain, as a sur­geon. He also passed through all the de­grees of li­cen­ti­ate, mas­ter, and doc­tor of arts. He stud­ied the lan­guages, Lat­in, Greek, Hebrew, a triple sanc­tu­ary then very little fre­quen­ted. His was a ver­it­able fever for ac­quir­ing and hoard­ing, in the mat­ter of sci­ence. At the age of eight­een, he had made his way through the four fac­ulties; it seemed to the young man that life had but one sole ob­ject: learn­ing.

			It was to­wards this epoch, that the ex­cess­ive heat of the sum­mer of 1466 caused that grand out­burst of the plague which car­ried off more than forty thou­sand souls in the vicomty of Par­is, and among oth­ers, as Jean de Troyes states, “Mas­ter Arnoul, as­tro­lo­ger to the king, who was a very fine man, both wise and pleas­ant.” The ru­mor spread in the Uni­ver­sity that the Rue Tir­e­chappe was es­pe­cially dev­ast­ated by the mal­ady. It was there that Claude’s par­ents resided, in the midst of their fief. The young schol­ar rushed in great alarm to the pa­ternal man­sion. When he entered it, he found that both fath­er and moth­er had died on the pre­ced­ing day. A very young broth­er of his, who was in swad­dling clothes, was still alive and cry­ing aban­doned in his cradle. This was all that re­mained to Claude of his fam­ily; the young man took the child un­der his arm and went off in a pens­ive mood. Up to that mo­ment, he had lived only in sci­ence; he now began to live in life.

			This cata­strophe was a crisis in Claude’s ex­ist­ence. Orphaned, the eld­est, head of the fam­ily at the age of nine­teen, he felt him­self rudely re­called from the rev­er­ies of school to the real­it­ies of this world. Then, moved with pity, he was seized with pas­sion and de­vo­tion to­wards that child, his broth­er; a sweet and strange thing was a hu­man af­fec­tion to him, who had hitherto loved his books alone.

			This af­fec­tion de­veloped to a sin­gu­lar point; in a soul so new, it was like a first love. Sep­ar­ated since in­fancy from his par­ents, whom he had hardly known; cloistered and im­mured, as it were, in his books; eager above all things to study and to learn; ex­clus­ively at­tent­ive up to that time, to his in­tel­li­gence which broadened in sci­ence, to his ima­gin­a­tion, which ex­pan­ded in let­ters—the poor schol­ar had not yet had time to feel the place of his heart.

			This young broth­er, without moth­er or fath­er, this little child which had fallen ab­ruptly from heav­en in­to his arms, made a new man of him. He per­ceived that there was some­thing else in the world be­sides the spec­u­la­tions of the Sor­bonne, and the verses of Homer; that man needed af­fec­tions; that life without ten­der­ness and without love was only a set of dry, shriek­ing, and rend­ing wheels. Only, he ima­gined, for he was at the age when il­lu­sions are as yet re­placed only by il­lu­sions, that the af­fec­tions of blood and fam­ily were the sole ones ne­ces­sary, and that a little broth­er to love suf­ficed to fill an en­tire ex­ist­ence.

			He threw him­self, there­fore, in­to the love for his little Je­han with the pas­sion of a char­ac­ter already pro­found, ar­dent, con­cen­trated; that poor frail creature, pretty, fair-haired, rosy, and curly—that orphan with an­oth­er orphan for his only sup­port, touched him to the bot­tom of his heart; and grave thinker as he was, he set to med­it­at­ing upon Je­han with an in­fin­ite com­pas­sion. He kept watch and ward over him as over some­thing very fra­gile, and very worthy of care. He was more than a broth­er to the child; he be­came a moth­er to him.

			Little Je­han had lost his moth­er while he was still at the breast; Claude gave him to a nurse. Be­sides the fief of Tir­e­chappe, he had in­her­ited from his fath­er the fief of Moulin, which was a de­pend­ency of the square tower of Gen­tilly; it was a mill on a hill, near the château of Winchestre (Bicêtre). There was a miller’s wife there who was nurs­ing a fine child; it was not far from the uni­ver­sity, and Claude car­ried the little Je­han to her in his own arms.

			From that time forth, feel­ing that he had a bur­den to bear, he took life very ser­i­ously. The thought of his little broth­er be­came not only his re­cre­ation, but the ob­ject of his stud­ies. He re­solved to con­sec­rate him­self en­tirely to a fu­ture for which he was re­spons­ible in the sight of God, and nev­er to have any oth­er wife, any oth­er child than the hap­pi­ness and for­tune of his broth­er. There­fore, he at­tached him­self more closely than ever to the cler­ic­al pro­fes­sion. His mer­its, his learn­ing, his qual­ity of im­me­di­ate vas­sal of the Bish­op of Par­is, threw the doors of the church wide open to him. At the age of twenty, by spe­cial dis­pens­a­tion of the Holy See, he was a priest, and served as the young­est of the chap­lains of Notre-Dame the al­tar which is called, be­cause of the late mass which is said there, al­tare pig­ror­um.

			There, plunged more deeply than ever in his dear books, which he quit­ted only to run for an hour to the fief of Moulin, this mix­ture of learn­ing and aus­ter­ity, so rare at his age, had promptly ac­quired for him the re­spect and ad­mir­a­tion of the mon­as­tery. From the cloister, his repu­ta­tion as a learned man had passed to the people, among whom it had changed a little, a fre­quent oc­cur­rence at that time, in­to repu­ta­tion as a sor­cer­er.

			It was at the mo­ment when he was re­turn­ing, on Quasimodo day, from say­ing his mass at the Al­tar of the Lazy, which was by the side of the door lead­ing to the nave on the right, near the im­age of the Vir­gin, that his at­ten­tion had been at­trac­ted by the group of old wo­men chat­ter­ing around the bed for found­lings.

			Then it was that he ap­proached the un­happy little creature, which was so hated and so men­aced. That dis­tress, that de­form­ity, that aban­don­ment, the thought of his young broth­er, the idea which sud­denly oc­curred to him, that if he were to die, his dear little Je­han might also be flung miser­ably on the plank for found­lings—all this had gone to his heart sim­ul­tan­eously; a great pity had moved in him, and he had car­ried off the child.

			When he re­moved the child from the sack, he found it greatly de­formed, in very sooth. The poor little wretch had a wart on his left eye, his head placed dir­ectly on his shoulders, his spin­al column was crooked, his breast bone prom­in­ent, and his legs bowed; but he ap­peared to be lively; and al­though it was im­possible to say in what lan­guage he lisped, his cry in­dic­ated con­sid­er­able force and health. Claude’s com­pas­sion in­creased at the sight of this ugli­ness; and he made a vow in his heart to rear the child for the love of his broth­er, in or­der that, whatever might be the fu­ture faults of the little Je­han, he should have be­side him that char­ity done for his sake. It was a sort of in­vest­ment of good works, which he was ef­fect­ing in the name of his young broth­er; it was a stock of good works which he wished to amass in ad­vance for him, in case the little rogue should some day find him­self short of that coin, the only sort which is re­ceived at the toll-bar of para­dise.

			He bap­tized his ad­op­ted child, and gave him the name of Quasimodo, either be­cause he de­sired thereby to mark the day, when he had found him, or be­cause he wished to des­ig­nate by that name to what a de­gree the poor little creature was in­com­plete, and hardly sketched out. In fact, Quasimodo, blind, hunch­backed, knock-kneed, was only an “al­most.”

		
	
		
			
				III

				Im­manis Pecor­is Cus­tos, Im­mani­or Ipse

			
			Now, in 1482, Quasimodo had grown up. He had be­come a few years pre­vi­ously the bell­ringer of Notre-Dame, thanks to his fath­er by ad­op­tion, Claude Frollo—who had be­come arch­deac­on of Jo­sas, thanks to his su­zer­ain, Messire Louis de Beau­mont—who had be­come Bish­op of Par­is, at the death of Guil­laume Charti­er in 1472, thanks to his pat­ron, Olivi­er Le Daim, barber to Louis XI, king by the grace of God.

			So Quasimodo was the ringer of the chimes of Notre-Dame.

			In the course of time there had been formed a cer­tain pe­cu­li­arly in­tim­ate bond which united the ringer to the church. Sep­ar­ated forever from the world, by the double fatal­ity of his un­known birth and his nat­ur­al de­form­ity, im­prisoned from his in­fancy in that im­pass­able double circle, the poor wretch had grown used to see­ing noth­ing in this world bey­ond the re­li­gious walls which had re­ceived him un­der their shad­ow. Notre-Dame had been to him suc­cess­ively, as he grew up and de­veloped, the egg, the nest, the house, the coun­try, the uni­verse.

			There was cer­tainly a sort of mys­ter­i­ous and preex­ist­ing har­mony between this creature and this church. When, still a little fel­low, he had dragged him­self tor­tu­ously and by jerks be­neath the shad­ows of its vaults, he seemed, with his hu­man face and his bes­ti­al limbs, the nat­ur­al rep­tile of that hu­mid and sombre pave­ment, upon which the shad­ow of the Romanesque cap­it­als cast so many strange forms.

			Later on, the first time that he caught hold, mech­an­ic­ally, of the ropes to the towers, and hung sus­pen­ded from them, and set the bell to clanging, it pro­duced upon his ad­op­ted fath­er, Claude, the ef­fect of a child whose tongue is un­loosed and who be­gins to speak.

			It is thus that, little by little, de­vel­op­ing al­ways in sym­pathy with the cathed­ral, liv­ing there, sleep­ing there, hardly ever leav­ing it, sub­ject every hour to the mys­ter­i­ous im­press, he came to re­semble it, he in­crus­ted him­self in it, so to speak, and be­came an in­teg­ral part of it. His sa­li­ent angles fit­ted in­to the re­treat­ing angles of the cathed­ral (if we may be al­lowed this fig­ure of speech), and he seemed not only its in­hab­it­ant but more than that, its nat­ur­al ten­ant. One might al­most say that he had as­sumed its form, as the snail takes on the form of its shell. It was his dwell­ing, his hole, his en­vel­ope. There ex­is­ted between him and the old church so pro­found an in­stinct­ive sym­pathy, so many mag­net­ic af­fin­it­ies, so many ma­ter­i­al af­fin­it­ies, that he ad­hered to it some­what as a tor­toise ad­heres to its shell. The rough and wrinkled cathed­ral was his shell.

			It is use­less to warn the read­er not to take lit­er­ally all the similes which we are ob­liged to em­ploy here to ex­press the sin­gu­lar, sym­met­ric­al, dir­ect, al­most con­sub­stan­tial uni­on of a man and an edi­fice. It is equally un­ne­ces­sary to state to what a de­gree that whole cathed­ral was fa­mil­i­ar to him, after so long and so in­tim­ate a co­hab­it­a­tion. That dwell­ing was pe­cu­li­ar to him. It had no depths to which Quasimodo had not pen­et­rated, no height which he had not scaled. He of­ten climbed many stones up the front, aided solely by the un­even points of the carving. The towers, on whose ex­ter­i­or sur­face he was fre­quently seen clam­ber­ing, like a liz­ard glid­ing along a per­pen­dic­u­lar wall, those two gi­gant­ic twins, so lofty, so men­acing, so for­mid­able, pos­sessed for him neither ver­tigo, nor ter­ror, nor shocks of amazement.

			To see them so gentle un­der his hand, so easy to scale, one would have said that he had tamed them. By dint of leap­ing, climb­ing, gam­bolling amid the abysses of the gi­gant­ic cathed­ral he had be­come, in some sort, a mon­key and a goat, like the Ca­lab­ri­an child who swims be­fore he walks, and plays with the sea while still a babe.

			Moreover, it was not his body alone which seemed fash­ioned after the Cathed­ral, but his mind also. In what con­di­tion was that mind? What bent had it con­trac­ted, what form had it as­sumed be­neath that knot­ted en­vel­ope, in that sav­age life? This it would be hard to de­term­ine. Quasimodo had been born one-eyed, hunch­backed, lame. It was with great dif­fi­culty, and by dint of great pa­tience that Claude Frollo had suc­ceeded in teach­ing him to talk. But a fatal­ity was at­tached to the poor found­ling. Bell­ringer of Notre-Dame at the age of four­teen, a new in­firm­ity had come to com­plete his mis­for­tunes: the bells had broken the drums of his ears; he had be­come deaf. The only gate which nature had left wide open for him had been ab­ruptly closed, and forever.

			In clos­ing, it had cut off the only ray of joy and of light which still made its way in­to the soul of Quasimodo. His soul fell in­to pro­found night. The wretched be­ing’s misery be­came as in­cur­able and as com­plete as his de­form­ity. Let us add that his deaf­ness rendered him to some ex­tent dumb. For, in or­der not to make oth­ers laugh, the very mo­ment that he found him­self to be deaf, he re­solved upon a si­lence which he only broke when he was alone. He vol­un­tar­ily tied that tongue which Claude Frollo had taken so much pains to un­loose. Hence, it came about, that when ne­ces­sity con­strained him to speak, his tongue was tor­pid, awk­ward, and like a door whose hinges have grown rusty.

			If now we were to try to pen­et­rate to the soul of Quasimodo through that thick, hard rind; if we could sound the depths of that badly con­struc­ted or­gan­ism; if it were gran­ted to us to look with a torch be­hind those non-trans­par­ent or­gans to ex­plore the shad­owy in­teri­or of that opaque creature, to elu­cid­ate his ob­scure corners, his ab­surd no-thor­ough­fares, and sud­denly to cast a vivid light upon the soul en­chained at the ex­tremity of that cave, we should, no doubt, find the un­happy Psyche in some poor, cramped, and rick­ety at­ti­tude, like those pris­on­ers be­neath the Leads of Venice, who grew old bent double in a stone box which was both too low and too short for them.

			It is cer­tain that the mind be­comes at­rophied in a de­fect­ive body. Quasimodo was barely con­scious of a soul cast in his own im­age, mov­ing blindly with­in him. The im­pres­sions of ob­jects un­der­went a con­sid­er­able re­frac­tion be­fore reach­ing his mind. His brain was a pe­cu­li­ar me­di­um; the ideas which passed through it is­sued forth com­pletely dis­tor­ted. The re­flec­tion which res­ul­ted from this re­frac­tion was, ne­ces­sar­ily, di­ver­gent and per­ver­ted.

			Hence a thou­sand op­tic­al il­lu­sions, a thou­sand ab­er­ra­tions of judg­ment, a thou­sand de­vi­ations, in which his thought strayed, now mad, now idi­ot­ic.

			The first ef­fect of this fatal or­gan­iz­a­tion was to trouble the glance which he cast upon things. He re­ceived hardly any im­me­di­ate per­cep­tion of them. The ex­tern­al world seemed much farther away to him than it does to us.

			The second ef­fect of his mis­for­tune was to render him ma­li­cious.

			He was ma­li­cious, in fact, be­cause he was sav­age; he was sav­age be­cause he was ugly. There was lo­gic in his nature, as there is in ours.

			His strength, so ex­traordin­ar­ily de­veloped, was a cause of still great­er malevol­ence: “Malus pu­er ro­bus­tus,” says Hobbes.

			This justice must, how­ever be rendered to him. Malevol­ence was not, per­haps, in­nate in him. From his very first steps among men, he had felt him­self, later on he had seen him­self, spewed out, blas­ted, re­jec­ted. Hu­man words were, for him, al­ways a raillery or a mal­edic­tion. As he grew up, he had found noth­ing but hatred around him. He had caught the gen­er­al malevol­ence. He had picked up the weapon with which he had been wounded.

			After all, he turned his face to­wards men only with re­luct­ance; his cathed­ral was suf­fi­cient for him. It was peopled with marble fig­ures—kings, saints, bish­ops—who at least did not burst out laugh­ing in his face, and who gazed upon him only with tran­quil­lity and kind­li­ness. The oth­er statues, those of the mon­sters and demons, cher­ished no hatred for him, Quasimodo. He re­sembled them too much for that. They seemed rather, to be scoff­ing at oth­er men. The saints were his friends, and blessed him; the mon­sters were his friends and guarded him. So he held long com­mu­nion with them. He some­times passed whole hours crouch­ing be­fore one of these statues, in sol­it­ary con­ver­sa­tion with it. If any one came, he fled like a lov­er sur­prised in his ser­en­ade.

			And the cathed­ral was not only so­ci­ety for him, but the uni­verse, and all nature be­side. He dreamed of no oth­er hedgerows than the painted win­dows, al­ways in flower; no oth­er shade than that of the fo­liage of stone which spread out, loaded with birds, in the tufts of the Sax­on cap­it­als; of no oth­er moun­tains than the co­lossal towers of the church; of no oth­er ocean than Par­is, roar­ing at their bases.

			What he loved above all else in the ma­ter­nal edi­fice, that which aroused his soul, and made it open its poor wings, which it kept so miser­ably fol­ded in its cav­ern, that which some­times rendered him even happy, was the bells. He loved them, fondled them, talked to them, un­der­stood them. From the chime in the spire, over the in­ter­sec­tion of the aisles and nave, to the great bell of the front, he cher­ished a ten­der­ness for them all. The cent­ral spire and the two towers were to him as three great cages, whose birds, reared by him­self, sang for him alone. Yet it was these very bells which had made him deaf; but moth­ers of­ten love best that child which has caused them the most suf­fer­ing.

			It is true that their voice was the only one which he could still hear. On this score, the big bell was his be­loved. It was she whom he pre­ferred out of all that fam­ily of noisy girls which bustled above him, on fest­iv­al days. This bell was named Mar­ie. She was alone in the south­ern tower, with her sis­ter Jac­queline, a bell of less­er size, shut up in a smal­ler cage be­side hers. This Jac­queline was so called from the name of the wife of Jean Montagu, who had giv­en it to the church, which had not pre­ven­ted his go­ing and fig­ur­ing without his head at Mont­fauc­on. In the second tower there were six oth­er bells, and, fi­nally, six smal­ler ones in­hab­ited the bel­fry over the cross­ing, with the wooden bell, which rang only between after din­ner on Good Fri­day and the morn­ing of the day be­fore East­er. So Quasimodo had fif­teen bells in his seraglio; but big Mar­ie was his fa­vor­ite.

			No idea can be formed of his de­light on days when the grand peal was soun­ded. At the mo­ment when the arch­deac­on dis­missed him, and said, “Go!” he moun­ted the spir­al stair­case of the clock tower faster than any one else could have des­cen­ded it. He entered per­fectly breath­less in­to the aer­i­al cham­ber of the great bell; he gazed at her a mo­ment, de­voutly and lov­ingly; then he gently ad­dressed her and pat­ted her with his hand, like a good horse, which is about to set out on a long jour­ney. He pit­ied her for the trouble that she was about to suf­fer. After these first caresses, he shouted to his as­sist­ants, placed in the lower story of the tower, to be­gin. They grasped the ropes, the wheel creaked, the enorm­ous cap­sule of met­al star­ted slowly in­to mo­tion. Quasimodo fol­lowed it with his glance and trembled. The first shock of the clap­per and the brazen wall made the frame­work upon which it was moun­ted quiver. Quasimodo vi­brated with the bell.

			“Vah!” he cried, with a sense­less burst of laughter. How­ever, the move­ment of the bass was ac­cel­er­ated, and, in pro­por­tion as it de­scribed a wider angle, Quasimodo’s eye opened also more and more widely, phos­phor­ic and flam­ing. At length the grand peal began; the whole tower trembled; wood­work, leads, cut stones, all groaned at once, from the piles of the found­a­tion to the tre­foils of its sum­mit. Then Quasimodo boiled and frothed; he went and came; he trembled from head to foot with the tower. The bell, furi­ous, run­ning ri­ot, presen­ted to the two walls of the tower al­tern­ately its brazen throat, whence es­caped that tem­pes­tu­ous breath, which is aud­ible leagues away. Quasimodo sta­tioned him­self in front of this open throat; he crouched and rose with the os­cil­la­tions of the bell, breathed in this over­whelm­ing breath, gazed by turns at the deep place, which swarmed with people, two hun­dred feet be­low him, and at that enorm­ous, brazen tongue which came, second after second, to howl in his ear.

			It was the only speech which he un­der­stood, the only sound which broke for him the uni­ver­sal si­lence. He swelled out in it as a bird does in the sun. All of a sud­den, the frenzy of the bell seized upon him; his look be­came ex­traordin­ary; he lay in wait for the great bell as it passed, as a spider lies in wait for a fly, and flung him­self ab­ruptly upon it, with might and main. Then, sus­pen­ded above the abyss, borne to and fro by the for­mid­able swinging of the bell, he seized the brazen mon­ster by the ear­laps, pressed it between both knees, spurred it on with his heels, and re­doubled the fury of the peal with the whole shock and weight of his body. Mean­while, the tower trembled; he shrieked and gnashed his teeth, his red hair rose erect, his breast heav­ing like a bel­lows, his eye flashed flames, the mon­strous bell neighed, pant­ing, be­neath him; and then it was no longer the great bell of Notre-Dame nor Quasimodo: it was a dream, a whirl­wind, a tem­pest, dizzi­ness moun­ted astride of noise; a spir­it cling­ing to a fly­ing crup­per, a strange cen­taur, half man, half bell; a sort of hor­rible As­tol­phus, borne away upon a prodi­gious hip­pogriff of liv­ing bronze.

			The pres­ence of this ex­traordin­ary be­ing caused, as it were, a breath of life to cir­cu­late through­out the en­tire cathed­ral. It seemed as though there es­caped from him, at least ac­cord­ing to the grow­ing su­per­sti­tions of the crowd, a mys­ter­i­ous em­an­a­tion which an­im­ated all the stones of Notre-Dame, and made the deep bowels of the an­cient church to pal­pit­ate. It suf­ficed for people to know that he was there, to make them be­lieve that they be­held the thou­sand statues of the gal­ler­ies and the fronts in mo­tion. And the cathed­ral did in­deed seem a do­cile and obed­i­ent creature be­neath his hand; it waited on his will to raise its great voice; it was pos­sessed and filled with Quasimodo, as with a fa­mil­i­ar spir­it. One would have said that he made the im­mense edi­fice breathe. He was every­where about it; in fact, he mul­ti­plied him­self on all points of the struc­ture. Now one per­ceived with af­fright at the very top of one of the towers, a fant­ast­ic dwarf climb­ing, writh­ing, crawl­ing on all fours, des­cend­ing out­side above the abyss, leap­ing from pro­jec­tion to pro­jec­tion, and go­ing to ran­sack the belly of some sculp­tured gor­gon; it was Quasimodo dis­lodging the crows. Again, in some ob­scure corner of the church one came in con­tact with a sort of liv­ing chi­mera, crouch­ing and scowl­ing; it was Quasimodo en­gaged in thought. Some­times one caught sight, upon a bell tower, of an enorm­ous head and a bundle of dis­ordered limbs swinging furi­ously at the end of a rope; it was Quasimodo ringing ves­pers or the An­gelus. Of­ten at night a hideous form was seen wan­der­ing along the frail bal­us­trade of carved lace­work, which crowns the towers and bor­ders the cir­cum­fer­ence of the apse; again it was the hunch­back of Notre-Dame. Then, said the wo­men of the neigh­bor­hood, the whole church took on some­thing fant­ast­ic, su­per­nat­ur­al, hor­rible; eyes and mouths were opened, here and there; one heard the dogs, the mon­sters, and the gar­goyles of stone, which keep watch night and day, with out­stretched neck and open jaws, around the mon­strous cathed­ral, bark­ing. And, if it was a Christ­mas Eve, while the great bell, which seemed to emit the death rattle, summoned the faith­ful to the mid­night mass, such an air was spread over the sombre façade that one would have de­clared that the grand portal was de­vour­ing the throng, and that the rose win­dow was watch­ing it. And all this came from Quasimodo. Egypt would have taken him for the god of this temple; the Middle Ages be­lieved him to be its de­mon: he was in fact its soul.

			To such an ex­tent was this dis­ease that for those who know that Quasimodo has ex­is­ted, Notre-Dame is today deser­ted, in­an­im­ate, dead. One feels that some­thing has dis­ap­peared from it. That im­mense body is empty; it is a skel­et­on; the spir­it has quit­ted it, one sees its place and that is all. It is like a skull which still has holes for the eyes, but no longer sight.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Dog and His Mas­ter

			
			Nev­er­the­less, there was one hu­man creature whom Quasimodo ex­cep­ted from his malice and from his hatred for oth­ers, and whom he loved even more, per­haps, than his cathed­ral: this was Claude Frollo.

			The mat­ter was simple; Claude Frollo had taken him in, had ad­op­ted him, had nour­ished him, had reared him. When a little lad, it was between Claude Frollo’s legs that he was ac­cus­tomed to seek refuge, when the dogs and the chil­dren barked after him. Claude Frollo had taught him to talk, to read, to write. Claude Frollo had fi­nally made him the bell­ringer. Now, to give the big bell in mar­riage to Quasimodo was to give Ju­liet to Romeo.

			Hence Quasimodo’s grat­it­ude was pro­found, pas­sion­ate, bound­less; and al­though the vis­age of his ad­op­ted fath­er was of­ten clouded or severe, al­though his speech was ha­bitu­ally curt, harsh, im­per­i­ous, that grat­it­ude nev­er wavered for a single mo­ment. The arch­deac­on had in Quasimodo the most sub­missive slave, the most do­cile lackey, the most vi­gil­ant of dogs. When the poor bell­ringer be­came deaf, there had been es­tab­lished between him and Claude Frollo, a lan­guage of signs, mys­ter­i­ous and un­der­stood by them­selves alone. In this man­ner the arch­deac­on was the sole hu­man be­ing with whom Quasimodo had pre­served com­mu­nic­a­tion. He was in sym­pathy with but two things in this world: Notre-Dame and Claude Frollo.

			There is noth­ing which can be com­pared with the em­pire of the arch­deac­on over the bell­ringer; with the at­tach­ment of the bell­ringer for the arch­deac­on. A sign from Claude and the idea of giv­ing him pleas­ure would have suf­ficed to make Quasimodo hurl him­self head­long from the sum­mit of Notre-Dame. It was a re­mark­able thing—all that phys­ic­al strength which had reached in Quasimodo such an ex­traordin­ary de­vel­op­ment, and which was placed by him blindly at the dis­pos­i­tion of an­oth­er. There was in it, no doubt, fi­li­al de­vo­tion, do­mest­ic at­tach­ment; there was also the fas­cin­a­tion of one spir­it by an­oth­er spir­it. It was a poor, awk­ward, and clumsy or­gan­iz­a­tion, which stood with lowered head and sup­plic­at­ing eyes be­fore a lofty and pro­found, a power­ful and su­per­i­or in­tel­lect. Lastly, and above all, it was grat­it­ude. Grat­it­ude so pushed to its ex­tremest lim­it, that we do not know to what to com­pare it. This vir­tue is not one of those of which the finest ex­amples are to be met with among men. We will say then, that Quasimodo loved the arch­deac­on as nev­er a dog, nev­er a horse, nev­er an ele­phant loved his mas­ter.

		
	
		
			
				V

				More About Claude Frollo

			
			In 1482, Quasimodo was about twenty years of age; Claude Frollo, about thirty-six. One had grown up, the oth­er had grown old.

			Claude Frollo was no longer the simple schol­ar of the col­lege of Tor­chi, the tender pro­tect­or of a little child, the young and dreamy philo­soph­er who knew many things and was ig­nor­ant of many. He was a priest, aus­tere, grave, mor­ose; one charged with souls; mon­sieur the arch­deac­on of Jo­sas, the bish­op’s second aco­lyte, hav­ing charge of the two dean­er­ies of Montl­héry, and Châteaufort, and one hun­dred and sev­enty-four coun­try curacies. He was an im­pos­ing and sombre per­son­age, be­fore whom the choir boys in alb and in jack­et trembled, as well as the ma­chicots,25 and the broth­ers of Saint-Au­gustine and the matutin­al clerks of Notre-Dame, when he passed slowly be­neath the lofty arches of the choir, majest­ic, thought­ful, with arms fol­ded and his head so bent upon his breast that all one saw of his face was his large, bald brow.

			Dom Claude Frollo had, how­ever, aban­doned neither sci­ence nor the edu­ca­tion of his young broth­er, those two oc­cu­pa­tions of his life. But as time went on, some bit­ter­ness had been mingled with these things which were so sweet. In the long run, says Paul Diacre, the best lard turns ran­cid. Little Je­han Frollo, sur­named (du Moulin) “of the Mill” be­cause of the place where he had been reared, had not grown up in the dir­ec­tion which Claude would have liked to im­pose upon him. The big broth­er coun­ted upon a pi­ous, do­cile, learned, and hon­or­able pu­pil. But the little broth­er, like those young trees which de­ceive the garden­er’s hopes and turn ob­stin­ately to the quarter whence they re­ceive sun and air, the little broth­er did not grow and did not mul­tiply, but only put forth fine bushy and lux­uri­ant branches on the side of lazi­ness, ig­nor­ance, and de­bauch­ery. He was a reg­u­lar dev­il, and a very dis­orderly one, who made Dom Claude scowl; but very droll and very subtle, which made the big broth­er smile.

			Claude had con­fided him to that same col­lege of Tor­chi where he had passed his early years in study and med­it­a­tion; and it was a grief to him that this sanc­tu­ary, formerly edi­fied by the name of Frollo, should today be scan­dal­ized by it. He some­times preached Je­han very long and severe ser­mons, which the lat­ter in­trep­idly en­dured. After all, the young scapegrace had a good heart, as can be seen in all com­ed­ies. But the ser­mon over, he none the less tran­quilly re­sumed his course of sedi­tions and enorm­it­ies. Now it was a bé­jaune or yel­low beak (as they called the new ar­rivals at the uni­ver­sity), whom he had been maul­ing by way of wel­come; a pre­cious tra­di­tion which has been care­fully pre­served to our own day. Again, he had set in move­ment a band of schol­ars, who had flung them­selves upon a wine-shop in clas­sic fash­ion, quasi clas­sico ex­cit­ati, had then beaten the tav­ern-keep­er “with of­fens­ive cudgels,” and joy­ously pil­laged the tav­ern, even to smash­ing in the hogsheads of wine in the cel­lar. And then it was a fine re­port in Lat­in, which the sub-mon­it­or of Tor­chi car­ried piteously to Dom Claude with this dol­or­ous mar­gin­al com­ment—Rixa; prima causa vin­um op­tim­um potatum. Fi­nally, it was said, a thing quite hor­rible in a boy of six­teen, that his de­bauch­ery of­ten ex­ten­ded as far as the Rue de Glatigny.

			Claude, saddened and dis­cour­aged in his hu­man af­fec­tions, by all this, had flung him­self eagerly in­to the arms of learn­ing, that sis­ter which, at least does not laugh in your face, and which al­ways pays you, though in money that is some­times a little hol­low, for the at­ten­tion which you have paid to her. Hence, he be­came more and more learned, and, at the same time, as a nat­ur­al con­sequence, more and more ri­gid as a priest, more and more sad as a man. There are for each of us sev­er­al par­al­lel­isms between our in­tel­li­gence, our habits, and our char­ac­ter, which de­vel­op without a break, and break only in the great dis­turb­ances of life.

			As Claude Frollo had passed through nearly the en­tire circle of hu­man learn­ing—pos­it­ive, ex­ter­i­or, and per­miss­ible—since his youth, he was ob­liged, un­less he came to a halt, ubi de­fuit or­bis, to pro­ceed fur­ther and seek oth­er al­i­ments for the in­sa­ti­able activ­ity of his in­tel­li­gence. The an­tique sym­bol of the ser­pent bit­ing its tail is, above all, ap­plic­able to sci­ence. It would ap­pear that Claude Frollo had ex­per­i­enced this. Many grave per­sons af­firm that, after hav­ing ex­hausted the fas of hu­man learn­ing, he had dared to pen­et­rate in­to the ne­fas. He had, they said, tasted in suc­ces­sion all the apples of the tree of know­ledge, and, wheth­er from hun­ger or dis­gust, had ended by tast­ing the for­bid­den fruit. He had taken his place by turns, as the read­er has seen, in the con­fer­ences of the theo­lo­gians in Sor­bonne—in the as­sem­blies of the doc­tors of art, after the man­ner of Saint-Hil­aire—in the dis­putes of the de­cretal­ists, after the man­ner of Saint-Mar­tin—in the con­greg­a­tions of phys­i­cians at the holy wa­ter font of Notre-Dame, ad cu­pam Nos­trae-Dom­in­ae. All the dishes per­mit­ted and ap­proved, which those four great kit­chens called the four fac­ulties could elab­or­ate and serve to the un­der­stand­ing, he had de­voured, and had been sa­ti­ated with them be­fore his hun­ger was ap­peased. Then he had pen­et­rated fur­ther, lower, be­neath all that fin­ished, ma­ter­i­al, lim­ited know­ledge; he had, per­haps, risked his soul, and had seated him­self in the cav­ern at that mys­ter­i­ous table of the al­chem­ists, of the as­tro­lo­gers, of the her­met­ics, of which Aver­roès, Guil­laume de Par­is, and Nic­olas Flamel hold the end in the Middle Ages; and which ex­tends in the East, by the light of the sev­en-branched can­dle­stick, to So­lomon, Py­thagoras, and Zoroast­er.

			That is, at least, what was sup­posed, wheth­er rightly or not. It is cer­tain that the arch­deac­on of­ten vis­ited the cemetery of the Saints-In­no­cents, where, it is true, his fath­er and moth­er had been bur­ied, with oth­er vic­tims of the plague of 1466; but that he ap­peared far less de­vout be­fore the cross of their grave than be­fore the strange fig­ures with which the tomb of Nic­olas Flamel and Claude Per­nelle, erec­ted just be­side it, was loaded.

			It is cer­tain that he had fre­quently been seen to pass along the Rue des Lom­bards, and furt­ively enter a little house which formed the corner of the Rue des Ecrivans and the Rue Marivault. It was the house which Nic­olas Flamel had built, where he had died about 1417, and which, con­stantly deser­ted since that time, had already be­gun to fall in ru­ins—so greatly had the her­met­ics and the al­chem­ists of all coun­tries wasted away the walls, merely by carving their names upon them. Some neigh­bors even af­firm that they had once seen, through an air-hole, Arch­deac­on Claude ex­cav­at­ing, turn­ing over, dig­ging up the earth in the two cel­lars, whose sup­ports had been daubed with num­ber­less couplets and hiero­glyph­ics by Nic­olas Flamel him­self. It was sup­posed that Flamel had bur­ied the philo­soph­er’s stone in the cel­lar; and the al­chem­ists, for the space of two cen­tur­ies, from Ma­gis­tri to Fath­er Pa­ci­fique, nev­er ceased to worry the soil un­til the house, so cruelly ran­sacked and turned over, ended by fall­ing in­to dust be­neath their feet.

			Again, it is cer­tain that the arch­deac­on had been seized with a sin­gu­lar pas­sion for the sym­bol­ic­al door of Notre-Dame, that page of a con­jur­ing book writ­ten in stone, by Bish­op Guil­laume de Par­is, who has, no doubt, been damned for hav­ing af­fixed so in­fernal a frontis­piece to the sac­red poem chanted by the rest of the edi­fice. Arch­deac­on Claude had the cred­it also of hav­ing fathomed the mys­tery of the co­los­sus of Saint Chris­toph­er, and of that lofty, en­ig­mat­ic­al statue which then stood at the en­trance of the ves­ti­bule, and which the people, in de­ri­sion, called “Mon­sieur Legris.” But, what every­one might have no­ticed was the in­ter­min­able hours which he of­ten em­ployed, seated upon the para­pet of the area in front of the church, in con­tem­plat­ing the sculp­tures of the front; ex­amin­ing now the fool­ish vir­gins with their lamps re­versed, now the wise vir­gins with their lamps up­right; again, cal­cu­lat­ing the angle of vis­ion of that raven which be­longs to the left front, and which is look­ing at a mys­ter­i­ous point in­side the church, where is con­cealed the philo­soph­er’s stone, if it be not in the cel­lar of Nic­olas Flamel.

			It was, let us re­mark in passing, a sin­gu­lar fate for the Church of Notre-Dame at that epoch to be so be­loved, in two dif­fer­ent de­grees, and with so much de­vo­tion, by two be­ings so dis­sim­il­ar as Claude and Quasimodo. Be­loved by one, a sort of in­stinct­ive and sav­age half-man, for its beauty, for its stature, for the har­mon­ies which em­an­ated from its mag­ni­fi­cent en­semble; be­loved by the oth­er, a learned and pas­sion­ate ima­gin­a­tion, for its myth, for the sense which it con­tains, for the sym­bol­ism scattered be­neath the sculp­tures of its front—like the first text un­der­neath the second in a pal­impsest—in a word, for the en­igma which it is etern­ally pro­pound­ing to the un­der­stand­ing.

			Fur­ther­more, it is cer­tain that the arch­deac­on had es­tab­lished him­self in that one of the two towers which looks upon the Grève, just be­side the frame for the bells, a very secret little cell, in­to which no one, not even the bish­op, entered without his leave, it was said. This tiny cell had formerly been made al­most at the sum­mit of the tower, among the ravens’ nests, by Bish­op Hugo de Be­s­ançon26 who had wrought sor­cery there in his day. What that cell con­tained, no one knew; but from the strand of the Ter­rain, at night, there was of­ten seen to ap­pear, dis­ap­pear, and re­appear at brief and reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, at a little dormer win­dow open­ing upon the back of the tower, a cer­tain red, in­ter­mit­tent, sin­gu­lar light which seemed to fol­low the pant­ing breaths of a bel­lows, and to pro­ceed from a flame, rather than from a light. In the dark­ness, at that height, it pro­duced a sin­gu­lar ef­fect; and the good­wives said: “There’s the arch­deac­on blow­ing! hell is spark­ling up yon­der!”

			There were no great proofs of sor­cery in that, after all, but there was still enough smoke to war­rant a sur­mise of fire, and the arch­deac­on bore a tol­er­ably for­mid­able repu­ta­tion. We ought to men­tion how­ever, that the sci­ences of Egypt, that nec­ro­mancy and ma­gic, even the whitest, even the most in­no­cent, had no more en­ven­omed en­emy, no more piti­less de­nun­ci­at­or be­fore the gen­tle­men of the of­fi­cialty of Notre-Dame. Wheth­er this was sin­cere hor­ror, or the game played by the thief who shouts, “stop thief!” at all events, it did not pre­vent the arch­deac­on from be­ing con­sidered by the learned heads of the chapter, as a soul who had ven­tured in­to the ves­ti­bule of hell, who was lost in the caves of the cabal, grop­ing amid the shad­ows of the oc­cult sci­ences. Neither were the people de­ceived thereby; with any one who pos­sessed any saga­city, Quasimodo passed for the de­mon; Claude Frollo, for the sor­cer­er. It was evid­ent that the bell­ringer was to serve the arch­deac­on for a giv­en time, at the end of which he would carry away the lat­ter’s soul, by way of pay­ment. Thus the arch­deac­on, in spite of the ex­cess­ive aus­ter­ity of his life, was in bad odor among all pi­ous souls; and there was no de­vout nose so in­ex­per­i­enced that it could not smell him out to be a ma­gi­cian.

			And if, as he grew older, abysses had formed in his sci­ence, they had also formed in his heart. That at least, is what one had grounds for be­liev­ing on scru­tin­iz­ing that face upon which the soul was only seen to shine through a sombre cloud. Whence that large, bald brow? that head forever bent? that breast al­ways heav­ing with sighs? What secret thought caused his mouth to smile with so much bit­ter­ness, at the same mo­ment that his scowl­ing brows ap­proached each oth­er like two bulls on the point of fight­ing? Why was what hair he had left already gray? What was that in­tern­al fire which some­times broke forth in his glance, to such a de­gree that his eye re­sembled a hole pierced in the wall of a fur­nace?

			These symp­toms of a vi­ol­ent mor­al pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, had ac­quired an es­pe­cially high de­gree of in­tens­ity at the epoch when this story takes place. More than once a choir­boy had fled in ter­ror at find­ing him alone in the church, so strange and dazzling was his look. More than once, in the choir, at the hour of the of­fices, his neigh­bor in the stalls had heard him mingle with the plain song, ad om­nem tonum, un­in­tel­li­gible par­en­theses. More than once the laundress of the Ter­rain charged “with wash­ing the chapter” had ob­served, not without af­fright, the marks of nails and clenched fin­gers on the sur­plice of mon­sieur the arch­deac­on of Jo­sas.

			How­ever, he re­doubled his sever­ity, and had nev­er been more ex­em­plary. By pro­fes­sion as well as by char­ac­ter, he had al­ways held him­self aloof from wo­men; he seemed to hate them more than ever. The mere rust­ling of a silken pet­ti­coat caused his hood to fall over his eyes. Upon this score he was so jeal­ous of aus­ter­ity and re­serve, that when the Dame de Beau­jeu, the king’s daugh­ter, came to vis­it the cloister of Notre-Dame, in the month of Decem­ber, 1481, he gravely op­posed her en­trance, re­mind­ing the bish­op of the stat­ute of the Black Book, dat­ing from the vi­gil of Saint-Barthélemy, 1334, which in­ter­dicts ac­cess to the cloister to “any wo­man whatever, old or young, mis­tress or maid.” Upon which the bish­op had been con­strained to re­cite to him the or­din­ance of Leg­ate Odo, which ex­cepts cer­tain great dames, ali­quae mag­nates muli­eres, quae sine scan­dalo vitari non pos­sunt. And again the arch­deac­on had pro­tested, ob­ject­ing that the or­din­ance of the leg­ate, which dated back to 1207, was an­teri­or by a hun­dred and twenty-sev­en years to the Black Book, and con­sequently was ab­rog­ated in fact by it. And he had re­fused to ap­pear be­fore the prin­cess.

			It was also no­ticed that his hor­ror for Bo­hemi­an wo­men and gypsies had seemed to re­double for some time past. He had pe­ti­tioned the bish­op for an edict which ex­pressly for­bade the Bo­hemi­an wo­men to come and dance and beat their tam­bour­ines on the place of the Par­vis; and for about the same length of time, he had been ran­sack­ing the mouldy plac­ards of the of­fi­cialty, in or­der to col­lect the cases of sor­cer­ers and witches con­demned to fire or the rope, for com­pli­city in crimes with rams, sows, or goats.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Un­pop­ular­ity

			
			The arch­deac­on and the bell­ringer, as we have already said, were but little loved by the popu­lace great and small, in the vi­cin­ity of the cathed­ral. When Claude and Quasimodo went out to­geth­er, which fre­quently happened, and when they were seen tra­vers­ing in com­pany, the valet be­hind the mas­ter, the cold, nar­row, and gloomy streets of the block of Notre-Dame, more than one evil word, more than one iron­ic­al quaver, more than one in­sult­ing jest greeted them on their way, un­less Claude Frollo, which was rarely the case, walked with head up­right and raised, show­ing his severe and al­most au­gust brow to the dumb­foun­ded jeer­ers.

			Both were in their quarter like “the po­ets” of whom Rég­ni­er speaks—

			
				
					“All sorts of per­sons run after po­ets,
					

					As warblers fly shriek­ing after owls.”
				

			

			Some­times a mis­chiev­ous child risked his skin and bones for the in­ef­fable pleas­ure of driv­ing a pin in­to Quasimodo’s hump. Again, a young girl, more bold and saucy than was fit­ting, brushed the priest’s black robe, singing in his face the sar­don­ic ditty, “niche, niche, the dev­il is caught.” Some­times a group of squal­id old crones, squat­ting in a file un­der the shad­ow of the steps to a porch, scol­ded nois­ily as the arch­deac­on and the bell­ringer passed, and tossed them this en­cour­aging wel­come, with a curse: “Hum! there’s a fel­low whose soul is made like the oth­er one’s body!” Or a band of school­boys and street urchins, play­ing hopscotch, rose in a body and sa­luted him clas­sic­ally, with some cry in Lat­in: “Eia! eia! Claudi­us cum claudo!”

			But the in­sult gen­er­ally passed un­noticed both by the priest and the bell­ringer. Quasimodo was too deaf to hear all these gra­cious things, and Claude was too dreamy.
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				I

				Ab­bas Beati Mar­tini

			
			Dom Claude’s fame had spread far and wide. It pro­cured for him, at about the epoch when he re­fused to see Ma­dame de Beau­jeu, a vis­it which he long re­membered.

			It was in the even­ing. He had just re­tired, after the of­fice, to his can­on’s cell in the cloister of Notre-Dame. This cell, with the ex­cep­tion, pos­sibly, of some glass phi­als, re­leg­ated to a corner, and filled with a de­cidedly equi­voc­al powder, which strongly re­sembled the al­chem­ist’s “powder of pro­jec­tion,” presen­ted noth­ing strange or mys­ter­i­ous. There were, in­deed, here and there, some in­scrip­tions on the walls, but they were pure sen­tences of learn­ing and piety, ex­trac­ted from good au­thors. The arch­deac­on had just seated him­self, by the light of a three-jet­ted cop­per lamp, be­fore a vast cof­fer crammed with ma­nu­scripts. He had res­ted his el­bow upon the open volume of Hon­ori­us d’Au­tun, De pre­des­tin­a­tione et libero ar­bit­rio, and he was turn­ing over, in deep med­it­a­tion, the leaves of a prin­ted fo­lio which he had just brought, the sole product of the press which his cell con­tained. In the midst of his re­very there came a knock at his door. “Who’s there?” cried the learned man, in the gra­cious tone of a fam­ished dog, dis­turbed over his bone.

			A voice without replied, “Your friend, Jacques Coicti­er.” He went to open the door.

			It was, in fact, the king’s phys­i­cian; a per­son about fifty years of age, whose harsh physiognomy was mod­i­fied only by a crafty eye. An­oth­er man ac­com­pan­ied him. Both wore long slate-colored robes, furred with minev­er, girded and closed, with caps of the same stuff and hue. Their hands were con­cealed by their sleeves, their feet by their robes, their eyes by their caps.

			“God help me, messieurs!” said the arch­deac­on, show­ing them in; “I was not ex­pect­ing dis­tin­guished vis­it­ors at such an hour.” And while speak­ing in this cour­teous fash­ion he cast an un­easy and scru­tin­iz­ing glance from the phys­i­cian to his com­pan­ion.

			“ ’Tis nev­er too late to come and pay a vis­it to so con­sid­er­able a learned man as Dom Claude Frollo de Tir­e­chappe,” replied Doc­tor Coicti­er, whose Fran­che-Comté ac­cent made all his phrases drag along with the majesty of a train-robe.

			There then en­sued between the phys­i­cian and the arch­deac­on one of those con­grat­u­lat­ory pro­logues which, in ac­cord­ance with cus­tom, at that epoch pre­ceded all con­ver­sa­tions between learned men, and which did not pre­vent them from de­test­ing each oth­er in the most cor­di­al man­ner in the world. How­ever, it is the same nowadays; every wise man’s mouth com­pli­ment­ing an­oth­er wise man is a vase of hon­eyed gall.

			Claude Frollo’s fe­li­cit­a­tions to Jacques Coicti­er bore ref­er­ence prin­cip­ally to the tem­por­al ad­vant­ages which the worthy phys­i­cian had found means to ex­tract, in the course of his much en­vied ca­reer, from each mal­ady of the king, an op­er­a­tion of al­chemy much bet­ter and more cer­tain than the pur­suit of the philo­soph­er’s stone.

			“In truth, Mon­sieur le Docteur Coicti­er, I felt great joy on learn­ing of the bish­op­ric giv­en your neph­ew, my rev­er­end sei­gneur Pierre Ver­sé. Is he not Bish­op of Ami­ens?”

			“Yes, mon­sieur Arch­deac­on; it is a grace and mercy of God.”

			“Do you know that you made a great fig­ure on Christ­mas Day at the head of your com­pany of the cham­ber of ac­counts, Mon­sieur Pres­id­ent?”

			“Vice-Pres­id­ent, Dom Claude. Alas! noth­ing more.”

			“How is your su­perb house in the Rue Saint-An­dré des Arcs com­ing on? ’Tis a Louvre. I love greatly the apricot tree which is carved on the door, with this play of words: ‘A l’abri-coti­er—Sheltered from reefs.’ ”

			“Alas! Mas­ter Claude, all that ma­sonry costeth me dear. In pro­por­tion as the house is erec­ted, I am ruined.”

			“Ho! have you not your rev­en­ues from the jail, and the baili­wick of the Pal­ais, and the rents of all the houses, sheds, stalls, and booths of the en­clos­ure? ’Tis a fine breast to suck.”

			“My cas­tel­lany of Poissy has brought me in noth­ing this year.”

			“But your tolls of Tri­el, of Saint-James, of Saint-Ger­main-en-Laye are al­ways good.”

			“Six score livres, and not even Parisi­an livres at that.”

			“You have your of­fice of coun­sel­lor to the king. That is fixed.”

			“Yes, broth­er Claude; but that ac­cursed sei­gneury of Po­ligny, which people make so much noise about, is worth not sixty gold crowns, year out and year in.”

			In the com­pli­ments which Dom Claude ad­dressed to Jacques Coicti­er, there was that sar­don­ic­al, bit­ing, and cov­ertly mock­ing ac­cent, and the sad cruel smile of a su­per­i­or and un­happy man who toys for a mo­ment, by way of dis­trac­tion, with the dense prosper­ity of a vul­gar man. The oth­er did not per­ceive it.

			“Upon my soul,” said Claude at length, press­ing his hand, “I am glad to see you and in such good health.”

			“Thanks, Mas­ter Claude.”

			“By the way,” ex­claimed Dom Claude, “how is your roy­al pa­tient?”

			“He payeth not suf­fi­ciently his phys­i­cian,” replied the doc­tor, cast­ing a side glance at his com­pan­ion.

			“Think you so, Gos­sip Coicti­er,” said the lat­ter.

			These words, uttered in a tone of sur­prise and re­proach, drew upon this un­known per­son­age the at­ten­tion of the arch­deac­on which, to tell the truth, had not been di­ver­ted from him a single mo­ment since the stranger had set foot across the threshold of his cell. It had even re­quired all the thou­sand reas­ons which he had for hand­ling ten­derly Doc­tor Jacques Coicti­er, the all-power­ful phys­i­cian of King Louis XI, to in­duce him to re­ceive the lat­ter thus ac­com­pan­ied. Hence, there was noth­ing very cor­di­al in his man­ner when Jacques Coicti­er said to him—

			“By the way, Dom Claude, I bring you a col­league who has de­sired to see you on ac­count of your repu­ta­tion.”

			“Mon­sieur be­longs to sci­ence?” asked the arch­deac­on, fix­ing his pier­cing eye upon Coicti­er’s com­pan­ion. He found be­neath the brows of the stranger a glance no less pier­cing or less dis­trust­ful than his own.

			He was, so far as the feeble light of the lamp per­mit­ted one to judge, an old man about sixty years of age and of me­di­um stature, who ap­peared some­what sickly and broken in health. His pro­file, al­though of a very or­din­ary out­line, had some­thing power­ful and severe about it; his eyes sparkled be­neath a very deep su­per­cili­ary arch, like a light in the depths of a cave; and be­neath his cap which was well drawn down and fell upon his nose, one re­cog­nized the broad ex­panse of a brow of geni­us.

			He took it upon him­self to reply to the arch­deac­on’s ques­tion—

			“Rev­er­end mas­ter,” he said in a grave tone, “your renown has reached my ears, and I wish to con­sult you. I am but a poor pro­vin­cial gen­tle­man, who re­moveth his shoes be­fore en­ter­ing the dwell­ings of the learned. You must know my name. I am called Gos­sip Tour­angeau.”

			“Strange name for a gen­tle­man,” said the arch­deac­on to him­self.

			Nev­er­the­less, he had a feel­ing that he was in the pres­ence of a strong and earn­est char­ac­ter. The in­stinct of his own lofty in­tel­lect made him re­cog­nize an in­tel­lect no less lofty un­der Gos­sip Tour­angeau’s furred cap, and as he gazed at the sol­emn face, the iron­ic­al smile which Jacques Coicti­er’s pres­ence called forth on his gloomy face, gradu­ally dis­ap­peared as twi­light fades on the ho­ri­zon of night. Stern and si­lent, he had re­sumed his seat in his great arm­chair; his el­bow res­ted as usu­al, on the table, and his brow on his hand. After a few mo­ments of re­flec­tion, he mo­tioned his vis­it­ors to be seated, and, turn­ing to Gos­sip Tour­angeau he said—

			“You come to con­sult me, mas­ter, and upon what sci­ence?”

			“Your rev­er­ence,” replied Tour­angeau, “I am ill, very ill. You are said to be great Aes­cu­lapius, and I am come to ask your ad­vice in medi­cine.”

			“Medi­cine!” said the arch­deac­on, toss­ing his head. He seemed to med­it­ate for a mo­ment, and then re­sumed: “Gos­sip Tour­angeau, since that is your name, turn your head, you will find my reply already writ­ten on the wall.”

			Gos­sip Tour­angeau obeyed, and read this in­scrip­tion en­graved above his head: “Medi­cine is the daugh­ter of dreams.—Jam­blique.”

			Mean­while, Doc­tor Jacques Coicti­er had heard his com­pan­ion’s ques­tion with a dis­pleas­ure which Dom Claude’s re­sponse had but re­doubled. He bent down to the ear of Gos­sip Tour­angeau, and said to him, softly enough not to be heard by the arch­deac­on: “I warned you that he was mad. You in­sisted on see­ing him.”

			“ ’Tis very pos­sible that he is right, mad­man as he is, Doc­tor Jacques,” replied his com­rade in the same low tone, and with a bit­ter smile.

			“As you please,” replied Coicti­er dryly. Then, ad­dress­ing the arch­deac­on: “You are clev­er at your trade, Dom Claude, and you are no more at a loss over Hip­po­crates than a mon­key is over a nut. Medi­cine a dream! I sus­pect that the phar­ma­co­pol­ists and the mas­ter phys­i­cians would in­sist upon ston­ing you if they were here. So you deny the in­flu­ence of philtres upon the blood, and un­guents on the skin! You deny that etern­al phar­macy of flowers and metals, which is called the world, made ex­pressly for that etern­al in­val­id called man!”

			“I deny,” said Dom Claude coldly, “neither phar­macy nor the in­val­id. I re­ject the phys­i­cian.”

			“Then it is not true,” re­sumed Coicti­er hotly, “that gout is an in­tern­al erup­tion; that a wound caused by ar­til­lery is to be cured by the ap­plic­a­tion of a young mouse roas­ted; that young blood, prop­erly in­jec­ted, re­stores youth to aged veins; it is not true that two and two make four, and that em­pro­sta­thonos fol­lows opista­thonos.”

			The arch­deac­on replied without per­turb­a­tion: “There are cer­tain things of which I think in a cer­tain fash­ion.”

			Coicti­er be­came crim­son with an­ger.

			“There, there, my good Coicti­er, let us not get angry,” said Gos­sip Tour­angeau. “Mon­sieur the arch­deac­on is our friend.”

			Coicti­er calmed down, mut­ter­ing in a low tone—

			“After all, he’s mad.”

			“Pasque-dieu, Mas­ter Claude,” re­sumed Gos­sip Tour­angeau, after a si­lence, “You em­bar­rass me greatly. I had two things to con­sult you upon, one touch­ing my health and the oth­er touch­ing my star.”

			“Mon­sieur,” re­turned the arch­deac­on, “if that be your motive, you would have done as well not to put your­self out of breath climb­ing my stair­case. I do not be­lieve in Medi­cine. I do not be­lieve in As­tro­logy.”

			“In­deed!” said the man, with sur­prise.

			Coicti­er gave a forced laugh.

			“You see that he is mad,” he said, in a low tone, to Gos­sip Tour­angeau. “He does not be­lieve in as­tro­logy.”

			“The idea of ima­gin­ing,” pur­sued Dom Claude, “that every ray of a star is a thread which is fastened to the head of a man!”

			“And what then, do you be­lieve in?” ex­claimed Gos­sip Tour­angeau.

			The arch­deac­on hes­it­ated for a mo­ment, then he al­lowed a gloomy smile to es­cape, which seemed to give the lie to his re­sponse: “Credo in Deum.”

			“Domin­um nos­trum,” ad­ded Gos­sip Tour­angeau, mak­ing the sign of the cross.

			“Amen,” said Coicti­er.

			“Rev­er­end mas­ter,” re­sumed Tour­angeau, “I am charmed in soul to see you in such a re­li­gious frame of mind. But have you reached the point, great sav­ant as you are, of no longer be­liev­ing in sci­ence?”

			“No,” said the arch­deac­on, grasp­ing the arm of Gos­sip Tour­angeau, and a ray of en­thu­si­asm lighted up his gloomy eyes, “no, I do not re­ject sci­ence. I have not crawled so long, flat on my belly, with my nails in the earth, through the in­nu­mer­able rami­fic­a­tions of its cav­erns, without per­ceiv­ing far in front of me, at the end of the ob­scure gal­lery, a light, a flame, a some­thing, the re­flec­tion, no doubt, of the dazzling cent­ral labor­at­ory where the pa­tient and the wise have found out God.”

			“And in short,” in­ter­rup­ted Tour­angeau, “what do you hold to be true and cer­tain?”

			“Al­chemy.”

			Coicti­er ex­claimed, “Pardieu, Dom Claude, al­chemy has its use, no doubt, but why blas­pheme medi­cine and as­tro­logy?”

			“Naught is your sci­ence of man, naught is your sci­ence of the stars,” said the arch­deac­on, com­mand­ingly.

			“That’s driv­ing Epi­daur­us and Chaldea very fast,” replied the phys­i­cian with a grin.

			“Listen, Messire Jacques. This is said in good faith. I am not the king’s phys­i­cian, and his majesty has not giv­en me the Garden of Daedalus in which to ob­serve the con­stel­la­tions. Don’t get angry, but listen to me. What truth have you de­duced, I will not say from medi­cine, which is too fool­ish a thing, but from as­tro­logy? Cite to me the vir­tues of the ver­tic­al boustrophedon, the treas­ures of the num­ber ziruph and those of the num­ber zephirod!”

			“Will you deny,” said Coicti­er, “the sym­path­et­ic force of the col­lar bone, and the cabal­ist­ics which are de­rived from it?”

			“An er­ror, Messire Jacques! None of your for­mu­las end in real­ity. Al­chemy on the oth­er hand has its dis­cov­er­ies. Will you con­test res­ults like this? Ice con­fined be­neath the earth for a thou­sand years is trans­formed in­to rock crys­tals. Lead is the an­cest­or of all metals. For gold is not a met­al, gold is light. Lead re­quires only four peri­ods of two hun­dred years each, to pass in suc­ces­sion from the state of lead, to the state of red ar­sen­ic, from red ar­sen­ic to tin, from tin to sil­ver. Are not these facts? But to be­lieve in the col­lar bone, in the full line and in the stars, is as ri­dicu­lous as to be­lieve with the in­hab­it­ants of Grand-Cathay that the golden ori­ole turns in­to a mole, and that grains of wheat turn in­to fish of the carp spe­cies.”

			“I have stud­ied her­met­ic sci­ence!” ex­claimed Coicti­er, “and I af­firm—”

			The fiery arch­deac­on did not al­low him to fin­ish: “And I have stud­ied medi­cine, as­tro­logy, and her­met­ics. Here alone is the truth.” (As he spoke thus, he took from the top of the cof­fer a phi­al filled with the powder which we have men­tioned above), “here alone is light! Hip­po­crates is a dream; Ur­ania is a dream; Her­mes, a thought. Gold is the sun; to make gold is to be God. Herein lies the one and only sci­ence. I have soun­ded the depths of medi­cine and as­tro­logy, I tell you! Naught, noth­ing­ness! The hu­man body, shad­ows! the plan­ets, shad­ows!”

			And he fell back in his arm­chair in a com­mand­ing and in­spired at­ti­tude. Gos­sip Touraugeau watched him in si­lence. Coicti­er tried to grin, shrugged his shoulders im­per­cept­ibly, and re­peated in a low voice—

			“A mad­man!”

			“And,” said Tour­angeau sud­denly, “the won­drous res­ult—have you at­tained it, have you made gold?”

			“If I had made it,” replied the arch­deac­on, ar­tic­u­lat­ing his words slowly, like a man who is re­flect­ing, “the king of France would be named Claude and not Louis.”

			The stranger frowned.

			“What am I say­ing?” re­sumed Dom Claude, with a smile of dis­dain. “What would the throne of France be to me when I could re­build the em­pire of the Ori­ent?”

			“Very good!” said the stranger.

			“Oh, the poor fool!” mur­mured Coicti­er.

			The arch­deac­on went on, ap­pear­ing to reply now only to his thoughts—

			“But no, I am still crawl­ing; I am scratch­ing my face and knees against the pebbles of the sub­ter­ranean path­way. I catch a glimpse, I do not con­tem­plate! I do not read, I spell out!”

			“And when you know how to read!” de­man­ded the stranger, “will you make gold?”

			“Who doubts it?” said the arch­deac­on.

			“In that case Our Lady knows that I am greatly in need of money, and I should much de­sire to read in your books. Tell me, rev­er­end mas­ter, is your sci­ence in­im­ic­al or dis­pleas­ing to Our Lady?”

			“Whose arch­deac­on I am?” Dom Claude con­ten­ted him­self with reply­ing, with tran­quil hauteur.

			“That is true, my mas­ter. Well! will it please you to ini­ti­ate me? Let me spell with you.”

			Claude as­sumed the majest­ic and pon­ti­fic­al at­ti­tude of a Samuel.

			“Old man, it re­quires longer years than re­main to you, to un­der­take this voy­age across mys­ter­i­ous things. Your head is very gray! One comes forth from the cav­ern only with white hair, but only those with dark hair enter it. Sci­ence alone knows well how to hol­low, with­er, and dry up hu­man faces; she needs not to have old age bring her faces already fur­rowed. Nev­er­the­less, if the de­sire pos­sesses you of put­ting your­self un­der dis­cip­line at your age, and of de­ci­pher­ing the for­mid­able al­pha­bet of the sages, come to me; ’tis well, I will make the ef­fort. I will not tell you, poor old man, to go and vis­it the sepulchral cham­bers of the pyr­am­ids, of which an­cient Hero­dotus speaks, nor the brick tower of Babylon, nor the im­mense white marble sanc­tu­ary of the In­di­an temple of Eklinga. I, no more than your­self, have seen the Chaldean ma­sonry works con­struc­ted ac­cord­ing to the sac­red form of the Sikra, nor the temple of So­lomon, which is des­troyed, nor the stone doors of the sep­ulchre of the kings of Is­rael, which are broken. We will con­tent ourselves with the frag­ments of the book of Her­mes which we have here. I will ex­plain to you the statue of Saint Chris­toph­er, the sym­bol of the sower, and that of the two an­gels which are on the front of the Sainte-Chapelle, and one of which holds in his hands a vase, the oth­er, a cloud—”

			Here Jacques Coicti­er, who had been un­horsed by the arch­deac­on’s im­petu­ous replies, re­gained his saddle, and in­ter­rup­ted him with the tri­umphant tone of one learned man cor­rect­ing an­oth­er—“Er­ras amice Claudi. The sym­bol is not the num­ber. You take Orph­eus for Her­mes.”

			“ ’Tis you who are in er­ror,” replied the arch­deac­on, gravely. “Daedalus is the base; Orph­eus is the wall; Her­mes is the edi­fice—that is all. You shall come when you will,” he con­tin­ued, turn­ing to Tour­angeau, “I will show you the little par­cels of gold which re­mained at the bot­tom of Nich­olas Flamel’s alem­bic, and you shall com­pare them with the gold of Guil­laume de Par­is. I will teach you the secret vir­tues of the Greek word, per­is­tera. But, first of all, I will make you read, one after the oth­er, the marble let­ters of the al­pha­bet, the gran­ite pages of the book. We shall go to the portal of Bish­op Guil­laume and of Saint-Jean le Rond at the Sainte-Chapelle, then to the house of Nich­olas Flamel, Rue Man­vault, to his tomb, which is at the Saints-In­no­cents, to his two hos­pit­als, Rue de Mont­morency. I will make you read the hiero­glyph­ics which cov­er the four great iron cramps on the portal of the hos­pit­al Saint-Ger­vais, and of the Rue de la Fer­ron­ner­ie. We will spell out in com­pany, also, the façade of Saint-Côme, of Sainte-Geneviève-des-Ar­dents, of Saint Mar­tin, of Saint-Jacques de la Boucher­ie—.”

			For a long time, Gos­sip Tour­angeau, in­tel­li­gent as was his glance, had ap­peared not to un­der­stand Dom Claude. He in­ter­rup­ted.

			“Pasque-dieu! what are your books, then?”

			“Here is one of them,” said the arch­deac­on.

			And open­ing the win­dow of his cell he poin­ted out with his fin­ger the im­mense church of Notre-Dame, which, out­lining against the starry sky the black sil­hou­ette of its two towers, its stone flanks, its mon­strous haunches, seemed an enorm­ous two-headed sphinx, seated in the middle of the city.

			The arch­deac­on gazed at the gi­gant­ic edi­fice for some time in si­lence, then ex­tend­ing his right hand, with a sigh, to­wards the prin­ted book which lay open on the table, and his left to­wards Notre-Dame, and turn­ing a sad glance from the book to the church—“Alas,” he said, “this will kill that.”

			Coicti­er, who had eagerly ap­proached the book, could not repress an ex­clam­a­tion. “Hé, but now, what is there so for­mid­able in this: ‘Glossa in Epis­tolas D. Pauli, Norim­ber­gae, Ant­onius Kobur­ger, 1474.’ This is not new. ’Tis a book of Pierre Lom­bard, the Mas­ter of Sen­tences. Is it be­cause it is prin­ted?”

			“You have said it,” replied Claude, who seemed ab­sorbed in a pro­found med­it­a­tion, and stood rest­ing, his fore­finger bent back­ward on the fo­lio which had come from the fam­ous press of Nurem­berg. Then he ad­ded these mys­ter­i­ous words: “Alas! alas! small things come at the end of great things; a tooth tri­umphs over a mass. The Nile rat kills the cro­codile, the sword­fish kills the whale, the book will kill the edi­fice.”

			The curfew of the cloister soun­ded at the mo­ment when Mas­ter Jacques was re­peat­ing to his com­pan­ion in low tones, his etern­al re­frain, “He is mad!” To which his com­pan­ion this time replied, “I be­lieve that he is.”

			It was the hour when no stranger could re­main in the cloister. The two vis­it­ors with­drew. “Mas­ter,” said Gos­sip Tour­angeau, as he took leave of the arch­deac­on, “I love wise men and great minds, and I hold you in sin­gu­lar es­teem. Come to­mor­row to the Palace des Tour­nelles, and in­quire for the Ab­bé de Sainte-Mar­tin, of Tours.”

			The arch­deac­on re­turned to his cham­ber dumb­foun­ded, com­pre­hend­ing at last who Gos­sip Tour­angeau was, and re­call­ing that pas­sage of the re­gister of Sainte-Mar­tin, of Tours:—Ab­bas beati Mar­tini, Scilicet Rex Fran­ci­ae, est ca­nonicus de con­su­etudine et ha­bet par­vam praebend­am quam ha­bet sanc­tus Ven­an­ti­us, et de­b­et sedere in sede thesaur­arii.

			It is as­ser­ted that after that epoch the arch­deac­on had fre­quent con­fer­ences with Louis XI, when his majesty came to Par­is, and that Dom Claude’s in­flu­ence quite over­shad­owed that of Olivi­er le Daim and Jacques Coicti­er, who, as was his habit, rudely took the king to task on that ac­count.

		
	
		
			
				II

				This Will Kill That

			
			Our lady read­ers will par­don us if we pause for a mo­ment to seek what could have been the thought con­cealed be­neath those en­ig­mat­ic words of the arch­deac­on: “This will kill that. The book will kill the edi­fice.”

			To our mind, this thought had two faces. In the first place, it was a priestly thought. It was the af­fright of the priest in the pres­ence of a new agent, the print­ing press. It was the ter­ror and dazzled amazement of the men of the sanc­tu­ary, in the pres­ence of the lu­min­ous press of Guten­berg. It was the pul­pit and the ma­nu­script tak­ing the alarm at the prin­ted word: some­thing sim­il­ar to the stupor of a spar­row which should be­hold the an­gel Le­gion un­fold his six mil­lion wings. It was the cry of the proph­et who already hears eman­cip­ated hu­man­ity roar­ing and swarm­ing; who be­holds in the fu­ture, in­tel­li­gence sap­ping faith, opin­ion de­thron­ing be­lief, the world shak­ing off Rome. It was the pro­gnost­ic­a­tion of the philo­soph­er who sees hu­man thought, vo­lat­il­ized by the press, evap­or­at­ing from the theo­crat­ic re­cip­i­ent. It was the ter­ror of the sol­dier who ex­am­ines the brazen bat­ter­ing ram, and says:—“The tower will crumble.” It sig­ni­fied that one power was about to suc­ceed an­oth­er power. It meant, “The press will kill the church.”

			But un­der­ly­ing this thought, the first and most simple one, no doubt, there was in our opin­ion an­oth­er, new­er one, a co­rol­lary of the first, less easy to per­ceive and more easy to con­test, a view as philo­soph­ic­al and be­long­ing no longer to the priest alone but to the sav­ant and the artist. It was a presen­ti­ment that hu­man thought, in chan­ging its form, was about to change its mode of ex­pres­sion; that the dom­in­ant idea of each gen­er­a­tion would no longer be writ­ten with the same mat­ter, and in the same man­ner; that the book of stone, so sol­id and so dur­able, was about to make way for the book of pa­per, more sol­id and still more dur­able. In this con­nec­tion the arch­deac­on’s vague for­mula had a second sense. It meant, “Print­ing will kill ar­chi­tec­ture.”

			In fact, from the ori­gin of things down to the fif­teenth cen­tury of the Chris­ti­an era, in­clus­ive, ar­chi­tec­ture is the great book of hu­man­ity, the prin­cip­al ex­pres­sion of man in his dif­fer­ent stages of de­vel­op­ment, either as a force or as an in­tel­li­gence.

			When the memory of the first races felt it­self over­loaded, when the mass of re­min­is­cences of the hu­man race be­came so heavy and so con­fused that speech na­ked and fly­ing, ran the risk of los­ing them on the way, men tran­scribed them on the soil in a man­ner which was at once the most vis­ible, most dur­able, and most nat­ur­al. They sealed each tra­di­tion be­neath a monu­ment.

			The first monu­ments were simple masses of rock, “which the iron had not touched,” as Moses says. Ar­chi­tec­ture began like all writ­ing. It was first an al­pha­bet. Men planted a stone up­right, it was a let­ter, and each let­ter was a hiero­glyph, and upon each hiero­glyph res­ted a group of ideas, like the cap­it­al on the column. This is what the earli­est races did every­where, at the same mo­ment, on the sur­face of the en­tire world. We find the “stand­ing stones” of the Celts in Asi­an Siber­ia; in the pam­pas of Amer­ica.

			Later on, they made words; they placed stone upon stone, they coupled those syl­lables of gran­ite, and at­temp­ted some com­bin­a­tions. The Celt­ic dol­men and crom­lech, the Etruscan tu­mu­lus, the Hebrew galgal, are words. Some, es­pe­cially the tu­mu­lus, are prop­er names. Some­times even, when men had a great deal of stone, and a vast plain, they wrote a phrase. The im­mense pile of Kar­nac is a com­plete sen­tence.

			At last they made books. Tra­di­tions had brought forth sym­bols, be­neath which they dis­ap­peared like the trunk of a tree be­neath its fo­liage; all these sym­bols in which hu­man­ity placed faith con­tin­ued to grow, to mul­tiply, to in­ter­sect, to be­come more and more com­plic­ated; the first monu­ments no longer suf­ficed to con­tain them, they were over­flow­ing in every part; these monu­ments hardly ex­pressed now the prim­it­ive tra­di­tion, simple like them­selves, na­ked and prone upon the earth. The sym­bol felt the need of ex­pan­sion in the edi­fice. Then ar­chi­tec­ture was de­veloped in pro­por­tion with hu­man thought; it be­came a gi­ant with a thou­sand heads and a thou­sand arms, and fixed all this float­ing sym­bol­ism in an etern­al, vis­ible, palp­able form. While Daedalus, who is force, meas­ured; while Orph­eus, who is in­tel­li­gence, sang;—the pil­lar, which is a let­ter; the ar­cade, which is a syl­lable; the pyr­am­id, which is a word—all set in move­ment at once by a law of geo­metry and by a law of po­etry, grouped them­selves, com­bined, am­al­gam­ated, des­cen­ded, as­cen­ded, placed them­selves side by side on the soil, ranged them­selves in stor­ies in the sky, un­til they had writ­ten un­der the dic­ta­tion of the gen­er­al idea of an epoch, those mar­vel­lous books which were also mar­vel­lous edi­fices: the Pa­goda of Eklinga, the Rham­seion of Egypt, the Temple of So­lomon.

			The gen­er­at­ing idea, the word, was not only at the found­a­tion of all these edi­fices, but also in the form. The temple of So­lomon, for ex­ample, was not alone the bind­ing of the holy book; it was the holy book it­self. On each one of its con­cent­ric walls, the priests could read the word trans­lated and mani­fes­ted to the eye, and thus they fol­lowed its trans­form­a­tions from sanc­tu­ary to sanc­tu­ary, un­til they seized it in its last tab­er­nacle, un­der its most con­crete form, which still be­longed to ar­chi­tec­ture: the arch. Thus the word was en­closed in an edi­fice, but its im­age was upon its en­vel­ope, like the hu­man form on the coffin of a mummy.

			And not only the form of edi­fices, but the sites se­lec­ted for them, re­vealed the thought which they rep­res­en­ted, ac­cord­ing as the sym­bol to be ex­pressed was grace­ful or grave. Greece crowned her moun­tains with a temple har­mo­ni­ous to the eye; In­dia dis­em­bowelled hers, to chisel therein those mon­strous sub­ter­ranean pa­go­das, borne up by gi­gant­ic rows of gran­ite ele­phants.

			Thus, dur­ing the first six thou­sand years of the world, from the most im­me­mori­al pa­goda of Hindus­tan, to the cathed­ral of Co­logne, ar­chi­tec­ture was the great hand­writ­ing of the hu­man race. And this is so true, that not only every re­li­gious sym­bol, but every hu­man thought, has its page and its monu­ment in that im­mense book.

			All civil­iz­a­tion be­gins in theo­cracy and ends in demo­cracy. This law of liberty fol­low­ing unity is writ­ten in ar­chi­tec­ture. For, let us in­sist upon this point, ma­sonry must not be thought to be power­ful only in erect­ing the temple and in ex­press­ing the myth and sa­cer­dot­al sym­bol­ism; in in­scrib­ing in hiero­glyphs upon its pages of stone the mys­ter­i­ous tables of the law. If it were thus—as there comes in all hu­man so­ci­ety a mo­ment when the sac­red sym­bol is worn out and be­comes ob­lit­er­ated un­der free­dom of thought, when man es­capes from the priest, when the ex­cres­cence of philo­sophies and sys­tems de­vour the face of re­li­gion—ar­chi­tec­ture could not re­pro­duce this new state of hu­man thought; its leaves, so crowded on the face, would be empty on the back; its work would be mu­til­ated; its book would be in­com­plete. But no.

			Let us take as an ex­ample the Middle Ages, where we see more clearly be­cause it is near­er to us. Dur­ing its first peri­od, while theo­cracy is or­gan­iz­ing Europe, while the Vat­ic­an is ral­ly­ing and re­classing about it­self the ele­ments of a Rome made from the Rome which lies in ru­ins around the Cap­it­ol, while Chris­tian­ity is seek­ing all the stages of so­ci­ety amid the rub­bish of an­teri­or civil­iz­a­tion, and re­build­ing with its ru­ins a new hier­arch­ic uni­verse, the key­stone to whose vault is the priest—one first hears a dull echo from that chaos, and then, little by little, one sees, arising from be­neath the breath of Chris­tian­ity, from be­neath the hand of the bar­bar­i­ans, from the frag­ments of the dead Greek and Ro­man ar­chi­tec­tures, that mys­ter­i­ous Romanesque ar­chi­tec­ture, sis­ter of the theo­crat­ic ma­sonry of Egypt and of In­dia, in­al­ter­able em­blem of pure cath­oli­cism, un­change­able hiero­glyph of the pap­al unity. All the thought of that day is writ­ten, in fact, in this sombre, Romanesque style. One feels every­where in it au­thor­ity, unity, the im­pen­et­rable, the ab­so­lute, Gregory VII; al­ways the priest, nev­er the man; every­where caste, nev­er the people.

			But the Cru­sades ar­rive. They are a great pop­u­lar move­ment, and every great pop­u­lar move­ment, whatever may be its cause and ob­ject, al­ways sets free the spir­it of liberty from its fi­nal pre­cip­it­ate. New things spring in­to life every day. Here opens the stormy peri­od of the Jac­quer­ies, Praguer­ies, and Leagues. Au­thor­ity wavers, unity is di­vided. Feud­al­ism de­mands to share with theo­cracy, while await­ing the in­ev­it­able ar­rival of the people, who will as­sume the part of the li­on: Quia nominor leo. Sei­gnory pierces through sa­cer­dot­al­ism; the com­mon­al­ity, through sei­gnory. The face of Europe is changed. Well! the face of ar­chi­tec­ture is changed also. Like civil­iz­a­tion, it has turned a page, and the new spir­it of the time finds her ready to write at its dic­ta­tion. It re­turns from the cru­sades with the poin­ted arch, like the na­tions with liberty.

			Then, while Rome is un­der­go­ing gradu­al dis­mem­ber­ment, Romanesque ar­chi­tec­ture dies. The hiero­glyph deserts the cathed­ral, and be­takes it­self to blaz­on­ing the don­jon keep, in or­der to lend prestige to feud­al­ism. The cathed­ral it­self, that edi­fice formerly so dog­mat­ic, in­vaded hence­forth by the bour­geois­ie, by the com­munity, by liberty, es­capes the priest and falls in­to the power of the artist. The artist builds it after his own fash­ion. Farewell to mys­tery, myth, law. Fancy and caprice, wel­come. Provided the priest has his ba­silica and his al­tar, he has noth­ing to say. The four walls be­long to the artist. The ar­chi­tec­tur­al book be­longs no longer to the priest, to re­li­gion, to Rome; it is the prop­erty of po­etry, of ima­gin­a­tion, of the people. Hence the rap­id and in­nu­mer­able trans­form­a­tions of that ar­chi­tec­ture which owns but three cen­tur­ies, so strik­ing after the stag­nant im­mob­il­ity of the Romanesque ar­chi­tec­ture, which owns six or sev­en. Nev­er­the­less, art marches on with gi­ant strides. Pop­u­lar geni­us amid ori­gin­al­ity ac­com­plish the task which the bish­ops formerly ful­filled. Each race writes its line upon the book, as it passes; it erases the an­cient Romanesque hiero­glyphs on the frontis­pieces of cathed­rals, and at the most one only sees dogma crop­ping out here and there, be­neath the new sym­bol which it has de­pos­ited. The pop­u­lar drapery hardly per­mits the re­li­gious skel­et­on to be sus­pec­ted. One can­not even form an idea of the liber­ties which the ar­chi­tects then take, even to­ward the Church. There are cap­it­als knit­ted of nuns and monks, shame­lessly coupled, as on the hall of chim­ney pieces in the Pal­ais de Justice, in Par­is. There is Noah’s ad­ven­ture carved to the last de­tail, as un­der the great portal of Bourges. There is a bac­chanali­an monk, with ass’s ears and glass in hand, laugh­ing in the face of a whole com­munity, as on the lav­at­ory of the Ab­bey of Bocherville. There ex­ists at that epoch, for thought writ­ten in stone, a priv­ilege ex­actly com­par­able to our present liberty of the press. It is the liberty of ar­chi­tec­ture.

			This liberty goes very far. Some­times a portal, a façade, an en­tire church, presents a sym­bol­ic­al sense ab­so­lutely for­eign to wor­ship, or even hos­tile to the Church. In the thir­teenth cen­tury, Guil­laume de Par­is, and Nich­olas Flamel, in the fif­teenth, wrote such sedi­tious pages. Saint-Jacques de la Boucher­ie was a whole church of the op­pos­i­tion.

			Thought was then free only in this man­ner; hence it nev­er wrote it­self out com­pletely ex­cept on the books called edi­fices. Thought, un­der the form of edi­fice, could have be­held it­self burned in the pub­lic square by the hands of the ex­e­cu­tion­er, in its ma­nu­script form, if it had been suf­fi­ciently im­prudent to risk it­self thus; thought, as the door of a church, would have been a spec­tat­or of the pun­ish­ment of thought as a book. Hav­ing thus only this re­source, ma­sonry, in or­der to make its way to the light, flung it­self upon it from all quar­ters. Hence the im­mense quant­ity of cathed­rals which have covered Europe—a num­ber so prodi­gious that one can hardly be­lieve it even after hav­ing veri­fied it. All the ma­ter­i­al forces, all the in­tel­lec­tu­al forces of so­ci­ety con­verged to­wards the same point: ar­chi­tec­ture. In this man­ner, un­der the pre­text of build­ing churches to God, art was de­veloped in its mag­ni­fi­cent pro­por­tions.

			Then who­ever was born a poet be­came an ar­chi­tect. Geni­us, scattered in the masses, repressed in every quarter un­der feud­al­ism as un­der a tes­tudo of brazen buck­lers, find­ing no is­sue ex­cept in the dir­ec­tion of ar­chi­tec­ture—gushed forth through that art, and its Ili­ads as­sumed the form of cathed­rals. All oth­er arts obeyed, and placed them­selves un­der the dis­cip­line of ar­chi­tec­ture. They were the work­men of the great work. The ar­chi­tect, the poet, the mas­ter, summed up in his per­son the sculp­ture which carved his façades, paint­ing which il­lu­min­ated his win­dows, mu­sic which set his bells to peal­ing, and breathed in­to his or­gans. There was noth­ing down to poor po­etry—prop­erly speak­ing, that which per­sisted in ve­get­at­ing in ma­nu­scripts—which was not forced, in or­der to make some­thing of it­self, to come and frame it­self in the edi­fice in the shape of a hymn or of prose; the same part, after all, which the tra­gedies of Aes­chylus had played in the sa­cer­dot­al fest­ivals of Greece; Gen­es­is, in the temple of So­lomon.

			Thus, down to the time of Guten­berg, ar­chi­tec­ture is the prin­cip­al writ­ing, the uni­ver­sal writ­ing. In that gran­ite book, be­gun by the Ori­ent, con­tin­ued by Greek and Ro­man an­tiquity, the Middle Ages wrote the last page. Moreover, this phe­nomen­on of an ar­chi­tec­ture of the people fol­low­ing an ar­chi­tec­ture of caste, which we have just been ob­serving in the Middle Ages, is re­pro­duced with every ana­log­ous move­ment in the hu­man in­tel­li­gence at the oth­er great epochs of his­tory. Thus, in or­der to enun­ci­ate here only sum­mar­ily, a law which it would re­quire volumes to de­vel­op: in the high Ori­ent, the cradle of prim­it­ive times, after Hindu ar­chi­tec­ture came Phoen­i­cian ar­chi­tec­ture, that op­u­lent moth­er of Ar­a­bi­an ar­chi­tec­ture; in an­tiquity, after Egyp­tian ar­chi­tec­ture, of which Etruscan style and cyc­lopean monu­ments are but one vari­ety, came Greek ar­chi­tec­ture (of which the Ro­man style is only a con­tinu­ation), sur­charged with the Carthagini­an dome; in mod­ern times, after Romanesque ar­chi­tec­ture came Goth­ic ar­chi­tec­ture. And by sep­ar­at­ing there three series in­to their com­pon­ent parts, we shall find in the three eld­est sis­ters, Hindu ar­chi­tec­ture, Egyp­tian ar­chi­tec­ture, Romanesque ar­chi­tec­ture, the same sym­bol; that is to say, theo­cracy, caste, unity, dogma, myth, God: and for the three young­er sis­ters, Phoen­i­cian ar­chi­tec­ture, Greek ar­chi­tec­ture, Goth­ic ar­chi­tec­ture, whatever, nev­er­the­less, may be the di­versity of form in­her­ent in their nature, the same sig­ni­fic­a­tion also; that is to say, liberty, the people, man.

			In the Hindu, Egyp­tian, or Romanesque ar­chi­tec­ture, one feels the priest, noth­ing but the priest, wheth­er he calls him­self Brah­min, Ma­gi­an, or Pope. It is not the same in the ar­chi­tec­tures of the people. They are rich­er and less sac­red. In the Phoen­i­cian, one feels the mer­chant; in the Greek, the re­pub­lic­an; in the Goth­ic, the cit­izen.

			The gen­er­al char­ac­ter­ist­ics of all theo­crat­ic ar­chi­tec­ture are im­mut­ab­il­ity, hor­ror of pro­gress, the pre­ser­va­tion of tra­di­tion­al lines, the con­sec­ra­tion of the prim­it­ive types, the con­stant bend­ing of all the forms of men and of nature to the in­com­pre­hens­ible caprices of the sym­bol. These are dark books, which the ini­ti­ated alone un­der­stand how to de­cipher. Moreover, every form, every de­form­ity even, has there a sense which renders it in­vi­ol­able. Do not ask of Hindu, Egyp­tian, Romanesque ma­sonry to re­form their design, or to im­prove their statu­ary. Every at­tempt at per­fect­ing is an im­pi­ety to them. In these ar­chi­tec­tures it seems as though the ri­gid­ity of the dogma had spread over the stone like a sort of second pet­ri­fac­tion. The gen­er­al char­ac­ter­ist­ics of pop­u­lar ma­sonry, on the con­trary, are pro­gress, ori­gin­al­ity, op­u­lence, per­petu­al move­ment. They are already suf­fi­ciently de­tached from re­li­gion to think of their beauty, to take care of it, to cor­rect without re­lax­a­tion their parure of statues or ar­abesques. They are of the age. They have some­thing hu­man, which they mingle in­cess­antly with the di­vine sym­bol un­der which they still pro­duce. Hence, edi­fices com­pre­hens­ible to every soul, to every in­tel­li­gence, to every ima­gin­a­tion, sym­bol­ic­al still, but as easy to un­der­stand as nature. Between theo­crat­ic ar­chi­tec­ture and this there is the dif­fer­ence that lies between a sac­red lan­guage and a vul­gar lan­guage, between hiero­glyph­ics and art, between So­lomon and Phidi­as.

			If the read­er will sum up what we have hitherto briefly, very briefly, in­dic­ated, neg­lect­ing a thou­sand proofs and also a thou­sand ob­jec­tions of de­tail, he will be led to this: that ar­chi­tec­ture was, down to the fif­teenth cen­tury, the chief re­gister of hu­man­ity; that in that in­ter­val not a thought which is in any de­gree com­plic­ated made its ap­pear­ance in the world, which has not been worked in­to an edi­fice; that every pop­u­lar idea, and every re­li­gious law, has had its mo­nu­ment­al re­cords; that the hu­man race has, in short, had no im­port­ant thought which it has not writ­ten in stone. And why? Be­cause every thought, either philo­soph­ic­al or re­li­gious, is in­ter­ested in per­petu­at­ing it­self; be­cause the idea which has moved one gen­er­a­tion wishes to move oth­ers also, and leave a trace. Now, what a pre­cari­ous im­mor­tal­ity is that of the ma­nu­script! How much more sol­id, dur­able, un­yield­ing, is a book of stone! In or­der to des­troy the writ­ten word, a torch and a Turk are suf­fi­cient. To de­mol­ish the con­struc­ted word, a so­cial re­volu­tion, a ter­restri­al re­volu­tion are re­quired. The bar­bar­i­ans passed over the Coli­seum; the de­luge, per­haps, passed over the Pyr­am­ids.

			In the fif­teenth cen­tury everything changes.

			Hu­man thought dis­cov­ers a mode of per­petu­at­ing it­self, not only more dur­able and more res­ist­ing than ar­chi­tec­ture, but still more simple and easy. Ar­chi­tec­ture is de­throned. Guten­berg’s let­ters of lead are about to su­per­sede Orph­eus’s let­ters of stone.

			
				The book is about to kill the edi­fice.
			

			The in­ven­tion of print­ing is the greatest event in his­tory. It is the moth­er of re­volu­tion. It is the mode of ex­pres­sion of hu­man­ity which is totally re­newed; it is hu­man thought strip­ping off one form and don­ning an­oth­er; it is the com­plete and defin­it­ive change of skin of that sym­bol­ic­al ser­pent which since the days of Adam has rep­res­en­ted in­tel­li­gence.

			In its prin­ted form, thought is more im­per­ish­able than ever; it is volat­ile, ir­res­ist­ible, in­des­truct­ible. It is mingled with the air. In the days of ar­chi­tec­ture it made a moun­tain of it­self, and took power­ful pos­ses­sion of a cen­tury and a place. Now it con­verts it­self in­to a flock of birds, scat­ters it­self to the four winds, and oc­cu­pies all points of air and space at once.

			We re­peat, who does not per­ceive that in this form it is far more in­delible? It was sol­id, it has be­come alive. It passes from dur­a­tion in time to im­mor­tal­ity. One can de­mol­ish a mass; how can one ex­tirp­ate ubi­quity? If a flood comes, the moun­tains will have long dis­ap­peared be­neath the waves, while the birds will still be fly­ing about; and if a single ark floats on the sur­face of the cata­clysm, they will alight upon it, will float with it, will be present with it at the ebbing of the wa­ters; and the new world which emerges from this chaos will be­hold, on its awaken­ing, the thought of the world which has been sub­merged soar­ing above it, winged and liv­ing.

			And when one ob­serves that this mode of ex­pres­sion is not only the most con­ser­vat­ive, but also the most simple, the most con­veni­ent, the most prac­tic­able for all; when one re­flects that it does not drag after it bulky bag­gage, and does not set in mo­tion a heavy ap­par­at­us; when one com­pares thought forced, in or­der to trans­form it­self in­to an edi­fice, to put in mo­tion four or five oth­er arts and tons of gold, a whole moun­tain of stones, a whole forest of tim­ber-work, a whole na­tion of work­men; when one com­pares it to the thought which be­comes a book, and for which a little pa­per, a little ink, and a pen suf­fice—how can one be sur­prised that hu­man in­tel­li­gence should have quit­ted ar­chi­tec­ture for print­ing? Cut the prim­it­ive bed of a river ab­ruptly with a canal hol­lowed out be­low its level, and the river will desert its bed.

			Be­hold how, be­gin­ning with the dis­cov­ery of print­ing, ar­chi­tec­ture with­ers away little by little, be­comes life­less and bare. How one feels the wa­ter sink­ing, the sap de­part­ing, the thought of the times and of the people with­draw­ing from it! The chill is al­most im­per­cept­ible in the fif­teenth cen­tury; the press is, as yet, too weak, and, at the most, draws from power­ful ar­chi­tec­ture a su­per­abund­ance of life. But prac­tic­ally be­gin­ning with the six­teenth cen­tury, the mal­ady of ar­chi­tec­ture is vis­ible; it is no longer the ex­pres­sion of so­ci­ety; it be­comes clas­sic art in a miser­able man­ner; from be­ing Gal­lic, European, in­di­gen­ous, it be­comes Greek and Ro­man; from be­ing true and mod­ern, it be­comes pseudo-clas­sic. It is this dec­ad­ence which is called the Renais­sance. A mag­ni­fi­cent dec­ad­ence, how­ever, for the an­cient Goth­ic geni­us, that sun which sets be­hind the gi­gant­ic press of May­ence, still pen­et­rates for a while longer with its rays that whole hy­brid pile of Lat­in ar­cades and Cor­inthi­an columns.

			It is that set­ting sun which we mis­take for the dawn.

			Nev­er­the­less, from the mo­ment when ar­chi­tec­ture is no longer any­thing but an art like any oth­er; as soon as it is no longer the total art, the sov­er­eign art, the tyr­ant art—it has no longer the power to re­tain the oth­er arts. So they eman­cip­ate them­selves, break the yoke of the ar­chi­tect, and take them­selves off, each one in its own dir­ec­tion. Each one of them gains by this di­vorce. Isol­a­tion ag­grand­izes everything. Sculp­ture be­comes statu­ary, the im­age trade be­comes paint­ing, the can­on be­comes mu­sic. One would pro­nounce it an em­pire dis­membered at the death of its Al­ex­an­der, and whose provinces be­come king­doms.

			Hence Raphael, Michelan­gelo, Jean Gou­jon, Palestrina, those splendors of the dazzling six­teenth cen­tury.

			Thought eman­cip­ates it­self in all dir­ec­tions at the same time as the arts. The arch-heretics of the Middle Ages had already made large in­cisions in­to Cath­oli­cism. The six­teenth cen­tury breaks re­li­gious unity. Be­fore the in­ven­tion of print­ing, re­form would have been merely a schism; print­ing con­ver­ted it in­to a re­volu­tion. Take away the press; heresy is en­er­vated. Wheth­er it be Provid­ence or Fate, Guten­burg is the pre­curs­or of Luth­er.

			Nev­er­the­less, when the sun of the Middle Ages is com­pletely set, when the Goth­ic geni­us is forever ex­tinct upon the ho­ri­zon, ar­chi­tec­ture grows dim, loses its col­or, be­comes more and more ef­faced. The prin­ted book, the gnaw­ing worm of the edi­fice, sucks and de­vours it. It be­comes bare, de­nuded of its fo­liage, and grows vis­ibly ema­ci­ated. It is petty, it is poor, it is noth­ing. It no longer ex­presses any­thing, not even the memory of the art of an­oth­er time. Re­duced to it­self, aban­doned by the oth­er arts, be­cause hu­man thought is abandon­ing it, it sum­mons bun­glers in place of artists. Glass re­places the painted win­dows. The stone­cut­ter suc­ceeds the sculptor. Farewell all sap, all ori­gin­al­ity, all life, all in­tel­li­gence. It drags along, a lam­ent­able work­shop men­dic­ant, from copy to copy. Michelan­gelo, who, no doubt, felt even in the six­teenth cen­tury that it was dy­ing, had a last idea, an idea of des­pair. That Ti­tan of art piled the Pan­theon on the Parthen­on, and made Saint-Peter’s at Rome. A great work, which de­served to re­main unique, the last ori­gin­al­ity of ar­chi­tec­ture, the sig­na­ture of a gi­ant artist at the bot­tom of the co­lossal re­gister of stone which was closed forever. With Michelan­gelo dead, what does this miser­able ar­chi­tec­ture, which sur­vived it­self in the state of a spectre, do? It takes Saint-Peter in Rome, cop­ies it and par­od­ies it. It is a mania. It is a pity. Each cen­tury has its Saint-Peter’s of Rome; in the sev­en­teenth cen­tury, the Val-de-Grâce; in the eight­eenth, Sainte-Geneviève. Each coun­try has its Saint-Peter’s of Rome. Lon­don has one; Peters­burg has an­oth­er; Par­is has two or three. The in­sig­ni­fic­ant test­a­ment, the last dot­age of a de­crep­it grand art fall­ing back in­to in­fancy be­fore it dies.

			If, in place of the char­ac­ter­ist­ic monu­ments which we have just de­scribed, we ex­am­ine the gen­er­al as­pect of art from the six­teenth to the eight­eenth cen­tury, we no­tice the same phe­nom­ena of de­cay and phthis­is. Be­gin­ning with François II, the ar­chi­tec­tur­al form of the edi­fice ef­faces it­self more and more, and al­lows the geo­met­ric­al form, like the bony struc­ture of an ema­ci­ated in­val­id, to be­come prom­in­ent. The fine lines of art give way to the cold and in­ex­or­able lines of geo­metry. An edi­fice is no longer an edi­fice; it is a poly­hed­ron. Mean­while, ar­chi­tec­ture is tor­men­ted in her struggles to con­ceal this nud­ity. Look at the Greek ped­i­ment in­scribed upon the Ro­man ped­i­ment, and vice versa. It is still the Pan­theon on the Parthen­on: Saint-Peter’s of Rome. Here are the brick houses of Henri IV, with their stone corners; the Place Roy­ale, the Place Dauphine. Here are the churches of Louis XIII, heavy, squat, thick­set, crowded to­geth­er, loaded with a dome like a hump. Here is the Maz­ar­in ar­chi­tec­ture, the wretched Itali­an pas­tic­cio of the Four Na­tions. Here are the palaces of Louis XIV, long bar­racks for courtiers, stiff, cold, tire­some. Here, fi­nally, is Louis XV, with chic­cory leaves and ver­mi­celli, and all the warts, and all the fungi, which dis­fig­ure that de­crep­it, tooth­less, and coquet­tish old ar­chi­tec­ture. From François II to Louis XV, the evil has in­creased in geo­met­ric­al pro­gres­sion. Art has no longer any­thing but skin upon its bones. It is miser­ably per­ish­ing.

			Mean­while what be­comes of print­ing? All the life which is leav­ing ar­chi­tec­ture comes to it. In pro­por­tion as ar­chi­tec­ture ebbs, print­ing swells and grows. That cap­it­al of forces which hu­man thought had been ex­pend­ing in edi­fices, it hence­forth ex­pends in books. Thus, from the six­teenth cen­tury on­ward, the press, raised to the level of de­cay­ing ar­chi­tec­ture, con­tends with it and kills it. In the sev­en­teenth cen­tury it is already suf­fi­ciently the sov­er­eign, suf­fi­ciently tri­umphant, suf­fi­ciently es­tab­lished in its vic­tory, to give to the world the feast of a great lit­er­ary cen­tury. In the eight­eenth, hav­ing re­posed for a long time at the Court of Louis XIV, it seizes again the old sword of Luth­er, puts it in­to the hand of Voltaire, and rushes im­petu­ously to the at­tack of that an­cient Europe, whose ar­chi­tec­tur­al ex­pres­sion it has already killed. At the mo­ment when the eight­eenth cen­tury comes to an end, it has des­troyed everything. In the nine­teenth, it be­gins to re­con­struct.

			Now, we ask, which of the three arts has really rep­res­en­ted hu­man thought for the last three cen­tur­ies? which trans­lates it? which ex­presses not only its lit­er­ary and schol­ast­ic vagar­ies, but its vast, pro­found, uni­ver­sal move­ment? which con­stantly su­per­poses it­self, without a break, without a gap, upon the hu­man race, which walks a mon­ster with a thou­sand legs?—Ar­chi­tec­ture or print­ing?

			It is print­ing. Let the read­er make no mis­take; ar­chi­tec­ture is dead; ir­re­triev­ably slain by the prin­ted book—slain be­cause it en­dures for a short­er time—slain be­cause it costs more. Every cathed­ral rep­res­ents mil­lions. Let the read­er now ima­gine what an in­vest­ment of funds it would re­quire to re­write the ar­chi­tec­tur­al book; to cause thou­sands of edi­fices to swarm once more upon the soil; to re­turn to those epochs when the throng of monu­ments was such, ac­cord­ing to the state­ment of an eye wit­ness, “that one would have said that the world in shak­ing it­self, had cast off its old gar­ments in or­der to cov­er it­self with a white ves­ture of churches.” Erat en­im ut si mundus, ipse ex­cu­tiendo se­met, re­jecta vetustate, can­did­am ec­cle­siar­um vestem in­duer­et. (Glaber Rad­ol­phus.)

			A book is so soon made, costs so little, and can go so far! How can it sur­prise us that all hu­man thought flows in this chan­nel? This does not mean that ar­chi­tec­ture will not still have a fine monu­ment, an isol­ated mas­ter­piece, here and there. We may still have from time to time, un­der the reign of print­ing, a column made I sup­pose, by a whole army from melted can­non, as we had un­der the reign of ar­chi­tec­ture, Ili­ads and Ro­man­cer­os, Ma­habâhrata, and Ni­be­lun­gen Lieds, made by a whole people, with rhaps­od­ies piled up and melted to­geth­er. The great ac­ci­dent of an ar­chi­tect of geni­us may hap­pen in the twen­ti­eth cen­tury, like that of Dante in the thir­teenth. But ar­chi­tec­ture will no longer be the so­cial art, the col­lect­ive art, the dom­in­at­ing art. The grand poem, the grand edi­fice, the grand work of hu­man­ity will no longer be built: it will be prin­ted.

			And hence­forth, if ar­chi­tec­ture should arise again ac­ci­dent­ally, it will no longer be mis­tress. It will be sub­ser­vi­ent to the law of lit­er­at­ure, which formerly re­ceived the law from it. The re­spect­ive po­s­i­tions of the two arts will be in­ver­ted. It is cer­tain that in ar­chi­tec­tur­al epochs, the poems, rare it is true, re­semble the monu­ments. In In­dia, Vy­asa is branch­ing, strange, im­pen­et­rable as a pa­goda. In Egyp­tian Ori­ent, po­etry has like the edi­fices, grandeur and tran­quil­lity of line; in an­tique Greece, beauty, serenity, calm; in Chris­ti­an Europe, the Cath­ol­ic majesty, the pop­u­lar na­iv­ete, the rich and lux­uri­ant ve­get­a­tion of an epoch of re­new­al. The Bible re­sembles the Pyr­am­ids; the Ili­ad, the Parthen­on; Homer, Phidi­as. Dante in the thir­teenth cen­tury is the last Romanesque church; Shakespeare in the six­teenth, the last Goth­ic cathed­ral.

			Thus, to sum up what we have hitherto said, in a fash­ion which is ne­ces­sar­ily in­com­plete and mu­til­ated, the hu­man race has two books, two re­gisters, two test­a­ments: ma­sonry and print­ing; the Bible of stone and the Bible of pa­per. No doubt, when one con­tem­plates these two Bibles, laid so broadly open in the cen­tur­ies, it is per­miss­ible to re­gret the vis­ible majesty of the writ­ing of gran­ite, those gi­gant­ic al­pha­bets for­mu­lated in colon­nades, in pylons, in ob­elisks, those sorts of hu­man moun­tains which cov­er the world and the past, from the pyr­am­id to the bell tower, from Cheops to Stras­bourg. The past must be re­read upon these pages of marble. This book, writ­ten by ar­chi­tec­ture, must be ad­mired and per­used in­cess­antly; but the grandeur of the edi­fice which print­ing erects in its turn must not be denied.

			That edi­fice is co­lossal. Some com­piler of stat­ist­ics has cal­cu­lated, that if all the volumes which have is­sued from the press since Guten­berg’s day were to be piled one upon an­oth­er, they would fill the space between the earth and the moon; but it is not that sort of grandeur of which we wished to speak. Nev­er­the­less, when one tries to col­lect in one’s mind a com­pre­hens­ive im­age of the total products of print­ing down to our own days, does not that total ap­pear to us like an im­mense con­struc­tion, rest­ing upon the en­tire world, at which hu­man­ity toils without re­lax­a­tion, and whose mon­strous crest is lost in the pro­found mists of the fu­ture? It is the ant­hill of in­tel­li­gence. It is the hive whith­er come all ima­gin­a­tions, those golden bees, with their honey.

			The edi­fice has a thou­sand stor­ies. Here and there one be­holds on its stair­cases the gloomy cav­erns of sci­ence which pierce its in­teri­or. Every­where upon its sur­face, art causes its ar­abesques, rosettes, and laces to thrive lux­uri­antly be­fore the eyes. There, every in­di­vidu­al work, how­ever ca­pri­cious and isol­ated it may seem, has its place and its pro­jec­tion. Har­mony res­ults from the whole. From the cathed­ral of Shakespeare to the mosque of Byron, a thou­sand tiny bell towers are piled pell-mell above this met­ro­pol­is of uni­ver­sal thought. At its base are writ­ten some an­cient titles of hu­man­ity which ar­chi­tec­ture had not re­gistered. To the left of the en­trance has been fixed the an­cient bas-re­lief, in white marble, of Homer; to the right, the poly­glot Bible rears its sev­en heads. The hy­dra of the Ro­man­cero and some oth­er hy­brid forms, the Ve­das and the Ni­be­lun­gen bristle fur­ther on.

			Nev­er­the­less, the prodi­gious edi­fice still re­mains in­com­plete. The press, that gi­ant ma­chine, which in­cess­antly pumps all the in­tel­lec­tu­al sap of so­ci­ety, belches forth without pause fresh ma­ter­i­als for its work. The whole hu­man race is on the scaf­fold­ings. Each mind is a ma­son. The humblest fills his hole, or places his stone. Ré­tif de La Bre­tonne brings his hod of plaster. Every day a new course rises. In­de­pend­ently of the ori­gin­al and in­di­vidu­al con­tri­bu­tion of each writer, there are col­lect­ive con­tin­gents. The eight­eenth cen­tury gives the En­cyc­lo­pe­dia, the re­volu­tion gives the Mon­iteur. As­suredly, it is a con­struc­tion which in­creases and piles up in end­less spir­als; there also are con­fu­sion of tongues, in­cess­ant activ­ity, in­defatig­able labor, eager com­pet­i­tion of all hu­man­ity, refuge prom­ised to in­tel­li­gence, a new Flood against an over­flow of bar­bar­i­ans. It is the second tower of Ba­bel of the hu­man race.
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				I

				An Im­par­tial Glance at the An­cient Ma­gis­tracy

			
			A very happy per­son­age in the year of grace 1482, was the noble gen­tle­man Robert d’Es­touteville, che­va­lier, Sieur de Beyne, Bar­on d’Ivry and Saint An­dry en la Marche, coun­sel­lor and cham­ber­lain to the king, and guard of the prov­ost­ship of Par­is. It was already nearly sev­en­teen years since he had re­ceived from the king, on Novem­ber 7, 1465, the comet year,27 that fine charge of the prov­ost­ship of Par­is, which was re­puted rather a sei­gneury than an of­fice. Dig­nitas, says Joannes Loem­n­oeus, quae cum non exigua pot­est­ate po­li­tiam con­cernente, atque praerog­at­iv­is multis et juribus con­juncta est. A mar­vel­lous thing in ’82 was a gen­tle­man bear­ing the king’s com­mis­sion, and whose let­ters of in­sti­tu­tion ran back to the epoch of the mar­riage of the nat­ur­al daugh­ter of Louis XI with Mon­sieur the Bas­tard of Bour­bon.

			The same day on which Robert d’Es­touteville took the place of Jacques de Vil­li­ers in the prov­ost­ship of Par­is, Mas­ter Je­han Dauvet re­placed Messire Helye de Thor­rettes in the first pres­id­ency of the Court of Par­lia­ment, Je­han Jouven­el des Ursins sup­planted Pierre de Mor­vil­li­ers in the of­fice of chan­cel­lor of France, Reg­nault des Dormans ous­ted Pierre Puy from the charge of mas­ter of re­quests in or­din­ary of the king’s house­hold. Now, upon how many heads had the pres­id­ency, the chan­cel­lor­ship, the mas­ter­ship passed since Robert d’Es­touteville had held the prov­ost­ship of Par­is. It had been “gran­ted to him for safe­keep­ing,” as the let­ters pat­ent said; and cer­tainly he kept it well. He had clung to it, he had in­cor­por­ated him­self with it, he had so iden­ti­fied him­self with it that he had es­caped that fury for change which pos­sessed Louis XI, a tor­ment­ing and in­dus­tri­ous king, whose policy it was to main­tain the elasti­city of his power by fre­quent ap­point­ments and re­voc­a­tions. More than this; the brave che­va­lier had ob­tained the re­ver­sion of the of­fice for his son, and for two years already, the name of the noble man Jacques d’Es­touteville, equerry, had figured be­side his at the head of the re­gister of the salary list of the prov­ost­ship of Par­is. A rare and not­able fa­vor in­deed! It is true that Robert d’Es­touteville was a good sol­dier, that he had loy­ally raised his pen­non against “the league of pub­lic good,” and that he had presen­ted to the queen a very mar­vel­lous stag in con­fec­tion­ery on the day of her en­trance to Par­is in 14–. Moreover, he pos­sessed the good friend­ship of Messire Tristan l’Hermite, prov­ost of the mar­shals of the king’s house­hold. Hence a very sweet and pleas­ant ex­ist­ence was that of Messire Robert. In the first place, very good wages, to which were at­tached, and from which hung, like ex­tra bunches of grapes on his vine, the rev­en­ues of the civil and crim­in­al re­gis­tries of the prov­ost­ship, plus the civil and crim­in­al rev­en­ues of the tribunals of Em­bas of the Châtelet, without reck­on­ing some little toll from the bridges of Mantes and of Corbeil, and the profits on the craft of Shagreen-makers of Par­is, on the cord­ers of fire­wood and the meas­ur­ers of salt. Add to this the pleas­ure of dis­play­ing him­self in rides about the city, and of mak­ing his fine mil­it­ary cos­tume, which you may still ad­mire sculp­tured on his tomb in the ab­bey of Val­mont in Nor­mandy, and his mor­i­on, all em­bossed at Montl­héry, stand out a con­trast against the parti-colored red and tawny robes of the al­der­men and po­lice. And then, was it noth­ing to wield ab­so­lute su­prem­acy over the ser­geants of the po­lice, the port­er and watch of the Châtelet, the two aud­it­ors of the Châtelet, aud­itores cas­tel­leti, the six­teen com­mis­sion­ers of the six­teen quar­ters, the jail­er of the Châtelet, the four en­feoffed ser­geants, the hun­dred and twenty moun­ted ser­geants, with maces, the che­va­lier of the watch with his watch, his sub-watch, his counter-watch and his rear-watch? Was it noth­ing to ex­er­cise high and low justice, the right to in­ter­rog­ate, to hang and to draw, without reck­on­ing petty jur­is­dic­tion in the first re­sort (in prima in­stan­tia, as the charters say), on that vis­comty of Par­is, so nobly ap­pan­aged with sev­en noble baili­wicks? Can any­thing sweeter be ima­gined than ren­der­ing judg­ments and de­cisions, as Messire Robert d’Es­touteville daily did in the Grand Châtelet, un­der the large and flattened arches of Philip Au­gus­tus? and go­ing, as he was wont to do every even­ing, to that charm­ing house situ­ated in the Rue Ga­lilée, in the en­clos­ure of the roy­al palace, which he held in right of his wife, Ma­dame Am­broise de Loré, to re­pose after the fa­tigue of hav­ing sent some poor wretch to pass the night in “that little cell of the Rue de Escorcher­ie, which the prov­osts and al­der­men of Par­is used to make their pris­on; the same be­ing el­ev­en feet long, sev­en feet and four inches wide, and el­ev­en feet high?”28

			And not only had Messire Robert d’Es­touteville his spe­cial court as prov­ost and vicomte of Par­is; but in ad­di­tion he had a share, both for eye and tooth, in the grand court of the king. There was no head in the least el­ev­ated which had not passed through his hands be­fore it came to the heads­man. It was he who went to seek M. de Nemours at the Bastille Saint Ant­oine, in or­der to con­duct him to the Halles; and to con­duct to the Grève M. de Saint-Pol, who clamored and res­isted, to the great joy of the prov­ost, who did not love mon­sieur the con­stable.

			Here, as­suredly, is more than suf­fi­cient to render a life happy and il­lus­tri­ous, and to de­serve some day a not­able page in that in­ter­est­ing his­tory of the prov­osts of Par­is, where one learns that Oud­ard de Vil­len­euve had a house in the Rue des Boucher­ies, that Guil­laume de Hangest pur­chased the great and the little Sa­voy, that Guil­laume Thi­boust gave the nuns of Sainte-Geneviève his houses in the Rue Clop­in, that Hugues Au­bri­ot lived in the Hôtel du Porc-Épic, and oth­er do­mest­ic facts.

			Nev­er­the­less, with so many reas­ons for tak­ing life pa­tiently and joy­ously, Messire Robert d’Es­touteville woke up on the morn­ing of the sev­enth of Janu­ary, 1482, in a very surly and peev­ish mood. Whence came this ill tem­per? He could not have told him­self. Was it be­cause the sky was gray? or was the buckle of his old belt of Montl­héry badly fastened, so that it con­fined his prov­ostal port­li­ness too closely? had he be­held rib­ald fel­lows, march­ing in bands of four, be­neath his win­dow, and set­ting him at de­fi­ance, in doublets but no shirts, hats without crowns, with wal­let and bottle at their side? Was it a vague presen­ti­ment of the three hun­dred and sev­enty livres, six­teen sous, eight farthings, which the fu­ture King Charles VII was to cut off from the prov­ost­ship in the fol­low­ing year? The read­er can take his choice; we, for our part, are much in­clined to be­lieve that he was in a bad hu­mor, simply be­cause he was in a bad hu­mor.

			Moreover, it was the day after a fest­iv­al, a tire­some day for every­one, and above all for the ma­gis­trate who is charged with sweep­ing away all the filth, prop­erly and fig­ur­at­ively speak­ing, which a fest­iv­al day pro­duces in Par­is. And then he had to hold a sit­ting at the Grand Châtelet. Now, we have no­ticed that judges in gen­er­al so ar­range mat­ters that their day of audi­ence shall also be their day of bad hu­mor, so that they may al­ways have someone upon whom to vent it con­veni­ently, in the name of the king, law, and justice.

			How­ever, the audi­ence had be­gun without him. His lieu­ten­ants, civil, crim­in­al, and private, were do­ing his work, ac­cord­ing to us­age; and from eight o’clock in the morn­ing, some scores of bour­geois and bour­geoises, heaped and crowded in­to an ob­scure corner of the audi­ence cham­ber of Em­bas du Châtelet, between a stout oaken bar­ri­er and the wall, had been gaz­ing bliss­fully at the var­ied and cheer­ful spec­tacle of civil and crim­in­al justice dis­pensed by Mas­ter Flori­an Barbedi­enne, aud­it­or of the Châtelet, lieu­ten­ant of mon­sieur the prov­ost, in a some­what con­fused and ut­terly haphaz­ard man­ner.

			The hall was small, low, vaul­ted. A table stud­ded with fleurs-de-lis stood at one end, with a large arm­chair of carved oak, which be­longed to the prov­ost and was empty, and a stool on the left for the aud­it­or, Mas­ter Flori­an. Be­low sat the clerk of the court, scrib­bling; op­pos­ite was the popu­lace; and in front of the door, and in front of the table were many ser­geants of the prov­ost­ship in sleeve­less jack­ets of vi­ol­et cam­let, with white crosses. Two ser­geants of the Par­loir-aux-Bour­geois, clothed in their jack­ets of Tous­saint, half red, half blue, were pos­ted as sen­tinels be­fore a low, closed door, which was vis­ible at the ex­tremity of the hall, be­hind the table. A single poin­ted win­dow, nar­rowly en­cased in the thick wall, il­lu­min­ated with a pale ray of Janu­ary sun two grot­esque fig­ures—the ca­pri­cious de­mon of stone carved as a tail­piece in the key­stone of the vaul­ted ceil­ing, and the judge seated at the end of the hall on the fleurs-de-lis.

			Ima­gine, in fact, at the prov­ost’s table, lean­ing upon his el­bows between two bundles of doc­u­ments of cases, with his foot on the train of his robe of plain brown cloth, his face bur­ied in his hood of white lamb’s skin, of which his brows seemed to be of a piece, red, crabbed, wink­ing, bear­ing majestic­ally the load of fat on his cheeks which met un­der his chin, Mas­ter Flori­an Barbedi­enne, aud­it­or of the Châtelet.

			Now, the aud­it­or was deaf. A slight de­fect in an aud­it­or. Mas­ter Flori­an de­livered judg­ment, none the less, without ap­peal and very suit­ably. It is cer­tainly quite suf­fi­cient for a judge to have the air of listen­ing; and the ven­er­able aud­it­or ful­filled this con­di­tion, the sole one in justice, all the bet­ter be­cause his at­ten­tion could not be dis­trac­ted by any noise.

			Moreover, he had in the audi­ence, a piti­less cen­sor of his deeds and ges­tures, in the per­son of our friend Je­han Frollo du Moulin, that little stu­dent of yes­ter­day, that “stroller,” whom one was sure of en­coun­ter­ing all over Par­is, any­where ex­cept be­fore the rostrums of the pro­fess­ors.

			“Stay,” he said in a low tone to his com­pan­ion, Robin Poussep­ain, who was grin­ning at his side, while he was mak­ing his com­ments on the scenes which were be­ing un­fol­ded be­fore his eyes, “yon­der is Je­han­neton du Buis­son. The beau­ti­ful daugh­ter of the lazy dog at the Marché-Neuf!—Upon my soul, he is con­demning her, the old ras­cal! he has no more eyes than ears. Fif­teen sous, four farthings, parisi­an, for hav­ing worn two ros­ar­ies! ’Tis some­what dear. Lex duri car­minis. Who’s that? Robin Chief-de-Ville, hauberk­maker. For hav­ing been passed and re­ceived mas­ter of the said trade! That’s his en­trance money. Hé! two gen­tle­men among these knaves! Aiglet de Soins, Hutin de Mailly Two equer­ries, Cor­pus Christi! Ah! they have been play­ing at dice. When shall I see our rect­or here? A hun­dred livres parisi­an, fine to the king! That Barbedi­enne strikes like a deaf man—as he is! I’ll be my broth­er the arch­deac­on, if that keeps me from gam­ing; gam­ing by day, gam­ing by night, liv­ing at play, dy­ing at play, and gam­ing away my soul after my shirt. Holy Vir­gin, what dam­sels! One after the oth­er my lambs. Am­broise Lécuyère, Isa­beau la Paynette, Bérarde Giron­in! I know them all, by Heav­ens! A fine! a fine! That’s what will teach you to wear gil­ded girdles! ten sous parisis! you coquettes! Oh! the old snout of a judge! deaf and im­be­cile! Oh! Flori­an the dolt! Oh! Barbedi­enne the block­head! There he is at the table! He’s eat­ing the plaintiff, he’s eat­ing the suits, he eats, he chews, he crams, he fills him­self. Fines, lost goods, taxes, ex­penses, loy­al charges, salar­ies, dam­ages, and in­terests, ge­henna, pris­on, and jail, and fet­ters with ex­penses are Christ­mas spice cake and march­panes of Saint-John to him! Look at him, the pig!—Come! Good! An­oth­er amor­ous wo­man! Thibaud-la-Thibaude, neither more nor less! For hav­ing come from the Rue Glatigny! What fel­low is this? Gief­froy Ma­bonne, gen­darme bear­ing the cross­bow. He has cursed the name of the Fath­er. A fine for la Thibaude! A fine for Gief­froy! A fine for them both! The deaf old fool! he must have mixed up the two cases! Ten to one that he makes the wench pay for the oath and the gen­darme for the amour! At­ten­tion, Robin Poussep­ain! What are they go­ing to bring in? Here are many ser­geants! By Jupiter! all the blood­hounds of the pack are there. It must be the great beast of the hunt—a wild boar. And ’tis one, Robin, ’tis one. And a fine one too! Hercle! ’tis our prince of yes­ter­day, our Pope of the Fools, our bell­ringer, our one-eyed man, our hunch­back, our grim­ace! ’Tis Quasimodo!”

			It was he in­deed.

			It was Quasimodo, bound, en­circled, roped, pin­ioned, and un­der good guard. The squad of po­lice­men who sur­roun­ded him was as­sisted by the che­va­lier of the watch in per­son, wear­ing the arms of France em­broidered on his breast, and the arms of the city on his back. There was noth­ing, how­ever, about Quasimodo, ex­cept his de­form­ity, which could jus­ti­fy the dis­play of hal­berds and ar­que­buses; he was gloomy, si­lent, and tran­quil. Only now and then did his single eye cast a sly and wrath­ful glance upon the bonds with which he was loaded.

			He cast the same glance about him, but it was so dull and sleepy that the wo­men only poin­ted him out to each oth­er in de­ri­sion.

			Mean­while Mas­ter Flori­an, the aud­it­or, turned over at­tent­ively the doc­u­ment in the com­plaint entered against Quasimodo, which the clerk handed him, and, hav­ing thus glanced at it, ap­peared to re­flect for a mo­ment. Thanks to this pre­cau­tion, which he al­ways was care­ful to take at the mo­ment when on the point of be­gin­ning an ex­am­in­a­tion, he knew be­fore­hand the names, titles, and mis­deeds of the ac­cused, made cut and dried re­sponses to ques­tions fore­seen, and suc­ceeded in ex­tric­at­ing him­self from all the wind­ings of the in­ter­rog­a­tion without al­low­ing his deaf­ness to be too ap­par­ent. The writ­ten charges were to him what the dog is to the blind man. If his deaf­ness did hap­pen to be­tray him here and there, by some in­co­her­ent apo­strophe or some un­in­tel­li­gible ques­tion, it passed for pro­fund­ity with some, and for im­be­cil­ity with oth­ers. In neither case did the hon­or of the ma­gis­tracy sus­tain any in­jury; for it is far bet­ter that a judge should be re­puted im­be­cile or pro­found than deaf. Hence he took great care to con­ceal his deaf­ness from the eyes of all, and he gen­er­ally suc­ceeded so well that he had reached the point of de­lud­ing him­self, which is, by the way, easi­er than is sup­posed. All hunch­backs walk with their heads held high, all stut­ter­ers har­angue, all deaf people speak low. As for him, he be­lieved, at the most, that his ear was a little re­fract­ory. It was the sole con­ces­sion which he made on this point to pub­lic opin­ion, in his mo­ments of frank­ness and ex­am­in­a­tion of his con­science.

			Hav­ing, then, thor­oughly ru­min­ated Quasimodo’s af­fair, he threw back his head and half closed his eyes, for the sake of more majesty and im­par­ti­al­ity, so that, at that mo­ment, he was both deaf and blind. A double con­di­tion, without which no judge is per­fect. It was in this ma­gis­teri­al at­ti­tude that he began the ex­am­in­a­tion.

			“Your name?”

			Now this was a case which had not been “provided for by law,” where a deaf man should be ob­liged to ques­tion a deaf man.

			Quasimodo, whom noth­ing warned that a ques­tion had been ad­dressed to him, con­tin­ued to stare in­tently at the judge, and made no reply. The judge, be­ing deaf, and be­ing in no way warned of the deaf­ness of the ac­cused, thought that the lat­ter had answered, as all ac­cused do in gen­er­al, and there­fore he pur­sued, with his mech­an­ic­al and stu­pid self-pos­ses­sion—

			“Very well. And your age?”

			Again Quasimodo made no reply to this ques­tion. The judge sup­posed that it had been replied to, and con­tin­ued—

			“Now, your pro­fes­sion?”

			Still the same si­lence. The spec­tat­ors had be­gun, mean­while, to whis­per to­geth­er, and to ex­change glances.

			“That will do,” went on the im­per­turb­able aud­it­or, when he sup­posed that the ac­cused had fin­ished his third reply. “You are ac­cused be­fore us, primo, of noc­turn­al dis­turb­ance; secundo, of a dis­hon­or­able act of vi­ol­ence upon the per­son of a fool­ish wo­man, in prae­ju­di­ci­um mere­tri­cis; ter­tio, of re­bel­lion and dis­loy­alty to­wards the arch­ers of the po­lice of our lord, the king. Ex­plain your­self upon all these points.—Clerk, have you writ­ten down what the pris­on­er has said thus far?”

			At this un­lucky ques­tion, a burst of laughter rose from the clerk’s table caught by the audi­ence, so vi­ol­ent, so wild, so con­ta­gious, so uni­ver­sal, that the two deaf men were forced to per­ceive it. Quasimodo turned round, shrug­ging his hump with dis­dain, while Mas­ter Flori­an, equally as­ton­ished, and sup­pos­ing that the laughter of the spec­tat­ors had been pro­voked by some ir­rev­er­ent reply from the ac­cused, rendered vis­ible to him by that shrug of the shoulders, apo­stroph­ized him in­dig­nantly—

			“You have uttered a reply, knave, which de­serves the hal­ter. Do you know to whom you are speak­ing?”

			This sally was not fit­ted to ar­rest the ex­plo­sion of gen­er­al mer­ri­ment. It struck all as so whim­sic­al, and so ri­dicu­lous, that the wild laughter even at­tacked the ser­geants of the Parloi-aux-Bour­geois, a sort of pike­men, whose stu­pid­ity was part of their uni­form. Quasimodo alone pre­served his ser­i­ous­ness, for the good reas­on that he un­der­stood noth­ing of what was go­ing on around him. The judge, more and more ir­rit­ated, thought it his duty to con­tin­ue in the same tone, hop­ing thereby to strike the ac­cused with a ter­ror which should re­act upon the audi­ence, and bring it back to re­spect.

			“So this is as much as to say, per­verse and thiev­ing knave that you are, that you per­mit your­self to be lack­ing in re­spect to­wards the Aud­it­or of the Châtelet, to the ma­gis­trate com­mit­ted to the pop­u­lar po­lice of Par­is, charged with search­ing out crimes, de­lin­quen­cies, and evil con­duct; with con­trolling all trades, and in­ter­dict­ing mono­poly; with main­tain­ing the pave­ments; with de­barring the huck­sters of chick­ens, poultry, and wa­ter­fowl; of su­per­in­tend­ing the meas­ur­ing of fag­ots and oth­er sorts of wood; of pur­ging the city of mud, and the air of con­ta­gious mal­ad­ies; in a word, with at­tend­ing con­tinu­ally to pub­lic af­fairs, without wages or hope of salary! Do you know that I am called Flori­an Barbedi­enne, ac­tu­al lieu­ten­ant to mon­sieur the prov­ost, and, moreover, com­mis­sion­er, in­quis­it­or, con­trol­ler, and ex­am­iner, with equal power in prov­ost­ship, baili­wick, pre­ser­va­tion, and in­feri­or court of ju­dicature?—”

			There is no reas­on why a deaf man talk­ing to a deaf man should stop. God knows where and when Mas­ter Flori­an would have landed, when thus launched at full speed in lofty elo­quence, if the low door at the ex­treme end of the room had not sud­denly opened, and giv­en en­trance to the prov­ost in per­son. At his en­trance Mas­ter Flori­an did not stop short, but, mak­ing a half-turn on his heels, and aim­ing at the prov­ost the har­angue with which he had been with­er­ing Quasimodo a mo­ment be­fore—

			“Mon­sei­gneur,” said he, “I de­mand such pen­alty as you shall deem fit­ting against the pris­on­er here present, for grave and ag­grav­ated of­fence against the court.”

			And he seated him­self, ut­terly breath­less, wip­ing away the great drops of sweat which fell from his brow and drenched, like tears, the parch­ments spread out be­fore him. Messire Robert d’Es­touteville frowned and made a ges­ture so im­per­i­ous and sig­ni­fic­ant to Quasimodo, that the deaf man in some meas­ure un­der­stood it.

			The prov­ost ad­dressed him with sever­ity, “What have you done that you have been brought hith­er, knave?”

			The poor fel­low, sup­pos­ing that the prov­ost was ask­ing his name, broke the si­lence which he ha­bitu­ally pre­served, and replied, in a harsh and gut­tur­al voice, “Quasimodo.”

			The reply matched the ques­tion so little that the wild laugh began to cir­cu­late once more, and Messire Robert ex­claimed, red with wrath—

			“Are you mock­ing me also, you ar­rant knave?”

			“Bell­ringer of Notre-Dame,” replied Quasimodo, sup­pos­ing that what was re­quired of him was to ex­plain to the judge who he was.

			“Bell­ringer!” in­ter­pol­ated the prov­ost, who had waked up early enough to be in a suf­fi­ciently bad tem­per, as we have said, not to re­quire to have his fury in­flamed by such strange re­sponses. “Bell­ringer! I’ll play you a chime of rods on your back through the squares of Par­is! Do you hear, knave?”

			“If it is my age that you wish to know,” said Quasimodo, “I think that I shall be twenty at Saint Mar­tin’s day.”

			This was too much; the prov­ost could no longer re­strain him­self.

			“Ah! you are scoff­ing at the prov­ost­ship, wretch! Messieurs the ser­geants of the mace, you will take me this knave to the pil­lory of the Grève, you will flog him, and turn him for an hour. He shall pay me for it, tête Dieu! And I or­der that the present judg­ment shall be cried, with the as­sist­ance of four sworn trum­peters, in the sev­en cas­tel­lanies of the vis­comty of Par­is.”

			The clerk set to work in­con­tin­ently to draw up the ac­count of the sen­tence.

			“Ventre Dieu! ’tis well ad­judged!” cried the little schol­ar, Je­han Frollo du Moulin, from his corner.

			The prov­ost turned and fixed his flash­ing eyes once more on Quasimodo. “I be­lieve the knave said ‘Ventre Dieu!’ Clerk, add twelve den­iers Parisi­an for the oath, and let the vestry of Saint Eu­stache have the half of it; I have a par­tic­u­lar de­vo­tion for Saint Eu­stache.”

			In a few minutes the sen­tence was drawn up. Its ten­or was simple and brief. The cus­toms of the prov­ost­ship and the vis­comty had not yet been worked over by Pres­id­ent Thibaut Bail­let, and by Ro­ger Barmne, the king’s ad­voc­ate; they had not been ob­struc­ted, at that time, by that lofty hedge of quibbles and pro­ced­ures, which the two jur­iscon­sults planted there at the be­gin­ning of the six­teenth cen­tury. All was clear, ex­ped­i­tious, ex­pli­cit. One went straight to the point then, and at the end of every path there was im­me­di­ately vis­ible, without thick­ets and without turn­ings; the wheel, the gib­bet, or the pil­lory. One at least knew whith­er one was go­ing.

			The clerk presen­ted the sen­tence to the prov­ost, who af­fixed his seal to it, and de­par­ted to pur­sue his round of the audi­ence hall, in a frame of mind which seemed destined to fill all the jails in Par­is that day. Je­han Frollo and Robin Poussep­ain laughed in their sleeves. Quasimodo gazed on the whole with an in­dif­fer­ent and as­ton­ished air.

			How­ever, at the mo­ment when Mas­ter Flori­an Barbedi­enne was read­ing the sen­tence in his turn, be­fore sign­ing it, the clerk felt him­self moved with pity for the poor wretch of a pris­on­er, and, in the hope of ob­tain­ing some mit­ig­a­tion of the pen­alty, he ap­proached as near the aud­it­or’s ear as pos­sible, and said, point­ing to Quasimodo, “That man is deaf.”

			He hoped that this com­munity of in­firm­ity would awaken Mas­ter Flori­an’s in­terest in be­half of the con­demned man. But, in the first place, we have already ob­served that Mas­ter Flori­an did not care to have his deaf­ness no­ticed. In the next place, he was so hard of hear­ing that he did not catch a single word of what the clerk said to him; nev­er­the­less, he wished to have the ap­pear­ance of hear­ing, and replied, “Ah! ah! that is dif­fer­ent; I did not know that. An hour more of the pil­lory, in that case.”

			And he signed the sen­tence thus mod­i­fied.

			“ ’Tis well done,” said Robin Poussep­ain, who cher­ished a grudge against Quasimodo. “That will teach him to handle people roughly.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Rat-Hole

			
			The read­er must per­mit us to take him back to the Place de Grève, which we quit­ted yes­ter­day with Grin­goire, in or­der to fol­low la Es­mer­alda.

			It is ten o’clock in the morn­ing; everything is in­dic­at­ive of the day after a fest­iv­al. The pave­ment is covered with rub­bish; rib­bons, rags, feath­ers from tufts of plumes, drops of wax from the torches, crumbs of the pub­lic feast. A goodly num­ber of bour­geois are “saun­ter­ing,” as we say, here and there, turn­ing over with their feet the ex­tinct brands of the bon­fire, go­ing in­to rap­tures in front of the Pil­lar House, over the memory of the fine hangings of the day be­fore, and today star­ing at the nails that se­cured them a last pleas­ure. The venders of cider and beer are rolling their bar­rels among the groups. Some busy pass­ersby come and go. The mer­chants con­verse and call to each oth­er from the thresholds of their shops. The fest­iv­al, the am­bas­sad­ors, Cop­pen­ole, the Pope of the Fools, are in all mouths; they vie with each oth­er, each try­ing to cri­ti­cise it best and laugh the most. And, mean­while, four moun­ted ser­geants, who have just pos­ted them­selves at the four sides of the pil­lory, have already con­cen­trated around them­selves a goodly pro­por­tion of the popu­lace scattered on the Place, who con­demn them­selves to im­mob­il­ity and fa­tigue in the hope of a small ex­e­cu­tion.

			If the read­er, after hav­ing con­tem­plated this lively and noisy scene which is be­ing en­acted in all parts of the Place, will now trans­fer his gaze to­wards that an­cient demi-Goth­ic, demi-Romanesque house of the Tour-Ro­land, which forms the corner on the quay to the west, he will ob­serve, at the angle of the façade, a large pub­lic brevi­ary, with rich il­lu­min­a­tions, pro­tec­ted from the rain by a little pent­house, and from thieves by a small grat­ing, which, how­ever, per­mits of the leaves be­ing turned. Be­side this brevi­ary is a nar­row, arched win­dow, closed by two iron bars in the form of a cross, and look­ing on the square; the only open­ing which ad­mits a small quant­ity of light and air to a little cell without a door, con­struc­ted on the ground-floor, in the thick­ness of the walls of the old house, and filled with a peace all the more pro­found, with a si­lence all the more gloomy, be­cause a pub­lic place, the most pop­u­lous and most noisy in Par­is swarms and shrieks around it.

			This little cell had been cel­eb­rated in Par­is for nearly three cen­tur­ies, ever since Ma­dame Ro­lan­de de la Tour-Ro­land, in mourn­ing for her fath­er who died in the Cru­sades, had caused it to be hol­lowed out in the wall of her own house, in or­der to im­mure her­self there forever, keep­ing of all her palace only this lodging whose door was walled up, and whose win­dow stood open, winter and sum­mer, giv­ing all the rest to the poor and to God. The af­flic­ted dam­sel had, in fact, waited twenty years for death in this pre­ma­ture tomb, pray­ing night and day for the soul of her fath­er, sleep­ing in ashes, without even a stone for a pil­low, clothed in a black sack, and sub­sist­ing on the bread and wa­ter which the com­pas­sion of the pass­ersby led them to de­pos­it on the ledge of her win­dow, thus re­ceiv­ing char­ity after hav­ing be­stowed it. At her death, at the mo­ment when she was passing to the oth­er sep­ulchre, she had be­queathed this one in per­petu­ity to af­flic­ted wo­men, moth­ers, wid­ows, or maid­ens, who should wish to pray much for oth­ers or for them­selves, and who should de­sire to inter them­selves alive in a great grief or a great pen­ance. The poor of her day had made her a fine fu­ner­al, with tears and be­ne­dic­tions; but, to their great re­gret, the pi­ous maid had not been can­on­ized, for lack of in­flu­ence. Those among them who were a little in­clined to im­pi­ety, had hoped that the mat­ter might be ac­com­plished in Para­dise more eas­ily than at Rome, and had frankly be­sought God, in­stead of the pope, in be­half of the de­ceased. The ma­jor­ity had con­ten­ted them­selves with hold­ing the memory of Ro­lan­de sac­red, and con­vert­ing her rags in­to rel­ics. The city, on its side, had foun­ded in hon­or of the damois­elle, a pub­lic brevi­ary, which had been fastened near the win­dow of the cell, in or­der that pass­ersby might halt there from time to time, were it only to pray; that pray­er might re­mind them of alms, and that the poor re­cluses, heir­esses of Ma­dame Ro­lan­de’s vault, might not die out­right of hun­ger and for­get­ful­ness.

			Moreover, this sort of tomb was not so very rare a thing in the cit­ies of the Middle Ages. One of­ten en­countered in the most fre­quen­ted street, in the most crowded and noisy mar­ket, in the very middle, un­der the feet of the horses, un­der the wheels of the carts, as it were, a cel­lar, a well, a tiny walled and grated cab­in, at the bot­tom of which a hu­man be­ing prayed night and day, vol­un­tar­ily de­voted to some etern­al lam­ent­a­tion, to some great ex­pi­ation. And all the re­flec­tions which that strange spec­tacle would awaken in us today; that hor­rible cell, a sort of in­ter­me­di­ary link between a house and the tomb, the cemetery and the city; that liv­ing be­ing cut off from the hu­man com­munity, and thence­forth reckoned among the dead; that lamp con­sum­ing its last drop of oil in the dark­ness; that rem­nant of life flick­er­ing in the grave; that breath, that voice, that etern­al pray­er in a box of stone; that face forever turned to­wards the oth­er world; that eye already il­lu­min­ated with an­oth­er sun; that ear pressed to the walls of a tomb; that soul a pris­on­er in that body; that body a pris­on­er in that dun­geon cell, and be­neath that double en­vel­ope of flesh and gran­ite, the mur­mur of that soul in pain;—noth­ing of all this was per­ceived by the crowd. The piety of that age, not very subtle nor much giv­en to reas­on­ing, did not see so many fa­cets in an act of re­li­gion. It took the thing in the block, honored, ven­er­ated, hal­lowed the sac­ri­fice at need, but did not ana­lyze the suf­fer­ings, and felt but mod­er­ate pity for them. It brought some pit­tance to the miser­able pen­it­ent from time to time, looked through the hole to see wheth­er he were still liv­ing, for­got his name, hardly knew how many years ago he had be­gun to die, and to the stranger, who ques­tioned them about the liv­ing skel­et­on who was per­ish­ing in that cel­lar, the neigh­bors replied simply, “It is the re­cluse.”

			Everything was then viewed without meta­phys­ics, without ex­ag­ger­a­tion, without mag­ni­fy­ing glass, with the na­ked eye. The mi­cro­scope had not yet been in­ven­ted, either for things of mat­ter or for things of the mind.

			Moreover, al­though people were but little sur­prised by it, the ex­amples of this sort of clois­tra­tion in the hearts of cit­ies were in truth fre­quent, as we have just said. There were in Par­is a con­sid­er­able num­ber of these cells, for pray­ing to God and do­ing pen­ance; they were nearly all oc­cu­pied. It is true that the clergy did not like to have them empty, since that im­plied luke­warm­ness in be­liev­ers, and that lepers were put in­to them when there were no pen­it­ents on hand. Be­sides the cell on the Grève, there was one at Mont­fauc­on, one at the Charni­er des In­no­cents, an­oth­er I hardly know where—at the Clichon House, I think; oth­ers still at many spots where traces of them are found in tra­di­tions, in de­fault of me­mori­als. The Uni­ver­sity had also its own. On Mount Sainte-Geneviève a sort of Job of the Middle Ages, for the space of thirty years, chanted the sev­en pen­it­en­tial psalms on a dunghill at the bot­tom of a cistern, be­gin­ning anew when he had fin­ished, singing loudest at night, magna voce per um­bras, and today, the an­ti­quary fan­cies that he hears his voice as he enters the Rue du Puits-qui-parle—the street of the “Speak­ing Well.”

			To con­fine ourselves to the cell in the Tour-Ro­land, we must say that it had nev­er lacked re­cluses. After the death of Ma­dame Ro­land, it had stood va­cant for a year or two, though rarely. Many wo­men had come thith­er to mourn, un­til their death, for re­l­at­ives, lov­ers, faults. Parisi­an malice, which thrusts its fin­ger in­to everything, even in­to things which con­cern it the least, af­firmed that it had be­held but few wid­ows there.

			In ac­cord­ance with the fash­ion of the epoch, a Lat­in in­scrip­tion on the wall in­dic­ated to the learned passerby the pi­ous pur­pose of this cell. The cus­tom was re­tained un­til the middle of the six­teenth cen­tury of ex­plain­ing an edi­fice by a brief device in­scribed above the door. Thus, one still reads in France, above the wick­et of the pris­on in the sei­gnori­al man­sion of Tour­ville, Si­leto et spera; in Ire­land, be­neath the ar­mori­al bear­ings which sur­mount the grand door to Fortes­cue Castle, Forte scu­tum, sa­lus du­cum; in Eng­land, over the prin­cip­al en­trance to the hos­pit­able man­sion of the Earls Cowper: Tuum est. At that time every edi­fice was a thought.

			As there was no door to the walled cell of the Tour-Ro­land, these two words had been carved in large Ro­man cap­it­als over the win­dow—

			
				tu, ora.

			

			And this caused the people, whose good sense does not per­ceive so much re­fine­ment in things, and likes to trans­late Ludovico Magno by Porte Saint-Denis, to give to this dark, gloomy, damp cav­ity, the name of “The Rat-Hole.” An ex­plan­a­tion less sub­lime, per­haps, than the oth­er; but, on the oth­er hand, more pic­tur­esque.

		
	
		
			
				III

				His­tory of a Leavened Cake of Maize

			
			At the epoch of this his­tory, the cell in the Tour-Ro­land was oc­cu­pied. If the read­er de­sires to know by whom, he has only to lend an ear to the con­ver­sa­tion of three worthy gos­sips, who, at the mo­ment when we have dir­ec­ted his at­ten­tion to the Rat-Hole, were dir­ect­ing their steps to­wards the same spot, com­ing up along the wa­ter’s edge from the Châtelet, to­wards the Grève.

			Two of these wo­men were dressed like good bour­geoises of Par­is. Their fine white ruffs; their pet­ti­coats of lin­sey-wool­sey, striped red and blue; their white knit­ted stock­ings, with clocks em­broidered in col­ors, well drawn upon their legs; the square-toed shoes of tawny leath­er with black soles, and, above all, their headgear, that sort of tin­sel horn, loaded down with rib­bons and laces, which the wo­men of Cham­pagne still wear, in com­pany with the gren­adiers of the im­per­i­al guard of Rus­sia, an­nounced that they be­longed to that class wives which holds the middle ground between what the lack­eys call a wo­man and what they term a lady. They wore neither rings nor gold crosses, and it was easy to see that, in their ease, this did not pro­ceed from poverty, but simply from fear of be­ing fined. Their com­pan­ion was at­tired in very much the same man­ner; but there was that in­des­crib­able some­thing about her dress and bear­ing which sug­ges­ted the wife of a pro­vin­cial not­ary. One could see, by the way in which her girdle rose above her hips, that she had not been long in Par­is. Add to this a plaited tuck­er, knots of rib­bon on her shoes—and that the stripes of her pet­ti­coat ran ho­ri­zont­ally in­stead of ver­tic­ally, and a thou­sand oth­er enorm­it­ies which shocked good taste.

			The two first walked with that step pe­cu­li­ar to Parisi­an ladies, show­ing Par­is to wo­men from the coun­try. The pro­vin­cial held by the hand a big boy, who held in his a large, flat cake.

			We re­gret to be ob­liged to add, that, ow­ing to the rig­or of the sea­son, he was us­ing his tongue as a handker­chief.

			The child was mak­ing them drag him along, non passibus aequis, as Vir­gil says, and stum­bling at every mo­ment, to the great in­dig­na­tion of his moth­er. It is true that he was look­ing at his cake more than at the pave­ment. Some ser­i­ous motive, no doubt, pre­ven­ted his bit­ing it (the cake), for he con­ten­ted him­self with gaz­ing ten­derly at it. But the moth­er should have rather taken charge of the cake. It was cruel to make a Tan­talus of the chubby-cheeked boy.

			Mean­while, the three demois­elles (for the name of dames was then re­served for noble wo­men) were all talk­ing at once.

			“Let us make haste, Demois­elle Mahi­ette,” said the young­est of the three, who was also the largest, to the pro­vin­cial, “I greatly fear that we shall ar­rive too late; they told us at the Châtelet that they were go­ing to take him dir­ectly to the pil­lory.”

			“Ah, bah! what are you say­ing, Demois­elle Oud­arde Mus­ni­er?” in­ter­posed the oth­er Par­is­i­enne. “There are two hours yet to the pil­lory. We have time enough. Have you ever seen any one pil­lor­ied, my dear Mahi­ette?”

			“Yes,” said the pro­vin­cial, “at Re­ims.”

			“Ah, bah! What is your pil­lory at Re­ims? A miser­able cage in­to which only peas­ants are turned. A great af­fair, truly!”

			“Only peas­ants!” said Mahi­ette, “at the cloth mar­ket in Re­ims! We have seen very fine crim­in­als there, who have killed their fath­er and moth­er! Peas­ants! For what do you take us, Ger­vaise?”

			It is cer­tain that the pro­vin­cial was on the point of tak­ing of­fence, for the hon­or of her pil­lory. For­tu­nately, that dis­creet damois­elle, Oud­arde Mus­ni­er, turned the con­ver­sa­tion in time.

			“By the way, Damois­elle Mahi­ette, what say you to our Flem­ish Am­bas­sad­ors? Have you as fine ones at Re­ims?”

			“I ad­mit,” replied Mahi­ette, “that it is only in Par­is that such Flem­ings can be seen.”

			“Did you see among the em­bassy, that big am­bas­sad­or who is a ho­sier?” asked Oud­arde.

			“Yes,” said Mahi­ette. “He has the eye of a Sat­urn.”

			“And the big fel­low whose face re­sembles a bare belly?” re­sumed Ger­vaise. “And the little one, with small eyes framed in red eye­lids, pared down and slashed up like a thistle head?”

			“ ’Tis their horses that are worth see­ing,” said Oud­arde, “ca­par­isoned as they are after the fash­ion of their coun­try!”

			“Ah my dear,” in­ter­rup­ted pro­vin­cial Mahi­ette, as­sum­ing in her turn an air of su­peri­or­ity, “what would you say then, if you had seen in ’61, at the con­sec­ra­tion at Re­ims, eight­een years ago, the horses of the princes and of the king’s com­pany? Hous­ings and ca­par­is­ons of all sorts; some of dam­ask cloth, of fine cloth of gold, furred with sables; oth­ers of vel­vet, furred with er­mine; oth­ers all em­bel­lished with gold­smith’s work and large bells of gold and sil­ver! And what money that had cost! And what hand­some boy pages rode upon them!”

			“That,” replied Oud­arde dryly, “does not pre­vent the Flem­ings hav­ing very fine horses, and hav­ing had a su­perb sup­per yes­ter­day with mon­sieur, the prov­ost of the mer­chants, at the Hôtel-de-Ville, where they were served with com­fits and hip­po­cras, and spices, and oth­er sin­gu­lar­it­ies.”

			“What are you say­ing, neigh­bor!” ex­claimed Ger­vaise. “It was with mon­sieur the car­din­al, at the Petit Bour­bon that they supped.”

			“Not at all. At the Hôtel-de-Ville.”

			“Yes, in­deed. At the Petit Bour­bon!”

			“It was at the Hôtel-de-Ville,” re­tor­ted Oud­arde sharply, “and Dr. Scour­able ad­dressed them a har­angue in Lat­in, which pleased them greatly. My hus­band, who is sworn book­seller told me so.”

			“It was at the Petit Bour­bon,” replied Ger­vaise, with no less spir­it, “and this is what mon­sieur the car­din­al’s pro­cur­at­or presen­ted to them: twelve double quarts of hip­po­cras, white, claret, and red; twenty-four boxes of double Ly­ons march­pane, gil­ded; as many torches, worth two livres a piece; and six demi-queues,29 of Beau­ne wine, white and claret, the best that could be found. I have it from my hus­band, who is a cin­quanten­i­er,30 at the Par­loir-aux Bour­geois, and who was this morn­ing com­par­ing the Flem­ish am­bas­sad­ors with those of Prest­er John and the Em­per­or of Tre­bizond, who came from Meso­pot­amia to Par­is, un­der the last king, and who wore rings in their ears.”

			“So true is it that they supped at the Hôtel-de-Ville,” replied Oud­arde but little af­fected by this cata­logue, “that such a tri­umph of vi­ands and com­fits has nev­er been seen.”

			“I tell you that they were served by Le Sec, ser­geant of the city, at the Hôtel du Petit-Bour­bon, and that that is where you are mis­taken.”

			“At the Hôtel-de-Ville, I tell you!”

			“At the Petit-Bour­bon, my dear! and they had il­lu­min­ated with ma­gic glasses the word ‘Hope,’ which is writ­ten on the grand portal.”

			“At the Hôtel-de-Ville! At the Hôtel-de-Ville! And Hus­son-le-Voir played the flute!”

			“I tell you, no!”

			“I tell you, yes!”

			“I say, no!”

			Plump and worthy Oud­arde was pre­par­ing to re­tort, and the quar­rel might, per­haps, have pro­ceeded to a pulling of caps, had not Mahi­ette sud­denly ex­claimed—“Look at those people as­sembled yon­der at the end of the bridge! There is some­thing in their midst that they are look­ing at!”

			“In sooth,” said Ger­vaise, “I hear the sounds of a tam­bour­ine. I be­lieve ’tis the little Es­mer­alda, who plays her mum­mer­ies with her goat. Eh, be quick, Mahi­ette! re­double your pace and drag along your boy. You are come hith­er to vis­it the curi­os­it­ies of Par­is. You saw the Flem­ings yes­ter­day; you must see the gypsy today.”

			“The gypsy!” said Mahi­ette, sud­denly re­tra­cing her steps, and clasp­ing her son’s arm for­cibly. “God pre­serve me from it! She would steal my child from me! Come, Eu­stache!”

			And she set out on a run along the quay to­wards the Grève, un­til she had left the bridge far be­hind her. In the mean­while, the child whom she was drag­ging after her fell upon his knees; she hal­ted breath­less. Oud­arde and Ger­vaise re­joined her.

			“That gypsy steal your child from you!” said Ger­vaise. “That’s a sin­gu­lar freak of yours!”

			Mahi­ette shook her head with a pens­ive air.

			“The sin­gu­lar point is,” ob­served Oud­arde, “that la sachette has the same idea about the Egyp­tian wo­man.”

			“What is la sachette?” asked Mahi­ette.

			“Hé!” said Oud­arde, “Sis­ter Gu­d­ule.”

			“And who is Sis­ter Gu­d­ule?” per­sisted Mahi­ette.

			“You are cer­tainly ig­nor­ant of all but your Re­ims, not to know that!” replied Oud­arde. “ ’Tis the re­cluse of the Rat-Hole.”

			“What!” de­man­ded Mahi­ette, “that poor wo­man to whom we are car­ry­ing this cake?”

			Oud­arde nod­ded af­firm­at­ively.

			“Pre­cisely. You will see her presently at her win­dow on the Grève. She has the same opin­ion as your­self of these vag­a­bonds of Egypt, who play the tam­bour­ine and tell for­tunes to the pub­lic. No one knows whence comes her hor­ror of the gypsies and Egyp­tians. But you, Mahi­ette—why do you run so at the mere sight of them?”

			“Oh!” said Mahi­ette, seiz­ing her child’s round head in both hands, “I don’t want that to hap­pen to me which happened to Paquette la Chante­fleur­ie.”

			“Oh! you must tell us that story, my good Mahi­ette,” said Ger­vaise, tak­ing her arm.

			“Gladly,” replied Mahi­ette, “but you must be ig­nor­ant of all but your Par­is not to know that! I will tell you then (but ’tis not ne­ces­sary for us to halt that I may tell you the tale), that Paquette la Chante­fleur­ie was a pretty maid of eight­een when I was one my­self, that is to say, eight­een years ago, and ’tis her own fault if she is not today, like me, a good, plump, fresh moth­er of six and thirty, with a hus­band and a son. How­ever, after the age of four­teen, it was too late! Well, she was the daugh­ter of Guy­ber­tant, min­strel of the barges at Re­ims, the same who had played be­fore King Charles VII, at his coron­a­tion, when he des­cen­ded our river Vesle from Sillery to Muis­on, when Ma­dame the Maid of Or­léans was also in the boat. The old fath­er died when Paquette was still a mere child; she had then no one but her moth­er, the sis­ter of M. Pra­don, mas­ter-bra­zi­er and cop­per­smith in Par­is, Rue Par­in-Garlin, who died last year. You see she was of good fam­ily. The moth­er was a good simple wo­man, un­for­tu­nately, and she taught Paquette noth­ing but a bit of em­broid­ery and toy-mak­ing which did not pre­vent the little one from grow­ing very large and re­main­ing very poor. They both dwelt at Re­ims, on the river front, Rue de Folle-Peine. Mark this: For I be­lieve it was this which brought mis­for­tune to Paquette. In ’61, the year of the coron­a­tion of our King Louis XI whom God pre­serve! Paquette was so gay and so pretty that she was called every­where by no oth­er name than la Chante­fleur­ie—blos­som­ing song. Poor girl! She had hand­some teeth, she was fond of laugh­ing and dis­play­ing them. Now, a maid who loves to laugh is on the road to weep­ing; hand­some teeth ru­in hand­some eyes. So she was la Chante­fleur­ie. She and her moth­er earned a pre­cari­ous liv­ing; they had been very des­ti­tute since the death of the min­strel; their em­broid­ery did not bring them in more than six farthings a week, which does not amount to quite two eagle liards. Where were the days when Fath­er Guy­ber­tant had earned twelve sous parisi­an, in a single coron­a­tion, with a song? One winter (it was in that same year of ’61), when the two wo­men had neither fag­ots nor fire­wood, it was very cold, which gave la Chante­fleur­ie such a fine col­or that the men called her Paquette!31 and many called her Pâquer­ette!32 and she was ruined.—Eu­stache, just let me see you bite that cake if you dare!—We im­me­di­ately per­ceived that she was ruined, one Sunday when she came to church with a gold cross about her neck. At four­teen years of age! do you see? First it was the young Vicomte de Cor­montreuil, who has his bell tower three leagues dis­tant from Re­ims; then Messire Henri de Tri­an­court, equerry to the King; then less than that, Chiart de Beau­l­ion, ser­geant-at-arms; then, still des­cend­ing, Guery Au­ber­geon, carv­er to the King; then, Macé de Frépus, barber to mon­sieur the dauph­in; then, Théven­in le Moine, King’s cook; then, the men grow­ing con­tinu­ally young­er and less noble, she fell to Guil­laume Ra­cine, min­strel of the hurdy-gurdy and to Thi­erry de Mer, lamp­light­er. Then, poor Chante­fleur­ie, she be­longed to every­one: she had reached the last sou of her gold piece. What shall I say to you, my damois­elles? At the coron­a­tion, in the same year, ’61, ’twas she who made the bed of the king of the de­bauchees! In the same year!”

			Mahi­ette sighed, and wiped away a tear which trickled from her eyes.

			“This is no very ex­traordin­ary his­tory,” said Ger­vaise, “and in the whole of it I see noth­ing of any Egyp­tian wo­men or chil­dren.”

			“Pa­tience!” re­sumed Mahi­ette, “you will see one child.—In ’66, ’twill be six­teen years ago this month, at Sainte-Paule’s day, Paquette was brought to bed of a little girl. The un­happy creature! it was a great joy to her; she had long wished for a child. Her moth­er, good wo­man, who had nev­er known what to do ex­cept to shut her eyes, her moth­er was dead. Paquette had no longer any one to love in the world or any one to love her. La Chante­fleur­ie had been a poor creature dur­ing the five years since her fall. She was alone, alone in this life, fin­gers were poin­ted at her, she was hooted at in the streets, beaten by the ser­geants, jeered at by the little boys in rags. And then, twenty had ar­rived: and twenty is an old age for amor­ous wo­men. Folly began to bring her in no more than her trade of em­broid­ery in former days; for every wrinkle that came, a crown fled; winter be­came hard to her once more, wood be­came rare again in her bra­zi­er, and bread in her cup­board. She could no longer work be­cause, in be­com­ing vo­lup­tu­ous, she had grown lazy; and she suffered much more be­cause, in grow­ing lazy, she had be­come vo­lup­tu­ous. At least, that is the way in which mon­sieur the curé of Saint-Remy ex­plains why these wo­men are colder and hun­gri­er than oth­er poor wo­men, when they are old.”

			“Yes,” re­marked Ger­vaise, “but the gypsies?”

			“One mo­ment, Ger­vaise!” said Oud­arde, whose at­ten­tion was less im­pa­tient. “What would be left for the end if all were in the be­gin­ning? Con­tin­ue, Mahi­ette, I en­treat you. That poor Chante­fleur­ie!”

			Mahi­ette went on.

			“So she was very sad, very miser­able, and fur­rowed her cheeks with tears. But in the midst of her shame, her folly, her de­bauch­ery, it seemed to her that she should be less wild, less shame­ful, less dis­sip­ated, if there were some­thing or someone in the world whom she could love, and who could love her. It was ne­ces­sary that it should be a child, be­cause only a child could be suf­fi­ciently in­no­cent for that. She had re­cog­nized this fact after hav­ing tried to love a thief, the only man who wanted her; but after a short time, she per­ceived that the thief des­pised her. Those wo­men of love re­quire either a lov­er or a child to fill their hearts. Oth­er­wise, they are very un­happy. As she could not have a lov­er, she turned wholly to­wards a de­sire for a child, and as she had not ceased to be pi­ous, she made her con­stant pray­er to the good God for it. So the good God took pity on her, and gave her a little daugh­ter. I will not speak to you of her joy; it was a fury of tears, and caresses, and kisses. She nursed her child her­self, made swad­dling-bands for it out of her cov­er­let, the only one which she had on her bed, and no longer felt either cold or hun­ger. She be­came beau­ti­ful once more, in con­sequence of it. An old maid makes a young moth­er. Gal­lantry claimed her once more; men came to see la Chante­fleur­ie; she found cus­tom­ers again for her mer­chand­ise, and out of all these hor­rors she made baby clothes, caps and bibs, bod­ices with shoulder-straps of lace, and tiny bon­nets of sat­in, without even think­ing of buy­ing her­self an­oth­er cov­er­let.—Mas­ter Eu­stache, I have already told you not to eat that cake.—It is cer­tain that little Ag­nès, that was the child’s name, a bap­tis­mal name, for it was a long time since la Chante­fleur­ie had had any sur­name—it is cer­tain that that little one was more swathed in rib­bons and em­broid­er­ies than a dauphiness of Dauph­iny! Among oth­er things, she had a pair of little shoes, the like of which King Louis XI cer­tainly nev­er had! Her moth­er had stitched and em­broidered them her­self; she had lav­ished on them all the del­ic­acies of her art of em­broideress, and all the em­bel­lish­ments of a robe for the good Vir­gin. They cer­tainly were the two pret­ti­est little pink shoes that could be seen. They were no longer than my thumb, and one had to see the child’s little feet come out of them, in or­der to be­lieve that they had been able to get in­to them. ’Tis true that those little feet were so small, so pretty, so rosy! ro­si­er than the sat­in of the shoes! When you have chil­dren, Oud­arde, you will find that there is noth­ing pret­ti­er than those little hands and feet.”

			“I ask no bet­ter,” said Oud­arde with a sigh, “but I am wait­ing un­til it shall suit the good pleas­ure of M. An­dry Mus­ni­er.”

			“How­ever, Paquette’s child had more that was pretty about it be­sides its feet. I saw her when she was only four months old; she was a love! She had eyes lar­ger than her mouth, and the most charm­ing black hair, which already curled. She would have been a mag­ni­fi­cent bru­nette at the age of six­teen! Her moth­er be­came more crazy over her every day. She kissed her, caressed her, tickled her, washed her, decked her out, de­voured her! She lost her head over her, she thanked God for her. Her pretty, little rosy feet above all were an end­less source of won­der­ment, they were a de­li­ri­um of joy! She was al­ways press­ing her lips to them, and she could nev­er re­cov­er from her amazement at their small­ness. She put them in­to the tiny shoes, took them out, ad­mired them, mar­velled at them, looked at the light through them, was curi­ous to see them try to walk on her bed, and would gladly have passed her life on her knees, put­ting on and tak­ing off the shoes from those feet, as though they had been those of an In­fant Je­sus.”

			“The tale is fair and good,” said Ger­vaise in a low tone; “but where do gypsies come in­to all that?”

			“Here,” replied Mahi­ette. “One day there ar­rived in Re­ims a very queer sort of people. They were beg­gars and vag­a­bonds who were roam­ing over the coun­try, led by their duke and their counts. They were browned by ex­pos­ure to the sun, they had closely curl­ing hair, and sil­ver rings in their ears. The wo­men were still ugli­er than the men. They had black­er faces, which were al­ways un­covered, a miser­able frock on their bod­ies, an old cloth woven of cords bound upon their shoulder, and their hair hanging like the tail of a horse. The chil­dren who scrambled between their legs would have frightened as many mon­keys. A band of ex­com­mu­nic­ates. All these per­sons came dir­ect from lower Egypt to Re­ims through Po­land. The Pope had con­fessed them, it was said, and had pre­scribed to them as pen­ance to roam through the world for sev­en years, without sleep­ing in a bed; and so they were called pen­an­cers, and smelt hor­ribly. It ap­pears that they had formerly been Sara­cens, which was why they be­lieved in Jupiter, and claimed ten livres of Tournay from all arch­bish­ops, bish­ops, and mitred ab­bots with crozi­ers. A bull from the Pope em­powered them to do that. They came to Re­ims to tell for­tunes in the name of the King of Al­gi­ers, and the Em­per­or of Ger­many. You can read­ily ima­gine that no more was needed to cause the en­trance to the town to be for­bid­den them. Then the whole band camped with good grace out­side the gate of Braine, on that hill where stands a mill, be­side the cav­it­ies of the an­cient chalk pits. And every­body in Re­ims vied with his neigh­bor in go­ing to see them. They looked at your hand, and told you mar­vel­lous proph­ecies; they were equal to pre­dict­ing to Ju­das that he would be­come Pope. Nev­er­the­less, ugly ru­mors were in cir­cu­la­tion in re­gard to them; about chil­dren stolen, purses cut, and hu­man flesh de­voured. The wise people said to the fool­ish: ‘Don’t go there!’ and then went them­selves on the sly. It was an in­fatu­ation. The fact is, that they said things fit to as­ton­ish a car­din­al. Moth­ers tri­umphed greatly over their little ones after the Egyp­tians had read in their hands all sorts of mar­vels writ­ten in pa­gan and in Turk­ish. One had an em­per­or; an­oth­er, a pope; an­oth­er, a cap­tain. Poor Chante­fleur­ie was seized with curi­os­ity; she wished to know about her­self, and wheth­er her pretty little Ag­nès would not be­come some day Empress of Ar­menia, or some­thing else. So she car­ried her to the Egyp­tians; and the Egyp­tian wo­men fell to ad­mir­ing the child, and to caress­ing it, and to kiss­ing it with their black mouths, and to mar­vel­ling over its little band, alas! to the great joy of the moth­er. They were es­pe­cially en­thu­si­ast­ic over her pretty feet and shoes. The child was not yet a year old. She already lisped a little, laughed at her moth­er like a little mad thing, was plump and quite round, and pos­sessed a thou­sand charm­ing little ges­tures of the an­gels of para­dise.

			“She was very much frightened by the Egyp­tians, and wept. But her moth­er kissed her more warmly and went away en­chanted with the good for­tune which the sooth­say­ers had fore­told for her Ag­nès. She was to be a beauty, vir­tu­ous, a queen. So she re­turned to her at­tic in the Rue Folle-Peine, very proud of bear­ing with her a queen. The next day she took ad­vant­age of a mo­ment when the child was asleep on her bed, (for they al­ways slept to­geth­er), gently left the door a little way open, and ran to tell a neigh­bor in the Rue de la Séches­ser­ie, that the day would come when her daugh­ter Ag­nès would be served at table by the King of Eng­land and the Arch­duke of Ethiopia, and a hun­dred oth­er mar­vels. On her re­turn, hear­ing no cries on the stair­case, she said to her­self: ‘Good! the child is still asleep!’ She found her door wider open than she had left it, but she entered, poor moth­er, and ran to the bed.—The child was no longer there, the place was empty. Noth­ing re­mained of the child, but one of her pretty little shoes. She flew out of the room, dashed down the stairs, and began to beat her head against the wall, cry­ing: ‘My child! who has my child? Who has taken my child?’ The street was deser­ted, the house isol­ated; no one could tell her any­thing about it. She went about the town, searched all the streets, ran hith­er and thith­er the whole day long, wild, be­side her­self, ter­rible, snuff­ing at doors and win­dows like a wild beast which has lost its young. She was breath­less, dishevelled, fright­ful to see, and there was a fire in her eyes which dried her tears. She stopped the pass­ersby and cried: ‘My daugh­ter! my daugh­ter! my pretty little daugh­ter! If any one will give me back my daugh­ter, I will be his ser­vant, the ser­vant of his dog, and he shall eat my heart if he will.’ She met M. le Curé of Saint-Remy, and said to him: ‘Mon­sieur, I will till the earth with my fin­ger­nails, but give me back my child!’ It was heartrend­ing, Oud­arde; and I saw a very hard man, Mas­ter Ponce Lacabre, the pro­cur­at­or, weep. Ah! poor moth­er! In the even­ing she re­turned home. Dur­ing her ab­sence, a neigh­bor had seen two gypsies as­cend up to it with a bundle in their arms, then des­cend again, after clos­ing the door. After their de­par­ture, some­thing like the cries of a child were heard in Paquette’s room. The moth­er, burst in­to shrieks of laughter, as­cen­ded the stairs as though on wings, and entered.—A fright­ful thing to tell, Oud­arde! In­stead of her pretty little Ag­nès, so rosy and so fresh, who was a gift of the good God, a sort of hideous little mon­ster, lame, one-eyed, de­formed, was crawl­ing and squalling over the floor. She hid her eyes in hor­ror. ‘Oh!’ said she, ‘have the witches trans­formed my daugh­ter in­to this hor­rible an­im­al?’ They hastened to carry away the little club­foot; he would have driv­en her mad. It was the mon­strous child of some gypsy wo­man, who had giv­en her­self to the dev­il. He ap­peared to be about four years old, and talked a lan­guage which was no hu­man tongue; there were words in it which were im­possible. La Chante­fleur­ie flung her­self upon the little shoe, all that re­mained to her of all that she loved. She re­mained so long mo­tion­less over it, mute, and without breath, that they thought she was dead. Sud­denly she trembled all over, covered her rel­ic with furi­ous kisses, and burst out sob­bing as though her heart were broken. I as­sure you that we were all weep­ing also. She said: ‘Oh, my little daugh­ter! my pretty little daugh­ter! where art thou?’—and it wrung your very heart. I weep still when I think of it. Our chil­dren are the mar­row of our bones, you see.—My poor Eu­stache! thou art so fair!—If you only knew how nice he is! yes­ter­day he said to me: ‘I want to be a gen­darme, that I do.’ Oh! my Eu­stache! if I were to lose thee!—All at once la Chante­fleur­ie rose, and set out to run through Re­ims, scream­ing: ‘To the gypsies’ camp! to the gypsies’ camp! Po­lice, to burn the witches!’ The gypsies were gone. It was pitch dark. They could not be fol­lowed. On the mor­row, two leagues from Re­ims, on a heath between Gueux and Tilloy, the re­mains of a large fire were found, some rib­bons which had be­longed to Paquette’s child, drops of blood, and the dung of a ram. The night just past had been a Sat­urday. There was no longer any doubt that the Egyp­tians had held their Sab­bath on that heath, and that they had de­voured the child in com­pany with Beelze­bub, as the prac­tice is among the Muhammadans. When La Chante­fleur­ie learned these hor­rible things, she did not weep, she moved her lips as though to speak, but could not. On the mor­row, her hair was gray. On the second day, she had dis­ap­peared.”

			“ ’Tis in truth, a fright­ful tale,” said Oud­arde, “and one which would make even a Bur­gun­di­an weep.”

			“I am no longer sur­prised,” ad­ded Ger­vaise, “that fear of the gypsies should spur you on so sharply.”

			“And you did all the bet­ter,” re­sumed Oud­arde, “to flee with your Eu­stache just now, since these also are gypsies from Po­land.”

			“No,” said Ger­vais, “ ’tis said that they come from Spain and Cata­lonia.”

			“Cata­lonia? ’tis pos­sible,” replied Oud­arde. “Po­logne, Cata­logne, Va­logne, I al­ways con­found those three provinces, One thing is cer­tain, that they are gypsies.”

			“Who cer­tainly,” ad­ded Ger­vaise, “have teeth long enough to eat little chil­dren. I should not be sur­prised if la Smer­alda ate a little of them also, though she pre­tends to be dainty. Her white goat knows tricks that are too ma­li­cious for there not to be some im­pi­ety un­der­neath it all.”

			Mahi­ette walked on in si­lence. She was ab­sorbed in that re­very which is, in some sort, the con­tinu­ation of a mourn­ful tale, and which ends only after hav­ing com­mu­nic­ated the emo­tion, from vi­bra­tion to vi­bra­tion, even to the very last fibres of the heart. Nev­er­the­less, Ger­vaise ad­dressed her, “And did they ever learn what be­came of la Chante­fleur­ie?” Mahi­ette made no reply. Ger­vaise re­peated her ques­tion, and shook her arm, call­ing her by name. Mahi­ette ap­peared to awaken from her thoughts.

			“What be­came of la Chante­fleur­ie?” she said, re­peat­ing mech­an­ic­ally the words whose im­pres­sion was still fresh in her ear; then, mak­ing an ef­fort to re­call her at­ten­tion to the mean­ing of her words, “Ah!” she con­tin­ued briskly, “no one ever found out.”

			She ad­ded, after a pause—

			“Some said that she had been seen to quit Re­ims at night­fall by the Flé­chem­bault gate; oth­ers, at day­break, by the old Basée gate. A poor man found her gold cross hanging on the stone cross in the field where the fair is held. It was that or­na­ment which had wrought her ru­in, in ’61. It was a gift from the hand­some Vicomte de Cor­montreuil, her first lov­er. Paquette had nev­er been will­ing to part with it, wretched as she had been. She had clung to it as to life it­self. So, when we saw that cross aban­doned, we all thought that she was dead. Nev­er­the­less, there were people of the Cab­aret les Vantes, who said that they had seen her pass along the road to Par­is, walk­ing on the pebbles with her bare feet. But, in that case, she must have gone out through the Porte de Vesle, and all this does not agree. Or, to speak more truly, I be­lieve that she ac­tu­ally did de­part by the Porte de Vesle, but de­par­ted from this world.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you,” said Ger­vaise.

			“La Vesle,” replied Mahi­ette, with a mel­an­choly smile, “is the river.”

			“Poor Chante­fleur­ie!” said Oud­arde, with a shiver—“drowned!”

			“Drowned!” re­sumed Mahi­ette, “who could have told good Fath­er Guy­ber­tant, when he passed un­der the bridge of Tin­gueux with the cur­rent, singing in his barge, that one day his dear little Paquette would also pass be­neath that bridge, but without song or boat.”

			“And the little shoe?” asked Ger­vaise.

			“Dis­ap­peared with the moth­er,” replied Mahi­ette.

			“Poor little shoe!” said Oud­arde.

			Oud­arde, a big and tender wo­man, would have been well pleased to sigh in com­pany with Mahi­ette. But Ger­vaise, more curi­ous, had not fin­ished her ques­tions.

			“And the mon­ster?” she said sud­denly, to Mahi­ette.

			“What mon­ster?” in­quired the lat­ter.

			“The little gypsy mon­ster left by the sor­ceresses in Chante­fleur­ie’s cham­ber, in ex­change for her daugh­ter. What did you do with it? I hope you drowned it also.”

			“No,” replied Mahi­ette.

			“What? You burned it then? In sooth, that is more just. A witch child!”

			“Neither the one nor the oth­er, Ger­vaise. Mon­sei­gneur the arch­bish­op in­ter­ested him­self in the child of Egypt, ex­or­cised it, blessed it, re­moved the dev­il care­fully from its body, and sent it to Par­is, to be ex­posed on the wooden bed at Notre-Dame, as a found­ling.”

			“Those bish­ops!” grumbled Ger­vaise, “be­cause they are learned, they do noth­ing like any­body else. I just put it to you, Oud­arde, the idea of pla­cing the dev­il among the found­lings! For that little mon­ster was as­suredly the dev­il. Well, Mahi­ette, what did they do with it in Par­is? I am quite sure that no char­it­able per­son wanted it.”

			“I do not know,” replied the Ré­moise, “ ’twas just at that time that my hus­band bought the of­fice of not­ary, at Beru, two leagues from the town, and we were no longer oc­cu­pied with that story; be­sides, in front of Beru, stand the two hills of Cernay, which hide the towers of the cathed­ral in Re­ims from view.”

			While chat­ting thus, the three worthy bour­geoises had ar­rived at the Place de Grève. In their ab­sorp­tion, they had passed the pub­lic brevi­ary of the Tour-Ro­land without stop­ping, and took their way mech­an­ic­ally to­wards the pil­lory around which the throng was grow­ing more dense with every mo­ment. It is prob­able that the spec­tacle which at that mo­ment at­trac­ted all looks in that dir­ec­tion, would have made them for­get com­pletely the Rat-Hole, and the halt which they in­ten­ded to make there, if big Eu­stache, six years of age, whom Mahi­ette was drag­ging along by the hand, had not ab­ruptly re­called the ob­ject to them: “Moth­er,” said he, as though some in­stinct warned him that the Rat-Hole was be­hind him, “can I eat the cake now?”

			If Eu­stache had been more adroit, that is to say, less greedy, he would have con­tin­ued to wait, and would only have haz­arded that simple ques­tion, “Moth­er, can I eat the cake, now?” on their re­turn to the Uni­ver­sity, to Mas­ter An­dry Mus­ni­er’s, Rue Ma­dame la Valence, when he had the two arms of the Seine and the five bridges of the city between the Rat-Hole and the cake.

			This ques­tion, highly im­prudent at the mo­ment when Eu­stache put it, aroused Mahi­ette’s at­ten­tion.

			“By the way,” she ex­claimed, “we are for­get­ting the re­cluse! Show me the Rat-Hole, that I may carry her her cake.”

			“Im­me­di­ately,” said Oud­arde, “ ’tis a char­ity.”

			But this did not suit Eu­stache.

			“Stop! my cake!” said he, rub­bing both ears al­tern­at­ively with his shoulders, which, in such cases, is the su­preme sign of dis­con­tent.

			The three wo­men re­traced their steps, and, on ar­riv­ing in the vi­cin­ity of the Tour-Ro­land, Oud­arde said to the oth­er two—

			“We must not all three gaze in­to the hole at once, for fear of alarm­ing the re­cluse. Do you two pre­tend to read the Domin­us in the brevi­ary, while I thrust my nose in­to the aper­ture; the re­cluse knows me a little. I will give you warn­ing when you can ap­proach.”

			She pro­ceeded alone to the win­dow. At the mo­ment when she looked in, a pro­found pity was de­pic­ted on all her fea­tures, and her frank, gay vis­age altered its ex­pres­sion and col­or as ab­ruptly as though it had passed from a ray of sun­light to a ray of moon­light; her eye be­came hu­mid; her mouth con­trac­ted, like that of a per­son on the point of weep­ing. A mo­ment later, she laid her fin­ger on her lips, and made a sign to Mahi­ette to draw near and look.

			Mahi­ette, much touched, stepped up in si­lence, on tip­toe, as though ap­proach­ing the bed­side of a dy­ing per­son.

			It was, in fact, a mel­an­choly spec­tacle which presen­ted it­self to the eyes of the two wo­men, as they gazed through the grat­ing of the Rat-Hole, neither stir­ring nor breath­ing.

			The cell was small, broad­er than it was long, with an arched ceil­ing, and viewed from with­in, it bore a con­sid­er­able re­semb­lance to the in­teri­or of a huge bish­op’s mitre. On the bare flag­stones which formed the floor, in one corner, a wo­man was sit­ting, or rather, crouch­ing. Her chin res­ted on her knees, which her crossed arms pressed for­cibly to her breast. Thus doubled up, clad in a brown sack, which en­vel­oped her en­tirely in large folds, her long, gray hair pulled over in front, fall­ing over her face and along her legs nearly to her feet, she presen­ted, at the first glance, only a strange form out­lined against the dark back­ground of the cell, a sort of dusky tri­angle, which the ray of day­light fall­ing through the open­ing, cut roughly in­to two shades, the one sombre, the oth­er il­lu­min­ated. It was one of those spectres, half light, half shad­ow, such as one be­holds in dreams and in the ex­traordin­ary work of Goya, pale, mo­tion­less, sin­is­ter, crouch­ing over a tomb, or lean­ing against the grat­ing of a pris­on cell.

			It was neither a wo­man, nor a man, nor a liv­ing be­ing, nor a def­in­ite form; it was a fig­ure, a sort of vis­ion, in which the real and the fant­ast­ic in­ter­sec­ted each oth­er, like dark­ness and day. It was with dif­fi­culty that one dis­tin­guished, be­neath her hair which spread to the ground, a gaunt and severe pro­file; her dress barely al­lowed the ex­tremity of a bare foot to es­cape, which con­trac­ted on the hard, cold pave­ment. The little of hu­man form of which one caught a sight be­neath this en­vel­ope of mourn­ing, caused a shud­der.

			That fig­ure, which one might have sup­posed to be riv­eted to the flag­stones, ap­peared to pos­sess neither move­ment, nor thought, nor breath. Ly­ing, in Janu­ary, in that thin, lin­en sack, ly­ing on a gran­ite floor, without fire, in the gloom of a cell whose ob­lique air-hole al­lowed only the cold breeze, but nev­er the sun, to enter from without, she did not ap­pear to suf­fer or even to think. One would have said that she had turned to stone with the cell, ice with the sea­son. Her hands were clasped, her eyes fixed. At first sight one took her for a spectre; at the second, for a statue.

			Nev­er­the­less, at in­ter­vals, her blue lips half opened to ad­mit a breath, and trembled, but as dead and as mech­an­ic­al as the leaves which the wind sweeps aside.

			Nev­er­the­less, from her dull eyes there es­caped a look, an in­ef­fable look, a pro­found, lugubri­ous, im­per­turb­able look, in­cess­antly fixed upon a corner of the cell which could not be seen from without; a gaze which seemed to fix all the sombre thoughts of that soul in dis­tress upon some mys­ter­i­ous ob­ject.

			Such was the creature who had re­ceived, from her hab­it­a­tion, the name of the “re­cluse”; and, from her gar­ment, the name of “the sacked nun.”

			The three wo­men, for Ger­vaise had re­joined Mahi­ette and Oud­arde, gazed through the win­dow. Their heads in­ter­cep­ted the feeble light in the cell, without the wretched be­ing whom they thus de­prived of it seem­ing to pay any at­ten­tion to them. “Do not let us trouble her,” said Oud­arde, in a low voice, “she is in her ec­stasy; she is pray­ing.”

			Mean­while, Mahi­ette was gaz­ing with ever-in­creas­ing anxi­ety at that wan, withered, dishevelled head, and her eyes filled with tears. “This is very sin­gu­lar,” she mur­mured.

			She thrust her head through the bars, and suc­ceeded in cast­ing a glance at the corner where the gaze of the un­happy wo­man was im­mov­ably riv­eted.

			When she with­drew her head from the win­dow, her coun­ten­ance was in­und­ated with tears.

			“What do you call that wo­man?” she asked Oud­arde.

			Oud­arde replied—

			“We call her Sis­ter Gu­d­ule.”

			“And I,” re­turned Mahi­ette, “call her Paquette la Chante­fleur­ie.”

			Then, lay­ing her fin­ger on her lips, she mo­tioned to the astoun­ded Oud­arde to thrust her head through the win­dow and look.

			Oud­arde looked and be­held, in the corner where the eyes of the re­cluse were fixed in that sombre ec­stasy, a tiny shoe of pink sat­in, em­broidered with a thou­sand fanci­ful designs in gold and sil­ver.

			Ger­vaise looked after Oud­arde, and then the three wo­men, gaz­ing upon the un­happy moth­er, began to weep.

			But neither their looks nor their tears dis­turbed the re­cluse. Her hands re­mained clasped; her lips mute; her eyes fixed; and that little shoe, thus gazed at, broke the heart of any one who knew her his­tory.

			The three wo­men had not yet uttered a single word; they dared not speak, even in a low voice. This deep si­lence, this deep grief, this pro­found ob­li­vi­on in which everything had dis­ap­peared ex­cept one thing, pro­duced upon them the ef­fect of the grand al­tar at Christ­mas or East­er. They re­mained si­lent, they med­it­ated, they were ready to kneel. It seemed to them that they were ready to enter a church on the day of Teneb­rae.

			At length Ger­vaise, the most curi­ous of the three, and con­sequently the least sens­it­ive, tried to make the re­cluse speak:

			“Sis­ter! Sis­ter Gu­d­ule!”

			She re­peated this call three times, rais­ing her voice each time. The re­cluse did not move; not a word, not a glance, not a sigh, not a sign of life.

			Oud­arde, in her turn, in a sweeter, more caress­ing voice—“Sis­ter!” said she, “Sis­ter Sainte-Gu­d­ule!”

			The same si­lence; the same im­mob­il­ity.

			“A sin­gu­lar wo­man!” ex­claimed Ger­vaise, “and one not to be moved by a cata­pult!”

			“Per­chance she is deaf,” said Oud­arde.

			“Per­haps she is blind,” ad­ded Ger­vaise.

			“Dead, per­chance,” re­turned Mahi­ette.

			It is cer­tain that if the soul had not already quit­ted this in­ert, slug­gish, leth­ar­gic body, it had at least re­treated and con­cealed it­self in depths whith­er the per­cep­tions of the ex­ter­i­or or­gans no longer pen­et­rated.

			“Then we must leave the cake on the win­dow,” said Oud­arde; “some scamp will take it. What shall we do to rouse her?”

			Eu­stache, who, up to that mo­ment had been di­ver­ted by a little car­riage drawn by a large dog, which had just passed, sud­denly per­ceived that his three con­ductresses were gaz­ing at some­thing through the win­dow, and, curi­os­ity tak­ing pos­ses­sion of him in his turn, he climbed upon a stone post, el­ev­ated him­self on tip­toe, and ap­plied his fat, red face to the open­ing, shout­ing, “Moth­er, let me see too!”

			At the sound of this clear, fresh, ringing child’s voice, the re­cluse trembled; she turned her head with the sharp, ab­rupt move­ment of a steel spring, her long, flesh­less hands cast aside the hair from her brow, and she fixed upon the child, bit­ter, as­ton­ished, des­per­ate eyes. This glance was but a light­ning flash.

			“Oh my God!” she sud­denly ex­claimed, hid­ing her head on her knees, and it seemed as though her hoarse voice tore her chest as it passed from it, “do not show me those of oth­ers!”

			“Good day, madam,” said the child, gravely.

			Nev­er­the­less, this shock had, so to speak, awakened the re­cluse. A long shiver tra­versed her frame from head to foot; her teeth chattered; she half raised her head and said, press­ing her el­bows against her hips, and clasp­ing her feet in her hands as though to warm them—

			“Oh, how cold it is!”

			“Poor wo­man!” said Oud­arde, with great com­pas­sion, “would you like a little fire?”

			She shook her head in token of re­fus­al.

			“Well,” re­sumed Oud­arde, present­ing her with a flagon; “here is some hip­po­cras which will warm you; drink it.”

			Again she shook her head, looked at Oud­arde fix­edly and replied, “Wa­ter.”

			Oud­arde per­sisted—“No, sis­ter, that is no bever­age for Janu­ary. You must drink a little hip­po­cras and eat this leavened cake of maize, which we have baked for you.”

			She re­fused the cake which Mahi­ette offered to her, and said, “Black bread.”

			“Come,” said Ger­vaise, seized in her turn with an im­pulse of char­ity, and un­fasten­ing her woolen cloak, “here is a cloak which is a little warm­er than yours.”

			She re­fused the cloak as she had re­fused the flagon and the cake, and replied, “A sack.”

			“But,” re­sumed the good Oud­arde, “you must have per­ceived to some ex­tent, that yes­ter­day was a fest­iv­al.”

			“I do per­ceive it,” said the re­cluse; “ ’tis two days now since I have had any wa­ter in my crock.”

			She ad­ded, after a si­lence, “ ’Tis a fest­iv­al, I am for­got­ten. People do well. Why should the world think of me, when I do not think of it? Cold char­coal makes cold ashes.”

			And as though fa­tigued with hav­ing said so much, she dropped her head on her knees again. The simple and char­it­able Oud­arde, who fan­cied that she un­der­stood from her last words that she was com­plain­ing of the cold, replied in­no­cently, “Then you would like a little fire?”

			“Fire!” said the sacked nun, with a strange ac­cent; “and will you also make a little for the poor little one who has been be­neath the sod for these fif­teen years?”

			Every limb was trem­bling, her voice quivered, her eyes flashed, she had raised her­self upon her knees; sud­denly she ex­ten­ded her thin, white hand to­wards the child, who was re­gard­ing her with a look of as­ton­ish­ment. “Take away that child!” she cried. “The Egyp­tian wo­man is about to pass by.”

			Then she fell face down­ward on the earth, and her fore­head struck the stone, with the sound of one stone against an­oth­er stone. The three wo­men thought her dead. A mo­ment later, how­ever, she moved, and they be­held her drag her­self, on her knees and el­bows, to the corner where the little shoe was. Then they dared not look; they no longer saw her; but they heard a thou­sand kisses and a thou­sand sighs, mingled with heartrend­ing cries, and dull blows like those of a head in con­tact with a wall. Then, after one of these blows, so vi­ol­ent that all three of them staggered, they heard no more.

			“Can she have killed her­self?” said Ger­vaise, ven­tur­ing to pass her head through the air-hole. “Sis­ter! Sis­ter Gu­d­ule!”

			“Sis­ter Gu­d­ule!” re­peated Oud­arde.

			“Ah! good heav­ens! she no longer moves!” re­sumed Ger­vaise; “is she dead? Gu­d­ule! Gu­d­ule!”

			Mahi­ette, choked to such a point that she could not speak, made an ef­fort. “Wait,” said she. Then bend­ing to­wards the win­dow, “Paquette!” she said, “Paquette le Chante­fleur­ie!”

			A child who in­no­cently blows upon the badly ig­nited fuse of a bomb, and makes it ex­plode in his face, is no more ter­ri­fied than was Mahi­ette at the ef­fect of that name, ab­ruptly launched in­to the cell of Sis­ter Gu­d­ule.

			The re­cluse trembled all over, rose erect on her bare feet, and leaped at the win­dow with eyes so glar­ing that Mahi­ette and Oud­arde, and the oth­er wo­man and the child re­coiled even to the para­pet of the quay.

			Mean­while, the sin­is­ter face of the re­cluse ap­peared pressed to the grat­ing of the air-hole. “Oh! oh!” she cried, with an ap­palling laugh; “ ’tis the Egyp­tian who is call­ing me!”

			At that mo­ment, a scene which was passing at the pil­lory caught her wild eye. Her brow con­trac­ted with hor­ror, she stretched her two skel­et­on arms from her cell, and shrieked in a voice which re­sembled a death-rattle, “So ’tis thou once more, daugh­ter of Egypt! ’Tis thou who callest me, steal­er of chil­dren! Well! Be thou ac­cursed! ac­cursed! ac­cursed! ac­cursed!”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				A Tear for a Drop of Wa­ter

			
			These words were, so to speak, the point of uni­on of two scenes, which had, up to that time, been de­veloped in par­al­lel lines at the same mo­ment, each on its par­tic­u­lar theatre; one, that which the read­er has just per­used, in the Rat-Hole; the oth­er, which he is about to read, on the lad­der of the pil­lory. The first had for wit­nesses only the three wo­men with whom the read­er has just made ac­quaint­ance; the second had for spec­tat­ors all the pub­lic which we have seen above, col­lect­ing on the Place de Grève, around the pil­lory and the gib­bet.

			That crowd which the four ser­geants pos­ted at nine o’clock in the morn­ing at the four corners of the pil­lory had in­spired with the hope of some sort of an ex­e­cu­tion, no doubt, not a hanging, but a whip­ping, a crop­ping of ears, some­thing, in short—that crowd had in­creased so rap­idly that the four po­lice­men, too closely be­sieged, had had oc­ca­sion to “press” it, as the ex­pres­sion then ran, more than once, by sound blows of their whips, and the haunches of their horses.

			This popu­lace, dis­cip­lined to wait­ing for pub­lic ex­e­cu­tions, did not mani­fest very much im­pa­tience. It amused it­self with watch­ing the pil­lory, a very simple sort of monu­ment, com­posed of a cube of ma­sonry about six feet high and hol­low in the in­teri­or. A very steep stair­case, of un­hewn stone, which was called by dis­tinc­tion “the lad­der,” led to the up­per plat­form, upon which was vis­ible a ho­ri­zont­al wheel of sol­id oak. The vic­tim was bound upon this wheel, on his knees, with his hands be­hind his back. A wooden shaft, which set in mo­tion a cap­stan con­cealed in the in­teri­or of the little edi­fice, im­par­ted a ro­tat­ory mo­tion to the wheel, which al­ways main­tained its ho­ri­zont­al po­s­i­tion, and in this man­ner presen­ted the face of the con­demned man to all quar­ters of the square in suc­ces­sion. This was what was called “turn­ing” a crim­in­al.

			As the read­er per­ceives, the pil­lory of the Grève was far from present­ing all the re­cre­ations of the pil­lory of the Halles. Noth­ing ar­chi­tec­tur­al, noth­ing mo­nu­ment­al. No roof to the iron cross, no oc­ta­gon­al lan­tern, no frail, slender columns spread­ing out on the edge of the roof in­to cap­it­als of acanthus leaves and flowers, no wa­ter­spouts of chi­mer­as and mon­sters, on carved wood­work, no fine sculp­ture, deeply sunk in the stone.

			They were forced to con­tent them­selves with those four stretches of rubble work, backed with sand­stone, and a wretched stone gib­bet, mea­gre and bare, on one side.

			The en­ter­tain­ment would have been but a poor one for lov­ers of Goth­ic ar­chi­tec­ture. It is true that noth­ing was ever less curi­ous on the score of ar­chi­tec­ture than the worthy gapers of the Middle Ages, and that they cared very little for the beauty of a pil­lory.

			The vic­tim fi­nally ar­rived, bound to the tail of a cart, and when he had been hois­ted upon the plat­form, where he could be seen from all points of the Place, bound with cords and straps upon the wheel of the pil­lory, a prodi­gious hoot, mingled with laughter and ac­clam­a­tions, burst forth upon the Place. They had re­cog­nized Quasimodo.

			It was he, in fact. The change was sin­gu­lar. Pil­lor­ied on the very place where, on the day be­fore, he had been sa­luted, ac­claimed, and pro­claimed Pope and Prince of Fools, in the cortège of the Duke of Egypt, the King of Thunes, and the Em­per­or of Ga­lilee! One thing is cer­tain, and that is, that there was not a soul in the crowd, not even him­self, though in turn tri­umphant and the suf­fer­er, who set forth this com­bin­a­tion clearly in his thought. Grin­goire and his philo­sophy were miss­ing at this spec­tacle.

			Soon Michel Noiret, sworn trum­peter to the king, our lord, im­posed si­lence on the louts, and pro­claimed the sen­tence, in ac­cord­ance with the or­der and com­mand of mon­sieur the prov­ost. Then he with­drew be­hind the cart, with his men in liv­ery sur­coats.

			Quasimodo, im­pass­ible, did not wince. All res­ist­ance had been rendered im­possible to him by what was then called, in the style of the crim­in­al chan­cellery, “the vehe­mence and firm­ness of the bonds” which means that the thongs and chains prob­ably cut in­to his flesh; moreover, it is a tra­di­tion of jail and war­dens, which has not been lost, and which the hand­cuffs still pre­ciously pre­serve among us, a civ­il­ized, gentle, hu­mane people (the gal­leys and the guil­lot­ine in par­en­theses).

			He had al­lowed him­self to be led, pushed, car­ried, lif­ted, bound, and bound again. Noth­ing was to be seen upon his coun­ten­ance but the as­ton­ish­ment of a sav­age or an idi­ot. He was known to be deaf; one might have pro­nounced him to be blind.

			They placed him on his knees on the cir­cu­lar plank; he made no res­ist­ance. They re­moved his shirt and doublet as far as his girdle; he al­lowed them to have their way. They en­tangled him un­der a fresh sys­tem of thongs and buckles; he al­lowed them to bind and buckle him. Only from time to time he snorted nois­ily, like a calf whose head is hanging and bump­ing over the edge of a butcher’s cart.

			“The dolt,” said Je­han Frollo of the Mill, to his friend Robin Poussep­ain (for the two stu­dents had fol­lowed the cul­prit, as was to have been ex­pec­ted), “he un­der­stands no more than a cockchafer shut up in a box!”

			There was wild laughter among the crowd when they be­held Quasimodo’s hump, his camel’s breast, his cal­lous and hairy shoulders laid bare. Dur­ing this gayety, a man in the liv­ery of the city, short of stature and ro­bust of mien, moun­ted the plat­form and placed him­self near the vic­tim. His name speedily cir­cu­lated among the spec­tat­ors. It was Mas­ter Pier­rat Tor­t­er­ue, of­fi­cial tor­turer to the Châtelet.

			He began by de­pos­it­ing on an angle of the pil­lory a black hour­glass, the up­per lobe of which was filled with red sand, which it al­lowed to glide in­to the lower re­cept­acle; then he re­moved his parti-colored sur­tout, and there be­came vis­ible, sus­pen­ded from his right hand, a thin and taper­ing whip of long, white, shin­ing, knot­ted, plaited thongs, armed with met­al nails. With his left hand, he neg­li­gently fol­ded back his shirt around his right arm, to the very armpit.

			In the mean­time, Je­han Frollo, el­ev­at­ing his curly blonde head above the crowd (he had moun­ted upon the shoulders of Robin Poussep­ain for the pur­pose), shouted: “Come and look, gentle ladies and men! they are go­ing to per­emp­tor­ily fla­gel­late Mas­ter Quasimodo, the bell­ringer of my broth­er, mon­sieur the arch­deac­on of Jo­sas, a knave of ori­ent­al ar­chi­tec­ture, who has a back like a dome, and legs like twis­ted columns!”

			And the crowd burst in­to a laugh, es­pe­cially the boys and young girls.

			At length the tor­turer stamped his foot. The wheel began to turn. Quasimodo wavered be­neath his bonds. The amazement which was sud­denly de­pic­ted upon his de­formed face caused the bursts of laughter to re­double around him.

			All at once, at the mo­ment when the wheel in its re­volu­tion presen­ted to Mas­ter Pier­rat, the humped back of Quasimodo, Mas­ter Pier­rat raised his arm; the fine thongs whistled sharply through the air, like a hand­ful of ad­ders, and fell with fury upon the wretch’s shoulders.

			Quasimodo leaped as though awakened with a start. He began to un­der­stand. He writhed in his bonds; a vi­ol­ent con­trac­tion of sur­prise and pain dis­tor­ted the muscles of his face, but he uttered not a single sigh. He merely turned his head back­ward, to the right, then to the left, bal­an­cing it as a bull does who has been stung in the flanks by a gad­fly.

			A second blow fol­lowed the first, then a third, and an­oth­er and an­oth­er, and still oth­ers. The wheel did not cease to turn, nor the blows to rain down.

			Soon the blood burst forth, and could be seen trick­ling in a thou­sand threads down the hunch­back’s black shoulders; and the slender thongs, in their ro­tat­ory mo­tion which rent the air, sprinkled drops of it upon the crowd.

			Quasimodo had re­sumed, to all ap­pear­ance, his first im­per­turb­ab­il­ity. He had at first tried, in a quiet way and without much out­ward move­ment, to break his bonds. His eye had been seen to light up, his muscles to stiffen, his mem­bers to con­cen­trate their force, and the straps to stretch. The ef­fort was power­ful, prodi­gious, des­per­ate; but the prov­ost’s seasoned bonds res­isted. They cracked, and that was all. Quasimodo fell back ex­hausted. Amazement gave way, on his fea­tures, to a sen­ti­ment of pro­found and bit­ter dis­cour­age­ment. He closed his single eye, al­lowed his head to droop upon his breast, and feigned death.

			From that mo­ment forth, he stirred no more. Noth­ing could force a move­ment from him. Neither his blood, which did not cease to flow, nor the blows which re­doubled in fury, nor the wrath of the tor­turer, who grew ex­cited him­self and in­tox­ic­ated with the ex­e­cu­tion, nor the sound of the hor­rible thongs, more sharp and whist­ling than the claws of scor­pi­ons.

			At length a bailiff from the Châtelet clad in black, moun­ted on a black horse, who had been sta­tioned be­side the lad­der since the be­gin­ning of the ex­e­cu­tion, ex­ten­ded his ebony wand to­wards the hour­glass. The tor­turer stopped. The wheel stopped. Quasimodo’s eye opened slowly.

			The scour­ging was fin­ished. Two lack­eys of the of­fi­cial tor­turer bathed the bleed­ing shoulders of the pa­tient, anoin­ted them with some un­guent which im­me­di­ately closed all the wounds, and threw upon his back a sort of yel­low vest­ment, in cut like a chas­uble. In the mean­while, Pier­rat Tor­t­er­ue al­lowed the thongs, red and gorged with blood, to drip upon the pave­ment.

			All was not over for Quasimodo. He had still to un­der­go that hour of pil­lory which Mas­ter Flori­an Barbedi­enne had so ju­di­ciously ad­ded to the sen­tence of Messire Robert d’Es­touteville; all to the great­er glory of the old physiolo­gic­al and psy­cho­lo­gic­al play upon words of Jean de Cumène, Surdus ab­surdus: a deaf man is ab­surd.

			So the hour­glass was turned over once more, and they left the hunch­back fastened to the plank, in or­der that justice might be ac­com­plished to the very end.

			The popu­lace, es­pe­cially in the Middle Ages, is in so­ci­ety what the child is in the fam­ily. As long as it re­mains in its state of prim­it­ive ig­nor­ance, of mor­al and in­tel­lec­tu­al minor­ity, it can be said of it as of the child—

			
				’Tis the piti­less age.

			

			We have already shown that Quasimodo was gen­er­ally hated, for more than one good reas­on, it is true. There was hardly a spec­tat­or in that crowd who had not or who did not be­lieve that he had reas­on to com­plain of the malevol­ent hunch­back of Notre-Dame. The joy at see­ing him ap­pear thus in the pil­lory had been uni­ver­sal; and the harsh pun­ish­ment which he had just suffered, and the pi­ti­ful con­di­tion in which it had left him, far from soften­ing the popu­lace had rendered its hatred more ma­li­cious by arm­ing it with a touch of mirth.

			Hence, the “pub­lic pro­sec­u­tion” sat­is­fied, as the big­wigs of the law still ex­press it in their jar­gon, the turn came of a thou­sand private ven­geances. Here, as in the Grand Hall, the wo­men rendered them­selves par­tic­u­larly prom­in­ent. All cher­ished some ran­cor against him, some for his malice, oth­ers for his ugli­ness. The lat­ter were the most furi­ous.

			“Oh! mask of An­ti­christ!” said one.

			“Rider on a broom handle!” cried an­oth­er.

			“What a fine tra­gic grim­ace,” howled a third, “and who would make him Pope of the Fools if today were yes­ter­day?”

			“ ’Tis well,” struck in an old wo­man. “This is the grim­ace of the pil­lory. When shall we have that of the gib­bet?”

			“When will you be coiffed with your big bell a hun­dred feet un­der ground, cursed bell­ringer?”

			“But ’tis the dev­il who rings the An­gelus!”

			“Oh! the deaf man! the one-eyed creature! the hunch­back! the mon­ster!”

			“A face to make a wo­man mis­carry bet­ter than all the drugs and medi­cines!”

			And the two schol­ars, Je­han du Moulin, and Robin Poussep­ain, sang at the top of their lungs, the an­cient re­frain—

			
				
					“Une hart
					

					Pour le pendard!
					

					Un fag­ot
					

					Pour le mag­ot!”33
				

			

			A thou­sand oth­er in­sults rained down upon him, and hoots and im­prec­a­tions, and laughter, and now and then, stones.

			Quasimodo was deaf but his sight was clear, and the pub­lic fury was no less en­er­get­ic­ally de­pic­ted on their vis­ages than in their words. Moreover, the blows from the stones ex­plained the bursts of laughter.

			At first he held his ground. But little by little that pa­tience which had borne up un­der the lash of the tor­turer, yiel­ded and gave way be­fore all these stings of in­sects. The bull of the As­turi­as who has been but little moved by the at­tacks of the pic­ador grows ir­rit­ated with the dogs and ban­der­iller­as.

			He first cast around a slow glance of hatred upon the crowd. But bound as he was, his glance was power­less to drive away those flies which were sting­ing his wound. Then he moved in his bonds, and his furi­ous ex­er­tions made the an­cient wheel of the pil­lory shriek on its axle. All this only in­creased the de­ri­sion and hoot­ing.

			Then the wretched man, un­able to break his col­lar, like that of a chained wild beast, be­came tran­quil once more; only at in­ter­vals a sigh of rage heaved the hol­lows of his chest. There was neither shame nor red­ness on his face. He was too far from the state of so­ci­ety, and too near the state of nature to know what shame was. Moreover, with such a de­gree of de­form­ity, is in­famy a thing that can be felt? But wrath, hatred, des­pair, slowly lowered over that hideous vis­age a cloud which grew ever more and more sombre, ever more and more charged with elec­tri­city, which burst forth in a thou­sand light­ning flashes from the eye of the cyc­lops.

			Nev­er­the­less, that cloud cleared away for a mo­ment, at the pas­sage of a mule which tra­versed the crowd, bear­ing a priest. As far away as he could see that mule and that priest, the poor vic­tim’s vis­age grew gentler. The fury which had con­trac­ted it was fol­lowed by a strange smile full of in­ef­fable sweet­ness, gen­tle­ness, and ten­der­ness. In pro­por­tion as the priest ap­proached, that smile be­came more clear, more dis­tinct, more ra­di­ant. It was like the ar­rival of a Sa­viour, which the un­happy man was greet­ing. But as soon as the mule was near enough to the pil­lory to al­low of its rider re­cog­niz­ing the vic­tim, the priest dropped his eyes, beat a hasty re­treat, spurred on rig­or­ously, as though in haste to rid him­self of hu­mi­li­at­ing ap­peals, and not at all de­sirous of be­ing sa­luted and re­cog­nized by a poor fel­low in such a pre­dic­a­ment.

			This priest was Arch­deac­on Dom Claude Frollo.

			The cloud des­cen­ded more blackly than ever upon Quasimodo’s brow. The smile was still mingled with it for a time, but was bit­ter, dis­cour­aged, pro­foundly sad.

			Time passed on. He had been there at least an hour and a half, la­cer­ated, mal­treated, mocked in­cess­antly, and al­most stoned.

			All at once he moved again in his chains with re­doubled des­pair, which made the whole frame­work that bore him tremble, and, break­ing the si­lence which he had ob­stin­ately pre­served hitherto, he cried in a hoarse and furi­ous voice, which re­sembled a bark rather than a hu­man cry, and which was drowned in the noise of the hoots—“Drink!”

			This ex­clam­a­tion of dis­tress, far from ex­cit­ing com­pas­sion, only ad­ded amuse­ment to the good Parisi­an popu­lace who sur­roun­ded the lad­der, and who, it must be con­fessed, taken in the mass and as a mul­ti­tude, was then no less cruel and bru­tal than that hor­rible tribe of rob­bers among whom we have already con­duc­ted the read­er, and which was simply the lower strat­um of the popu­lace. Not a voice was raised around the un­happy vic­tim, ex­cept to jeer at his thirst. It is cer­tain that at that mo­ment he was more grot­esque and re­puls­ive than pi­ti­able, with his face purple and drip­ping, his eye wild, his mouth foam­ing with rage and pain, and his tongue lolling half out. It must also be stated that if a char­it­able soul of a bour­geois or bour­geoise, in the rabble, had at­temp­ted to carry a glass of wa­ter to that wretched creature in tor­ment, there reigned around the in­fam­ous steps of the pil­lory such a pre­ju­dice of shame and ig­no­miny, that it would have suf­ficed to re­pulse the good Samar­it­an.

			At the ex­pir­a­tion of a few mo­ments, Quasimodo cast a des­per­ate glance upon the crowd, and re­peated in a voice still more heartrend­ing: “Drink!”

			And all began to laugh.

			“Drink this!” cried Robin Poussep­ain, throw­ing in his face a sponge which had been soaked in the gut­ter. “There, you deaf vil­lain, I’m your debt­or.”

			A wo­man hurled a stone at his head—

			“That will teach you to wake us up at night with your peal of a damned soul.”

			“Hé, good, my son!” howled a cripple, mak­ing an ef­fort to reach him with his crutch, “will you cast any more spells on us from the top of the towers of Notre-Dame?”

			“Here’s a drink­ing cup!” chimed in a man, fling­ing a broken jug at his breast. “ ’Twas you that made my wife, simply be­cause she passed near you, give birth to a child with two heads!”

			“And my cat bring forth a kit­ten with six paws!” yelped an old crone, launch­ing a brick at him.

			“Drink!” re­peated Quasimodo pant­ing, and for the third time.

			At that mo­ment he be­held the crowd give way. A young girl, fant­ast­ic­ally dressed, emerged from the throng. She was ac­com­pan­ied by a little white goat with gil­ded horns, and car­ried a tam­bour­ine in her hand.

			Quasimodo’s eyes sparkled. It was the gypsy whom he had at­temp­ted to carry off on the pre­ced­ing night, a mis­deed for which he was dimly con­scious that he was be­ing pun­ished at that very mo­ment; which was not in the least the case, since he was be­ing chas­tised only for the mis­for­tune of be­ing deaf, and of hav­ing been judged by a deaf man. He doubted not that she had come to wreak her ven­geance also, and to deal her blow like the rest.

			He be­held her, in fact, mount the lad­der rap­idly. Wrath and spite suf­foc­ate him. He would have liked to make the pil­lory crumble in­to ru­ins, and if the light­ning of his eye could have dealt death, the gypsy would have been re­duced to powder be­fore she reached the plat­form.

			She ap­proached, without ut­ter­ing a syl­lable, the vic­tim who writhed in a vain ef­fort to es­cape her, and de­tach­ing a gourd from her girdle, she raised it gently to the parched lips of the miser­able man.

			Then, from that eye which had been, up to that mo­ment, so dry and burn­ing, a big tear was seen to fall, and roll slowly down that de­formed vis­age so long con­trac­ted with des­pair. It was the first, in all prob­ab­il­ity, that the un­for­tu­nate man had ever shed.

			Mean­while, he had for­got­ten to drink. The gypsy made her little pout, from im­pa­tience, and pressed the spout to the tusked month of Quasimodo, with a smile.

			He drank with deep draughts. His thirst was burn­ing.

			When he had fin­ished, the wretch pro­truded his black lips, no doubt, with the ob­ject of kiss­ing the beau­ti­ful hand which had just suc­coured him. But the young girl, who was, per­haps, some­what dis­trust­ful, and who re­membered the vi­ol­ent at­tempt of the night, with­drew her hand with the frightened ges­ture of a child who is afraid of be­ing bit­ten by a beast.

			Then the poor deaf man fixed on her a look full of re­proach and in­ex­press­ible sad­ness.

			It would have been a touch­ing spec­tacle any­where—this beau­ti­ful, fresh, pure, and charm­ing girl, who was at the same time so weak, thus hasten­ing to the re­lief of so much misery, de­form­ity, and malevol­ence. On the pil­lory, the spec­tacle was sub­lime.

			The very popu­lace were cap­tiv­ated by it, and began to clap their hands, cry­ing—

			“Noël! Noël!”

			It was at that mo­ment that the re­cluse caught sight, from the win­dow of her bole, of the gypsy on the pil­lory, and hurled at her her sin­is­ter im­prec­a­tion—

			“Ac­cursed be thou, daugh­ter of Egypt! Ac­cursed! ac­cursed!”

		
	
		
			
				V

				End of the Story of the Cake

			
			La Es­mer­alda turned pale and des­cen­ded from the pil­lory, stag­ger­ing as she went. The voice of the re­cluse still pur­sued her—

			“Des­cend! des­cend! Thief of Egypt! thou shalt as­cend it once more!”

			“The sacked nun is in one of her tan­trums,” muttered the popu­lace; and that was the end of it. For that sort of wo­man was feared; which rendered them sac­red. People did not then will­ingly at­tack one who prayed day and night.

			The hour had ar­rived for re­mov­ing Quasimodo. He was un­bound, the crowd dis­persed.

			Near the Grand Pont, Mahi­ette, who was re­turn­ing with her two com­pan­ions, sud­denly hal­ted—

			“By the way, Eu­stache! what did you do with that cake?”

			“Moth­er,” said the child, “while you were talk­ing with that lady in the bole, a big dog took a bite of my cake, and then I bit it also.”

			“What, sir, did you eat the whole of it?” she went on.

			“Moth­er, it was the dog. I told him, but he would not listen to me. Then I bit in­to it, also.”

			“ ’Tis a ter­rible child!” said the moth­er, smil­ing and scold­ing at one and the same time. “Do you see, Oud­arde? He already eats all the fruit from the cherry-tree in our orch­ard of Charler­ange. So his grand­fath­er says that he will be a cap­tain. Just let me catch you at it again, Mas­ter Eu­stache. Come along, you greedy fel­low!”
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				I

				The Danger of Con­fid­ing One’s Secret to a Goat

			
			Many weeks had elapsed.

			The first of March had ar­rived. The sun, which Dubartas, that clas­sic an­cest­or of peri­phrase, had not yet dubbed the “Grand-duke of Candles,” was none the less ra­di­ant and joy­ous on that ac­count. It was one of those spring days which pos­sesses so much sweet­ness and beauty, that all Par­is turns out in­to the squares and prom­en­ades and cel­eb­rates them as though they were Sundays. In those days of bril­liancy, warmth, and serenity, there is a cer­tain hour above all oth­ers, when the façade of Notre-Dame should be ad­mired. It is the mo­ment when the sun, already de­clin­ing to­wards the west, looks the cathed­ral al­most full in the face. Its rays, grow­ing more and more ho­ri­zont­al, with­draw slowly from the pave­ment of the square, and mount up the per­pen­dic­u­lar façade, whose thou­sand bosses in high re­lief they cause to start out from the shad­ows, while the great cent­ral rose win­dow flames like the eye of a cyc­lops, in­flamed with the re­flec­tions of the forge.

			This was the hour.

			Op­pos­ite the lofty cathed­ral, reddened by the set­ting sun, on the stone bal­cony built above the porch of a rich Goth­ic house, which formed the angle of the square and the Rue du Par­vis, sev­er­al young girls were laugh­ing and chat­ting with every sort of grace and mirth. From the length of the veil which fell from their poin­ted coif, twined with pearls, to their heels, from the fine­ness of the em­broidered chemisette which covered their shoulders and al­lowed a glimpse, ac­cord­ing to the pleas­ing cus­tom of the time, of the swell of their fair vir­gin bos­oms, from the op­u­lence of their un­der-pet­ti­coats still more pre­cious than their over­dress (mar­vel­lous re­fine­ment), from the gauze, the silk, the vel­vet, with which all this was com­posed, and, above all, from the white­ness of their hands, which cer­ti­fied to their leis­ure and idle­ness, it was easy to di­vine they were noble and wealthy heir­esses. They were, in fact, Damois­elle Fleur-de-Lys de Gonde­laur­i­er and her com­pan­ions, Di­ane de Christeuil, Am­elotte de Mont­michel, Colombe de Gaille­fon­taine, and the little de Champchev­ri­er maid­en; all dam­sels of good birth, as­sembled at that mo­ment at the house of the dame wid­ow de Gonde­laur­i­er, on ac­count of Mon­sei­gneur de Beau­jeu and Ma­dame his wife, who were to come to Par­is in the month of April, there to choose maids of hon­or for the Dauphiness Mar­guer­ite, who was to be re­ceived in Pi­cardy from the hands of the Flem­ings. Now, all the squires for twenty leagues around were in­triguing for this fa­vor for their daugh­ters, and a goodly num­ber of the lat­ter had been already brought or sent to Par­is. These four maid­ens had been con­fided to the dis­creet and ven­er­able charge of Ma­dame Aloïse de Gonde­laur­i­er, wid­ow of a former com­mand­er of the king’s cross-bow­men, who had re­tired with her only daugh­ter to her house in the Place du Par­vis, Notre-Dame, in Par­is.

			The bal­cony on which these young girls stood opened from a cham­ber richly tapestried in fawn-colored Flanders leath­er, stamped with golden fo­liage. The beams, which cut the ceil­ing in par­al­lel lines, di­ver­ted the eye with a thou­sand ec­cent­ric painted and gil­ded carvings. Splen­did enamels gleamed here and there on carved chests; a boar’s head in faïence crowned a mag­ni­fi­cent dress­er, whose two shelves an­nounced that the mis­tress of the house was the wife or wid­ow of a knight ban­ner­et. At the end of the room, by the side of a lofty chim­ney blaz­oned with arms from top to bot­tom, in a rich red vel­vet arm­chair, sat Dame de Gonde­laur­i­er, whose five and fifty years were writ­ten upon her gar­ments no less dis­tinctly than upon her face.

			Be­side her stood a young man of im­pos­ing mien, al­though par­tak­ing some­what of van­ity and bravado—one of those hand­some fel­lows whom all wo­men agree to ad­mire, al­though grave men learned in physiognomy shrug their shoulders at them. This young man wore the garb of a cap­tain of the king’s un­at­tached arch­ers, which bears far too much re­semb­lance to the cos­tume of Jupiter, which the read­er has already been en­abled to ad­mire in the first book of this his­tory, for us to in­flict upon him a second de­scrip­tion.

			The damois­elles were seated, a part in the cham­ber, a part in the bal­cony, some on square cush­ions of Utrecht vel­vet with golden corners, oth­ers on stools of oak carved in flowers and fig­ures. Each of them held on her knee a sec­tion of a great nee­dle­work tapestry, on which they were work­ing in com­pany, while one end of it lay upon the rush mat which covered the floor.

			They were chat­ting to­geth­er in that whis­per­ing tone and with the half-stifled laughs pe­cu­li­ar to an as­sembly of young girls in whose midst there is a young man. The young man whose pres­ence served to set in play all these fem­in­ine self-con­ceits, ap­peared to pay very little heed to the mat­ter, and, while these pretty dam­sels were vy­ing with one an­oth­er to at­tract his at­ten­tion, he seemed to be chiefly ab­sorbed in pol­ish­ing the buckle of his sword belt with his doe­skin glove. From time to time, the old lady ad­dressed him in a very low tone, and he replied as well as he was able, with a sort of awk­ward and con­strained po­lite­ness.

			From the smiles and sig­ni­fic­ant ges­tures of Dame Aloïse, from the glances which she threw to­wards her daugh­ter, Fleur-de-Lys, as she spoke low to the cap­tain, it was easy to see that there was here a ques­tion of some be­troth­al con­cluded, some mar­riage near at hand no doubt, between the young man and Fleur-de-Lys. From the em­bar­rassed cold­ness of the of­ficer, it was easy to see that on his side, at least, love had no longer any part in the mat­ter. His whole air was ex­press­ive of con­straint and wear­i­ness, which our lieu­ten­ants of the gar­ris­on would today trans­late ad­mir­ably as, “What a beastly bore!”

			The poor dame, very much in­fatu­ated with her daugh­ter, like any oth­er silly moth­er, did not per­ceive the of­ficer’s lack of en­thu­si­asm, and strove in low tones to call his at­ten­tion to the in­fin­ite grace with which Fleur-de-Lys used her needle or wound her skein.

			“Come, little cous­in,” she said to him, pluck­ing him by the sleeve, in or­der to speak in his ear, “Look at her, do! see her stoop.”

			“Yes, truly,” replied the young man, and fell back in­to his gla­cial and ab­sent­minded si­lence.

			A mo­ment later, he was ob­liged to bend down again, and Dame Aloïse said to him—

			“Have you ever be­held a more gay and charm­ing face than that of your be­trothed? Can one be more white and blonde? are not her hands per­fect? and that neck—does it not as­sume all the curves of the swan in rav­ish­ing fash­ion? How I envy you at times! and how happy you are to be a man, naughty lib­ertine that you are! Is not my Fleur-de-Lys ad­or­ably beau­ti­ful, and are you not des­per­ately in love with her?”

			“Of course,” he replied, still think­ing of some­thing else.

			“But do say some­thing,” said Ma­dame Aloïse, sud­denly giv­ing his shoulder a push; “you have grown very tim­id.”

			We can as­sure our read­ers that timid­ity was neither the cap­tain’s vir­tue nor his de­fect. But he made an ef­fort to do what was de­man­ded of him.

			“Fair cous­in,” he said, ap­proach­ing Fleur-de-Lys, “what is the sub­ject of this tapestry work which you are fash­ion­ing?”

			“Fair cous­in,” re­spon­ded Fleur-de-Lys, in an of­fen­ded tone, “I have already told you three times. ’Tis the grotto of Nep­tune.”

			It was evid­ent that Fleur-de-Lys saw much more clearly than her moth­er through the cap­tain’s cold and ab­sent­minded man­ner. He felt the ne­ces­sity of mak­ing some con­ver­sa­tion.

			“And for whom is this Nep­tuner­ie destined?”

			“For the Ab­bey of Saint-Ant­oine des Champs,” answered Fleur-de-Lys, without rais­ing her eyes.

			The cap­tain took up a corner of the tapestry.

			“Who, my fair cous­in, is this big gen­darme, who is puff­ing out his cheeks to their full ex­tent and blow­ing a trum­pet?”

			“ ’Tis Tri­ton,” she replied.

			There was a rather pet­tish in­ton­a­tion in Fleur-de-Lys’s lac­on­ic words. The young man un­der­stood that it was in­dis­pens­able that he should whis­per some­thing in her ear, a com­mon­place, a gal­lant com­pli­ment, no mat­ter what. Ac­cord­ingly he bent down, but he could find noth­ing in his ima­gin­a­tion more tender and per­son­al than this—

			“Why does your moth­er al­ways wear that sur­coat with ar­mori­al designs, like our grand­moth­ers of the time of Charles VII? Tell her, fair cous­in, that ’tis no longer the fash­ion, and that the hinge (gond) and the laurel (laur­i­er) em­broidered on her robe give her the air of a walk­ing mantlepiece. In truth, people no longer sit thus on their ban­ners, I as­sure you.”

			Fleur-de-Lys raised her beau­ti­ful eyes, full of re­proach, “Is that all of which you can as­sure me?” she said, in a low voice.

			In the mean­time, Dame Aloïse, de­lighted to see them thus bend­ing to­wards each oth­er and whis­per­ing, said as she toyed with the clasps of her pray­er­book—

			“Touch­ing pic­ture of love!”

			The cap­tain, more and more em­bar­rassed, fell back upon the sub­ject of the tapestry—“ ’Tis, in sooth, a charm­ing work!” he ex­claimed.

			Whereupon Colombe de Gaille­fon­taine, an­oth­er beau­ti­ful blonde, with a white skin, dressed to the neck in blue dam­ask, ven­tured a tim­id re­mark which she ad­dressed to Fleur-de-Lys, in the hope that the hand­some cap­tain would reply to it, “My dear Gonde­laur­i­er, have you seen the tapestries of the Hôtel de la Roche-Guy­on?”

			“Is not that the hotel in which is en­closed the garden of the Lingère du Louvre?” asked Di­ane de Christeuil with a laugh; for she had hand­some teeth, and con­sequently laughed on every oc­ca­sion.

			“And where there is that big, old tower of the an­cient wall of Par­is,” ad­ded Am­elotte de Mont­michel, a pretty fresh and curly-headed bru­nette, who had a habit of sigh­ing just as the oth­er laughed, without know­ing why.

			“My dear Colombe,” in­ter­pol­ated Dame Aloïse, “do you not mean the hotel which be­longed to Mon­sieur de Bac­queville, in the reign of King Charles VI? there are in­deed many su­perb high warp tapestries there.”

			“Charles VI! Charles VI!” muttered the young cap­tain, twirl­ing his mous­tache. “Good heav­ens! what old things the good dame does re­mem­ber!”

			Ma­dame de Gonde­laur­i­er con­tin­ued, “Fine tapestries, in truth. A work so es­teemed that it passes as un­ri­valled.”

			At that mo­ment Bérangère de Champchev­ri­er, a slender little maid of sev­en years, who was peer­ing in­to the square through the tre­foils of the bal­cony, ex­claimed, “Oh! look, fair God­moth­er Fleur-de-Lys, at that pretty dan­cer who is dan­cing on the pave­ment and play­ing the tam­bour­ine in the midst of the lout­ish bour­geois!”

			The son­or­ous vi­bra­tion of a tam­bour­ine was, in fact, aud­ible. “Some gypsy from Bo­hemia,” said Fleur-de-Lys, turn­ing care­lessly to­ward the square.

			“Look! look!” ex­claimed her lively com­pan­ions; and they all ran to the edge of the bal­cony, while Fleur-de-Lys, rendered thought­ful by the cold­ness of her be­trothed, fol­lowed them slowly, and the lat­ter, re­lieved by this in­cid­ent, which put an end to an em­bar­rass­ing con­ver­sa­tion, re­treated to the farther end of the room, with the sat­is­fied air of a sol­dier re­leased from duty. Nev­er­the­less, the fair Fleur-de-Lys’s was a charm­ing and noble ser­vice, and such it had formerly ap­peared to him; but the cap­tain had gradu­ally be­come blasé; the pro­spect of a speedy mar­riage cooled him more every day. Moreover, he was of a fickle dis­pos­i­tion, and, must we say it, rather vul­gar in taste. Al­though of very noble birth, he had con­trac­ted in his of­fi­cial har­ness more than one habit of the com­mon troop­er. The tav­ern and its ac­com­pani­ments pleased him. He was only at his ease amid gross lan­guage, mil­it­ary gal­lantries, fa­cile beau­ties, and suc­cesses yet more easy. He had, nev­er­the­less, re­ceived from his fam­ily some edu­ca­tion and some po­lite­ness of man­ner; but he had been thrown on the world too young, he had been in gar­ris­on at too early an age, and every day the pol­ish of a gen­tle­man be­came more and more ef­faced by the rough fric­tion of his gen­darme’s cross-belt. While still con­tinu­ing to vis­it her from time to time, from a rem­nant of com­mon re­spect, he felt doubly em­bar­rassed with Fleur-de-Lys; in the first place, be­cause, in con­sequence of hav­ing scattered his love in all sorts of places, he had re­served very little for her; in the next place, be­cause, amid so many stiff, form­al, and de­cent ladies, he was in con­stant fear lest his mouth, ha­bitu­ated to oaths, should sud­denly take the bit in its teeth, and break out in­to the lan­guage of the tav­ern. The ef­fect can be ima­gined!

			Moreover, all this was mingled in him, with great pre­ten­tions to el­eg­ance, toi­let, and a fine ap­pear­ance. Let the read­er re­con­cile these things as best he can. I am simply the his­tor­i­an.

			He had re­mained, there­fore, for sev­er­al minutes, lean­ing in si­lence against the carved jamb of the chim­ney, and think­ing or not think­ing, when Fleur-de-Lys sud­denly turned and ad­dressed him. After all, the poor young girl was pout­ing against the dic­tates of her heart.

			“Fair cous­in, did you not speak to us of a little Bo­hemi­an whom you saved a couple of months ago, while mak­ing the patrol with the watch at night, from the hands of a dozen rob­bers?”

			“I be­lieve so, fair cous­in,” said the cap­tain.

			“Well,” she re­sumed, “per­chance ’tis that same gypsy girl who is dan­cing yon­der, on the church square. Come and see if you re­cog­nize her, fair Cous­in Phoe­bus.”

			A secret de­sire for re­con­cili­ation was ap­par­ent in this gentle in­vit­a­tion which she gave him to ap­proach her, and in the care which she took to call him by name. Cap­tain Phoe­bus de Château­pers (for it is he whom the read­er has had be­fore his eyes since the be­gin­ning of this chapter) slowly ap­proached the bal­cony. “Stay,” said Fleur-de-Lys, lay­ing her hand ten­derly on Phoe­bus’s arm; “look at that little girl yon­der, dan­cing in that circle. Is she your Bo­hemi­an?”

			Phoe­bus looked, and said—

			“Yes, I re­cog­nize her by her goat.”

			“Oh! in fact, what a pretty little goat!” said Am­elotte, clasp­ing her hands in ad­mir­a­tion.

			“Are his horns of real gold?” in­quired Bérangère.

			Without mov­ing from her arm­chair, Dame Aloïse in­ter­posed, “Is she not one of those gypsy girls who ar­rived last year by the Gibard gate?”

			“Ma­dame my moth­er,” said Fleur-de-Lys gently, “that gate is now called the Porte d’En­fer.”

			Ma­demois­elle de Gonde­laur­i­er knew how her moth­er’s an­ti­quated mode of speech shocked the cap­tain. In fact, he began to sneer, and muttered between his teeth: “Porte Gibard! Porte Gibard! ’Tis enough to make King Charles VI pass by.”

			“God­moth­er!” ex­claimed Bérangère, whose eyes, in­cess­antly in mo­tion, had sud­denly been raised to the sum­mit of the towers of Notre-Dame, “who is that black man up yon­der?”

			All the young girls raised their eyes. A man was, in truth, lean­ing on the bal­us­trade which sur­moun­ted the north­ern tower, look­ing on the Grève. He was a priest. His cos­tume could be plainly dis­cerned, and his face rest­ing on both his hands. But he stirred no more than if he had been a statue. His eyes, in­tently fixed, gazed in­to the Place.

			It was some­thing like the im­mob­il­ity of a bird of prey, who has just dis­covered a nest of spar­rows, and is gaz­ing at it.

			“ ’Tis mon­sieur the arch­deac­on of Jo­sas,” said Fleur-de-Lys.

			“You have good eyes if you can re­cog­nize him from here,” said the Gaille­fon­taine.

			“How he is star­ing at the little dan­cer!” went on Di­ane de Christeuil.

			“Let the gypsy be­ware!” said Fleur-de-Lys, “for he loves not Egypt.”

			“ ’Tis a great shame for that man to look upon her thus,” ad­ded Am­elotte de Mont­michel, “for she dances de­light­fully.”

			“Fair cous­in Phoe­bus,” said Fleur-de-Lys sud­denly, “Since you know this little gypsy, make her a sign to come up here. It will amuse us.”

			“Oh, yes!” ex­claimed all the young girls, clap­ping their hands.

			“Why! ’tis not worth while,” replied Phoe­bus. “She has for­got­ten me, no doubt, and I know not so much as her name. Nev­er­the­less, as you wish it, young ladies, I will make the tri­al.” And lean­ing over the bal­us­trade of the bal­cony, he began to shout, “Little one!”

			The dan­cer was not beat­ing her tam­bour­ine at the mo­ment. She turned her head to­wards the point whence this call pro­ceeded, her bril­liant eyes res­ted on Phoe­bus, and she stopped short.

			“Little one!” re­peated the cap­tain; and he beckoned her to ap­proach.

			The young girl looked at him again, then she blushed as though a flame had moun­ted in­to her cheeks, and, tak­ing her tam­bour­ine un­der her arm, she made her way through the as­ton­ished spec­tat­ors to­wards the door of the house where Phoe­bus was call­ing her, with slow, tot­ter­ing steps, and with the troubled look of a bird which is yield­ing to the fas­cin­a­tion of a ser­pent.

			A mo­ment later, the tapestry portière was raised, and the gypsy ap­peared on the threshold of the cham­ber, blush­ing, con­fused, breath­less, her large eyes droop­ing, and not dar­ing to ad­vance an­oth­er step.

			Bérangère clapped her hands.

			Mean­while, the dan­cer re­mained mo­tion­less upon the threshold. Her ap­pear­ance had pro­duced a sin­gu­lar ef­fect upon these young girls. It is cer­tain that a vague and in­dis­tinct de­sire to please the hand­some of­ficer an­im­ated them all, that his splen­did uni­form was the tar­get of all their coquetries, and that from the mo­ment he presen­ted him­self, there ex­is­ted among them a secret, sup­pressed rivalry, which they hardly ac­know­ledged even to them­selves, but which broke forth, none the less, every in­stant, in their ges­tures and re­marks. Nev­er­the­less, as they were all very nearly equal in beauty, they con­ten­ded with equal arms, and each could hope for the vic­tory. The ar­rival of the gypsy sud­denly des­troyed this equi­lib­ri­um. Her beauty was so rare, that, at the mo­ment when she ap­peared at the en­trance of the apart­ment, it seemed as though she dif­fused a sort of light which was pe­cu­li­ar to her­self. In that nar­row cham­ber, sur­roun­ded by that sombre frame of hangings and wood­work, she was in­com­par­ably more beau­ti­ful and more ra­di­ant than on the pub­lic square. She was like a torch which has sud­denly been brought from broad day­light in­to the dark. The noble dam­sels were dazzled by her in spite of them­selves. Each one felt her­self, in some sort, wounded in her beauty. Hence, their battle front (may we be al­lowed the ex­pres­sion,) was im­me­di­ately altered, al­though they ex­changed not a single word. But they un­der­stood each oth­er per­fectly. Wo­men’s in­stincts com­pre­hend and re­spond to each oth­er more quickly than the in­tel­li­gences of men. An en­emy had just ar­rived; all felt it—all ral­lied to­geth­er. One drop of wine is suf­fi­cient to tinge a glass of wa­ter red; to dif­fuse a cer­tain de­gree of ill tem­per through­out a whole as­sembly of pretty wo­men, the ar­rival of a pret­ti­er wo­man suf­fices, es­pe­cially when there is but one man present.

			Hence the wel­come ac­cor­ded to the gypsy was mar­vel­lously gla­cial. They sur­veyed her from head to foot, then ex­changed glances, and all was said; they un­der­stood each oth­er. Mean­while, the young girl was wait­ing to be spoken to, in such emo­tion that she dared not raise her eye­lids.

			The cap­tain was the first to break the si­lence. “Upon my word,” said he, in his tone of in­trep­id fatu­ity, “here is a charm­ing creature! What think you of her, fair cous­in?”

			This re­mark, which a more del­ic­ate ad­mirer would have uttered in a lower tone, at least was not of a nature to dis­sip­ate the fem­in­ine jeal­ousies which were on the alert be­fore the gypsy.

			Fleur-de-Lys replied to the cap­tain with a bland af­fect­a­tion of dis­dain;—“Not bad.”

			The oth­ers whispered.

			At length, Ma­dame Aloïse, who was not the less jeal­ous be­cause she was so for her daugh­ter, ad­dressed the dan­cer—“Ap­proach, little one.”

			“Ap­proach, little one!” re­peated, with com­ic­al dig­nity, little Bérangère, who would have reached about as high as her hips.

			The gypsy ad­vanced to­wards the noble dame.

			“Fair child,” said Phoe­bus, with em­phas­is, tak­ing sev­er­al steps to­wards her, “I do not know wheth­er I have the su­preme hon­or of be­ing re­cog­nized by you.”

			She in­ter­rup­ted him, with a smile and a look full of in­fin­ite sweet­ness—

			“Oh! yes,” said she.

			“She has a good memory,” re­marked Fleur-de-Lys.

			“Come, now,” re­sumed Phoe­bus, “you es­caped nimbly the oth­er even­ing. Did I fright­en you!”

			“Oh! no,” said the gypsy.

			There was in the in­ton­a­tion of that “Oh! no,” uttered after that “Oh! yes,” an in­ef­fable some­thing which wounded Fleur-de-Lys.

			“You left me in your stead, my beauty,” pur­sued the cap­tain, whose tongue was un­loosed when speak­ing to a girl out of the street, “a crabbed knave, one-eyed and hunch­backed, the bish­op’s bell­ringer, I be­lieve. I have been told that by birth he is the bas­tard of an arch­deac­on and a dev­il. He has a pleas­ant name: he is called Quatre-Temps (Em­ber Days), Pâques-Fleur­ies (Palm Sunday), Mardi-Gras (Shrove Tues­day), I know not what! The name of some fest­iv­al when the bells are pealed! So he took the liberty of car­ry­ing you off, as though you were made for beadles! ’Tis too much. What the dev­il did that screech-owl want with you? Hey, tell me!”

			“I do not know,” she replied.

			“The in­con­ceiv­able im­pudence! A bell­ringer car­ry­ing off a wench, like a vicomte! a lout poach­ing on the game of gen­tle­men! that is a rare piece of as­sur­ance. How­ever, he paid dearly for it. Mas­ter Pier­rat Tor­t­er­ue is the harshest groom that ever cur­ried a knave; and I can tell you, if it will be agree­able to you, that your bell­ringer’s hide got a thor­ough dress­ing at his hands.”

			“Poor man!” said the gypsy, in whom these words re­vived the memory of the pil­lory.

			The cap­tain burst out laugh­ing.

			“Corne-de-boeuf! here’s pity as well placed as a feath­er in a pig’s tail! May I have as big a belly as a pope, if—”

			He stopped short. “Par­don me, ladies; I be­lieve that I was on the point of say­ing some­thing fool­ish.”

			“Fie, sir” said la Gaille­fon­taine.

			“He talks to that creature in her own tongue!” ad­ded Fleur-de-Lys, in a low tone, her ir­rit­a­tion in­creas­ing every mo­ment. This ir­rit­a­tion was not di­min­ished when she be­held the cap­tain, en­chanted with the gypsy, and, most of all, with him­self, ex­ecute a pi­rou­ette on his heel, re­peat­ing with coarse, na­ive, and sol­dierly gal­lantry—

			“A hand­some wench, upon my soul!”

			“Rather sav­agely dressed,” said Di­ane de Christeuil, laugh­ing to show her fine teeth.

			This re­mark was a flash of light to the oth­ers. Not be­ing able to im­pugn her beauty, they at­tacked her cos­tume.

			“That is true,” said la Mont­michel; “what makes you run about the streets thus, without guimpe or ruff?”

			“That pet­ti­coat is so short that it makes one tremble,” ad­ded la Gaille­fon­taine.

			“My dear,” con­tin­ued Fleur-de-Lys, with de­cided sharp­ness, “You will get your­self taken up by the sump­tu­ary po­lice for your gil­ded girdle.”

			“Little one, little one;” re­sumed la Christeuil, with an im­plac­able smile, “if you were to put re­spect­able sleeves upon your arms they would get less sun­burned.”

			It was, in truth, a spec­tacle worthy of a more in­tel­li­gent spec­tat­or than Phoe­bus, to see how these beau­ti­ful maid­ens, with their en­ven­omed and angry tongues, wound, ser­pent-like, and glided and writhed around the street dan­cer. They were cruel and grace­ful; they searched and rum­maged ma­li­ciously in her poor and silly toi­let of spangles and tin­sel. There was no end to their laughter, irony, and hu­mi­li­ation. Sar­casms rained down upon the gypsy, and haughty con­des­cen­sion and malevol­ent looks. One would have thought they were young Ro­man dames thrust­ing golden pins in­to the breast of a beau­ti­ful slave. One would have pro­nounced them el­eg­ant gray­hounds, circ­ling, with in­flated nos­trils, round a poor wood­land fawn, whom the glance of their mas­ter for­bade them to de­vour.

			After all, what was a miser­able dan­cer on the pub­lic squares in the pres­ence of these high­born maid­ens? They seemed to take no heed of her pres­ence, and talked of her aloud, to her face, as of some­thing un­clean, ab­ject, and yet, at the same time, pass­ably pretty.

			The gypsy was not in­sens­ible to these pin­pricks. From time to time a flush of shame, a flash of an­ger in­flamed her eyes or her cheeks; with dis­dain she made that little grim­ace with which the read­er is already fa­mil­i­ar, but she re­mained mo­tion­less; she fixed on Phoe­bus a sad, sweet, resigned look. There was also hap­pi­ness and ten­der­ness in that gaze. One would have said that she en­dured for fear of be­ing ex­pelled.

			Phoe­bus laughed, and took the gypsy’s part with a mix­ture of im­per­tin­ence and pity.

			“Let them talk, little one!” he re­peated, jingling his golden spurs. “No doubt your toi­let is a little ex­tra­vag­ant and wild, but what dif­fer­ence does that make with such a charm­ing dam­sel as your­self?”

			“Good gra­cious!” ex­claimed the blonde Gaille­fon­taine, draw­ing up her swan-like throat, with a bit­ter smile. “I see that messieurs the arch­ers of the king’s po­lice eas­ily take fire at the hand­some eyes of gypsies!”

			“Why not?” said Phoe­bus.

			At this reply uttered care­lessly by the cap­tain, like a stray stone, whose fall one does not even watch, Colombe began to laugh, as well as Di­ane, Am­elotte, and Fleur-de-Lys, in­to whose eyes at the same time a tear star­ted.

			The gypsy, who had dropped her eyes on the floor at the words of Colombe de Gaille­fon­taine, raised them beam­ing with joy and pride and fixed them once more on Phoe­bus. She was very beau­ti­ful at that mo­ment.

			The old dame, who was watch­ing this scene, felt of­fen­ded, without un­der­stand­ing why.

			“Holy Vir­gin!” she sud­denly ex­claimed, “what is it mov­ing about my legs? Ah! the vil­lain­ous beast!”

			It was the goat, who had just ar­rived, in search of his mis­tress, and who, in dash­ing to­wards the lat­ter, had be­gun by en­tangling his horns in the pile of stuffs which the noble dame’s gar­ments heaped up on her feet when she was seated.

			This cre­ated a di­ver­sion. The gypsy dis­en­tangled his horns without ut­ter­ing a word.

			“Oh! here’s the little goat with golden hoofs!” ex­claimed Bérangère, dan­cing with joy.

			The gypsy crouched down on her knees and leaned her cheek against the fond­ling head of the goat. One would have said that she was ask­ing par­don for hav­ing quit­ted it thus.

			Mean­while, Di­ane had bent down to Colombe’s ear.

			“Ah! good heav­ens! why did not I think of that soon­er? ’Tis the gypsy with the goat. They say she is a sor­ceress, and that her goat ex­ecutes very mi­ra­cu­lous tricks.”

			“Well!” said Colombe, “the goat must now amuse us in its turn, and per­form a mir­acle for us.”

			Di­ane and Colombe eagerly ad­dressed the gypsy.

			“Little one, make your goat per­form a mir­acle.”

			“I do not know what you mean,” replied the dan­cer.

			“A mir­acle, a piece of ma­gic, a bit of sor­cery, in short.”

			“I do not un­der­stand.” And she fell to caress­ing the pretty an­im­al, re­peat­ing, “Djali! Djali!”

			At that mo­ment Fleur-de-Lys no­ticed a little bag of em­broidered leath­er sus­pen­ded from the neck of the goat—

			“What is that?” she asked of the gypsy.

			The gypsy raised her large eyes upon her and replied gravely—

			“That is my secret.”

			“I should really like to know what your secret is,” thought Fleur-de-Lys.

			Mean­while, the good dame had ris­en an­grily—“Come now, gypsy, if neither you nor your goat can dance for us, what are you do­ing here?”

			The gypsy walked slowly to­wards the door, without mak­ing any reply. But the near­er she ap­proached it, the more her pace slackened. An ir­res­ist­ible mag­net seemed to hold her. Sud­denly she turned her eyes, wet with tears, to­wards Phoe­bus, and hal­ted.

			“True God!” ex­claimed the cap­tain, “that’s not the way to de­part. Come back and dance some­thing for us. By the way, my sweet love, what is your name?”

			“La Es­mer­alda,” said the dan­cer, nev­er tak­ing her eyes from him.

			At this strange name, a burst of wild laughter broke from the young girls.

			“Here’s a ter­rible name for a young lady,” said Di­ane.

			“You see well enough,” re­tor­ted Am­elotte, “that she is an en­chant­ress.”

			“My dear,” ex­claimed Dame Aloïse sol­emnly, “your par­ents did not com­mit the sin of giv­ing you that name at the bap­tis­mal font.”

			In the mean­time, sev­er­al minutes pre­vi­ously, Bérangère had coaxed the goat in­to a corner of the room with a march­pane cake, without any one hav­ing no­ticed her. In an in­stant they had be­come good friends. The curi­ous child had de­tached the bag from the goat’s neck, had opened it, and had emp­tied out its con­tents on the rush mat­ting; it was an al­pha­bet, each let­ter of which was sep­ar­ately in­scribed on a tiny block of box­wood. Hardly had these playthings been spread out on the mat­ting, when the child, with sur­prise, be­held the goat (one of whose “mir­acles” this was no doubt), draw out cer­tain let­ters with its golden hoof, and ar­range them, with gentle pushes, in a cer­tain or­der. In a mo­ment they con­sti­tuted a word, which the goat seemed to have been trained to write, so little hes­it­a­tion did it show in form­ing it, and Bérangère sud­denly ex­claimed, clasp­ing her hands in ad­mir­a­tion—

			“God­moth­er Fleur-de-Lys, see what the goat has just done!”

			Fleur-de-Lys ran up and trembled. The let­ters ar­ranged upon the floor formed this word—

			
				Phoe­bus.

			

			“Was it the goat who wrote that?” she in­quired in a changed voice.

			“Yes, god­moth­er,” replied Bérangêre.

			It was im­possible to doubt it; the child did not know how to write.

			“This is the secret!” thought Fleur-de-Lys.

			Mean­while, at the child’s ex­clam­a­tion, all had hastened up, the moth­er, the young girls, the gypsy, and the of­ficer.

			The gypsy be­held the piece of folly which the goat had com­mit­ted. She turned red, then pale, and began to tremble like a cul­prit be­fore the cap­tain, who gazed at her with a smile of sat­is­fac­tion and amazement.

			“Phoe­bus!” whispered the young girls, stu­pefied: “ ’tis the cap­tain’s name!”

			“You have a mar­vel­lous memory!” said Fleur-de-Lys, to the pet­ri­fied gypsy. Then, burst­ing in­to sobs: “Oh!” she stammered mourn­fully, hid­ing her face in both her beau­ti­ful hands, “she is a ma­gi­cian!” And she heard an­oth­er and a still more bit­ter voice at the bot­tom of her heart, say­ing—“She is a rival!”

			She fell faint­ing.

			“My daugh­ter! my daugh­ter!” cried the ter­ri­fied moth­er. “Be­gone, you gypsy of hell!”

			In a twink­ling, La Es­mer­alda gathered up the un­lucky let­ters, made a sign to Djali, and went out through one door, while Fleur-de-Lys was be­ing car­ried out through the oth­er.

			Cap­tain Phoe­bus, on be­ing left alone, hes­it­ated for a mo­ment between the two doors, then he fol­lowed the gypsy.

		
	
		
			
				II

				A Priest and a Philo­soph­er Are Two Dif­fer­ent Things

			
			The priest whom the young girls had ob­served at the top of the North tower, lean­ing over the Place and so at­tent­ive to the dance of the gypsy, was, in fact, Arch­deac­on Claude Frollo.

			Our read­ers have not for­got­ten the mys­ter­i­ous cell which the arch­deac­on had re­served for him­self in that tower. (I do not know, by the way be it said, wheth­er it be not the same, the in­teri­or of which can be seen today through a little square win­dow, open­ing to the east at the height of a man above the plat­form from which the towers spring; a bare and dilap­id­ated den, whose badly plastered walls are or­na­men­ted here and there, at the present day, with some wretched yel­low en­grav­ings rep­res­ent­ing the façades of cathed­rals. I pre­sume that this hole is jointly in­hab­ited by bats and spiders, and that, con­sequently, it wages a double war of ex­term­in­a­tion on the flies).

			Every day, an hour be­fore sun­set, the arch­deac­on as­cen­ded the stair­case to the tower, and shut him­self up in this cell, where he some­times passed whole nights. That day, at the mo­ment when, stand­ing be­fore the low door of his re­treat, he was fit­ting in­to the lock the com­plic­ated little key which he al­ways car­ried about him in the purse sus­pen­ded to his side, a sound of tam­bour­ine and castanets had reached his ear. These sounds came from the Place du Par­vis. The cell, as we have already said, had only one win­dow open­ing upon the rear of the church. Claude Frollo had hast­ily with­drawn the key, and an in­stant later, he was on the top of the tower, in the gloomy and pens­ive at­ti­tude in which the maid­ens had seen him.

			There he stood, grave, mo­tion­less, ab­sorbed in one look and one thought. All Par­is lay at his feet, with the thou­sand spires of its edi­fices and its cir­cu­lar ho­ri­zon of gentle hills—with its river wind­ing un­der its bridges, and its people mov­ing to and fro through its streets—with the clouds of its smoke—with the moun­tain­ous chain of its roofs which presses Notre-Dame in its doubled folds; but out of all the city, the arch­deac­on gazed at one corner only of the pave­ment, the Place du Par­vis; in all that throng at but one fig­ure—the gypsy.

			It would have been dif­fi­cult to say what was the nature of this look, and whence pro­ceeded the flame that flashed from it. It was a fixed gaze, which was, nev­er­the­less, full of trouble and tu­mult. And, from the pro­found im­mob­il­ity of his whole body, barely agit­ated at in­ter­vals by an in­vol­un­tary shiver, as a tree is moved by the wind; from the stiff­ness of his el­bows, more marble than the bal­us­trade on which they leaned; or the sight of the pet­ri­fied smile which con­trac­ted his face—one would have said that noth­ing liv­ing was left about Claude Frollo ex­cept his eyes.

			The gypsy was dan­cing; she was twirl­ing her tam­bour­ine on the tip of her fin­ger, and toss­ing it in­to the air as she danced Provençal sara­bands; agile, light, joy­ous, and un­con­scious of the for­mid­able gaze which des­cen­ded per­pen­dic­u­larly upon her head.

			The crowd was swarm­ing around her; from time to time, a man ac­coutred in red and yel­low made them form in­to a circle, and then re­turned, seated him­self on a chair a few paces from the dan­cer, and took the goat’s head on his knees. This man seemed to be the gypsy’s com­pan­ion. Claude Frollo could not dis­tin­guish his fea­tures from his el­ev­ated post.

			From the mo­ment when the arch­deac­on caught sight of this stranger, his at­ten­tion seemed di­vided between him and the dan­cer, and his face be­came more and more gloomy. All at once he rose up­right, and a quiver ran through his whole body: “Who is that man?” he muttered between his teeth: “I have al­ways seen her alone be­fore!”

			Then he plunged down be­neath the tor­tu­ous vault of the spir­al stair­case, and once more des­cen­ded. As he passed the door of the bell cham­ber, which was ajar, he saw some­thing which struck him; he be­held Quasimodo, who, lean­ing through an open­ing of one of those slate pent­houses which re­semble enorm­ous blinds, ap­peared also to be gaz­ing at the Place. He was en­gaged in so pro­found a con­tem­pla­tion, that he did not no­tice the pas­sage of his ad­op­ted fath­er. His sav­age eye had a sin­gu­lar ex­pres­sion; it was a charmed, tender look. “This is strange!” mur­mured Claude. “Is it the gypsy at whom he is thus gaz­ing?” He con­tin­ued his des­cent. At the end of a few minutes, the anxious arch­deac­on entered upon the Place from the door at the base of the tower.

			“What has be­come of the gypsy girl?” he said, ming­ling with the group of spec­tat­ors which the sound of the tam­bour­ine had col­lec­ted.

			“I know not,” replied one of his neigh­bors, “I think that she has gone to make some of her fan­dan­goes in the house op­pos­ite, whith­er they have called her.”

			In the place of the gypsy, on the car­pet, whose ar­abesques had seemed to van­ish but a mo­ment pre­vi­ously by the ca­pri­cious fig­ures of her dance, the arch­deac­on no longer be­held any one but the red and yel­low man, who, in or­der to earn a few test­ers in his turn, was walk­ing round the circle, with his el­bows on his hips, his head thrown back, his face red, his neck out­stretched, with a chair between his teeth. To the chair he had fastened a cat, which a neigh­bor had lent, and which was spit­ting in great af­fright.

			“Notre-Dame!” ex­claimed the arch­deac­on, at the mo­ment when the jug­gler, per­spir­ing heav­ily, passed in front of him with his pyr­am­id of chair and his cat, “What is Mas­ter Pierre Grin­goire do­ing here?”

			The harsh voice of the arch­deac­on threw the poor fel­low in­to such a com­mo­tion that he lost his equi­lib­ri­um, to­geth­er with his whole edi­fice, and the chair and the cat tumbled pell-mell upon the heads of the spec­tat­ors, in the midst of in­ex­tin­guish­able hoot­ings.

			It is prob­able that Mas­ter Pierre Grin­goire (for it was in­deed he) would have had a sorry ac­count to settle with the neigh­bor who owned the cat, and all the bruised and scratched faces which sur­roun­ded him, if he had not hastened to profit by the tu­mult to take refuge in the church, whith­er Claude Frollo had made him a sign to fol­low him.

			The cathed­ral was already dark and deser­ted; the side-aisles were full of shad­ows, and the lamps of the chapels began to shine out like stars, so black had the vaul­ted ceil­ing be­come. Only the great rose win­dow of the façade, whose thou­sand col­ors were steeped in a ray of ho­ri­zont­al sun­light, glittered in the gloom like a mass of dia­monds, and threw its dazzling re­flec­tion to the oth­er end of the nave.

			When they had ad­vanced a few paces, Dom Claude placed his back against a pil­lar, and gazed in­tently at Grin­goire. The gaze was not the one which Grin­goire feared, ashamed as he was of hav­ing been caught by a grave and learned per­son in the cos­tume of a buf­foon. There was noth­ing mock­ing or iron­ic­al in the priest’s glance, it was ser­i­ous, tran­quil, pier­cing. The arch­deac­on was the first to break the si­lence.

			“Come now, Mas­ter Pierre. You are to ex­plain many things to me. And first of all, how comes it that you have not been seen for two months, and that now one finds you in the pub­lic squares, in a fine equip­ment in truth! Mot­ley red and yel­low, like a Caude­bec apple?”

			“Messire,” said Grin­goire, piteously, “it is, in fact, an amaz­ing ac­coutre­ment. You see me no more com­fort­able in it than a cat coiffed with a cala­bash. ’Tis very ill done, I am con­scious, to ex­pose messieurs the ser­geants of the watch to the li­ab­il­ity of cudgel­ling be­neath this cas­sock the hu­mer­us of a Py­thagorean philo­soph­er. But what would you have, my rev­er­end mas­ter? ’tis the fault of my an­cient jer­kin, which aban­doned me in cow­ardly wise, at the be­gin­ning of the winter, un­der the pre­text that it was fall­ing in­to tat­ters, and that it re­quired re­pose in the bas­ket of a rag­pick­er. What is one to do? Civil­iz­a­tion has not yet ar­rived at the point where one can go stark na­ked, as an­cient Dio­genes wished. Add that a very cold wind was blow­ing, and ’tis not in the month of Janu­ary that one can suc­cess­fully at­tempt to make hu­man­ity take this new step. This gar­ment presen­ted it­self, I took it, and I left my an­cient black smock, which, for a her­met­ic like my­self, was far from be­ing her­met­ic­ally closed. Be­hold me then, in the gar­ments of a stage-play­er, like Saint Gen­est. What would you have? ’tis an ec­lipse. Apollo him­self ten­ded the flocks of Ad­metus.”

			“ ’Tis a fine pro­fes­sion that you are en­gaged in!” replied the arch­deac­on.

			“I agree, my mas­ter, that ’tis bet­ter to philo­soph­ize and po­et­ize, to blow the flame in the fur­nace, or to re­ceive it from carry cats on a shield. So, when you ad­dressed me, I was as fool­ish as an ass be­fore a turn­spit. But what would you have, messire? One must eat every day, and the finest Al­ex­an­drine verses are not worth a bit of Brie cheese. Now, I made for Ma­dame Mar­guer­ite of Flanders, that fam­ous epi­tha­lami­um, as you know, and the city will not pay me, un­der the pre­text that it was not ex­cel­lent; as though one could give a tragedy of Sophocles for four crowns! Hence, I was on the point of dy­ing with hun­ger. Hap­pily, I found that I was rather strong in the jaw; so I said to this jaw—per­form some feats of strength and of equi­lib­ri­um: nour­ish thy­self. Ale te ipsam. A pack of beg­gars who have be­come my good friends, have taught me twenty sorts of her­culean feats, and now I give to my teeth every even­ing the bread which they have earned dur­ing the day by the sweat of my brow. After all, concedo, I grant that it is a sad em­ploy­ment for my in­tel­lec­tu­al fac­ulties, and that man is not made to pass his life in beat­ing the tam­bour­ine and bit­ing chairs. But, rev­er­end mas­ter, it is not suf­fi­cient to pass one’s life, one must earn the means for life.”

			Dom Claude listened in si­lence. All at once his deep-set eye as­sumed so saga­cious and pen­et­rat­ing an ex­pres­sion, that Grin­goire felt him­self, so to speak, searched to the bot­tom of the soul by that glance.

			“Very good, Mas­ter Pierre; but how comes it that you are now in com­pany with that gypsy dan­cer?”

			“In faith!” said Grin­goire, “ ’tis be­cause she is my wife and I am her hus­band.”

			The priest’s gloomy eyes flashed in­to flame.

			“Have you done that, you wretch!” he cried, seiz­ing Grin­goire’s arm with fury; “have you been so aban­doned by God as to raise your hand against that girl?”

			“On my chance of para­dise, mon­sei­gneur,” replied Grin­goire, trem­bling in every limb, “I swear to you that I have nev­er touched her, if that is what dis­turbs you.”

			“Then why do you talk of hus­band and wife?” said the priest. Grin­goire made haste to re­late to him as suc­cinctly as pos­sible, all that the read­er already knows, his ad­ven­ture in the Court of Mir­acles and the broken-crock mar­riage. It ap­peared, moreover, that this mar­riage had led to no res­ults whatever, and that each even­ing the gypsy girl cheated him of his nup­tial right as on the first day. “ ’Tis a mor­ti­fic­a­tion,” he said in con­clu­sion, “but that is be­cause I have had the mis­for­tune to wed a vir­gin.”

			“What do you mean?” de­man­ded the arch­deac­on, who had been gradu­ally ap­peased by this re­cit­al.

			“ ’Tis very dif­fi­cult to ex­plain,” replied the poet. “It is a su­per­sti­tion. My wife is, ac­cord­ing to what an old thief, who is called among us the Duke of Egypt, has told me, a found­ling or a lost child, which is the same thing. She wears on her neck an am­u­let which, it is af­firmed, will cause her to meet her par­ents some day, but which will lose its vir­tue if the young girl loses hers. Hence it fol­lows that both of us re­main very vir­tu­ous.”

			“So,” re­sumed Claude, whose brow cleared more and more, “you be­lieve, Mas­ter Pierre, that this creature has not been ap­proached by any man?”

			“What would you have a man do, Dom Claude, as against a su­per­sti­tion? She has got that in her head. I as­suredly es­teem as a rar­ity this nun­like prudery which is pre­served un­tamed amid those Bo­hemi­an girls who are so eas­ily brought in­to sub­jec­tion. But she has three things to pro­tect her: the Duke of Egypt, who has taken her un­der his safe­guard, reck­on­ing, per­chance, on selling her to some gay ab­bé; all his tribe, who hold her in sin­gu­lar ven­er­a­tion, like a Notre-Dame; and a cer­tain tiny poignard, which the bux­om dame al­ways wears about her, in some nook, in spite of the or­din­ances of the prov­ost, and which one causes to fly out in­to her hands by squeez­ing her waist. ’Tis a proud wasp, I can tell you!”

			The arch­deac­on pressed Grin­goire with ques­tions.

			La Es­mer­alda, in the judg­ment of Grin­goire, was an in­of­fens­ive and charm­ing creature, pretty, with the ex­cep­tion of a pout which was pe­cu­li­ar to her; a na­ive and pas­sion­ate dam­sel, ig­nor­ant of everything and en­thu­si­ast­ic about everything; not yet aware of the dif­fer­ence between a man and a wo­man, even in her dreams; made like that; wild es­pe­cially over dan­cing, noise, the open air; a sort of wo­man bee, with in­vis­ible wings on her feet, and liv­ing in a whirl­wind. She owed this nature to the wan­der­ing life which she had al­ways led. Grin­goire had suc­ceeded in learn­ing that, while a mere child, she had tra­versed Spain and Cata­lonia, even to Si­cily; he be­lieved that she had even been taken by the cara­van of Zingari, of which she formed a part, to the king­dom of Al­gi­ers, a coun­try situ­ated in Achaia, which coun­try ad­joins, on one side Al­bania and Greece; on the oth­er, the Si­cili­an Sea, which is the road to Con­stantinople. The Bo­hemi­ans, said Grin­goire, were vas­sals of the King of Al­gi­ers, in his qual­ity of chief of the White Moors. One thing is cer­tain, that la Es­mer­alda had come to France while still very young, by way of Hun­gary. From all these coun­tries the young girl had brought back frag­ments of queer jar­gons, songs, and strange ideas, which made her lan­guage as mot­ley as her cos­tume, half Parisi­an, half Afric­an. How­ever, the people of the quar­ters which she fre­quen­ted loved her for her gayety, her dainti­ness, her lively man­ners, her dances, and her songs. She be­lieved her­self to be hated, in all the city, by but two per­sons, of whom she of­ten spoke in ter­ror: the sacked nun of the Tour-Ro­land, a vil­lain­ous re­cluse who cher­ished some secret grudge against these gypsies, and who cursed the poor dan­cer every time that the lat­ter passed be­fore her win­dow; and a priest, who nev­er met her without cast­ing at her looks and words which frightened her.

			The men­tion of this last cir­cum­stance dis­turbed the arch­deac­on greatly, though Grin­goire paid no at­ten­tion to his per­turb­a­tion; to such an ex­tent had two months suf­ficed to cause the heed­less poet to for­get the sin­gu­lar de­tails of the even­ing on which he had met the gypsy, and the pres­ence of the arch­deac­on in it all. Oth­er­wise, the little dan­cer feared noth­ing; she did not tell for­tunes, which pro­tec­ted her against those tri­als for ma­gic which were so fre­quently in­sti­tuted against gypsy wo­men. And then, Grin­goire held the po­s­i­tion of her broth­er, if not of her hus­band. After all, the philo­soph­er en­dured this sort of pla­ton­ic mar­riage very pa­tiently. It meant a shel­ter and bread at least. Every morn­ing, he set out from the lair of the thieves, gen­er­ally with the gypsy; he helped her make her col­lec­tions of targes34 and little blanks35 in the squares; each even­ing he re­turned to the same roof with her, al­lowed her to bolt her­self in­to her little cham­ber, and slept the sleep of the just. A very sweet ex­ist­ence, tak­ing it all in all, he said, and well ad­ap­ted to re­very. And then, on his soul and con­science, the philo­soph­er was not very sure that he was madly in love with the gypsy. He loved her goat al­most as dearly. It was a charm­ing an­im­al, gentle, in­tel­li­gent, clev­er; a learned goat. Noth­ing was more com­mon in the Middle Ages than these learned an­im­als, which amazed people greatly, and of­ten led their in­struct­ors to the stake. But the witch­craft of the goat with the golden hoofs was a very in­no­cent spe­cies of ma­gic. Grin­goire ex­plained them to the arch­deac­on, whom these de­tails seemed to in­terest deeply. In the ma­jor­ity of cases, it was suf­fi­cient to present the tam­bour­ine to the goat in such or such a man­ner, in or­der to ob­tain from him the trick de­sired. He had been trained to this by the gypsy, who pos­sessed, in these del­ic­ate arts, so rare a tal­ent that two months had suf­ficed to teach the goat to write, with mov­able let­ters, the word “Phoe­bus.”

			“ ‘Phoe­bus!’ ” said the priest; “why ‘Phoe­bus’?”

			“I know not,” replied Grin­goire. “Per­haps it is a word which she be­lieves to be en­dowed with some ma­gic and secret vir­tue. She of­ten re­peats it in a low tone when she thinks that she is alone.”

			“Are you sure,” per­sisted Claude, with his pen­et­rat­ing glance, “that it is only a word and not a name?”

			“The name of whom?” said the poet.

			“How should I know?” said the priest.

			“This is what I ima­gine, messire. These Bo­hemi­ans are some­thing like Guebrs, and ad­ore the sun. Hence, Phoe­bus.”

			“That does not seem so clear to me as to you, Mas­ter Pierre.”

			“After all, that does not con­cern me. Let her mumble her Phoe­bus at her pleas­ure. One thing is cer­tain, that Djali loves me al­most as much as he does her.”

			“Who is Djali?”

			“The goat.”

			The arch­deac­on dropped his chin in­to his hand, and ap­peared to re­flect for a mo­ment. All at once he turned ab­ruptly to Grin­goire once more.

			“And do you swear to me that you have not touched her?”

			“Whom?” said Grin­goire; “the goat?”

			“No, that wo­man.”

			“My wife? I swear to you that I have not.”

			“You are of­ten alone with her?”

			“A good hour every even­ing.”

			Dom Claude frowned.

			“Oh! oh! Sol­us cum sola non co­git­abun­tur or­are Pa­ter Nos­ter.”

			“Upon my soul, I could say the Pa­ter, and the Ave Maria, and the Credo in Deum patr­em om­ni­po­ten­tem without her pay­ing any more at­ten­tion to me than a chick­en to a church.”

			“Swear to me, by the body of your moth­er,” re­peated the arch­deac­on vi­ol­ently, “that you have not touched that creature with even the tip of your fin­ger.”

			“I will also swear it by the head of my fath­er, for the two things have more af­fin­ity between them. But, my rev­er­end mas­ter, per­mit me a ques­tion in my turn.”

			“Speak, sir.”

			“What con­cern is it of yours?”

			The arch­deac­on’s pale face be­came as crim­son as the cheek of a young girl. He re­mained for a mo­ment without an­swer­ing; then, with vis­ible em­bar­rass­ment—

			“Listen, Mas­ter Pierre Grin­goire. You are not yet damned, so far as I know. I take an in­terest in you, and wish you well. Now the least con­tact with that Egyp­tian of the de­mon would make you the vas­sal of Satan. You know that ’tis al­ways the body which ru­ins the soul. Woe to you if you ap­proach that wo­man! That is all.”

			“I tried once,” said Grin­goire, scratch­ing his ear; “it was the first day: but I got stung.”

			“You were so au­da­cious, Mas­ter Pierre?” and the priest’s brow clouded over again.

			“On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion,” con­tin­ued the poet, with a smile, “I peeped through the key­hole, be­fore go­ing to bed, and I be­held the most de­li­cious dame in her shift that ever made a bed creak un­der her bare foot.”

			“Go to the dev­il!” cried the priest, with a ter­rible look; and, giv­ing the amazed Grin­goire a push on the shoulders, he plunged, with long strides, un­der the gloom­i­est ar­cades of the cathed­ral.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Bells

			
			After the morn­ing in the pil­lory, the neigh­bors of Notre-Dame thought they no­ticed that Quasimodo’s ar­dor for ringing had grown cool. Formerly, there had been peals for every oc­ca­sion, long morn­ing ser­en­ades, which las­ted from prime to com­pline; peals from the bel­fry for a high mass, rich scales drawn over the smal­ler bells for a wed­ding, for a christen­ing, and ming­ling in the air like a rich em­broid­ery of all sorts of charm­ing sounds. The old church, all vi­brat­ing and son­or­ous, was in a per­petu­al joy of bells. One was con­stantly con­scious of the pres­ence of a spir­it of noise and caprice, who sang through all those mouths of brass. Now that spir­it seemed to have de­par­ted; the cathed­ral seemed gloomy, and gladly re­mained si­lent; fest­ivals and fu­ner­als had the simple peal, dry and bare, de­man­ded by the ritu­al, noth­ing more. Of the double noise which con­sti­tutes a church, the or­gan with­in, the bell without, the or­gan alone re­mained. One would have said that there was no longer a mu­si­cian in the bel­fry. Quasimodo was al­ways there, nev­er­the­less; what, then, had happened to him? Was it that the shame and des­pair of the pil­lory still lingered in the bot­tom of his heart, that the lashes of his tor­ment­or’s whip re­ver­ber­ated un­end­ingly in his soul, and that the sad­ness of such treat­ment had wholly ex­tin­guished in him even his pas­sion for the bells? or was it that Mar­ie had a rival in the heart of the bell­ringer of Notre-Dame, and that the great bell and her four­teen sis­ters were neg­lected for some­thing more ami­able and more beau­ti­ful?

			It chanced that, in the year of grace 1482, An­nun­ci­ation Day fell on Tues­day, the twenty-fifth of March. That day the air was so pure and light that Quasimodo felt some re­turn­ing af­fec­tion for his bells. He there­fore as­cen­ded the north­ern tower while the beadle be­low was open­ing wide the doors of the church, which were then enorm­ous pan­els of stout wood, covered with leath­er, bordered with nails of gil­ded iron, and framed in carvings “very artist­ic­ally elab­or­ated.”

			On ar­riv­ing in the lofty bell cham­ber, Quasimodo gazed for some time at the six bells and shook his head sadly, as though groan­ing over some for­eign ele­ment which had in­ter­posed it­self in his heart between them and him. But when he had set them to swinging, when he felt that cluster of bells mov­ing un­der his hand, when he saw, for he did not hear it, the pal­pit­at­ing octave as­cend and des­cend that son­or­ous scale, like a bird hop­ping from branch to branch; when the de­mon Mu­sic, that de­mon who shakes a spark­ling bundle of strette, trills and arpeg­gios, had taken pos­ses­sion of the poor deaf man, he be­came happy once more, he for­got everything, and his heart ex­pand­ing, made his face beam.

			He went and came, he beat his hands to­geth­er, he ran from rope to rope, he an­im­ated the six sing­ers with voice and ges­ture, like the lead­er of an or­ches­tra who is ur­ging on in­tel­li­gent mu­si­cians.

			“Go on,” said he, “go on, go on, Gab­ri­elle, pour out all thy noise in­to the Place, ’tis a fest­iv­al today. No lazi­ness, Thibauld; thou art re­lax­ing; go on, go on, then, art thou rus­ted, thou slug­gard? That is well! quick! quick! let not thy clap­per be seen! Make them all deaf like me. That’s it, Thibauld, bravely done! Guil­laume! Guil­laume! thou art the largest, and Pasquier is the smal­lest, and Pasquier does best. Let us wager that those who hear him will un­der­stand him bet­ter than they un­der­stand thee. Good! good! my Gab­ri­elle, stoutly, more stoutly! Eli! what are you do­ing up aloft there, you two Moineaux (spar­rows)? I do not see you mak­ing the least little shred of noise. What is the mean­ing of those beaks of cop­per which seem to be gap­ing when they should sing? Come, work now, ’tis the Feast of the An­nun­ci­ation. The sun is fine, the chime must be fine also. Poor Guil­laume! thou art all out of breath, my big fel­low!”

			He was wholly ab­sorbed in spur­ring on his bells, all six of which vied with each oth­er in leap­ing and shak­ing their shin­ing haunches, like a noisy team of Span­ish mules, pricked on here and there by the apo­strophes of the mu­leteer.

			All at once, on let­ting his glance fall between the large slate scales which cov­er the per­pen­dic­u­lar wall of the bell tower at a cer­tain height, he be­held on the square a young girl, fant­ast­ic­ally dressed, stop, spread out on the ground a car­pet, on which a small goat took up its post, and a group of spec­tat­ors col­lect around her. This sight sud­denly changed the course of his ideas, and con­gealed his en­thu­si­asm as a breath of air con­geals melted ros­in. He hal­ted, turned his back to the bells, and crouched down be­hind the pro­ject­ing roof of slate, fix­ing upon the dan­cer that dreamy, sweet, and tender look which had already as­ton­ished the arch­deac­on on one oc­ca­sion. Mean­while, the for­got­ten bells died away ab­ruptly and all to­geth­er, to the great dis­ap­point­ment of the lov­ers of bell ringing, who were listen­ing in good faith to the peal from above the Pont du Change, and who went away dumb­foun­ded, like a dog who has been offered a bone and giv­en a stone.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Ἀνάγκη

			
			It chanced that upon a fine morn­ing in this same month of March, I think it was on Sat­urday the 29th, Saint Eu­stache’s day, our young friend the stu­dent, Je­han Frollo du Moulin, per­ceived, as he was dress­ing him­self, that his breeches, which con­tained his purse, gave out no metal­lic ring. “Poor purse,” he said, draw­ing it from his fob, “what! not the smal­lest parisis! how cruelly the dice, beer-pots, and Venus have de­pleted thee! How empty, wrinkled, limp, thou art! Thou re­semblest the throat of a fury! I ask you, Mess­er Cicero, and Mess­er Seneca, cop­ies of whom, all dog’s-eared, I be­hold scattered on the floor, what profits it me to know, bet­ter than any gov­ernor of the mint, or any Jew on the Pont aux Changeurs, that a golden crown stamped with a crown is worth thirty-five un­zains of twenty-five sous, and eight den­iers parisis apiece, and that a crown stamped with a cres­cent is worth thirty-six un­zains of twenty-six sous, six den­iers tournois apiece, if I have not a single wretched black liard to risk on the double-six! Oh! Con­sul Cicero! this is no calam­ity from which one ex­tric­ates one’s self with peri­phrases, quemad­mod­um, and ver­um en­im vero!”

			He dressed him­self sadly. An idea had oc­curred to him as he laced his boots, but he re­jec­ted it at first; nev­er­the­less, it re­turned, and he put on his waist­coat wrong side out, an evid­ent sign of vi­ol­ent in­tern­al com­bat. At last he dashed his cap roughly on the floor, and ex­claimed: “So much the worse! Let come of it what may. I am go­ing to my broth­er! I shall catch a ser­mon, but I shall catch a crown.”

			Then he hast­ily donned his long jack­et with furred half-sleeves, picked up his cap, and went out like a man driv­en to des­per­a­tion.

			He des­cen­ded the Rue de la Harpe to­ward the City. As he passed the Rue de la Huchette, the odor of those ad­mir­able spits, which were in­cess­antly turn­ing, tickled his ol­fact­ory ap­par­at­us, and he be­stowed a lov­ing glance to­ward the Cyc­lopean roast, which one day drew from the Fran­cis­can fri­ar, Cal­ata­girone, this pathet­ic ex­clam­a­tion: Vera­mente, queste ro­tis­ser­ie sono cosa stu­penda!36 But Je­han had not the where­with­al to buy a break­fast, and he plunged, with a pro­found sigh, un­der the gate­way of the Petit-Châtelet, that enorm­ous double tre­foil of massive towers which guarded the en­trance to the City.

			He did not even take the trouble to cast a stone in passing, as was the us­age, at the miser­able statue of that Périnet Le­clerc who had de­livered up the Par­is of Charles VI to the Eng­lish, a crime which his ef­figy, its face battered with stones and soiled with mud, ex­pi­ated for three cen­tur­ies at the corner of the Rue de la Harpe and the Rue de Buci, as in an etern­al pil­lory.

			The Petit-Pont tra­versed, the Rue Neuve-Sainte-Geneviève crossed, Je­han de Molendino found him­self in front of Notre-Dame. Then in­de­cision seized upon him once more, and he paced for sev­er­al minutes round the statue of M. Legris, re­peat­ing to him­self with an­guish: “The ser­mon is sure, the crown is doubt­ful.”

			He stopped a beadle who emerged from the cloister—“Where is mon­sieur the arch­deac­on of Jo­sas?”

			“I be­lieve that he is in his secret cell in the tower,” said the beadle; “I should ad­vise you not to dis­turb him there, un­less you come from someone like the pope or mon­sieur the king.”

			Je­han clapped his hands.

			“Bé­di­able! here’s a mag­ni­fi­cent chance to see the fam­ous sor­cery cell!”

			This re­flec­tion hav­ing brought him to a de­cision, he plunged res­ol­utely in­to the small black door­way, and began the as­cent of the spir­al of Saint-Gilles, which leads to the up­per stor­ies of the tower. “I am go­ing to see,” he said to him­self on the way. “By the ravens of the Holy Vir­gin! it must needs be a curi­ous thing, that cell which my rev­er­end broth­er hides so secretly! ’Tis said that he lights up the kit­chens of hell there, and that he cooks the philo­soph­er’s stone there over a hot fire. Bédieu! I care no more for the philo­soph­er’s stone than for a pebble, and I would rather find over his fur­nace an om­elette of East­er eggs and ba­con, than the biggest philo­soph­er’s stone in the world.”

			On ar­riv­ing at the gal­lery of slender columns, he took breath for a mo­ment, and swore against the in­ter­min­able stair­case by I know not how many mil­lion cart­loads of dev­ils; then he re­sumed his as­cent through the nar­row door of the north tower, now closed to the pub­lic. Sev­er­al mo­ments after passing the bell cham­ber, he came upon a little land­ing-place, built in a lat­er­al niche, and un­der the vault of a low, poin­ted door, whose enorm­ous lock and strong iron bars he was en­abled to see through a loop­hole pierced in the op­pos­ite cir­cu­lar wall of the stair­case. Per­sons de­sirous of vis­it­ing this door at the present day will re­cog­nize it by this in­scrip­tion en­graved in white let­ters on the black wall: “J’ad­ore Cor­alie, 1823. Signé Ugène.” “Signé” stands in the text.

			“Ugh!” said the schol­ar; “ ’tis here, no doubt.”

			The key was in the lock, the door was very close to him; he gave it a gentle push and thrust his head through the open­ing.

			The read­er can­not have failed to turn over the ad­mir­able works of Rem­brandt, that Shakespeare of paint­ing. Amid so many mar­vel­lous en­grav­ings, there is one etch­ing in par­tic­u­lar, which is sup­posed to rep­res­ent Doc­tor Faust, and which it is im­possible to con­tem­plate without be­ing dazzled. It rep­res­ents a gloomy cell; in the centre is a table loaded with hideous ob­jects; skulls, spheres, alem­bics, com­passes, hiero­glyph­ic parch­ments. The doc­tor is be­fore this table clad in his large coat and covered to the very eye­brows with his furred cap. He is vis­ible only to his waist. He has half ris­en from his im­mense arm­chair, his clenched fists rest on the table, and he is gaz­ing with curi­os­ity and ter­ror at a large lu­min­ous circle, formed of ma­gic let­ters, which gleams from the wall bey­ond, like the sol­ar spec­trum in a dark cham­ber. This cabal­ist­ic sun seems to tremble be­fore the eye, and fills the wan cell with its mys­ter­i­ous ra­di­ance. It is hor­rible and it is beau­ti­ful.

			Some­thing very sim­il­ar to Faust’s cell presen­ted it­self to Je­han’s view, when he ven­tured his head through the half-open door. It also was a gloomy and sparsely lighted re­treat. There also stood a large arm­chair and a large table, com­passes, alem­bics, skel­et­ons of an­im­als sus­pen­ded from the ceil­ing, a globe rolling on the floor, hip­po­ceph­ali mingled promis­cu­ously with drink­ing cups, in which quivered leaves of gold, skulls placed upon vel­lum checkered with fig­ures and char­ac­ters, huge ma­nu­scripts piled up wide open, without mercy on the crack­ing corners of the parch­ment; in short, all the rub­bish of sci­ence, and every­where on this con­fu­sion dust and spiders’ webs; but there was no circle of lu­min­ous let­ters, no doc­tor in an ec­stasy con­tem­plat­ing the flam­ing vis­ion, as the eagle gazes upon the sun.

			Nev­er­the­less, the cell was not deser­ted. A man was seated in the arm­chair, and bend­ing over the table. Je­han, to whom his back was turned, could see only his shoulders and the back of his skull; but he had no dif­fi­culty in re­cog­niz­ing that bald head, which nature had provided with an etern­al ton­sure, as though de­sirous of mark­ing, by this ex­tern­al sym­bol, the arch­deac­on’s ir­res­ist­ible cler­ic­al vo­ca­tion.

			Je­han ac­cord­ingly re­cog­nized his broth­er; but the door had been opened so softly, that noth­ing warned Dom Claude of his pres­ence. The in­quis­it­ive schol­ar took ad­vant­age of this cir­cum­stance to ex­am­ine the cell for a few mo­ments at his leis­ure. A large fur­nace, which he had not at first ob­served, stood to the left of the arm­chair, be­neath the win­dow. The ray of light which pen­et­rated through this aper­ture made its way through a spider’s cir­cu­lar web, which taste­fully in­scribed its del­ic­ate rose in the arch of the win­dow, and in the centre of which the in­sect ar­chi­tect hung mo­tion­less, like the hub of this wheel of lace. Upon the fur­nace were ac­cu­mu­lated in dis­order, all sorts of vases, earth­en­ware bottles, glass re­torts, and mat­tresses of char­coal. Je­han ob­served, with a sigh, that there was no fry­ing-pan. “How cold the kit­chen utensils are!” he said to him­self.

			In fact, there was no fire in the fur­nace, and it seemed as though none had been lighted for a long time. A glass mask, which Je­han no­ticed among the utensils of al­chemy, and which served no doubt, to pro­tect the arch­deac­on’s face when he was work­ing over some sub­stance to be dreaded, lay in one corner covered with dust and ap­par­ently for­got­ten. Be­side it lay a pair of bel­lows no less dusty, the up­per side of which bore this in­scrip­tion in­crus­ted in cop­per let­ters: Spira Spera.

			Oth­er in­scrip­tions were writ­ten, in ac­cord­ance with the fash­ion of the her­met­ics, in great num­bers on the walls; some traced with ink, oth­ers en­graved with a met­al point. There were, moreover, Goth­ic let­ters, Hebrew let­ters, Greek let­ters, and Ro­man let­ters, pell-mell; the in­scrip­tions over­flowed at haphaz­ard, on top of each oth­er, the more re­cent ef­fa­cing the more an­cient, and all en­tangled with each oth­er, like the branches in a thick­et, like pikes in an af­fray. It was, in fact, a strangely con­fused ming­ling of all hu­man philo­sophies, all rev­er­ies, all hu­man wis­dom. Here and there one shone out from among the rest like a ban­ner among lance heads. Gen­er­ally, it was a brief Greek or Ro­man device, such as the Middle Ages knew so well how to for­mu­late.—Un­de? In­de?—Homo hom­ini mon­strum—As­tra, cas­tra, no­men, nu­men.—Μέγα βιβλίον, μέγα κακόν.—Sapere aude. Fi­at ubi vult—etc.; some­times a word devoid of all ap­par­ent sense, Ἀναγκοφαγία, which pos­sibly con­tained a bit­ter al­lu­sion to the re­gime of the cloister; some­times a simple max­im of cler­ic­al dis­cip­line for­mu­lated in a reg­u­lar hexa­met­er Coelestem domin­um ter­restr­em di­cite domin­um. There was also Hebrew jar­gon, of which Je­han, who as yet knew but little Greek, un­der­stood noth­ing; and all were tra­versed in every dir­ec­tion by stars, by fig­ures of men or an­im­als, and by in­ter­sect­ing tri­angles; and this con­trib­uted not a little to make the scrawled wall of the cell re­semble a sheet of pa­per over which a mon­key had drawn back and forth a pen filled with ink.

			The whole cham­ber, moreover, presen­ted a gen­er­al as­pect of aban­don­ment and dilap­id­a­tion; and the bad state of the utensils in­duced the sup­pos­i­tion that their own­er had long been dis­trac­ted from his labors by oth­er pre­oc­cu­pa­tions. Mean­while, this mas­ter, bent over a vast ma­nu­script, or­na­men­ted with fant­ast­ic­al il­lus­tra­tions, ap­peared to be tor­men­ted by an idea which in­cess­antly mingled with his med­it­a­tions. That at least was Je­han’s idea, when he heard him ex­claim, with the thought­ful breaks of a dream­er think­ing aloud—

			“Yes, Man­ou said it, and Zoroast­er taught it! the sun is born from fire, the moon from the sun; fire is the soul of the uni­verse; its ele­ment­ary atoms pour forth and flow in­cess­antly upon the world through in­fin­ite chan­nels! At the point where these cur­rents in­ter­sect each oth­er in the heav­ens, they pro­duce light; at their points of in­ter­sec­tion on earth, they pro­duce gold. Light, gold; the same thing! From fire to the con­crete state. The dif­fer­ence between the vis­ible and the palp­able, between the flu­id and the sol­id in the same sub­stance, between wa­ter and ice, noth­ing more. These are no dreams; it is the gen­er­al law of nature. But what is one to do in or­der to ex­tract from sci­ence the secret of this gen­er­al law? What! this light which in­und­ates my hand is gold! These same atoms dilated in ac­cord­ance with a cer­tain law need only be con­densed in ac­cord­ance with an­oth­er law. How is it to be done? Some have fan­cied by bury­ing a ray of sun­light, Aver­roës—yes, ’tis Aver­roës—Aver­roës bur­ied one un­der the first pil­lar on the left of the sanc­tu­ary of the Kor­an, in the great Muhammadan mosque of Cor­dova; but the vault can­not be opened for the pur­pose of as­cer­tain­ing wheth­er the op­er­a­tion has suc­ceeded, un­til after the lapse of eight thou­sand years.”

			“The dev­il!” said Je­han, to him­self, “ ’tis a long while to wait for a crown!”

			“Oth­ers have thought,” con­tin­ued the dreamy arch­deac­on, “that it would be bet­ter worth while to op­er­ate upon a ray of Siri­us. But ’tis ex­ceed­ing hard to ob­tain this ray pure, be­cause of the sim­ul­tan­eous pres­ence of oth­er stars whose rays mingle with it. Flamel es­teemed it more simple to op­er­ate upon ter­restri­al fire. Flamel! there’s pre­des­tin­a­tion in the name! Flamma! yes, fire. All lies there. The dia­mond is con­tained in the car­bon, gold is in the fire. But how to ex­tract it? Ma­gis­tri af­firms that there are cer­tain fem­in­ine names, which pos­sess a charm so sweet and mys­ter­i­ous, that it suf­fices to pro­nounce them dur­ing the op­er­a­tion. Let us read what Man­on says on the mat­ter: ‘Where wo­men are honored, the di­vin­it­ies are re­joiced; where they are des­pised, it is use­less to pray to God. The mouth of a wo­man is con­stantly pure; it is a run­ning wa­ter, it is a ray of sun­light. The name of a wo­man should be agree­able, sweet, fanci­ful; it should end in long vow­els, and re­semble words of be­ne­dic­tion.’ Yes, the sage is right; in truth, Maria, Sophia, la Es­mer­al—Dam­na­tion! al­ways that thought!”

			And he closed the book vi­ol­ently.

			He passed his hand over his brow, as though to brush away the idea which as­sailed him; then he took from the table a nail and a small ham­mer, whose handle was curi­ously painted with cabal­ist­ic let­ters.

			“For some time,” he said with a bit­ter smile, “I have failed in all my ex­per­i­ments! one fixed idea pos­sesses me, and sears my brain like fire. I have not even been able to dis­cov­er the secret of Cas­si­od­or­us, whose lamp burned without wick and without oil. A simple mat­ter, nev­er­the­less—”

			“The deuce!” muttered Je­han in his beard.

			“Hence,” con­tin­ued the priest, “one wretched thought is suf­fi­cient to render a man weak and be­side him­self! Oh! how Claude Per­nelle would laugh at me. She who could not turn Nich­olas Flamel aside, for one mo­ment, from his pur­suit of the great work! What! I hold in my hand the ma­gic ham­mer of Zéchiélé! at every blow dealt by the for­mid­able rabbi, from the depths of his cell, upon this nail, that one of his en­emies whom he had con­demned, were he a thou­sand leagues away, was bur­ied a cu­bit deep in the earth which swal­lowed him. The King of France him­self, in con­sequence of once hav­ing in­con­sid­er­ately knocked at the door of the ther­mat­ur­gist, sank to the knees through the pave­ment of his own Par­is. This took place three cen­tur­ies ago. Well! I pos­sess the ham­mer and the nail, and in my hands they are utensils no more for­mid­able than a club in the hands of a maker of edge tools. And yet all that is re­quired is to find the ma­gic word which Zéchiélé pro­nounced when he struck his nail.”

			“What non­sense!” thought Je­han.

			“Let us see, let us try!” re­sumed the arch­deac­on briskly. “Were I to suc­ceed, I should be­hold the blue spark flash from the head of the nail. Emen-Hétan! Emen-Hétan! That’s not it. Sigéani! Sigéani! May this nail open the tomb to any one who bears the name of Phoe­bus! A curse upon it! Al­ways and etern­ally the same idea!”

			And he flung away the ham­mer in a rage. Then he sank down so deeply on the arm­chair and the table, that Je­han lost him from view be­hind the great pile of ma­nu­scripts. For the space of sev­er­al minutes, all that he saw was his fist con­vuls­ively clenched on a book. Sud­denly, Dom Claude sprang up, seized a com­pass and en­graved in si­lence upon the wall in cap­it­al let­ters, this Greek word

			
				ἈΝÁΓΚΗ.

			

			“My broth­er is mad,” said Je­han to him­self; “it would have been far more simple to write Fatum, every­one is not ob­liged to know Greek.”

			The arch­deac­on re­turned and seated him­self in his arm­chair, and placed his head on both his hands, as a sick man does, whose head is heavy and burn­ing.

			The stu­dent watched his broth­er with sur­prise. He did not know, he who wore his heart on his sleeve, he who ob­served only the good old law of Nature in the world, he who al­lowed his pas­sions to fol­low their in­clin­a­tions, and in whom the lake of great emo­tions was al­ways dry, so freely did he let it off each day by fresh drains—he did not know with what fury the sea of hu­man pas­sions fer­ments and boils when all egress is denied to it, how it ac­cu­mu­lates, how it swells, how it over­flows, how it hol­lows out the heart; how it breaks in in­ward sobs, and dull con­vul­sions, un­til it has rent its dikes and burst its bed. The aus­tere and gla­cial en­vel­ope of Claude Frollo, that cold sur­face of steep and in­ac­cess­ible vir­tue, had al­ways de­ceived Je­han. The merry schol­ar had nev­er dreamed that there was boil­ing lava, furi­ous and pro­found, be­neath the snowy brow of Aet­na.

			We do not know wheth­er he sud­denly be­came con­scious of these things; but, giddy as he was, he un­der­stood that he had seen what he ought not to have seen, that he had just sur­prised the soul of his eld­er broth­er in one of its most secret alti­tudes, and that Claude must not be al­lowed to know it. See­ing that the arch­deac­on had fallen back in­to his former im­mob­il­ity, he with­drew his head very softly, and made some noise with his feet out­side the door, like a per­son who has just ar­rived and is giv­ing warn­ing of his ap­proach.

			“Enter!” cried the arch­deac­on, from the in­teri­or of his cell; “I was ex­pect­ing you. I left the door un­locked ex­pressly; enter Mas­ter Jacques!”

			The schol­ar entered boldly. The arch­deac­on, who was very much em­bar­rassed by such a vis­it in such a place, trembled in his arm­chair. “What! ’tis you, Je­han?”

			“ ’Tis a J, all the same,” said the schol­ar, with his ruddy, merry, and au­da­cious face.

			Dom Claude’s vis­age had re­sumed its severe ex­pres­sion.

			“What are you come for?”

			“Broth­er,” replied the schol­ar, mak­ing an ef­fort to as­sume a de­cent, pi­ti­ful, and mod­est mien, and twirl­ing his cap in his hands with an in­no­cent air; “I am come to ask of you—”

			“What?”

			“A little lec­ture on mor­al­ity, of which I stand greatly in need,” Je­han did not dare to add aloud—“and a little money of which I am in still great­er need.” This last mem­ber of his phrase re­mained un­uttered.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the arch­deac­on, in a cold tone, “I am greatly dis­pleased with you.”

			“Alas!” sighed the schol­ar.

			Dom Claude made his arm­chair de­scribe a quarter circle, and gazed in­tently at Je­han.

			“I am very glad to see you.”

			This was a for­mid­able ex­or­di­um. Je­han braced him­self for a rough en­counter.

			“Je­han, com­plaints are brought me about you every day. What af­fray was that in which you bruised with a cudgel a little vicomte, Al­bert de Ra­mon­champ?”

			“Oh!” said Je­han, “a vast thing that! A ma­li­cious page amused him­self by splash­ing the schol­ars, by mak­ing his horse gal­lop through the mire!”

			“Who,” pur­sued the arch­deac­on, “is that Mahiet Fargel, whose gown you have torn? Tu­nicam dechiraver­unt, saith the com­plaint.”

			“Ah bah! a wretched cap of a Mon­tai­gu! Isn’t that it?”

			“The com­plaint says tu­nicam and not cap­pet­tam. Do you know Lat­in?”

			Je­han did not reply.

			“Yes,” pur­sued the priest shak­ing his head, “that is the state of learn­ing and let­ters at the present day. The Lat­in tongue is hardly un­der­stood, Syr­i­ac is un­known, Greek so odi­ous that ’tis ac­coun­ted no ig­nor­ance in the most learned to skip a Greek word without read­ing it, and to say, ‘Graecum est non le­git­ur.’ ”

			The schol­ar raised his eyes boldly. “Mon­sieur my broth­er, doth it please you that I shall ex­plain in good French ver­nacu­lar that Greek word which is writ­ten yon­der on the wall?”

			“What word?”

			“ἈΝÁΓΚΗ.”

			A slight flush spread over the cheeks of the priest with their high bones, like the puff of smoke which an­nounces on the out­side the secret com­mo­tions of a vol­cano. The stu­dent hardly no­ticed it.

			“Well, Je­han,” stammered the eld­er broth­er with an ef­fort, “What is the mean­ing of yon­der word?”

			“Fate.”

			Dom Claude turned pale again, and the schol­ar pur­sued care­lessly.

			“And that word be­low it, graved by the same hand, Ἀνάγνεία, sig­ni­fies ‘im­pur­ity.’ You see that people do know their Greek.”

			And the arch­deac­on re­mained si­lent. This Greek les­son had rendered him thought­ful.

			Mas­ter Je­han, who pos­sessed all the art­ful ways of a spoiled child, judged that the mo­ment was a fa­vor­able one in which to risk his re­quest. Ac­cord­ingly, he as­sumed an ex­tremely soft tone and began—

			“My good broth­er, do you hate me to such a de­gree as to look sav­agely upon me be­cause of a few mis­chiev­ous cuffs and blows dis­trib­uted in a fair war to a pack of lads and brats, quibus­dam mar­moset­is? You see, good Broth­er Claude, that people know their Lat­in.”

			But all this caress­ing hy­po­crisy did not have its usu­al ef­fect on the severe eld­er broth­er. Cer­ber­us did not bite at the honey cake. The arch­deac­on’s brow did not lose a single wrinkle.

			“What are you driv­ing at?” he said dryly.

			“Well, in point of fact, this!” replied Je­han bravely, “I stand in need of money.”

			At this au­da­cious de­clar­a­tion, the arch­deac­on’s vis­age as­sumed a thor­oughly ped­ago­gic­al and pa­ternal ex­pres­sion.

			“You know, Mon­sieur Je­han, that our fief of Tir­e­chappe, put­ting the dir­ect taxes and the rents of the nine and twenty houses in a block, yields only nine and thirty livres, el­ev­en sous, six den­iers, Parisi­an. It is one half more than in the time of the broth­ers Paclet, but it is not much.”

			“I need money,” said Je­han stoic­ally.

			“You know that the of­fi­cial has de­cided that our twenty-one houses should be moved full in­to the fief of the Bish­op­ric, and that we could re­deem this homage only by pay­ing the rev­er­end bish­op two marks of sil­ver gilt of the price of six livres parisis. Now, these two marks I have not yet been able to get to­geth­er. You know it.”

			“I know that I stand in need of money,” re­peated Je­han for the third time.

			“And what are you go­ing to do with it?”

			This ques­tion caused a flash of hope to gleam be­fore Je­han’s eyes. He re­sumed his dainty, caress­ing air.

			“Stay, dear Broth­er Claude, I should not come to you, with any evil motive. There is no in­ten­tion of cut­ting a dash in the tav­erns with your un­zains, and of strut­ting about the streets of Par­is in a ca­par­is­on of gold bro­cade, with a lackey, cum meo laqua­sio. No, broth­er, ’tis for a good work.”

			“What good work?” de­man­ded Claude, some­what sur­prised.

			“Two of my friends wish to pur­chase an out­fit for the in­fant of a poor Haudriette wid­ow. It is a char­ity. It will cost three flor­ins, and I should like to con­trib­ute to it.”

			“What are names of your two friends?”

			“Pierre l’As­som­meur and Bap­tiste Croque-Ois­on.”37

			“Hum,” said the arch­deac­on; “those are names as fit for a good work as a cata­pult for the chief al­tar.”

			It is cer­tain that Je­han had made a very bad choice of names for his two friends. He real­ized it too late.

			“And then,” pur­sued the saga­cious Claude, “what sort of an in­fant’s out­fit is it that is to cost three flor­ins, and that for the child of a Haudriette? Since when have the Haudriette wid­ows taken to hav­ing babes in swad­dling-clothes?”

			Je­han broke the ice once more.

			“Eh, well! yes! I need money in or­der to go and see Isa­beau la Thi­errye to­night; in the Val-d’ Amour!”

			“Im­pure wretch!” ex­claimed the priest.

			“Ἀναγνεία!” said Je­han.

			This quo­ta­tion, which the schol­ar bor­rowed with malice, per­chance, from the wall of the cell, pro­duced a sin­gu­lar ef­fect on the arch­deac­on. He bit his lips and his wrath was drowned in a crim­son flush.

			“Be­gone,” he said to Je­han. “I am ex­pect­ing someone.”

			The schol­ar made one more ef­fort.

			“Broth­er Claude, give me at least one little parisis to buy some­thing to eat.”

			“How far have you gone in the De­cretals of Gra­tian?” de­man­ded Dom Claude.

			“I have lost my copy books.”

			“Where are you in your Lat­in hu­man­it­ies?”

			“My copy of Hor­ace has been stolen.”

			“Where are you in Ar­is­totle?”

			“I’ faith! broth­er what fath­er of the church is it, who says that the er­rors of heretics have al­ways had for their lurk­ing place the thick­ets of Ar­is­totle’s meta­phys­ics? A plague on Ar­is­totle! I care not to tear my re­li­gion on his meta­phys­ics.”

			“Young man,” re­sumed the arch­deac­on, “at the king’s last entry, there was a young gen­tle­man, named Phil­ippe de Com­ines, who wore em­broidered on the hous­ings of his horse this device, upon which I coun­sel you to med­it­ate: Qui non labor­at, non man­ducet.”

			The schol­ar re­mained si­lent for a mo­ment, with his fin­ger in his ear, his eyes on the ground, and a dis­com­fited mien.

			All at once he turned round to Claude with the agile quick­ness of a wag­tail.

			“So, my good broth­er, you re­fuse me a sou parisis, where­with to buy a crust at a baker’s shop?”

			“Qui non labor­at, non man­ducet.”

			At this re­sponse of the in­flex­ible arch­deac­on, Je­han hid his head in his hands, like a wo­man sob­bing, and ex­claimed with an ex­pres­sion of des­pair: “Ὀτοτοτοτοτοῖ.”

			“What is the mean­ing of this, sir?” de­man­ded Claude, sur­prised at this freak.

			“What in­deed!” said the schol­ar; and he lif­ted to Claude his im­pudent eyes in­to which he had just thrust his fists in or­der to com­mu­nic­ate to them the red­ness of tears; “ ’tis Greek! ’tis an anapaest of Aes­chylus which ex­presses grief per­fectly.”

			And here he burst in­to a laugh so droll and vi­ol­ent that it made the arch­deac­on smile. It was Claude’s fault, in fact: why had he so spoiled that child?

			“Oh! good Broth­er Claude,” re­sumed Je­han, em­boldened by this smile, “look at my worn out boots. Is there a co­thurnus in the world more tra­gic than these boots, whose soles are hanging out their tongues?”

			The arch­deac­on promptly re­turned to his ori­gin­al sever­ity.

			“I will send you some new boots, but no money.”

			“Only a poor little parisis, broth­er,” con­tin­ued the sup­pli­ant Je­han. “I will learn Gra­tian by heart, I will be­lieve firmly in God, I will be a reg­u­lar Py­thagoras of sci­ence and vir­tue. But one little parisis, in mercy! Would you have fam­ine bite me with its jaws which are gap­ing in front of me, black­er, deep­er, and more noi­some than a Tar­tarus or the nose of a monk?”

			Dom Claude shook his wrinkled head: “Qui non labor­at—”

			Je­han did not al­low him to fin­ish.

			“Well,” he ex­claimed, “to the dev­il then! Long live joy! I will live in the tav­ern, I will fight, I will break pots and I will go and see the wenches.” And thereupon, he hurled his cap at the wall, and snapped his fin­gers like castanets.

			The arch­deac­on sur­veyed him with a gloomy air.

			“Je­han, you have no soul.”

			“In that case, ac­cord­ing to Epi­curi­us, I lack a some­thing made of an­oth­er some­thing which has no name.”

			“Je­han, you must think ser­i­ously of amend­ing your ways.”

			“Oh, come now,” cried the stu­dent, gaz­ing in turn at his broth­er and the alem­bics on the fur­nace, “everything is pre­pos­ter­ous here, both ideas and bottles!”

			“Je­han, you are on a very slip­pery down­ward road. Do you know whith­er you are go­ing?”

			“To the wine-shop,” said Je­han.

			“The wine-shop leads to the pil­lory.”

			“ ’Tis as good a lan­tern as any oth­er, and per­chance with that one, Dio­genes would have found his man.”

			“The pil­lory leads to the gal­lows.”

			“The gal­lows is a bal­ance which has a man at one end and the whole earth at the oth­er. ’Tis fine to be the man.”

			“The gal­lows leads to hell.”

			“ ’Tis a big fire.”

			“Je­han, Je­han, the end will be bad.”

			“The be­gin­ning will have been good.”

			At that mo­ment, the sound of a foot­step was heard on the stair­case.

			“Si­lence!” said the arch­deac­on, lay­ing his fin­ger on his mouth, “here is Mas­ter Jacques. Listen, Je­han,” he ad­ded, in a low voice; “have a care nev­er to speak of what you shall have seen or heard here. Hide your­self quickly un­der the fur­nace, and do not breathe.”

			The schol­ar con­cealed him­self; just then a happy idea oc­curred to him.

			“By the way, Broth­er Claude, a form for not breath­ing.”

			“Si­lence! I prom­ise.”

			“You must give it to me.”

			“Take it, then!” said the arch­deac­on an­grily, fling­ing his purse at him.

			Je­han dar­ted un­der the fur­nace again, and the door opened.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Two Men Clothed in Black

			
			The per­son­age who entered wore a black gown and a gloomy mien. The first point which struck the eye of our Je­han (who, as the read­er will read­ily sur­mise, had en­sconced him­self in his nook in such a man­ner as to en­able him to see and hear everything at his good pleas­ure) was the per­fect sad­ness of the gar­ments and the vis­age of this new-comer. There was, nev­er­the­less, some sweet­ness dif­fused over that face, but it was the sweet­ness of a cat or a judge, an af­fected, treach­er­ous sweet­ness. He was very gray and wrinkled, and not far from his six­tieth year, his eyes blinked, his eye­brows were white, his lip pen­du­lous, and his hands large. When Je­han saw that it was only this, that is to say, no doubt a phys­i­cian or a ma­gis­trate, and that this man had a nose very far from his mouth, a sign of stu­pid­ity, he nestled down in his hole, in des­pair at be­ing ob­liged to pass an in­def­in­ite time in such an un­com­fort­able at­ti­tude, and in such bad com­pany.

			The arch­deac­on, in the mean­time, had not even ris­en to re­ceive this per­son­age. He had made the lat­ter a sign to seat him­self on a stool near the door, and, after sev­er­al mo­ments of a si­lence which ap­peared to be a con­tinu­ation of a pre­ced­ing med­it­a­tion, he said to him in a rather pat­ron­iz­ing way, “Good day, Mas­ter Jacques.”

			“Greet­ing, mas­ter,” replied the man in black.

			There was in the two ways in which “Mas­ter Jacques” was pro­nounced on the one hand, and the “mas­ter” by pree­m­in­ence on the oth­er, the dif­fer­ence between mon­sei­gneur and mon­sieur, between dom­ine and domne. It was evid­ently the meet­ing of a teach­er and a dis­ciple.

			“Well!” re­sumed the arch­deac­on, after a fresh si­lence which Mas­ter Jacques took good care not to dis­turb, “how are you suc­ceed­ing?”

			“Alas! mas­ter,” said the oth­er, with a sad smile, “I am still seek­ing the stone. Plenty of ashes. But not a spark of gold.”

			Dom Claude made a ges­ture of im­pa­tience. “I am not talk­ing to you of that, Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue, but of the tri­al of your ma­gi­cian. Is it not Marc Cenaine that you call him? the but­ler of the Court of Ac­counts? Does he con­fess his witch­craft? Have you been suc­cess­ful with the tor­ture?”

			“Alas! no,” replied Mas­ter Jacques, still with his sad smile; “we have not that con­sol­a­tion. That man is a stone. We might have him boiled in the Marché aux Pourceaux, be­fore he would say any­thing. Nev­er­the­less, we are spar­ing noth­ing for the sake of get­ting at the truth; he is already thor­oughly dis­lo­cated, we are ap­ply­ing all the herbs of Saint John’s day; as saith the old comedi­an Plau­tus—

			
				
					‘Ad­vor­sum stim­u­los, lam­i­nas, crucesque, com­pede­sque,
					

					Nervos, caten­as, car­ceres, nu­mel­las, pedicas, boi­as.’
				

			

			Noth­ing an­swers; that man is ter­rible. I am at my wit’s end over him.”

			“You have found noth­ing new in his house?”

			“I’ faith, yes,” said Mas­ter Jacques, fum­bling in his pouch; “this parch­ment. There are words in it which we can­not com­pre­hend. The crim­in­al ad­voc­ate, Mon­sieur Phil­ippe Lheuli­er, nev­er­the­less, knows a little Hebrew, which he learned in that mat­ter of the Jews of the Rue Kanter­sten, at Brus­sels.”

			So say­ing, Mas­ter Jacques un­rolled a parch­ment. “Give it here,” said the arch­deac­on. And cast­ing his eyes upon this writ­ing: “Pure ma­gic, Mas­ter Jacques!” he ex­claimed. “ ‘Emen-Hétan!’ ’Tis the cry of the vam­pires when they ar­rive at the witches’ sab­bath. Per ipsum, et cum ipso, et in ipso! ’Tis the com­mand which chains the dev­il in hell. Hax, pax, max! that refers to medi­cine. A for­mula against the bite of mad dogs. Mas­ter Jacques! you are pro­cur­at­or to the king in the Ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al Courts: this parch­ment is ab­om­in­able.”

			“We will put the man to the tor­ture once more. Here again,” ad­ded Mas­ter Jacques, fum­bling afresh in his pouch, “is some­thing that we have found at Marc Cenaine’s house.”

			It was a ves­sel be­long­ing to the same fam­ily as those which covered Dom Claude’s fur­nace.

			“Ah!” said the arch­deac­on, “a cru­cible for al­chemy.”

			“I will con­fess to you,” con­tin­ued Mas­ter Jacques, with his tim­id and awk­ward smile, “that I have tried it over the fur­nace, but I have suc­ceeded no bet­ter than with my own.”

			The arch­deac­on began an ex­am­in­a­tion of the ves­sel. “What has he en­graved on his cru­cible? Och! och! the word which ex­pels fleas! That Marc Cenaine is an ig­nora­mus! I ver­ily be­lieve that you will nev­er make gold with this! ’Tis good to set in your bed­room in sum­mer and that is all!”

			“Since we are talk­ing about er­rors,” said the king’s pro­cur­at­or, “I have just been study­ing the fig­ures on the portal be­low be­fore as­cend­ing hith­er; is your rev­er­ence quite sure that the open­ing of the work of phys­ics is there por­trayed on the side to­wards the Hôtel-Dieu, and that among the sev­en nude fig­ures which stand at the feet of Notre-Dame, that which has wings on his heels is Mer­curi­us?”

			“Yes,” replied the priest; “ ’tis Au­gustin Nypho who writes it, that Itali­an doc­tor who had a bearded de­mon who ac­quain­ted him with all things. How­ever, we will des­cend, and I will ex­plain it to you with the text be­fore us.”

			“Thanks, mas­ter,” said Char­molue, bow­ing to the earth. “By the way, I was on the point of for­get­ting. When doth it please you that I shall ap­pre­hend the little sor­ceress?”

			“What sor­ceress?”

			“That gypsy girl you know, who comes every day to dance on the church square, in spite of the of­fi­cial’s pro­hib­i­tion! She hath a de­moni­ac goat with horns of the dev­il, which reads, which writes, which knows math­em­at­ics like Picatrix, and which would suf­fice to hang all Bo­hemia. The pro­sec­u­tion is all ready; ’twill soon be fin­ished, I as­sure you! A pretty creature, on my soul, that dan­cer! The hand­somest black eyes! Two Egyp­tian car­buncles! When shall we be­gin?”

			The arch­deac­on was ex­cess­ively pale.

			“I will tell you that here­after,” he stammered, in a voice that was barely ar­tic­u­late; then he re­sumed with an ef­fort, “Busy your­self with Marc Cenaine.”

			“Be at ease,” said Char­molue with a smile; “I’ll buckle him down again for you on the leath­er bed when I get home. But ’tis a dev­il of a man; he wear­ies even Pier­rat Tor­t­er­ue him­self, who hath hands lar­ger than my own. As that good Plau­tus saith—

			
				‘Nu­dus vinc­tus, centum pondo, es quando pen­des per pedes.’

			

			The tor­ture of the wheel and axle! ’Tis the most ef­fec­tu­al! He shall taste it!”

			Dom Claude seemed ab­sorbed in gloomy ab­strac­tion. He turned to Char­molue—

			“Mas­ter Pier­rat—Mas­ter Jacques, I mean, busy your­self with Marc Cenaine.”

			“Yes, yes, Dom Claude. Poor man! he will have suffered like Mum­mol. What an idea to go to the witches’ sab­bath! a but­ler of the Court of Ac­counts, who ought to know Char­le­magne’s text; Stryga vel masca!—In the mat­ter of the little girl—Smelarda, as they call her—I will await your or­ders. Ah! as we pass through the portal, you will ex­plain to me also the mean­ing of the garden­er painted in re­lief, which one sees as one enters the church. Is it not the Sower? Hé! mas­ter, of what are you think­ing, pray?”

			Dom Claude, bur­ied in his own thoughts, no longer listened to him. Char­molue, fol­low­ing the dir­ec­tion of his glance, per­ceived that it was fixed mech­an­ic­ally on the great spider’s web which draped the win­dow. At that mo­ment, a be­wildered fly which was seek­ing the March sun, flung it­self through the net and be­came en­tangled there. On the agit­a­tion of his web, the enorm­ous spider made an ab­rupt move from his cent­ral cell, then with one bound, rushed upon the fly, which he fol­ded to­geth­er with his fore an­ten­nae, while his hideous pro­bos­cis dug in­to the vic­tim’s head. “Poor fly!” said the king’s pro­cur­at­or in the ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al court; and he raised his hand to save it. The arch­deac­on, as though roused with a start, with­held his arm with con­vuls­ive vi­ol­ence.

			“Mas­ter Jacques,” he cried, “let fate take its course!” The pro­cur­at­or wheeled round in af­fright; it seemed to him that pin­cers of iron had clutched his arm. The priest’s eye was star­ing, wild, flam­ing, and re­mained riv­eted on the hor­rible little group of the spider and the fly.

			“Oh, yes!” con­tin­ued the priest, in a voice which seemed to pro­ceed from the depths of his be­ing, “be­hold here a sym­bol of all. She flies, she is joy­ous, she is just born; she seeks the spring, the open air, liberty: oh, yes! but let her come in con­tact with the fatal net­work, and the spider is­sues from it, the hideous spider! Poor dan­cer! poor, pre­destined fly! Let things take their course, Mas­ter Jacques, ’tis fate! Alas! Claude, thou art the spider! Claude, thou art the fly also! Thou wert fly­ing to­wards learn­ing, light, the sun. Thou hadst no oth­er care than to reach the open air, the full day­light of etern­al truth; but in pre­cip­it­at­ing thy­self to­wards the dazzling win­dow which opens upon the oth­er world—upon the world of bright­ness, in­tel­li­gence, and sci­ence—blind fly! sense­less, learned man! thou hast not per­ceived that subtle spider’s web, stretched by des­tiny betwixt the light and thee—thou hast flung thy­self head­long in­to it, and now thou art strug­gling with head broken and mangled wings between the iron an­ten­nae of fate! Mas­ter Jacques! Mas­ter Jacques! let the spider work its will!”

			“I as­sure you,” said Char­molue, who was gaz­ing at him without com­pre­hend­ing him, “that I will not touch it. But re­lease my arm, mas­ter, for pity’s sake! You have a hand like a pair of pin­cers.”

			The arch­deac­on did not hear him. “Oh, mad­man!” he went on, without re­mov­ing his gaze from the win­dow. “And even couldst thou have broken through that for­mid­able web, with thy gnat’s wings, thou be­lievest that thou couldst have reached the light? Alas! that pane of glass which is fur­ther on, that trans­par­ent obstacle, that wall of crys­tal, harder than brass, which sep­ar­ates all philo­sophies from the truth, how wouldst thou have over­come it? Oh, van­ity of sci­ence! how many wise men come fly­ing from afar, to dash their heads against thee! How many sys­tems vainly fling them­selves buzz­ing against that etern­al pane!”

			He be­came si­lent. These last ideas, which had gradu­ally led him back from him­self to sci­ence, ap­peared to have calmed him. Jacques Char­molue re­called him wholly to a sense of real­ity by ad­dress­ing to him this ques­tion: “Come, now, mas­ter, when will you come to aid me in mak­ing gold? I am im­pa­tient to suc­ceed.”

			The arch­deac­on shook his head, with a bit­ter smile. “Mas­ter Jacques read Michel Psel­lus’ ‘Dia­logus de En­er­gia et Op­er­a­tione Dae­monum.’ What we are do­ing is not wholly in­no­cent.”

			“Speak lower, mas­ter! I have my sus­pi­cions of it,” said Jacques Char­molue. “But one must prac­tise a bit of her­met­ic sci­ence when one is only pro­cur­at­or of the king in the ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al court, at thirty crowns tournois a year. Only speak low.”

			At that mo­ment the sound of jaws in the act of mas­tic­a­tion, which pro­ceeded from be­neath the fur­nace, struck Char­molue’s un­easy ear.

			“What’s that?” he in­quired.

			It was the schol­ar, who, ill at ease, and greatly bored in his hid­ing-place, had suc­ceeded in dis­cov­er­ing there a stale crust and a tri­angle of mouldy cheese, and had set to de­vour­ing the whole without ce­re­mony, by way of con­sol­a­tion and break­fast. As he was very hungry, he made a great deal of noise, and he ac­cen­ted each mouth­ful strongly, which startled and alarmed the pro­cur­at­or.

			“ ’Tis a cat of mine,” said the arch­deac­on, quickly, “who is re­gal­ing her­self un­der there with a mouse.”

			This ex­plan­a­tion sat­is­fied Char­molue.

			“In fact, mas­ter,” he replied, with a re­spect­ful smile, “all great philo­soph­ers have their fa­mil­i­ar an­im­al. You know what Ser­vi­us saith: ‘Nul­lus en­im locus sine genio est—for there is no place that hath not its spir­it.’ ”

			But Dom Claude, who stood in ter­ror of some new freak on the part of Je­han, re­minded his worthy dis­ciple that they had some fig­ures on the façade to study to­geth­er, and the two quit­ted the cell, to the ac­com­pani­ment of a great “ouf!” from the schol­ar, who began to ser­i­ously fear that his knee would ac­quire the im­print of his chin.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Ef­fect Which Sev­en Oaths in the Open Air Can Pro­duce

			
			“Te Deum lauda­mus!” ex­claimed Mas­ter Je­han, creep­ing out from his hole, “the screech-owls have de­par­ted. Och! och! Hax! pax! max! fleas! mad dogs! the dev­il! I have had enough of their con­ver­sa­tion! My head is hum­ming like a bell tower. And mouldy cheese to boot! Come on! Let us des­cend, take the big broth­er’s purse and con­vert all these coins in­to bottles!”

			He cast a glance of ten­der­ness and ad­mir­a­tion in­to the in­teri­or of the pre­cious pouch, re­ad­jus­ted his toi­let, rubbed up his boots, dus­ted his poor half sleeves, all gray with ashes, whistled an air, in­dulged in a sport­ive pi­rou­ette, looked about to see wheth­er there were not some­thing more in the cell to take, gathered up here and there on the fur­nace some am­u­let in glass which might serve to be­stow, in the guise of a trinket, on Isa­beau la Thi­errye, fi­nally pushed open the door which his broth­er had left un­fastened, as a last in­dul­gence, and which he, in his turn, left open as a last piece of malice, and des­cen­ded the cir­cu­lar stair­case, skip­ping like a bird.

			In the midst of the gloom of the spir­al stair­case, he el­bowed some­thing which drew aside with a growl; he took it for gran­ted that it was Quasimodo, and it struck him as so droll that he des­cen­ded the re­mainder of the stair­case hold­ing his sides with laughter. On emer­ging upon the Place, he laughed yet more heart­ily.

			He stamped his foot when he found him­self on the ground once again. “Oh!” said he, “good and hon­or­able pave­ment of Par­is, cursed stair­case, fit to put the an­gels of Jac­ob’s lad­der out of breath! What was I think­ing of to thrust my­self in­to that stone gim­let which pierces the sky; all for the sake of eat­ing bearded cheese, and look­ing at the bell-towers of Par­is through a hole in the wall!”

			He ad­vanced a few paces, and caught sight of the two screech owls, that is to say, Dom Claude and Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue, ab­sorbed in con­tem­pla­tion be­fore a carving on the façade. He ap­proached them on tip­toe, and heard the arch­deac­on say in a low tone to Char­molue: “ ’Twas Guil­laume de Par­is who caused a Job to be carved upon this stone of the hue of lapis-lazuli, gil­ded on the edges. Job rep­res­ents the philo­soph­er’s stone, which must also be tried and mar­tyr­ized in or­der to be­come per­fect, as saith Ray­mond Lulle: Sub con­ser­va­tione form­ae spe­cificae salva an­ima.”

			“That makes no dif­fer­ence to me,” said Je­han, “ ’tis I who have the purse.”

			At that mo­ment he heard a power­ful and son­or­ous voice ar­tic­u­late be­hind him a for­mid­able series of oaths. “Sang Dieu! Ventre-Dieu! Bédieu! Corps de Dieu! Nom­bril de Belzébuth! Nom d’un pa­pe! Corne et ton­nerre.”

			“Upon my soul!” ex­claimed Je­han, “that can only be my friend, Cap­tain Phoe­bus!”

			This name of Phoe­bus reached the ears of the arch­deac­on at the mo­ment when he was ex­plain­ing to the king’s pro­cur­at­or the dragon which is hid­ing its tail in a bath, from which is­sue smoke and the head of a king. Dom Claude star­ted, in­ter­rup­ted him­self and, to the great amazement of Char­molue, turned round and be­held his broth­er Je­han ac­cost­ing a tall of­ficer at the door of the Gonde­laur­i­er man­sion.

			It was, in fact, Cap­tain Phoe­bus de Château­pers. He was backed up against a corner of the house of his be­trothed and swear­ing like a hea­then.

			“By my faith! Cap­tain Phoe­bus,” said Je­han, tak­ing him by the hand, “you are curs­ing with ad­mir­able vig­or.”

			“Horns and thun­der!” replied the cap­tain.

			“Horns and thun­der your­self!” replied the stu­dent. “Come now, fair cap­tain, whence comes this over­flow of fine words?”

			“Par­don me, good com­rade Je­han,” ex­claimed Phoe­bus, shak­ing his hand, “a horse go­ing at a gal­lop can­not halt short. Now, I was swear­ing at a hard gal­lop. I have just been with those prudes, and when I come forth, I al­ways find my throat full of curses, I must spit them out or strangle, ventre et ton­nerre!”

			“Will you come and drink?” asked the schol­ar.

			This pro­pos­i­tion calmed the cap­tain.

			“I’m will­ing, but I have no money.”

			“But I have!”

			“Bah! let’s see it!”

			Je­han spread out the purse be­fore the cap­tain’s eyes, with dig­nity and sim­pli­city. Mean­while, the arch­deac­on, who had aban­doned the dumb­foun­ded Char­molue where he stood, had ap­proached them and hal­ted a few paces dis­tant, watch­ing them without their no­ti­cing him, so deeply were they ab­sorbed in con­tem­pla­tion of the purse.

			Phoe­bus ex­claimed: “A purse in your pock­et, Je­han! ’tis the moon in a buck­et of wa­ter, one sees it there but ’tis not there. There is noth­ing but its shad­ow. Pardieu! let us wager that these are pebbles!”

			Je­han replied coldly: “Here are the pebbles where­with I pave my fob!”

			And without adding an­oth­er word, he emp­tied the purse on a neigh­bor­ing post, with the air of a Ro­man sav­ing his coun­try.

			“True God!” muttered Phoe­bus, “targes, big-blanks, little blanks, mailles,38 every two worth one of Tournay, farthings of Par­is, real eagle liards! ’Tis dazzling!”

			Je­han re­mained dig­ni­fied and im­mov­able. Sev­er­al liards had rolled in­to the mud; the cap­tain in his en­thu­si­asm stooped to pick them up. Je­han re­strained him.

			“Fie, Cap­tain Phoe­bus de Château­pers!”

			Phoe­bus coun­ted the coins, and turn­ing to­wards Je­han with solem­nity, “Do you know, Je­han, that there are three and twenty sous parisis! whom have you plundered to­night, in the Street Cut-Weazand?”

			Je­han flung back his blonde and curly head, and said, half-clos­ing his eyes dis­dain­fully—

			“We have a broth­er who is an arch­deac­on and a fool.”

			“Corne de Dieu!” ex­claimed Phoe­bus, “the worthy man!”

			“Let us go and drink,” said Je­han.

			“Where shall we go?” said Phoe­bus; “ ‘To Eve’s Apple.’ ”

			“No, cap­tain, to ‘An­cient Sci­ence.’ An old wo­man saw­ing a bas­ket handle;39 ’tis a re­bus, and I like that.”

			“A plague on re­buses, Je­han! the wine is bet­ter at ‘Eve’s Apple’; and then, be­side the door there is a vine in the sun which cheers me while I am drink­ing.”

			“Well! here goes for Eve and her apple,” said the stu­dent, and tak­ing Phoe­bus’s arm. “By the way, my dear cap­tain, you just men­tioned the Rue Coupe-Gueule.40 That is a very bad form of speech; people are no longer so bar­bar­ous. They say, Coupe-Gorge.”41

			The two friends set out to­wards “Eve’s Apple.” It is un­ne­ces­sary to men­tion that they had first gathered up the money, and that the arch­deac­on fol­lowed them.

			The arch­deac­on fol­lowed them, gloomy and hag­gard. Was this the Phoe­bus whose ac­cursed name had been mingled with all his thoughts ever since his in­ter­view with Grin­goire? He did not know it, but it was at least a Phoe­bus, and that ma­gic name suf­ficed to make the arch­deac­on fol­low the two heed­less com­rades with the stealthy tread of a wolf, listen­ing to their words and ob­serving their slight­est ges­tures with anxious at­ten­tion. Moreover, noth­ing was easi­er than to hear everything they said, as they talked loudly, not in the least con­cerned that the pass­ersby were taken in­to their con­fid­ence. They talked of duels, wenches, wine pots, and folly.

			At the turn­ing of a street, the sound of a tam­bour­ine reached them from a neigh­bor­ing square. Dom Claude heard the of­ficer say to the schol­ar—

			“Thun­der! Let us hasten our steps!”

			“Why, Phoe­bus?”

			“I’m afraid lest the Bo­hemi­an should see me.”

			“What Bo­hemi­an?”

			“The little girl with the goat.”

			“La Smer­alda?”

			“That’s it, Je­han. I al­ways for­get her dev­il of a name. Let us make haste, she will re­cog­nize me. I don’t want to have that girl ac­cost me in the street.”

			“Do you know her, Phoe­bus?”

			Here the arch­deac­on saw Phoe­bus sneer, bend down to Je­han’s ear, and say a few words to him in a low voice; then Phoe­bus burst in­to a laugh, and shook his head with a tri­umphant air.

			“Truly?” said Je­han.

			“Upon my soul!” said Phoe­bus.

			“This even­ing?”

			“This even­ing.”

			“Are you sure that she will come?”

			“Are you a fool, Je­han? Does one doubt such things?”

			“Cap­tain Phoe­bus, you are a happy gen­darme!”

			The arch­deac­on heard the whole of this con­ver­sa­tion. His teeth chattered; a vis­ible shiver ran through his whole body. He hal­ted for a mo­ment, leaned against a post like a drunk­en man, then fol­lowed the two merry knaves.

			At the mo­ment when he over­took them once more, they had changed their con­ver­sa­tion. He heard them singing at the top of their lungs the an­cient re­frain—

			
				
					Les en­fants des Petits-Car­r­eaux
					

					Se font pen­dre comme des veaux.42
				

			

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Mys­ter­i­ous Monk

			
			The il­lus­tri­ous wine shop of “Eve’s Apple” was situ­ated in the Uni­ver­sity, at the corner of the Rue de la Rondelle and the Rue de la Bâ­ton­ni­er. It was a very spa­cious and very low hall on the ground floor, with a vaul­ted ceil­ing whose cent­ral spring res­ted upon a huge pil­lar of wood painted yel­low; tables every­where, shin­ing pew­ter jugs hanging on the walls, al­ways a large num­ber of drink­ers, a plenty of wenches, a win­dow on the street, a vine at the door, and over the door a flar­ing piece of sheet-iron, painted with an apple and a wo­man, rus­ted by the rain and turn­ing with the wind on an iron pin. This spe­cies of weather­vane which looked upon the pave­ment was the sign­board.

			Night was fall­ing; the square was dark; the wine-shop, full of candles, flamed afar like a forge in the gloom; the noise of glasses and feast­ing, of oaths and quar­rels, which es­caped through the broken panes, was aud­ible. Through the mist which the warmth of the room spread over the win­dow in front, a hun­dred con­fused fig­ures could be seen swarm­ing, and from time to time a burst of noisy laughter broke forth from it. The pass­ersby who were go­ing about their busi­ness, slipped past this tu­mul­tu­ous win­dow without glan­cing at it. Only at in­ter­vals did some little ragged boy raise him­self on tip­toe as far as the ledge, and hurl in­to the drink­ing-shop, that an­cient, jeer­ing hoot, with which drunk­en men were then pur­sued: “Aux Houls, saouls, saouls, saouls!”

			Nev­er­the­less, one man paced im­per­turb­ably back and forth in front of the tav­ern, gaz­ing at it in­cess­antly, and go­ing no fur­ther from it than a pike­man from his sen­try-box. He was en­vel­oped in a mantle to his very nose. This mantle he had just pur­chased of the old-clothes man, in the vi­cin­ity of the “Eve’s Apple,” no doubt to pro­tect him­self from the cold of the March even­ing, pos­sibly also, to con­ceal his cos­tume. From time to time he paused in front of the dim win­dow with its leaden lat­tice, listened, looked, and stamped his foot.

			At length the door of the dram-shop opened. This was what he ap­peared to be wait­ing for. Two boon com­pan­ions came forth. The ray of light which es­caped from the door crim­soned for a mo­ment their jovi­al faces.

			The man in the mantle went and sta­tioned him­self on the watch un­der a porch on the oth­er side of the street.

			“Corne et ton­nerre!” said one of the com­rades. “Sev­en o’clock is on the point of strik­ing. ’Tis the hour of my ap­poin­ted meet­ing.”

			“I tell you,” re­peated his com­pan­ion, with a thick tongue, “that I don’t live in the Rue des Mauvaises Pa­roles, in­dignus qui inter mala verba hab­it­at. I have a lodging in the Rue Jean-Pain-Mol­let, in vico Jo­han­nis Pain-Mol­let. You are more horned than a uni­corn if you as­sert the con­trary. Every­one knows that he who once mounts astride a bear is nev­er after afraid; but you have a nose turned to dain­ties like Saint-Jacques of the hos­pit­al.”

			“Je­han, my friend, you are drunk,” said the oth­er.

			The oth­er replied stag­ger­ing, “It pleases you to say so, Phoe­bus; but it hath been proved that Pla­to had the pro­file of a hound.”

			The read­er has, no doubt, already re­cog­nized our two brave friends, the cap­tain and the schol­ar. It ap­pears that the man who was ly­ing in wait for them had also re­cog­nized them, for he slowly fol­lowed all the zig­zags that the schol­ar caused the cap­tain to make, who be­ing a more hardened drink­er had re­tained all his self-pos­ses­sion. By listen­ing to them at­tent­ively, the man in the mantle could catch in its en­tirety the fol­low­ing in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion—

			“Corbacque! Do try to walk straight, mas­ter bach­el­or; you know that I must leave you. Here it is sev­en o’clock. I have an ap­point­ment with a wo­man.”

			“Leave me then! I see stars and lances of fire. You are like the Château de Damp­martin, which is burst­ing with laughter.”

			“By the warts of my grand­moth­er, Je­han, you are rav­ing with too much ra­bid­ness. By the way, Je­han, have you any money left?”

			“Mon­sieur Rect­or, there is no mis­take; the little butcher’s shop, parva boucher­ia.”

			“Je­han! my friend Je­han! You know that I made an ap­point­ment with that little girl at the end of the Pont Saint-Michel, and I can only take her to the Falour­del’s, the old crone of the bridge, and that I must pay for a cham­ber. The old witch with a white mous­tache would not trust me. Je­han! for pity’s sake! Have we drunk up the whole of the curé’s purse? Have you not a single parisis left?”

			“The con­scious­ness of hav­ing spent the oth­er hours well is a just and sa­vory con­di­ment for the table.”

			“Belly and guts! a truce to your whim­sic­al non­sense! Tell me, Je­han of the dev­il! have you any money left? Give it to me, bédieu! or I will search you, were you as lep­rous as Job, and as scabby as Caesar!”

			“Mon­sieur, the Rue Galiache is a street which hath at one end the Rue de la Ver­rer­ie, and at the oth­er the Rue de la Tix­er­an­der­ie.”

			“Well, yes! my good friend Je­han, my poor com­rade, the Rue Galiache is good, very good. But in the name of heav­en col­lect your wits. I must have a sou parisis, and the ap­point­ment is for sev­en o’clock.”

			“Si­lence for the rondo, and at­ten­tion to the re­frain—

			
				
					“Quand les rats man­geront les cas,
					

					Le roi sera sei­gneur d’Ar­ras;
					

					Quand la mer, qui est grande et lée
					

					Sera à la Saint-Jean gelée,
					

					On verra, par-des­sus la glace,
					

					Sortir ceux d’Ar­ras de leur place.”43
				

			

			“Well, schol­ar of An­ti­christ, may you be strangled with the en­trails of your moth­er!” ex­claimed Phoe­bus, and he gave the drunk­en schol­ar a rough push; the lat­ter slipped against the wall, and slid flab­bily to the pave­ment of Philip Au­gus­tus. A rem­nant of fraternal pity, which nev­er aban­dons the heart of a drink­er, promp­ted Phoe­bus to roll Je­han with his foot upon one of those pil­lows of the poor, which Provid­ence keeps in read­i­ness at the corner of all the street posts of Par­is, and which the rich blight with the name of “a rub­bish-heap.” The cap­tain ad­jus­ted Je­han’s head upon an in­clined plane of cab­bage-stumps, and on the very in­stant, the schol­ar fell to snor­ing in a mag­ni­fi­cent bass. Mean­while, all malice was not ex­tin­guished in the cap­tain’s heart. “So much the worse if the dev­il’s cart picks you up on its pas­sage!” he said to the poor, sleep­ing clerk; and he strode off.

			The man in the mantle, who had not ceased to fol­low him, hal­ted for a mo­ment be­fore the pros­trate schol­ar, as though agit­ated by in­de­cision; then, ut­ter­ing a pro­found sigh, he also strode off in pur­suit of the cap­tain.

			We, like them, will leave Je­han to slum­ber be­neath the open sky, and will fol­low them also, if it pleases the read­er.

			On emer­ging in­to the Rue Saint-An­dré-des-Arcs, Cap­tain Phoe­bus per­ceived that someone was fol­low­ing him. On glan­cing side­ways by chance, he per­ceived a sort of shad­ow crawl­ing after him along the walls. He hal­ted, it hal­ted; he re­sumed his march, it re­sumed its march. This dis­turbed him not over­much. “Ah, bah!” he said to him­self, “I have not a sou.”

			He paused in front of the Col­lege d’Au­tun. It was at this col­lege that he had sketched out what he called his stud­ies, and, through a schol­ar’s teas­ing habit which still lingered in him, he nev­er passed the façade without in­flict­ing on the statue of Car­din­al Pierre Ber­trand, sculp­tured to the right of the portal, the af­front of which Pri­apus com­plains so bit­terly in the satire of Hor­ace, Olim trun­cus eram ficul­nus. He had done this with so much un­re­lent­ing an­im­os­ity that the in­scrip­tion, Edu­en­sis epis­copus, had be­come al­most ef­faced. There­fore, he hal­ted be­fore the statue ac­cord­ing to his wont. The street was ut­terly deser­ted. At the mo­ment when he was coolly rety­ing his shoulder knots, with his nose in the air, he saw the shad­ow ap­proach­ing him with slow steps, so slow that he had ample time to ob­serve that this shad­ow wore a cloak and a hat. On ar­riv­ing near him, it hal­ted and re­mained more mo­tion­less than the statue of Car­din­al Ber­trand. Mean­while, it riv­eted upon Phoe­bus two in­tent eyes, full of that vague light which is­sues in the night time from the pu­pils of a cat.

			The cap­tain was brave, and would have cared very little for a high­way­man, with a rapi­er in his hand. But this walk­ing statue, this pet­ri­fied man, froze his blood. There were then in cir­cu­la­tion, strange stor­ies of a surly monk, a noc­turn­al prowl­er about the streets of Par­is, and they re­curred con­fusedly to his memory. He re­mained for sev­er­al minutes in stu­pefac­tion, and fi­nally broke the si­lence with a forced laugh.

			“Mon­sieur, if you are a rob­ber, as I hope you are, you pro­duce upon me the ef­fect of a her­on at­tack­ing a nut­shell. I am the son of a ruined fam­ily, my dear fel­low. Try your hand near by here. In the chapel of this col­lege there is some wood of the true cross set in sil­ver.”

			The hand of the shad­ow emerged from be­neath its mantle and des­cen­ded upon the arm of Phoe­bus with the grip of an eagle’s talon; at the same time the shad­ow spoke—

			“Cap­tain Phoe­bus de Château­pers!”

			“What, the dev­il!” said Phoe­bus, “you know my name!”

			“I know not your name alone,” con­tin­ued the man in the mantle, with his sepulchral voice. “You have a ren­dez­vous this even­ing.”

			“Yes,” replied Phoe­bus in amazement.

			“At sev­en o’clock.”

			“In a quarter of an hour.”

			“At la Falour­del’s.”

			“Pre­cisely.”

			“The lewd hag of the Pont Saint-Michel.”

			“Of Saint Michel the archangel, as the Pa­ter Nos­ter saith.”

			“Im­pi­ous wretch!” muttered the spectre. “With a wo­man?”

			“Con­fiteor—I con­fess—.”

			“Who is called—?”

			“La Smer­alda,” said Phoe­bus, gayly. All his heed­less­ness had gradu­ally re­turned.

			At this name, the shad­ow’s grasp shook the arm of Phoe­bus in a fury.

			“Cap­tain Phoe­bus de Château­pers, thou li­est!”

			Any one who could have be­held at that mo­ment the cap­tain’s in­flamed coun­ten­ance, his leap back­wards, so vi­ol­ent that he dis­en­gaged him­self from the grip which held him, the proud air with which he clapped his hand on his sword­hilt, and, in the pres­ence of this wrath the gloomy im­mob­il­ity of the man in the cloak—any one who could have be­held this would have been frightened. There was in it a touch of the com­bat of Don Juan and the statue.

			“Christ and Satan!” ex­claimed the cap­tain. “That is a word which rarely strikes the ear of a Château­pers! Thou wilt not dare re­peat it.”

			“Thou li­est!” said the shad­ow coldly.

			The cap­tain gnashed his teeth. Surly monk, phantom, su­per­sti­tions—he had for­got­ten all at that mo­ment. He no longer be­held any­thing but a man, and an in­sult.

			“Ah! this is well!” he stammered, in a voice stifled with rage. He drew his sword, then stam­mer­ing, for an­ger as well as fear makes a man tremble: “Here! On the spot! Come on! Swords! Swords! Blood on the pave­ment!”

			But the oth­er nev­er stirred. When he be­held his ad­versary on guard and ready to parry—

			“Cap­tain Phoe­bus,” he said, and his tone vi­brated with bit­ter­ness, “you for­get your ap­point­ment.”

			The rages of men like Phoe­bus are milk-soups, whose ebulli­tion is calmed by a drop of cold wa­ter. This simple re­mark caused the sword which glittered in the cap­tain’s hand to be lowered.

			“Cap­tain,” pur­sued the man, “to­mor­row, the day after to­mor­row, a month hence, ten years hence, you will find me ready to cut your throat; but go first to your ren­dez­vous.”

			“In sooth,” said Phoe­bus, as though seek­ing to ca­pit­u­late with him­self, “these are two charm­ing things to be en­countered in a ren­dez­vous—a sword and a wench; but I do not see why I should miss the one for the sake of the oth­er, when I can have both.”

			He re­placed his sword in its scab­bard.

			“Go to your ren­dez­vous,” said the man.

			“Mon­sieur,” replied Phoe­bus with some em­bar­rass­ment, “many thanks for your cour­tesy. In fact, there will be ample time to­mor­row for us to chop up fath­er Adam’s doublet in­to slashes and but­ton­holes. I am ob­liged to you for al­low­ing me to pass one more agree­able quarter of an hour. I cer­tainly did hope to put you in the gut­ter, and still ar­rive in time for the fair one, es­pe­cially as it has a bet­ter ap­pear­ance to make the wo­men wait a little in such cases. But you strike me as hav­ing the air of a gal­lant man, and it is safer to de­fer our af­fair un­til to­mor­row. So I will be­take my­self to my ren­dez­vous; it is for sev­en o’clock, as you know.” Here Phoe­bus scratched his ear. “Ah. Corne Dieu! I had for­got­ten! I haven’t a sou to dis­charge the price of the gar­ret, and the old crone will in­sist on be­ing paid in ad­vance. She dis­trusts me.”

			“Here is the where­with­al to pay.”

			Phoe­bus felt the stranger’s cold hand slip in­to his a large piece of money. He could not re­frain from tak­ing the money and press­ing the hand.

			“Vrai Dieu!” he ex­claimed, “you are a good fel­low!”

			“One con­di­tion,” said the man. “Prove to me that I have been wrong and that you were speak­ing the truth. Hide me in some corner whence I can see wheth­er this wo­man is really the one whose name you uttered.”

			“Oh!” replied Phoe­bus, “ ’tis all one to me. We will take, the Sainte-Marthe cham­ber; you can look at your ease from the ken­nel hard by.”

			“Come then,” said the shad­ow.

			“At your ser­vice,” said the cap­tain, “I know not wheth­er you are Mess­er Diavol­us in per­son; but let us be good friends for this even­ing; to­mor­row I will re­pay you all my debts, both of purse and sword.”

			They set out again at a rap­id pace. At the ex­pir­a­tion of a few minutes, the sound of the river an­nounced to them that they were on the Pont Saint-Michel, then loaded with houses.

			“I will first show you the way,” said Phoe­bus to his com­pan­ion, “I will then go in search of the fair one who is await­ing me near the Petit-Châtelet.”

			His com­pan­ion made no reply; he had not uttered a word since they had been walk­ing side by side. Phoe­bus hal­ted be­fore a low door, and knocked roughly; a light made its ap­pear­ance through the cracks of the door.

			“Who is there?” cried a tooth­less voice.

			“Corps-Dieu! Tête-Dieu! Ventre-Dieu!” replied the cap­tain.

			The door opened in­stantly, and al­lowed the new­comers to see an old wo­man and an old lamp, both of which trembled. The old wo­man was bent double, clad in tat­ters, with a shak­ing head, pierced with two small eyes, and coiffed with a dish clout; wrinkled every­where, on hands and face and neck; her lips re­treated un­der her gums, and about her mouth she had tufts of white hairs which gave her the whiskered look of a cat.

			The in­teri­or of the den was no less dilap­it­ated than she; there were chalk walls, blackened beams in the ceil­ing, a dis­mantled chim­neypiece, spiders’ webs in all the corners, in the middle a stag­ger­ing herd of tables and lame stools, a dirty child among the ashes, and at the back a stair­case, or rather, a wooden lad­der, which ended in a trap­door in the ceil­ing.

			On en­ter­ing this lair, Phoe­bus’s mys­ter­i­ous com­pan­ion raised his mantle to his very eyes. Mean­while, the cap­tain, swear­ing like a Sara­cen, hastened to “make the sun shine in a crown” as saith our ad­mir­able Rég­ni­er.

			“The Sainte-Marthe cham­ber,” said he.

			The old wo­man ad­dressed him as mon­sei­gneur, and shut up the crown in a draw­er. It was the coin which the man in the black mantle had giv­en to Phoe­bus. While her back was turned, the bushy-headed and ragged little boy who was play­ing in the ashes, adroitly ap­proached the draw­er, ab­strac­ted the crown, and put in its place a dry leaf which he had plucked from a fag­ot.

			The old crone made a sign to the two gen­tle­men, as she called them, to fol­low her, and moun­ted the lad­der in ad­vance of them. On ar­riv­ing at the up­per story, she set her lamp on a cof­fer, and, Phoe­bus, like a fre­quent vis­it­or of the house, opened a door which opened on a dark hole. “Enter here, my dear fel­low,” he said to his com­pan­ion. The man in the mantle obeyed without a word in reply, the door closed upon him; he heard Phoe­bus bolt it, and a mo­ment later des­cend the stairs again with the aged hag. The light had dis­ap­peared.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Util­ity of Win­dows Which Open on the River

			
			Claude Frollo (for we pre­sume that the read­er, more in­tel­li­gent than Phoe­bus, has seen in this whole ad­ven­ture no oth­er surly monk than the arch­deac­on), Claude Frollo groped about for sev­er­al mo­ments in the dark lair in­to which the cap­tain had bolted him. It was one of those nooks which ar­chi­tects some­times re­serve at the point of junc­tion between the roof and the sup­port­ing wall. A ver­tic­al sec­tion of this ken­nel, as Phoe­bus had so justly styled it, would have made a tri­angle. Moreover, there was neither win­dow nor air-hole, and the slope of the roof pre­ven­ted one from stand­ing up­right. Ac­cord­ingly, Claude crouched down in the dust, and the plaster which cracked be­neath him; his head was on fire; rum­ma­ging around him with his hands, he found on the floor a bit of broken glass, which he pressed to his brow, and whose cool­ness af­forded him some re­lief.

			What was tak­ing place at that mo­ment in the gloomy soul of the arch­deac­on? God and him­self could alone know.

			In what or­der was he ar­ran­ging in his mind la Es­mer­alda, Phoe­bus, Jacques Char­molue, his young broth­er so be­loved, yet aban­doned by him in the mire, his arch­deac­on’s cas­sock, his repu­ta­tion per­haps dragged to la Falour­del’s, all these ad­ven­tures, all these im­ages? I can­not say. But it is cer­tain that these ideas formed in his mind a hor­rible group.

			He had been wait­ing a quarter of an hour; it seemed to him that he had grown a cen­tury older. All at once he heard the creak­ing of the boards of the stair­way; someone was as­cend­ing. The trap­door opened once more; a light re­appeared. There was a tol­er­ably large crack in the worm-eaten door of his den; he put his face to it. In this man­ner he could see all that went on in the ad­join­ing room. The cat-faced old crone was the first to emerge from the trap-door, lamp in hand; then Phoe­bus, twirl­ing his mous­tache, then a third per­son, that beau­ti­ful and grace­ful fig­ure, la Es­mer­alda. The priest be­held her rise from be­low like a dazzling ap­par­i­tion. Claude trembled, a cloud spread over his eyes, his pulses beat vi­ol­ently, everything rustled and whirled around him; he no longer saw nor heard any­thing.

			When he re­covered him­self, Phoe­bus and Es­mer­alda were alone seated on the wooden cof­fer be­side the lamp which made these two youth­ful fig­ures and a miser­able pal­let at the end of the at­tic stand out plainly be­fore the arch­deac­on’s eyes.

			Be­side the pal­let was a win­dow, whose panes broken like a spider’s web upon which rain has fallen, al­lowed a view, through its rent meshes, of a corner of the sky, and the moon ly­ing far away on an ei­der­down bed of soft clouds.

			The young girl was blush­ing, con­fused, pal­pit­at­ing. Her long, droop­ing lashes shaded her crim­son cheeks. The of­ficer, to whom she dared not lift her eyes, was ra­di­ant. Mech­an­ic­ally, and with a charm­ingly un­con­scious ges­ture, she traced with the tip of her fin­ger in­co­her­ent lines on the bench, and watched her fin­ger. Her foot was not vis­ible. The little goat was nest­ling upon it.

			The cap­tain was very gal­lantly clad; he had tufts of em­broid­ery at his neck and wrists; a great el­eg­ance at that day.

			It was not without dif­fi­culty that Dom Claude man­aged to hear what they were say­ing, through the hum­ming of the blood, which was boil­ing in his temples.

			(A con­ver­sa­tion between lov­ers is a very com­mon­place af­fair. It is a per­petu­al “I love you.” A mu­sic­al phrase which is very in­sip­id and very bald for in­dif­fer­ent listen­ers, when it is not or­na­men­ted with some fior­it­ure; but Claude was not an in­dif­fer­ent listen­er.)

			“Oh!” said the young girl, without rais­ing her eyes, “do not des­pise me, mon­sei­gneur Phoe­bus. I feel that what I am do­ing is not right.”

			“Des­pise you, my pretty child!” replied the of­ficer with an air of su­per­i­or and dis­tin­guished gal­lantry, “des­pise you, tête-Dieu! and why?”

			“For hav­ing fol­lowed you!”

			“On that point, my beauty, we don’t agree. I ought not to des­pise you, but to hate you.”

			The young girl looked at him in af­fright: “Hate me! what have I done?”

			“For hav­ing re­quired so much ur­ging.”

			“Alas!” said she, “ ’tis be­cause I am break­ing a vow. I shall not find my par­ents! The am­u­let will lose its vir­tue. But what mat­ters it? What need have I of fath­er or moth­er now?”

			So say­ing, she fixed upon the cap­tain her great black eyes, moist with joy and ten­der­ness.

			“Dev­il take me if I un­der­stand you!” ex­claimed Phoe­bus. La Es­mer­alda re­mained si­lent for a mo­ment, then a tear dropped from her eyes, a sigh from her lips, and she said—“Oh! mon­sei­gneur, I love you.”

			Such a per­fume of chastity, such a charm of vir­tue sur­roun­ded the young girl, that Phoe­bus did not feel com­pletely at his ease be­side her. But this re­mark em­boldened him: “You love me!” he said with rap­ture, and he threw his arm round the gypsy’s waist. He had only been wait­ing for this op­por­tun­ity.

			The priest saw it, and tested with the tip of his fin­ger the point of a pon­iard which he wore con­cealed in his breast.

			“Phoe­bus,” con­tin­ued the Bo­hemi­an, gently re­leas­ing her waist from the cap­tain’s ten­a­cious hands, “You are good, you are gen­er­ous, you are hand­some; you saved me, me who am only a poor child lost in Bo­hemia. I had long been dream­ing of an of­ficer who should save my life. ’Twas of you that I was dream­ing, be­fore I knew you, my Phoe­bus; the of­ficer of my dream had a beau­ti­ful uni­form like yours, a grand look, a sword; your name is Phoe­bus; ’tis a beau­ti­ful name. I love your name; I love your sword. Draw your sword, Phoe­bus, that I may see it.”

			“Child!” said the cap­tain, and he un­sheathed his sword with a smile.

			The gypsy looked at the hilt, the blade; ex­amined the cipher on the guard with ad­or­able curi­os­ity, and kissed the sword, say­ing—

			“You are the sword of a brave man. I love my cap­tain.” Phoe­bus again profited by the op­por­tun­ity to im­press upon her beau­ti­ful bent neck a kiss which made the young girl straight­en her­self up as scar­let as a poppy. The priest gnashed his teeth over it in the dark.

			“Phoe­bus,” re­sumed the gypsy, “let me talk to you. Pray walk a little, that I may see you at full height, and that I may hear your spurs jingle. How hand­some you are!”

			The cap­tain rose to please her, chid­ing her with a smile of sat­is­fac­tion—

			“What a child you are! By the way, my charm­er, have you seen me in my arch­er’s ce­re­mo­ni­al doublet?”

			“Alas! no,” she replied.

			“It is very hand­some!”

			Phoe­bus re­turned and seated him­self be­side her, but much closer than be­fore.

			“Listen, my dear—”

			The gypsy gave him sev­er­al little taps with her pretty hand on his mouth, with a child­ish mirth and grace and gayety.

			“No, no, I will not listen to you. Do you love me? I want you to tell me wheth­er you love me.”

			“Do I love thee, an­gel of my life!” ex­claimed the cap­tain, half kneel­ing. “My body, my blood, my soul, all are thine; all are for thee. I love thee, and I have nev­er loved any one but thee.”

			The cap­tain had re­peated this phrase so many times, in many sim­il­ar con­junc­tures, that he de­livered it all in one breath, without com­mit­ting a single mis­take. At this pas­sion­ate de­clar­a­tion, the gypsy raised to the dirty ceil­ing which served for the skies a glance full of an­gel­ic hap­pi­ness.

			“Oh!” she mur­mured, “this is the mo­ment when one should die!”

			Phoe­bus found “the mo­ment” fa­vor­able for rob­bing her of an­oth­er kiss, which went to tor­ture the un­happy arch­deac­on in his nook. “Die!” ex­claimed the amor­ous cap­tain, “What are you say­ing, my lovely an­gel? ’Tis a time for liv­ing, or Jupiter is only a scamp! Die at the be­gin­ning of so sweet a thing! Corne-de-boeuf, what a jest! It is not that. Listen, my dear Sim­il­ar, Es­menarda—Par­don! you have so prodi­giously Sara­cen a name that I nev­er can get it straight. ’Tis a thick­et which stops me short.”

			“Good heav­ens!” said the poor girl, “and I thought my name pretty be­cause of its sin­gu­lar­ity! But since it dis­pleases you, I would that I were called Go­ton.”

			“Ah! do not weep for such a trifle, my grace­ful maid! ’tis a name to which one must get ac­cus­tomed, that is all. When I once know it by heart, all will go smoothly. Listen then, my dear Sim­il­ar; I ad­ore you pas­sion­ately. I love you so that ’tis simply mi­ra­cu­lous. I know a girl who is burst­ing with rage over it—”

			The jeal­ous girl in­ter­rup­ted him: “Who?”

			“What mat­ters that to us?” said Phoe­bus; “do you love me?”

			“Oh!”—said she.

			“Well! that is all. You shall see how I love you also. May the great dev­il Nep­tun­us spear me if I do not make you the hap­pi­est wo­man in the world. We will have a pretty little house some­where. I will make my arch­ers parade be­fore your win­dows. They are all moun­ted, and set at de­fi­ance those of Cap­tain Mignon. There are voul­gi­ers, cranequiniers and hand cou­le­vein­iers.44 I will take you to the great sights of the Parisi­ans at the store­house of Rully. Eighty thou­sand armed men, thirty thou­sand white har­nesses, short coats or coats of mail; the sixty-sev­en ban­ners of the trades; the stand­ards of the par­lia­ments, of the cham­ber of ac­counts, of the treas­ury of the gen­er­als, of the aides of the mint; a dev­il­ish fine ar­ray, in short! I will con­duct you to see the lions of the Hôtel du Roi, which are wild beasts. All wo­men love that.”

			For sev­er­al mo­ments the young girl, ab­sorbed in her charm­ing thoughts, was dream­ing to the sound of his voice, without listen­ing to the sense of his words.

			“Oh! how happy you will be!” con­tin­ued the cap­tain, and at the same time he gently un­buckled the gypsy’s girdle.

			“What are you do­ing?” she said quickly. This “act of vi­ol­ence” had roused her from her re­very.

			“Noth­ing,” replied Phoe­bus, “I was only say­ing that you must aban­don all this garb of folly, and the street corner when you are with me.”

			“When I am with you, Phoe­bus!” said the young girl ten­derly.

			She be­came pens­ive and si­lent once more.

			The cap­tain, em­boldened by her gen­tle­ness, clasped her waist without res­ist­ance; then began softly to un­lace the poor child’s corsage, and dis­ar­ranged her tuck­er to such an ex­tent that the pant­ing priest be­held the gypsy’s beau­ti­ful shoulder emerge from the gauze, as round and brown as the moon rising through the mists of the ho­ri­zon.

			The young girl al­lowed Phoe­bus to have his way. She did not ap­pear to per­ceive it. The eye of the bold cap­tain flashed.

			Sud­denly she turned to­wards him—

			“Phoe­bus,” she said, with an ex­pres­sion of in­fin­ite love, “in­struct me in thy re­li­gion.”

			“My re­li­gion!” ex­claimed the cap­tain, burst­ing with laughter, “I in­struct you in my re­li­gion! Corne et ton­nerre! What do you want with my re­li­gion?”

			“In or­der that we may be mar­ried,” she replied.

			The cap­tain’s face as­sumed an ex­pres­sion of mingled sur­prise and dis­dain, of care­less­ness and lib­ertine pas­sion.

			“Ah, bah!” said he, “do people marry?”

			The Bo­hemi­an turned pale, and her head drooped sadly on her breast.

			“My beau­ti­ful love,” re­sumed Phoe­bus, ten­derly, “what non­sense is this? A great thing is mar­riage, truly! one is none the less lov­ing for not hav­ing spit Lat­in in­to a priest’s shop!”

			While speak­ing thus in his soft­est voice, he ap­proached ex­tremely near the gypsy; his caress­ing hands re­sumed their place around her supple and del­ic­ate waist, his eye flashed more and more, and everything an­nounced that Mon­sieur Phoe­bus was on the verge of one of those mo­ments when Jupiter him­self com­mits so many fol­lies that Homer is ob­liged to sum­mon a cloud to his res­cue.

			But Dom Claude saw everything. The door was made of thor­oughly rot­ten cask staves, which left large aper­tures for the pas­sage of his hawk­like gaze. This brown-skinned, broad-shouldered priest, hitherto con­demned to the aus­tere vir­gin­ity of the cloister, was quiv­er­ing and boil­ing in the pres­ence of this night scene of love and vo­lup­tu­ous­ness. This young and beau­ti­ful girl giv­en over in dis­ar­ray to the ar­dent young man, made melted lead flow in his-veins; his eyes dar­ted with sen­su­al jeal­ousy be­neath all those loosened pins. Any one who could, at that mo­ment, have seen the face of the un­happy man glued to the worm-eaten bars, would have thought that he be­held the face of a ti­ger glar­ing from the depths of a cage at some jack­al de­vour­ing a gazelle. His eye shone like a candle through the cracks of the door.

			All at once, Phoe­bus, with a rap­id ges­ture, re­moved the gypsy’s gorger­ette. The poor child, who had re­mained pale and dreamy, awoke with a start; she re­coiled hast­ily from the en­ter­pris­ing of­ficer, and, cast­ing a glance at her bare neck and shoulders, red, con­fused, mute with shame, she crossed her two beau­ti­ful arms on her breast to con­ceal it. Had it not been for the flame which burned in her cheeks, at the sight of her so si­lent and mo­tion­less, one would have de­clared her a statue of Mod­esty. Her eyes were lowered.

			But the cap­tain’s ges­ture had re­vealed the mys­ter­i­ous am­u­let which she wore about her neck.

			“What is that?” he said, seiz­ing this pre­text to ap­proach once more the beau­ti­ful creature whom he had just alarmed.

			“Don’t touch it!” she replied, quickly, “ ’tis my guard­i­an. It will make me find my fam­ily again, if I re­main worthy to do so. Oh, leave me, mon­sieur le capi­taine! My moth­er! My poor moth­er! My moth­er! Where art thou? Come to my res­cue! Have pity, Mon­sieur Phoe­bus, give me back my gorger­ette!”

			Phoe­bus re­treated amid said in a cold tone—

			“Oh, ma­demois­elle! I see plainly that you do not love me!”

			“I do not love him!” ex­claimed the un­happy child, and at the same time she clung to the cap­tain, whom she drew to a seat be­side her. “I do not love thee, my Phoe­bus? What art thou say­ing, wicked man, to break my heart? Oh, take me! take all! do what you will with me, I am thine. What mat­ters to me the am­u­let! What mat­ters to me my moth­er! ’Tis thou who art my moth­er since I love thee! Phoe­bus, my be­loved Phoe­bus, dost thou see me? ’Tis I. Look at me; ’tis the little one whom thou wilt surely not re­pulse, who comes, who comes her­self to seek thee. My soul, my life, my body, my per­son, all is one thing—which is thine, my cap­tain. Well, no! We will not marry, since that dis­pleases thee; and then, what am I? a miser­able girl of the gut­ters; whilst thou, my Phoe­bus, art a gen­tle­man. A fine thing, truly! A dan­cer wed an of­ficer! I was mad. No, Phoe­bus, no; I will be thy mis­tress, thy amuse­ment, thy pleas­ure, when thou wilt; a girl who shall be­long to thee. I was only made for that, soiled, des­pised, dis­honored, but what mat­ters it?—be­loved. I shall be the proudest and the most joy­ous of wo­men. And when I grow old or ugly, Phoe­bus, when I am no longer good to love you, you will suf­fer me to serve you still. Oth­ers will em­broid­er scarfs for you; ’tis I, the ser­vant, who will care for them. You will let me pol­ish your spurs, brush your doublet, dust your rid­ing-boots. You will have that pity, will you not, Phoe­bus? Mean­while, take me! here, Phoe­bus, all this be­longs to thee, only love me! We gypsies need only air and love.”

			So say­ing, she threw her arms round the of­ficer’s neck; she looked up at him, sup­plic­at­ingly, with a beau­ti­ful smile, and all in tears. Her del­ic­ate neck rubbed against his cloth doublet with its rough em­broid­er­ies. She writhed on her knees, her beau­ti­ful body half na­ked. The in­tox­ic­ated cap­tain pressed his ar­dent lips to those lovely Afric­an shoulders. The young girl, her eyes bent on the ceil­ing, as she leaned back­wards, quivered, all pal­pit­at­ing, be­neath this kiss.

			All at once, above Phoe­bus’s head she be­held an­oth­er head; a green, liv­id, con­vulsed face, with the look of a lost soul; near this face was a hand grasp­ing a pon­iard. It was the face and hand of the priest; he had broken the door and he was there. Phoe­bus could not see him. The young girl re­mained mo­tion­less, frozen with ter­ror, dumb, be­neath that ter­rible ap­par­i­tion, like a dove which should raise its head at the mo­ment when the hawk is gaz­ing in­to her nest with its round eyes.

			She could not even ut­ter a cry. She saw the pon­iard des­cend upon Phoe­bus, and rise again, reek­ing.

			“Mal­edic­tions!” said the cap­tain, and fell.

			She fain­ted.

			At the mo­ment when her eyes closed, when all feel­ing van­ished in her, she thought that she felt a touch of fire im­prin­ted upon her lips, a kiss more burn­ing than the red-hot iron of the ex­e­cu­tion­er.

			When she re­covered her senses, she was sur­roun­ded by sol­diers of the watch they were car­ry­ing away the cap­tain, bathed in his blood the priest had dis­ap­peared; the win­dow at the back of the room which opened on the river was wide open; they picked up a cloak which they sup­posed to be­long to the of­ficer and she heard them say­ing around her,

			“ ’Tis a sor­ceress who has stabbed a cap­tain.”
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				The Crown Changed In­to a Dry Leaf

			
			Grin­goire and the en­tire Court of Mir­acles were suf­fer­ing mor­tal anxi­ety. For a whole month they had not known what had be­come of la Es­mer­alda, which greatly pained the Duke of Egypt and his friends the vag­a­bonds, nor what had be­come of the goat, which re­doubled Grin­goire’s grief. One even­ing the gypsy had dis­ap­peared, and since that time had giv­en no signs of life. All search had proved fruit­less. Some tor­ment­ing boot­blacks had told Grin­goire about meet­ing her that same even­ing near the Pont Saint-Michel, go­ing off with an of­ficer; but this hus­band, after the fash­ion of Bo­hemia, was an in­cred­u­lous philo­soph­er, and be­sides, he, bet­ter than any one else, knew to what a point his wife was vir­gin­al. He had been able to form a judg­ment as to the un­con­quer­able mod­esty res­ult­ing from the com­bined vir­tues of the am­u­let and the gypsy, and he had math­em­at­ic­ally cal­cu­lated the res­ist­ance of that chastity to the second power. Ac­cord­ingly, he was at ease on that score.

			Still he could not un­der­stand this dis­ap­pear­ance. It was a pro­found sor­row. He would have grown thin over it, had that been pos­sible. He had for­got­ten everything, even his lit­er­ary tastes, even his great work, De fig­ur­is reg­u­laribus et ir­reg­u­laribus, which it was his in­ten­tion to have prin­ted with the first money which he should pro­cure (for he had raved over print­ing, ever since he had seen the “Di­dascalon” of Hugues de Saint Vic­tor, prin­ted with the cel­eb­rated char­ac­ters of Vindelin de Spire).

			One day, as he was passing sadly be­fore the crim­in­al Tour­nelle, he per­ceived a con­sid­er­able crowd at one of the gates of the Pal­ais de Justice.

			“What is this?” he in­quired of a young man who was com­ing out.

			“I know not, sir,” replied the young man. “ ’Tis said that they are try­ing a wo­man who hath as­sas­sin­ated a gen­darme. It ap­pears that there is sor­cery at the bot­tom of it, the arch­bish­op and the of­fi­cial have in­ter­vened in the case, and my broth­er, who is the arch­deac­on of Jo­sas, can think of noth­ing else. Now, I wished to speak with him, but I have not been able to reach him be­cause of the throng, which vexes me greatly, as I stand in need of money.”

			“Alas! sir,” said Grin­goire, “I would that I could lend you some, but, my breeches are worn to holes, and ’tis not crowns which have done it.”

			He dared not tell the young man that he was ac­quain­ted with his broth­er the arch­deac­on, to whom he had not re­turned after the scene in the church; a neg­li­gence which em­bar­rassed him.

			The schol­ar went his way, and Grin­goire set out to fol­low the crowd which was mount­ing the stair­case of the great cham­ber. In his opin­ion, there was noth­ing like the spec­tacle of a crim­in­al pro­cess for dis­sip­at­ing mel­an­choly, so ex­hil­ar­at­ingly stu­pid are judges as a rule. The popu­lace which he had joined walked and el­bowed in si­lence. After a slow and tire­some march through a long, gloomy cor­ridor, which wound through the court­house like the in­test­in­al canal of the an­cient edi­fice, he ar­rived near a low door, open­ing upon a hall which his lofty stature per­mit­ted him to sur­vey with a glance over the wav­ing heads of the rabble.

			The hall was vast and gloomy, which lat­ter fact made it ap­pear still more spa­cious. The day was de­clin­ing; the long, poin­ted win­dows per­mit­ted only a pale ray of light to enter, which was ex­tin­guished be­fore it reached the vaul­ted ceil­ing, an enorm­ous trel­lis-work of sculp­tured beams, whose thou­sand fig­ures seemed to move con­fusedly in the shad­ows, many candles were already lighted here and there on tables, and beam­ing on the heads of clerks bur­ied in masses of doc­u­ments. The an­teri­or por­tion of the hall was oc­cu­pied by the crowd; on the right and left were ma­gis­trates and tables; at the end, upon a plat­form, a num­ber of judges, whose rear rank sank in­to the shad­ows, sin­is­ter and mo­tion­less faces. The walls were sown with in­nu­mer­able fleurs-de-lis. A large fig­ure of Christ might be vaguely descried above the judges, and every­where there were pikes and hal­berds, upon whose points the re­flec­tion of the candles placed tips of fire.

			“Mon­sieur,” Grin­goire in­quired of one of his neigh­bors, “who are all those per­sons ranged yon­der, like prel­ates in coun­cil?”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the neigh­bor, “those on the right are the coun­sel­lors of the grand cham­ber; those on the left, the coun­cil­lors of in­quiry; the mas­ters in black gowns, the messires in red.”

			“Who is that big red fel­low, yon­der above them, who is sweat­ing?” pur­sued Grin­goire.

			“It is mon­sieur the pres­id­ent.”

			“And those sheep be­hind him?” con­tin­ued Grin­goire, who as we have seen, did not love the ma­gis­tracy, which arose, pos­sibly, from the grudge which he cher­ished against the Pal­ais de Justice since his dra­mat­ic mis­ad­ven­ture.

			“They are messieurs the mas­ters of re­quests of the king’s house­hold.”

			“And that boar in front of him?”

			“He is mon­sieur the clerk of the Court of Par­lia­ment.”

			“And that cro­codile on the right?”

			“Mas­ter Phil­ippe Lheuli­er, ad­voc­ate ex­traordin­ary of the king.”

			“And that big, black tom­cat on the left?”

			“Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue, pro­cur­at­or of the king in the Ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al Court, with the gen­tle­men of the of­fi­cialty.”

			“Come now, mon­sieur,” said Grin­goire, “pray what are all those fine fel­lows do­ing yon­der?”

			“They are judging.”

			“Judging whom? I do not see the ac­cused.”

			“ ’Tis a wo­man, sir. You can­not see her. She has her back turned to us, and she is hid­den from us by the crowd. Stay, yon­der she is, where you see a group of par­tis­ans.”

			“Who is the wo­man?” asked Grin­goire. “Do you know her name?”

			“No, mon­sieur, I have but just ar­rived. I merely as­sume that there is some sor­cery about it, since the of­fi­cial is present at the tri­al.”

			“Come!” said our philo­soph­er, “we are go­ing to see all these ma­gis­trates de­vour hu­man flesh. ’Tis as good a spec­tacle as any oth­er.”

			“Mon­sieur,” re­marked his neigh­bor, “think you not, that Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue has a very sweet air?”

			“Hum!” replied Grin­goire. “I dis­trust a sweet­ness which hath pinched nos­trils and thin lips.”

			Here the bystand­ers im­posed si­lence upon the two chat­ter­ers. They were listen­ing to an im­port­ant de­pos­ition.

			“Mes­sei­gneurs,” said an old wo­man in the middle of the hall, whose form was so con­cealed be­neath her gar­ments that one would have pro­nounced her a walk­ing heap of rags; “Mes­sei­gneurs, the thing is as true as that I am la Falour­del, es­tab­lished these forty years at the Pont Saint Michel, and pay­ing reg­u­larly my rents, lord’s dues, and quit rents; at the gate op­pos­ite the house of Tassin-Cail­lart, the dyer, which is on the side up the river—a poor old wo­man now, but a pretty maid in former days, my lords. Someone said to me lately, ‘La Falour­del, don’t use your spin­ning-wheel too much in the even­ing; the dev­il is fond of comb­ing the dis­taffs of old wo­men with his horns. ’Tis cer­tain that the surly monk who was round about the temple last year, now prowls in the City. Take care, La Falour­del, that he doth not knock at your door.’ One even­ing I was spin­ning on my wheel, there comes a knock at my door; I ask who it is. They swear. I open. Two men enter. A man in black and a hand­some of­ficer. Of the black man noth­ing could be seen but his eyes, two coals of fire. All the rest was hat and cloak. They say to me—‘The Sainte-Marthe cham­ber.’—’Tis my up­per cham­ber, my lords, my clean­est. They give me a crown. I put the crown in my draw­er, and I say: ‘This shall go to buy tripe at the slaughter­house of la Glori­ette to­mor­row.’ We go up­stairs. On ar­riv­ing at the up­per cham­ber, and while my back is turned, the black man dis­ap­pears. That dazed me a bit. The of­ficer, who was as hand­some as a great lord, goes down­stairs again with me. He goes out. In about the time it takes to spin a quarter of a hand­ful of flax, he re­turns with a beau­ti­ful young girl, a doll who would have shone like the sun had she been coiffed. She had with her a goat; a big billy-goat, wheth­er black or white, I no longer re­mem­ber. That set me to think­ing. The girl does not con­cern me, but the goat! I love not those beasts, they have a beard and horns. They are so like a man. And then, they smack of the witches, sab­bath. How­ever, I say noth­ing. I had the crown. That is right, is it not, Mon­sieur Judge? I show the cap­tain and the wench to the up­per cham­ber, and I leave them alone; that is to say, with the goat. I go down and set to spin­ning again—I must in­form you that my house has a ground floor and story above. I know not why I fell to think­ing of the surly monk whom the goat had put in­to my head again, and then the beau­ti­ful girl was rather strangely decked out. All at once, I hear a cry up­stairs, and some­thing falls on the floor and the win­dow opens. I run to mine which is be­neath it, and I be­hold a black mass pass be­fore my eyes and fall in­to the wa­ter. It was a phantom clad like a priest. It was a moon­light night. I saw him quite plainly. He was swim­ming in the dir­ec­tion of the city. Then, all of a tremble, I call the watch. The gen­tle­men of the po­lice enter, and not know­ing just at the first mo­ment what the mat­ter was, and be­ing merry, they beat me. I ex­plain to them. We go up­stairs, and what do we find? my poor cham­ber all blood, the cap­tain stretched out at full length with a dag­ger in his neck, the girl pre­tend­ing to be dead, and the goat all in a fright. ‘Pretty work!’ I say, ‘I shall have to wash that floor for more than a fort­night. It will have to be scraped; it will be a ter­rible job.’ They car­ried off the of­ficer, poor young man, and the wench with her bos­om all bare. But wait, the worst is that on the next day, when I wanted to take the crown to buy tripe, I found a dead leaf in its place.”

			The old wo­man ceased. A mur­mur of hor­ror ran through the audi­ence.

			“That phantom, that goat—all smacks of ma­gic,” said one of Grin­goire’s neigh­bors.

			“And that dry leaf!” ad­ded an­oth­er.

			“No doubt about it,” joined in a third, “she is a witch who has deal­ings with the surly monk, for the pur­pose of plun­der­ing of­ficers.”

			Grin­goire him­self was not dis­in­clined to re­gard this as al­to­geth­er alarm­ing and prob­able.

			“Goody Falour­del,” said the pres­id­ent majestic­ally, “have you noth­ing more to com­mu­nic­ate to the court?”

			“No, mon­sei­gneur,” replied the crone, “ex­cept that the re­port has de­scribed my house as a hov­el and stink­ing; which is an out­rageous fash­ion of speak­ing. The houses on the bridge are not im­pos­ing, be­cause there are such mul­ti­tudes of people; but, nev­er­the­less, the butchers con­tin­ue to dwell there, who are wealthy folk, and mar­ried to very prop­er and hand­some wo­men.”

			The ma­gis­trate who had re­minded Grin­goire of a cro­codile rose—

			“Si­lence!” said he. “I pray the gen­tle­men not to lose sight of the fact that a dag­ger was found on the per­son of the ac­cused. Goody Falour­del, have you brought that leaf in­to which the crown which the de­mon gave you was trans­formed?”

			“Yes, mon­sei­gneur,” she replied; “I found it again. Here it is.”

			A bailiff handed the dead leaf to the cro­codile, who made a dole­ful shake of the head, and passed it on to the pres­id­ent, who gave it to the pro­cur­at­or of the king in the ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al court, and thus it made the cir­cuit of the hall.

			“It is a birch leaf,” said Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue. “A fresh proof of ma­gic.”

			A coun­sel­lor took up the word.

			“Wit­ness, two men went up­stairs to­geth­er in your house: the black man, whom you first saw dis­ap­pear and af­ter­wards swim­ming in the Seine, with his priestly gar­ments, and the of­ficer. Which of the two handed you the crown?” The old wo­man pondered for a mo­ment and then said—

			“The of­ficer.”

			A mur­mur ran through the crowd.

			“Ah!” thought Grin­goire, “this makes some doubt in my mind.”

			But Mas­ter Phil­ippe Lheuli­er, ad­voc­ate ex­traordin­ary to the king, in­ter­posed once more.

			“I will re­call to these gen­tle­men, that in the de­pos­ition taken at his bed­side, the as­sas­sin­ated of­ficer, while de­clar­ing that he had a vague idea when the black man ac­cos­ted him that the lat­ter might be the surly monk, ad­ded that the phantom had pressed him eagerly to go and make ac­quaint­ance with the ac­cused; and upon his, the cap­tain’s, re­mark­ing that he had no money, he had giv­en him the crown which the said of­ficer paid to la Falour­del. Hence, that crown is the money of hell.”

			This con­clus­ive ob­ser­va­tion ap­peared to dis­sip­ate all the doubts of Grin­goire and the oth­er scep­tics in the audi­ence.

			“You have the doc­u­ments, gen­tle­men,” ad­ded the king’s ad­voc­ate, as he took his seat; “you can con­sult the testi­mony of Phoe­bus de Château­pers.”

			At that name, the ac­cused sprang up, her head rose above the throng. Grin­goire with hor­ror re­cog­nized la Es­mer­alda.

			She was pale; her tresses, formerly so grace­fully braided and spangled with se­quins, hung in dis­order; her lips were blue, her hol­low eyes were ter­rible. Alas!

			“Phoe­bus!” she said, in be­wil­der­ment; “where is he? O mes­sei­gneurs! be­fore you kill me, tell me, for pity sake, wheth­er he still lives?”

			“Hold your tongue, wo­man,” replied the pres­id­ent, “that is no af­fair of ours.”

			“Oh! for mercy’s sake, tell me if he is alive!” she re­peated, clasp­ing her beau­ti­ful ema­ci­ated hands; and the sound of her chains in con­tact with her dress, was heard.

			“Well!” said the king’s ad­voc­ate roughly, “he is dy­ing. Are you sat­is­fied?”

			The un­happy girl fell back on her crim­in­al’s seat, speech­less, tear­less, white as a wax fig­ure.

			The pres­id­ent bent down to a man at his feet, who wore a gold cap and a black gown, a chain on his neck and a wand in his hand.

			“Bailiff, bring in the second ac­cused.”

			All eyes turned to­wards a small door, which opened, and, to the great agit­a­tion of Grin­goire, gave pas­sage to a pretty goat with horns and hoofs of gold. The el­eg­ant beast hal­ted for a mo­ment on the threshold, stretch­ing out its neck as though, perched on the sum­mit of a rock, it had be­fore its eyes an im­mense ho­ri­zon. Sud­denly it caught sight of the gypsy girl, and leap­ing over the table and the head of a clerk, in two bounds it was at her knees; then it rolled grace­fully on its mis­tress’s feet, so­li­cit­ing a word or a caress; but the ac­cused re­mained mo­tion­less, and poor Djali him­self ob­tained not a glance.

			“Eh, why—’tis my vil­lain­ous beast,” said old Falour­del, “I re­cog­nize the two per­fectly!”

			Jacques Char­molue in­terfered.

			“If the gen­tle­men please, we will pro­ceed to the ex­am­in­a­tion of the goat.” He was, in fact, the second crim­in­al. Noth­ing more simple in those days than a suit of sor­cery in­sti­tuted against an an­im­al. We find, among oth­ers in the ac­counts of the prov­ost’s of­fice for 1466, a curi­ous de­tail con­cern­ing the ex­penses of the tri­al of Gil­let-Soulart and his sow, “ex­ecuted for their de­mer­its,” at Corbeil. Everything is there, the cost of the pens in which to place the sow, the five hun­dred bundles of brush­wood pur­chased at the port of Morsant, the three pints of wine and the bread, the last re­past of the vic­tim fraternally shared by the ex­e­cu­tion­er, down to the el­ev­en days of guard and food for the sow, at eight den­iers parisis each. Some­times, they went even fur­ther than an­im­als. The ca­pit­u­lar­ies of Char­le­magne and of Louis le Dé­bon­naire im­pose severe pen­al­ties on fiery phantoms which pre­sume to ap­pear in the air.

			Mean­while the pro­cur­at­or had ex­claimed: “If the de­mon which pos­sesses this goat, and which has res­isted all ex­or­cisms, per­sists in its deeds of witch­craft, if it alarms the court with them, we warn it that we shall be forced to put in re­quis­i­tion against it the gal­lows or the stake.”

			Grin­goire broke out in­to a cold per­spir­a­tion. Char­molue took from the table the gypsy’s tam­bour­ine, and present­ing it to the goat, in a cer­tain man­ner, asked the lat­ter—

			“What o’clock is it?”

			The goat looked at it with an in­tel­li­gent eye, raised its gil­ded hoof, and struck sev­en blows.

			It was, in fact, sev­en o’clock. A move­ment of ter­ror ran through the crowd.

			Grin­goire could not en­dure it.

			“He is des­troy­ing him­self!” he cried aloud; “You see well that he does not know what he is do­ing.”

			“Si­lence among the louts at the end of the hall!” said the bailiff sharply.

			Jacques Char­molue, by the aid of the same man­oeuvres of the tam­bour­ine, made the goat per­form many oth­er tricks con­nec­ted with the date of the day, the month of the year, etc., which the read­er has already wit­nessed. And, by vir­tue of an op­tic­al il­lu­sion pe­cu­li­ar to ju­di­cial pro­ceed­ings, these same spec­tat­ors who had, prob­ably, more than once ap­plauded in the pub­lic square Djali’s in­no­cent ma­gic were ter­ri­fied by it be­neath the roof of the Pal­ais de Justice. The goat was un­doubtedly the dev­il.

			It was far worse when the pro­cur­at­or of the king, hav­ing emp­tied upon a floor a cer­tain bag filled with mov­able let­ters, which Djali wore round his neck, they be­held the goat ex­tract with his hoof from the scattered al­pha­bet the fatal name of Phoe­bus. The witch­craft of which the cap­tain had been the vic­tim ap­peared ir­res­ist­ibly demon­strated, and in the eyes of all, the gypsy, that rav­ish­ing dan­cer, who had so of­ten dazzled the pass­ersby with her grace, was no longer any­thing but a fright­ful vam­pire.

			How­ever, she be­trayed no sign of life; neither Djali’s grace­ful evol­u­tions, nor the men­aces of the court, nor the sup­pressed im­prec­a­tions of the spec­tat­ors any longer reached her mind.

			In or­der to arouse her, a po­lice of­ficer was ob­liged to shake her un­mer­ci­fully, and the pres­id­ent had to raise his voice—

			“Girl, you are of the Bo­hemi­an race, ad­dicted to deeds of witch­craft. You, in com­pli­city with the be­witched goat im­plic­ated in this suit, dur­ing the night of the twenty-ninth of March last, murdered and stabbed, in con­cert with the powers of dark­ness, by the aid of charms and un­der­hand prac­tices, a cap­tain of the king’s arches of the watch, Phoe­bus de Château­pers. Do you per­sist in deny­ing it?”

			“Hor­ror!” ex­claimed the young girl, hid­ing her face in her hands. “My Phoe­bus! Oh, this is hell!”

			“Do you per­sist in your deni­al?” de­man­ded the pres­id­ent coldly.

			“Do I deny it?” she said with ter­rible ac­cents; and she rose with flash­ing eyes.

			The pres­id­ent con­tin­ued squarely—

			“Then how do you ex­plain the facts laid to your charge?”

			She replied in a broken voice—

			“I have already told you. I do not know. ’Twas a priest, a priest whom I do not know; an in­fernal priest who pur­sues me!”

			“That is it,” re­tor­ted the judge; “the surly monk.”

			“Oh, gen­tle­men! have mercy! I am but a poor girl—”

			“Of Egypt,” said the judge.

			Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue in­ter­posed sweetly—

			“In view of the sad ob­stin­acy of the ac­cused, I de­mand the ap­plic­a­tion of the tor­ture.”

			“Gran­ted,” said the pres­id­ent.

			The un­happy girl quivered in every limb. But she rose at the com­mand of the men with par­tis­ans, and walked with a tol­er­ably firm step, pre­ceded by Char­molue and the priests of the of­fi­ci­al­ity, between two rows of hal­berds, to­wards a me­di­um-sized door which sud­denly opened and closed again be­hind her, and which pro­duced upon the grief-stricken Grin­goire the ef­fect of a hor­rible mouth which had just de­voured her.

			When she dis­ap­peared, they heard a plaint­ive bleat­ing; it was the little goat mourn­ing.

			The sit­ting of the court was sus­pen­ded. A coun­sel­lor hav­ing re­marked that the gen­tle­men were fa­tigued, and that it would be a long time to wait un­til the tor­ture was at an end, the pres­id­ent replied that a ma­gis­trate must know how to sac­ri­fice him­self to his duty.

			“What an an­noy­ing and vex­a­tious hussy,” said an aged judge, “to get her­self put to the ques­tion when one has not supped!”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Con­tinu­ation of the Crown Which Was Changed In­to a Dry Leaf

			
			After as­cend­ing and des­cend­ing sev­er­al steps in the cor­ridors, which were so dark that they were lighted by lamps at mid­day, La Es­mer­alda, still sur­roun­ded by her lugubri­ous es­cort, was thrust by the po­lice in­to a gloomy cham­ber. This cham­ber, cir­cu­lar in form, oc­cu­pied the ground floor of one of those great towers, which, even in our own cen­tury, still pierce through the lay­er of mod­ern edi­fices with which mod­ern Par­is has covered an­cient Par­is. There were no win­dows to this cel­lar; no oth­er open­ing than the en­trance, which was low, and closed by an enorm­ous iron door. Nev­er­the­less, light was not lack­ing; a fur­nace had been con­struc­ted in the thick­ness of the wall; a large fire was lighted there, which filled the vault with its crim­son re­flec­tions and de­prived a miser­able candle, which stood in one corner, of all ra­di­ance. The iron grat­ing which served to close the oven, be­ing raised at that mo­ment, al­lowed only a view at the mouth of the flam­ing vent-hole in the dark wall, the lower ex­tremity of its bars, like a row of black and poin­ted teeth, set flat apart; which made the fur­nace re­semble one of those mouths of dragons which spout forth flames in an­cient le­gends. By the light which es­caped from it, the pris­on­er be­held, all about the room, fright­ful in­stru­ments whose use she did not un­der­stand. In the centre lay a leath­er mat­tress, placed al­most flat upon the ground, over which hung a strap provided with a buckle, at­tached to a brass ring in the mouth of a flat-nosed mon­ster carved in the key­stone of the vault. Tongs, pin­cers, large plough­shares, filled the in­teri­or of the fur­nace, and glowed in a con­fused heap on the coals. The san­guine light of the fur­nace il­lu­min­ated in the cham­ber only a con­fused mass of hor­rible things.

			This Tar­tarus was called simply, The Ques­tion Cham­ber.

			On the bed, in a neg­li­gent at­ti­tude, sat Pier­rat Tor­t­er­ue, the of­fi­cial tor­turer. His un­der­lings, two gnomes with square faces, leath­er ap­rons, and lin­en breeches, were mov­ing the iron in­stru­ments on the coals.

			In vain did the poor girl sum­mon up her cour­age; on en­ter­ing this cham­ber she was stricken with hor­ror.

			The ser­geants of the bailiff of the courts drew up in line on one side, the priests of the of­fi­ci­al­ity on the oth­er. A clerk, ink­horn, and a table were in one corner.

			Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue ap­proached the gypsy with a very sweet smile.

			“My dear child,” said he, “do you still per­sist in your deni­al?”

			“Yes,” she replied, in a dy­ing voice.

			“In that case,” replied Char­molue, “it will be very pain­ful for us to have to ques­tion you more ur­gently than we should like. Pray take the trouble to seat your­self on this bed. Mas­ter Pier­rat, make room for ma­demois­elle, and close the door.”

			Pier­rat rose with a growl.

			“If I shut the door,” he muttered, “my fire will go out.”

			“Well, my dear fel­low,” replied Char­molue, “leave it open then.”

			Mean­while, la Es­mer­alda had re­mained stand­ing. That leath­er bed on which so many un­happy wretches had writhed, frightened her. Ter­ror chilled the very mar­row of her bones; she stood there be­wildered and stu­pefied. At a sign from Char­molue, the two as­sist­ants took her and placed her in a sit­ting pos­ture on the bed. They did her no harm; but when these men touched her, when that leath­er touched her, she felt all her blood re­treat to her heart. She cast a frightened look around the cham­ber. It seemed to her as though she be­held ad­van­cing from all quar­ters to­wards her, with the in­ten­tion of crawl­ing up her body and bit­ing and pinch­ing her, all those hideous im­ple­ments of tor­ture, which as com­pared to the in­stru­ments of all sorts she had hitherto seen, were like what bats, centi­pedes, and spiders are among in­sects and birds.

			“Where is the phys­i­cian?” asked Char­molue.

			“Here,” replied a black gown whom she had not be­fore no­ticed.

			She shuddered.

			“Ma­demois­elle,” re­sumed the caress­ing voice of the pro­cucrat­or of the Ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al court, “for the third time, do you per­sist in deny­ing the deeds of which you are ac­cused?”

			This time she could only make a sign with her head.

			“You per­sist?” said Jacques Char­molue. “Then it grieves me deeply, but I must ful­fil my of­fice.”

			“Mon­sieur le Pro­cureur du Roi,” said Pier­rat ab­ruptly, “How shall we be­gin?”

			Char­molue hes­it­ated for a mo­ment with the am­bigu­ous grim­ace of a poet in search of a rhyme.

			“With the boot,” he said at last.

			The un­for­tu­nate girl felt her­self so ut­terly aban­doned by God and men, that her head fell upon her breast like an in­ert thing which has no power in it­self.

			The tor­ment­or and the phys­i­cian ap­proached her sim­ul­tan­eously. At the same time, the two as­sist­ants began to fumble among their hideous ar­sen­al.

			At the clank­ing of their fright­ful irons, the un­happy child quivered like a dead frog which is be­ing gal­van­ized. “Oh!” she mur­mured, so low that no one heard her; “Oh, my Phoe­bus!” Then she fell back once more in­to her im­mob­il­ity and her marble si­lence. This spec­tacle would have rent any oth­er heart than those of her judges. One would have pro­nounced her a poor sin­ful soul, be­ing tor­tured by Satan be­neath the scar­let wick­et of hell. The miser­able body which that fright­ful swarm of saws, wheels, and racks were about to clasp in their clutches, the be­ing who was about to be ma­nip­u­lated by the harsh hands of ex­e­cu­tion­ers and pin­cers, was that gentle, white, fra­gile creature, a poor grain of mil­let which hu­man justice was hand­ing over to the ter­rible mills of tor­ture to grind. Mean­while, the cal­lous hands of Pier­rat Tor­t­er­ue’s as­sist­ants had bared that charm­ing leg, that tiny foot, which had so of­ten amazed the pass­ersby with their del­ic­acy and beauty, in the squares of Par­is.

			“ ’Tis a shame!” muttered the tor­ment­or, glan­cing at these grace­ful and del­ic­ate forms.

			Had the arch­deac­on been present, he cer­tainly would have re­called at that mo­ment his sym­bol of the spider and the fly. Soon the un­for­tu­nate girl, through a mist which spread be­fore her eyes, be­held the boot ap­proach; she soon be­held her foot en­cased between iron plates dis­ap­pear in the fright­ful ap­par­at­us. Then ter­ror re­stored her strength.

			“Take that off!” she cried an­grily; and draw­ing her­self up, with her hair all dishevelled: “Mercy!”

			She dar­ted from the bed to fling her­self at the feet of the king’s pro­cur­at­or, but her leg was fast in the heavy block of oak and iron, and she sank down upon the boot, more crushed than a bee with a lump of lead on its wing.

			At a sign from Char­molue, she was re­placed on the bed, and two coarse hands ad­jus­ted to her del­ic­ate waist the strap which hung from the ceil­ing.

			“For the last time, do you con­fess the facts in the case?” de­man­ded Char­molue, with his im­per­turb­able be­nig­nity.

			“I am in­no­cent.”

			“Then, ma­demois­elle, how do you ex­plain the cir­cum­stance laid to your charge?”

			“Alas, mon­sei­gneur, I do not know.”

			“So you deny them?”

			“All!”

			“Pro­ceed,” said Char­molue to Pier­rat.

			Pier­rat turned the handle of the screw-jack, the boot was con­trac­ted, and the un­happy girl uttered one of those hor­rible cries which have no or­tho­graphy in any hu­man lan­guage.

			“Stop!” said Char­molue to Pier­rat. “Do you con­fess?” he said to the gypsy.

			“All!” cried the wretched girl. “I con­fess! I con­fess! Mercy!”

			She had not cal­cu­lated her strength when she faced the tor­ture. Poor child, whose life up to that time had been so joy­ous, so pleas­ant, so sweet, the first pain had conquered her!

			“Hu­man­ity forces me to tell you,” re­marked the king’s pro­cur­at­or, “that in con­fess­ing, it is death that you must ex­pect.”

			“I cer­tainly hope so!” said she. And she fell back upon the leath­er bed, dy­ing, doubled up, al­low­ing her­self to hang sus­pen­ded from the strap buckled round her waist.

			“Come, fair one, hold up a little,” said Mas­ter Pier­rat, rais­ing her. “You have the air of the lamb of the Golden Fleece which hangs from Mon­sieur de Bour­gogne’s neck.”

			Jacques Char­molue raised his voice,

			“Clerk, write. Young Bo­hemi­an maid, you con­fess your par­ti­cip­a­tion in the feasts, witches’ sab­baths, and witch­crafts of hell, with ghosts, hags, and vam­pires? An­swer.”

			“Yes,” she said, so low that her words were lost in her breath­ing.

			“You con­fess to hav­ing seen the ram which Beelze­bub causes to ap­pear in the clouds to call to­geth­er the witches’ sab­bath, and which is be­held by so­cer­ers alone?”

			“Yes.”

			“You con­fess to hav­ing ad­ored the heads of Bopho­met, those ab­om­in­able idols of the Tem­plars?”

			“Yes.”

			“To hav­ing had ha­bitu­al deal­ings with the dev­il un­der the form of a goat fa­mil­i­ar, joined with you in the suit?”

			“Yes.”

			“Lastly, you avow and con­fess to hav­ing, with the aid of the de­mon, and of the phantom vul­garly known as the surly monk, on the night of the twenty-ninth of March last, murdered and as­sas­sin­ated a cap­tain named Phoe­bus de Château­pers?”

			She raised her large, star­ing eyes to the ma­gis­trate, and replied, as though mech­an­ic­ally, without con­vul­sion or agit­a­tion—

			“Yes.”

			It was evid­ent that everything with­in her was broken.

			“Write, clerk,” said Char­molue. And, ad­dress­ing the tor­tur­ers, “Re­lease the pris­on­er, and take her back to the court.”

			When the pris­on­er had been “un­booted,” the pro­cur­at­or of the ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al court ex­amined her foot, which was still swollen with pain. “Come,” said he, “there’s no great harm done. You shrieked in good sea­son. You could still dance, my beauty!”

			Then he turned to his aco­lytes of the of­fi­ci­al­ity—

			“Be­hold justice en­lightened at last! This is a solace, gen­tle­men! Madamois­elle will bear us wit­ness that we have ac­ted with all pos­sible gen­tle­ness.”

		
	
		
			
				III

				End of the Crown Which Was Turned In­to a Dry Leaf

			
			When she re-entered the audi­ence hall, pale and limp­ing, she was re­ceived with a gen­er­al mur­mur of pleas­ure. On the part of the audi­ence there was the feel­ing of im­pa­tience grat­i­fied which one ex­per­i­ences at the theatre at the end of the last en­tr’acte of the com­edy, when the cur­tain rises and the con­clu­sion is about to be­gin. On the part of the judges, it was the hope of get­ting their sup­pers soon­er.

			The little goat also bleated with joy. He tried to run to­wards his mis­tress, but they had tied him to the bench.

			Night was fully set in. The candles, whose num­ber had not been in­creased, cast so little light, that the walls of the hall could not be seen. The shad­ows there en­vel­oped all ob­jects in a sort of mist. A few apathet­ic faces of judges alone could be dimly dis­cerned. Op­pos­ite them, at the ex­tremity of the long hall, they could see a vaguely white point stand­ing out against the sombre back­ground. This was the ac­cused.

			She had dragged her­self to her place. When Char­molue had in­stalled him­self in a ma­gis­teri­al man­ner in his own, he seated him­self, then rose and said, without ex­hib­it­ing too much self-com­pla­cency at his suc­cess—“The ac­cused has con­fessed all.”

			“Bo­hemi­an girl,” the pres­id­ent con­tin­ued, “have you avowed all your deeds of ma­gic, pros­ti­tu­tion, and as­sas­sin­a­tion on Phoe­bus de Château­pers.”

			Her heart con­trac­ted. She was heard to sob amid the dark­ness.

			“Any­thing you like,” she replied feebly, “but kill me quickly!”

			“Mon­sieur, pro­cur­at­or of the king in the ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al courts,” said the pres­id­ent, “the cham­ber is ready to hear you in your charge.”

			Mas­ter Char­molue ex­hib­ited an alarm­ing note book, and began to read, with many ges­tures and the ex­ag­ger­ated ac­cen­tu­ation of the plead­er, an ora­tion in Lat­in, wherein all the proofs of the suit were piled up in Cicero­ni­an peri­phrases, flanked with quo­ta­tions from Plau­tus, his fa­vor­ite com­ic au­thor. We re­gret that we are not able to of­fer to our read­ers this re­mark­able piece. The orator pro­nounced it with mar­vel­lous ac­tion. Be­fore he had fin­ished the ex­or­di­um, the per­spir­a­tion was start­ing from his brow, and his eyes from his head.

			All at once, in the middle of a fine peri­od, he in­ter­rup­ted him­self, and his glance, or­din­ar­ily so gentle and even stu­pid, be­came men­acing.

			“Gen­tle­men,” he ex­claimed (this time in French, for it was not in his copy book), “Satan is so mixed up in this af­fair, that here he is present at our de­bates, and mak­ing sport of their majesty. Be­hold!”

			So say­ing, he poin­ted to the little goat, who, on see­ing Char­molue ges­tic­u­lat­ing, had, in point of fact, thought it ap­pro­pri­ate to do the same, and had seated him­self on his haunches, re­pro­du­cing to the best of his abil­ity, with his fore­paws and his bearded head the pathet­ic pan­tom­ine of the king’s pro­cur­at­or in the ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al court. This was, if the read­er re­mem­bers, one of his pret­ti­est ac­com­plish­ments. This in­cid­ent, this last proof, pro­duced a great ef­fect. The goat’s hoofs were tied, and the king’s pro­cur­at­or re­sumed the thread of his elo­quence.

			It was very long, but the per­or­a­tion was ad­mir­able. Here is the con­clud­ing phrase; let the read­er add the hoarse voice and the breath­less ges­tures of Mas­ter Char­molue,

			“Ideo, domni, coram stryga demon­strata, crimine pat­ente, in­ten­tione criminis ex­ist­ente, in nom­ine sanc­tae ec­cle­si­ae Nos­trae-Dom­in­ae Par­is­i­en­sis quae est in sais­ina habendi om­n­i­m­odam altam et bas­sam justi­tiam in illa hac intem­erata Civ­i­tatis in­sula, tenore praesen­ti­um de­claremus nos re­quirere, primo, ali­quam­dam pe­cu­ni­ari­am in­dem­nit­atem; secundo, amend­ationem hon­or­abilem ante portali­um max­im­um Nos­trae-Dom­in­ae, ec­cle­si­ae cathed­ral­is; ter­tio, sen­ten­tiam in vir­tute cujus ista styrga cum sua capella, seu in trivio vul­gar­iter dicto la Grève, seu in in­sula ex­eunte in flu­vio Sec­an­ae, juxta pointam juardini re­gal­is, ex­ecutatae sint!”45

			He put on his cap again and seated him­self.

			“Eheu!” sighed the broken­hearted Grin­goire, “bassa lat­in­itas—bas­tard lat­in!”

			An­oth­er man in a black gown rose near the ac­cused; he was her law­yer. The judges, who were fast­ing, began to grumble.

			“Ad­voc­ate, be brief,” said the pres­id­ent.

			“Mon­sieur the Pres­id­ent,” replied the ad­voc­ate, “since the de­fend­ant has con­fessed the crime, I have only one word to say to these gen­tle­men. Here is a text from the Salic law; ‘If a witch hath eaten a man, and if she be con­victed of it, she shall pay a fine of eight thou­sand den­iers, which amount to two hun­dred sous of gold.’ May it please the cham­ber to con­demn my cli­ent to the fine?”

			“An ab­rog­ated text,” said the ad­voc­ate ex­traordin­ary of the king.

			“Ne­go, I deny it,” replied the ad­voc­ate.

			“Put it to the vote!” said one of the coun­cil­lors; “the crime is mani­fest, and it is late.”

			They pro­ceeded to take a vote without leav­ing the room. The judges sig­ni­fied their as­sent without giv­ing their reas­ons, they were in a hurry. Their capped heads were seen un­cov­er­ing one after the oth­er, in the gloom, at the lugubri­ous ques­tion ad­dressed to them by the pres­id­ent in a low voice. The poor ac­cused had the ap­pear­ance of look­ing at them, but her troubled eye no longer saw.

			Then the clerk began to write; then he handed a long parch­ment to the pres­id­ent.

			Then the un­happy girl heard the people mov­ing, the pikes clash­ing, and a freez­ing voice say­ing to her—

			“Bo­hemi­an wench, on the day when it shall seem good to our lord the king, at the hour of noon, you will be taken in a tum­brel, in your shift, with bare feet, and a rope about your neck, be­fore the grand portal of Notre-Dame, and you will there make an apo­logy with a wax torch of the weight of two pounds in your hand, and thence you will be con­duc­ted to the Place de Grève, where you will be hanged and strangled on the town gib­bet; and like­wise your goat; and you will pay to the of­fi­cial three lions of gold, in re­par­a­tion of the crimes by you com­mit­ted and by you con­fessed, of sor­cery and ma­gic, de­bauch­ery and murder, upon the per­son of the Sieur Phoe­bus de Château­pers. May God have mercy on your soul!”

			“Oh! ’tis a dream!” she mur­mured; and she felt rough hands bear­ing her away.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Las­ci­ate Ogni Sper­anza—Leave All Hope Be­hind, Ye Who Enter Here

			
			In the Middle Ages, when an edi­fice was com­plete, there was al­most as much of it in the earth as above it. Un­less built upon piles, like Notre-Dame, a palace, a fort­ress, a church, had al­ways a double bot­tom. In cathed­rals, it was, in some sort, an­oth­er sub­ter­ranean cathed­ral, low, dark, mys­ter­i­ous, blind, and mute, un­der the up­per nave which was over­flow­ing with light and re­ver­ber­at­ing with or­gans and bells day and night. Some­times it was a sep­ulchre. In palaces, in fort­resses, it was a pris­on, some­times a sep­ulchre also, some­times both to­geth­er. These mighty build­ings, whose mode of form­a­tion and ve­get­a­tion we have else­where ex­plained, had not simply found­a­tions, but, so to speak, roots which ran branch­ing through the soil in cham­bers, gal­ler­ies, and stair­cases, like the con­struc­tion above. Thus churches, palaces, fort­resses, had the earth halfway up their bod­ies. The cel­lars of an edi­fice formed an­oth­er edi­fice, in­to which one des­cen­ded in­stead of as­cend­ing, and which ex­ten­ded its sub­ter­ranean grounds un­der the ex­tern­al piles of the monu­ment, like those forests and moun­tains which are re­versed in the mir­ror-like wa­ters of a lake, be­neath the forests and moun­tains of the banks.

			At the fort­ress of Saint-Ant­oine, at the Pal­ais de Justice of Par­is, at the Louvre, these sub­ter­ranean edi­fices were pris­ons. The stor­ies of these pris­ons, as they sank in­to the soil, grew con­stantly nar­row­er and more gloomy. They were so many zones, where the shades of hor­ror were gradu­ated. Dante could nev­er ima­gine any­thing bet­ter for his hell. These tun­nels of cells usu­ally ter­min­ated in a sack of a low­est dun­geon, with a vat-like bot­tom, where Dante placed Satan, where so­ci­ety placed those con­demned to death. A miser­able hu­man ex­ist­ence, once in­terred there; farewell light, air, life, ogni sper­anza—every hope; it only came forth to the scaf­fold or the stake. Some­times it rot­ted there; hu­man justice called this for­get­ting. Between men and him­self, the con­demned man felt a pile of stones and jail­ers weigh­ing down upon his head; and the en­tire pris­on, the massive bastille was noth­ing more than an enorm­ous, com­plic­ated lock, which barred him off from the rest of the world.

			It was in a slop­ing cav­ity of this de­scrip­tion, in the oubli­ettes ex­cav­ated by Saint-Louis, in the in­pace of the Tour­nelle, that la Es­mer­alda had been placed on be­ing con­demned to death, through fear of her es­cape, no doubt, with the co­lossal court­house over her head. Poor fly, who could not have lif­ted even one of its blocks of stone!

			As­suredly, Provid­ence and so­ci­ety had been equally un­just; such an ex­cess of un­hap­pi­ness and of tor­ture was not ne­ces­sary to break so frail a creature.

			There she lay, lost in the shad­ows, bur­ied, hid­den, im­mured. Any one who could have be­held her in this state, after hav­ing seen her laugh and dance in the sun, would have shuddered. Cold as night, cold as death, not a breath of air in her tresses, not a hu­man sound in her ear, no longer a ray of light in her eyes; snapped in twain, crushed with chains, crouch­ing be­side a jug and a loaf, on a little straw, in a pool of wa­ter, which was formed un­der her by the sweat­ing of the pris­on walls; without mo­tion, al­most without breath, she had no longer the power to suf­fer; Phoe­bus, the sun, mid­day, the open air, the streets of Par­is, the dances with ap­plause, the sweet bab­blings of love with the of­ficer; then the priest, the old crone, the poignard, the blood, the tor­ture, the gib­bet; all this did, in­deed, pass be­fore her mind, some­times as a charm­ing and golden vis­ion, some­times as a hideous night­mare; but it was no longer any­thing but a vague and hor­rible struggle, lost in the gloom, or dis­tant mu­sic played up above ground, and which was no longer aud­ible at the depth where the un­happy girl had fallen.

			Since she had been there, she had neither waked nor slept. In that mis­for­tune, in that cell, she could no longer dis­tin­guish her wak­ing hours from slum­ber, dreams from real­ity, any more than day from night. All this was mixed, broken, float­ing, dis­sem­in­ated con­fusedly in her thought. She no longer felt, she no longer knew, she no longer thought; at the most, she only dreamed. Nev­er had a liv­ing creature been thrust more deeply in­to noth­ing­ness.

			Thus be­numbed, frozen, pet­ri­fied, she had barely no­ticed on two or three oc­ca­sions, the sound of a trap­door open­ing some­where above her, without even per­mit­ting the pas­sage of a little light, and through which a hand had tossed her a bit of black bread. Nev­er­the­less, this peri­od­ic­al vis­it of the jail­er was the sole com­mu­nic­a­tion which was left her with man­kind.

			A single thing still mech­an­ic­ally oc­cu­pied her ear; above her head, the damp­ness was fil­ter­ing through the mouldy stones of the vault, and a drop of wa­ter dropped from them at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals. She listened stu­pidly to the noise made by this drop of wa­ter as it fell in­to the pool be­side her.

			This drop of wa­ter fall­ing from time to time in­to that pool, was the only move­ment which still went on around her, the only clock which marked the time, the only noise which reached her of all the noise made on the sur­face of the earth.

			To tell the whole, how­ever, she also felt, from time to time, in that cess­pool of mire and dark­ness, some­thing cold passing over her foot or her arm, and she shuddered.

			How long had she been there? She did not know. She had a re­col­lec­tion of a sen­tence of death pro­nounced some­where, against someone, then of hav­ing been her­self car­ried away, and of wak­ing up in dark­ness and si­lence, chilled to the heart. She had dragged her­self along on her hands. Then iron rings that cut her ankles, and chains had rattled. She had re­cog­nized the fact that all around her was wall, that be­low her there was a pave­ment covered with mois­ture and a truss of straw; but neither lamp nor air-hole. Then she had seated her­self on that straw and, some­times, for the sake of chan­ging her at­ti­tude, on the last stone step in her dun­geon. For a while she had tried to count the black minutes meas­ured off for her by the drop of wa­ter; but that mel­an­choly labor of an ail­ing brain had broken off of it­self in her head, and had left her in stupor.

			At length, one day, or one night, (for mid­night and mid­day were of the same col­or in that sep­ulchre), she heard above her a louder noise than was usu­ally made by the turn­key when he brought her bread and jug of wa­ter. She raised her head, and be­held a ray of red­dish light passing through the crevices in the sort of trap­door con­trived in the roof of the in­pace.

			At the same time, the heavy lock creaked, the trap grated on its rusty hinges, turned, and she be­held a lan­tern, a hand, and the lower por­tions of the bod­ies of two men, the door be­ing too low to ad­mit of her see­ing their heads. The light pained her so acutely that she shut her eyes.

			When she opened them again the door was closed, the lan­tern was de­pos­ited on one of the steps of the stair­case; a man alone stood be­fore her. A monk’s black cloak fell to his feet, a cowl of the same col­or con­cealed his face. Noth­ing was vis­ible of his per­son, neither face nor hands. It was a long, black shroud stand­ing erect, and be­neath which some­thing could be felt mov­ing. She gazed fix­edly for sev­er­al minutes at this sort of spectre. But neither he nor she spoke. One would have pro­nounced them two statues con­front­ing each oth­er. Two things only seemed alive in that cav­ern; the wick of the lan­tern, which sputtered on ac­count of the damp­ness of the at­mo­sphere, and the drop of wa­ter from the roof, which cut this ir­reg­u­lar sput­ter­ing with its mono­ton­ous splash, and made the light of the lan­tern quiver in con­cent­ric waves on the oily wa­ter of the pool.

			At last the pris­on­er broke the si­lence.

			“Who are you?”

			“A priest.”

			The words, the ac­cent, the sound of his voice made her tremble.

			The priest con­tin­ued, in a hol­low voice—

			“Are you pre­pared?”

			“For what?”

			“To die.”

			“Oh!” said she, “will it be soon?”

			“To­mor­row.”

			Her head, which had been raised with joy, fell back upon her breast.

			“ ’Tis very far away yet!” she mur­mured; “why could they not have done it today?”

			“Then you are very un­happy?” asked the priest, after a si­lence.

			“I am very cold,” she replied.

			She took her feet in her hands, a ges­ture ha­bitu­al with un­happy wretches who are cold, as we have already seen in the case of the re­cluse of the Tour-Ro­land, and her teeth chattered.

			The priest ap­peared to cast his eyes around the dun­geon from be­neath his cowl.

			“Without light! without fire! in the wa­ter! it is hor­rible!”

			“Yes,” she replied, with the be­wildered air which un­hap­pi­ness had giv­en her. “The day be­longs to every­one, why do they give me only night?”

			“Do you know,” re­sumed the priest, after a fresh si­lence, “why you are here?”

			“I thought I knew once,” she said, passing her thin fin­gers over her eye­lids, as though to aid her memory, “but I know no longer.”

			All at once she began to weep like a child.

			“I should like to get away from here, sir. I am cold, I am afraid, and there are creatures which crawl over my body.”

			“Well, fol­low me.”

			So say­ing, the priest took her arm. The un­happy girl was frozen to her very soul. Yet that hand pro­duced an im­pres­sion of cold upon her.

			“Oh!” she mur­mured, “ ’tis the icy hand of death. Who are you?”

			The priest threw back his cowl; she looked. It was the sin­is­ter vis­age which had so long pur­sued her; that de­mon’s head which had ap­peared at la Falour­del’s, above the head of her ad­ored Phoe­bus; that eye which she last had seen glit­ter­ing be­side a dag­ger.

			This ap­par­i­tion, al­ways so fatal for her, and which had thus driv­en her on from mis­for­tune to mis­for­tune, even to tor­ture, roused her from her stupor. It seemed to her that the sort of veil which had lain thick upon her memory was rent away. All the de­tails of her mel­an­choly ad­ven­ture, from the noc­turn­al scene at la Falour­del’s to her con­dem­na­tion to the Tour­nelle, re­curred to her memory, no longer vague and con­fused as here­to­fore, but dis­tinct, harsh, clear, pal­pit­at­ing, ter­rible. These souven­irs, half ef­faced and al­most ob­lit­er­ated by ex­cess of suf­fer­ing, were re­vived by the sombre fig­ure which stood be­fore her, as the ap­proach of fire causes let­ters traced upon white pa­per with in­vis­ible ink, to start out per­fectly fresh. It seemed to her that all the wounds of her heart opened and bled sim­ul­tan­eously.

			“Hah!” she cried, with her hands on her eyes, and a con­vuls­ive trem­bling, “ ’tis the priest!”

			Then she dropped her arms in dis­cour­age­ment, and re­mained seated, with lowered head, eyes fixed on the ground, mute and still trem­bling.

			The priest gazed at her with the eye of a hawk which has long been soar­ing in a circle from the heights of heav­en over a poor lark cower­ing in the wheat, and has long been si­lently con­tract­ing the for­mid­able circles of his flight, and has sud­denly swooped down upon his prey like a flash of light­ning, and holds it pant­ing in his talons.

			She began to mur­mur in a low voice—

			“Fin­ish! fin­ish! the last blow!” and she drew her head down in ter­ror between her shoulders, like the lamb await­ing the blow of the butcher’s axe.

			“So I in­spire you with hor­ror?” he said at length.

			She made no reply.

			“Do I in­spire you with hor­ror?” he re­peated.

			Her lips con­trac­ted, as though with a smile.

			“Yes,” said she, “the heads­man scoffs at the con­demned. Here he has been pur­su­ing me, threat­en­ing me, ter­ri­fy­ing me for months! Had it not been for him, my God, how happy it should have been! It was he who cast me in­to this abyss! Oh heav­ens! it was he who killed him! my Phoe­bus!”

			Here, burst­ing in­to sobs, and rais­ing her eyes to the priest—

			“Oh! wretch, who are you? What have I done to you? Do you then, hate me so? Alas! what have you against me?”

			“I love thee!” cried the priest.

			Her tears sud­denly ceased, she gazed at him with the look of an idi­ot. He had fallen on his knees and was de­vour­ing her with eyes of flame.

			“Dost thou un­der­stand? I love thee!” he cried again.

			“What love!” said the un­happy girl with a shud­der.

			He re­sumed—

			“The love of a damned soul.”

			Both re­mained si­lent for sev­er­al minutes, crushed be­neath the weight of their emo­tions; he maddened, she stu­pefied.

			“Listen,” said the priest at last, and a sin­gu­lar calm had come over him; “you shall know all I am about to tell you that which I have hitherto hardly dared to say to my­self, when furt­ively in­ter­rog­at­ing my con­science at those deep hours of the night when it is so dark that it seems as though God no longer saw us. Listen. Be­fore I knew you, young girl, I was happy.”

			“So was I!” she sighed feebly.

			“Do not in­ter­rupt me. Yes, I was happy, at least I be­lieved my­self to be so. I was pure, my soul was filled with limp­id light. No head was raised more proudly and more ra­di­antly than mine. Priests con­sul­ted me on chastity; doc­tors, on doc­trines. Yes, sci­ence was all in all to me; it was a sis­ter to me, and a sis­ter suf­ficed. Not but that with age oth­er ideas came to me. More than once my flesh had been moved as a wo­man’s form passed by. That force of sex and blood which, in the mad­ness of youth, I had ima­gined that I had stifled forever had, more than once, con­vuls­ively raised the chain of iron vows which bind me, a miser­able wretch, to the cold stones of the al­tar. But fast­ing, pray­er, study, the mor­ti­fic­a­tions of the cloister, rendered my soul mis­tress of my body once more, and then I avoided wo­men. Moreover, I had but to open a book, and all the im­pure mists of my brain van­ished be­fore the splendors of sci­ence. In a few mo­ments, I felt the gross things of earth flee far away, and I found my­self once more calm, quieted, and se­rene, in the pres­ence of the tran­quil ra­di­ance of etern­al truth. As long as the de­mon sent to at­tack me only vague shad­ows of wo­men who passed oc­ca­sion­ally be­fore my eyes in church, in the streets, in the fields, and who hardly re­curred to my dreams, I eas­ily van­quished him. Alas! if the vic­tory has not re­mained with me, it is the fault of God, who has not cre­ated man and the de­mon of equal force. Listen. One day—”

			Here the priest paused, and the pris­on­er heard sighs of an­guish break from his breast with a sound of the death rattle.

			He re­sumed—

			“One day I was lean­ing on the win­dow of my cell. What book was I read­ing then? Oh! all that is a whirl­wind in my head. I was read­ing. The win­dow opened upon a Square. I heard a sound of tam­bour­ine and mu­sic. An­noyed at be­ing thus dis­turbed in my re­very, I glanced in­to the Square. What I be­held, oth­ers saw be­side my­self, and yet it was not a spec­tacle made for hu­man eyes. There, in the middle of the pave­ment—it was mid­day, the sun was shin­ing brightly—a creature was dan­cing. A creature so beau­ti­ful that God would have pre­ferred her to the Vir­gin and have chosen her for his moth­er and have wished to be born of her if she had been in ex­ist­ence when he was made man! Her eyes were black and splen­did; in the midst of her black locks, some hairs through which the sun shone glistened like threads of gold. Her feet dis­ap­peared in their move­ments like the spokes of a rap­idly turn­ing wheel. Around her head, in her black tresses, there were disks of met­al, which glittered in the sun, and formed a cor­on­et of stars on her brow. Her dress thick set with spangles, blue, and dot­ted with a thou­sand sparks, gleamed like a sum­mer night. Her brown, supple arms twined and un­twined around her waist, like two scarfs. The form of her body was sur­pris­ingly beau­ti­ful. Oh! what a resplen­dent fig­ure stood out, like some­thing lu­min­ous even in the sun­light! Alas, young girl, it was thou! Sur­prised, in­tox­ic­ated, charmed, I al­lowed my­self to gaze upon thee. I looked so long that I sud­denly shuddered with ter­ror; I felt that fate was seiz­ing hold of me.”

			The priest paused for a mo­ment, over­come with emo­tion. Then he con­tin­ued—

			“Already half fas­cin­ated, I tried to cling fast to some­thing and hold my­self back from fall­ing. I re­called the snares which Satan had already set for me. The creature be­fore my eyes pos­sessed that su­per­hu­man beauty which can come only from heav­en or hell. It was no simple girl made with a little of our earth, and dimly lighted with­in by the va­cil­lat­ing ray of a wo­man’s soul. It was an an­gel! but of shad­ows and flame, and not of light. At the mo­ment when I was med­it­at­ing thus, I be­held be­side you a goat, a beast of witches, which smiled as it gazed at me. The mid­day sun gave him golden horns. Then I per­ceived the snare of the de­mon, and I no longer doubted that you had come from hell and that you had come thence for my per­di­tion. I be­lieved it.”

			Here the priest looked the pris­on­er full in the face, and ad­ded, coldly—

			“I be­lieve it still. Nev­er­the­less, the charm op­er­ated little by little; your dan­cing whirled through my brain; I felt the mys­ter­i­ous spell work­ing with­in me. All that should have awakened was lulled to sleep; and like those who die in the snow, I felt pleas­ure in al­low­ing this sleep to draw on. All at once, you began to sing. What could I do, un­happy wretch? Your song was still more charm­ing than your dan­cing. I tried to flee. Im­possible. I was nailed, rooted to the spot. It seemed to me that the marble of the pave­ment had ris­en to my knees. I was forced to re­main un­til the end. My feet were like ice, my head was on fire. At last you took pity on me, you ceased to sing, you dis­ap­peared. The re­flec­tion of the dazzling vis­ion, the re­ver­ber­a­tion of the en­chant­ing mu­sic dis­ap­peared by de­grees from my eyes and my ears. Then I fell back in­to the em­bras­ure of the win­dow, more ri­gid, more feeble than a statue torn from its base. The ves­per bell roused me. I drew my­self up; I fled; but alas! some­thing with­in me had fallen nev­er to rise again, some­thing had come upon me from which I could not flee.”

			He made an­oth­er pause and went on—

			“Yes, dat­ing from that day, there was with­in me a man whom I did not know. I tried to make use of all my rem­ed­ies. The cloister, the al­tar, work, books—fol­lies! Oh, how hol­low does sci­ence sound when one in des­pair dashes against it a head full of pas­sions! Do you know, young girl, what I saw thence­forth between my book and me? You, your shade, the im­age of the lu­min­ous ap­par­i­tion which had one day crossed the space be­fore me. But this im­age had no longer the same col­or; it was sombre, fu­ner­eal, gloomy as the black circle which long pur­sues the vis­ion of the im­prudent man who has gazed in­tently at the sun.

			“Un­able to rid my­self of it, since I heard your song hum­ming ever in my head, be­held your feet dan­cing al­ways on my brevi­ary, felt even at night, in my dreams, your form in con­tact with my own, I de­sired to see you again, to touch you, to know who you were, to see wheth­er I should really find you like the ideal im­age which I had re­tained of you, to shat­ter my dream, per­chance, with real­ity. At all events, I hoped that a new im­pres­sion would ef­face the first, and the first had be­come in­sup­port­able. I sought you. I saw you once more. Calam­ity! When I had seen you twice, I wanted to see you a thou­sand times, I wanted to see you al­ways. Then—how stop my­self on that slope of hell?—then I no longer be­longed to my­self. The oth­er end of the thread which the de­mon had at­tached to my wings he had fastened to his foot. I be­came vag­rant and wan­der­ing like your­self. I waited for you un­der porches, I stood on the lookout for you at the street corners, I watched for you from the sum­mit of my tower. Every even­ing I re­turned to my­self more charmed, more des­pair­ing, more be­witched, more lost!

			“I had learned who you were; an Egyp­tian, Bo­hemi­an, gypsy, zingara. How could I doubt the ma­gic? Listen. I hoped that a tri­al would free me from the charm. A witch en­chanted Bruno d’Ast; he had her burned, and was cured. I knew it. I wanted to try the rem­edy. First I tried to have you for­bid­den the square in front of Notre-Dame, hop­ing to for­get you if you re­turned no more. You paid no heed to it. You re­turned. Then the idea of ab­duct­ing you oc­curred to me. One night I made the at­tempt. There were two of us. We already had you in our power, when that miser­able of­ficer came up. He de­livered you. Thus did he be­gin your un­hap­pi­ness, mine, and his own. Fi­nally, no longer know­ing what to do, and what was to be­come of me, I de­nounced you to the of­fi­cial.

			“I thought that I should be cured like Bruno d’Ast. I also had a con­fused idea that a tri­al would de­liv­er you in­to my hands; that, as a pris­on­er I should hold you, I should have you; that there you could not es­cape from me; that you had already pos­sessed me a suf­fi­ciently long time to give me the right to pos­sess you in my turn. When one does wrong, one must do it thor­oughly. ’Tis mad­ness to halt mid­way in the mon­strous! The ex­treme of crime has its de­li­ri­ums of joy. A priest and a witch can mingle in de­light upon the truss of straw in a dun­geon!

			“Ac­cord­ingly, I de­nounced you. It was then that I ter­ri­fied you when we met. The plot which I was weav­ing against you, the storm which I was heap­ing up above your head, burst from me in threats and light­ning glances. Still, I hes­it­ated. My pro­ject had its ter­rible sides which made me shrink back.

			“Per­haps I might have re­nounced it; per­haps my hideous thought would have withered in my brain, without bear­ing fruit. I thought that it would al­ways de­pend upon me to fol­low up or dis­con­tin­ue this pro­sec­u­tion. But every evil thought is in­ex­or­able, and in­sists on be­com­ing a deed; but where I be­lieved my­self to be all power­ful, fate was more power­ful than I. Alas! ’tis fate which has seized you and de­livered you to the ter­rible wheels of the ma­chine which I had con­struc­ted doubly. Listen. I am near­ing the end.

			“One day—again the sun was shin­ing bril­liantly—I be­hold a man pass me ut­ter­ing your name and laugh­ing, who car­ries sen­su­al­ity in his eyes. Dam­na­tion! I fol­lowed him; you know the rest.”

			He ceased.

			The young girl could find but one word:

			“Oh, my Phoe­bus!”

			“Not that name!” said the priest, grasp­ing her arm vi­ol­ently. “Ut­ter not that name! Oh! miser­able wretches that we are, ’tis that name which has ruined us! or, rather we have ruined each oth­er by the in­ex­plic­able play of fate! you are suf­fer­ing, are you not? you are cold; the night makes you blind, the dun­geon en­vel­ops you; but per­haps you still have some light in the bot­tom of your soul, were it only your child­ish love for that empty man who played with your heart, while I bear the dun­geon with­in me; with­in me there is winter, ice, des­pair; I have night in my soul.

			“Do you know what I have suffered? I was present at your tri­al. I was seated on the of­fi­cial’s bench. Yes, un­der one of the priests’ cowls, there were the con­tor­tions of the damned. When you were brought in, I was there; when you were ques­tioned, I was there.—Den of wolves!—It was my crime, it was my gal­lows that I be­held be­ing slowly reared over your head. I was there for every wit­ness, every proof, every plea; I could count each of your steps in the pain­ful path; I was still there when that fe­ro­cious beast—oh! I had not fore­seen tor­ture! Listen. I fol­lowed you to that cham­ber of an­guish. I be­held you stripped and handled, half na­ked, by the in­fam­ous hands of the tor­ment­or. I be­held your foot, that foot which I would have giv­en an em­pire to kiss and die, that foot, be­neath which to have had my head crushed I should have felt such rap­ture—I be­held it en­cased in that hor­rible boot, which con­verts the limbs of a liv­ing be­ing in­to one bloody clod. Oh, wretch! while I looked on at that, I held be­neath my shroud a dag­ger, with which I la­cer­ated my breast. When you uttered that cry, I plunged it in­to my flesh; at a second cry, it would have entered my heart. Look! I be­lieve that it still bleeds.”

			He opened his cas­sock. His breast was in fact, mangled as by the claw of a ti­ger, and on his side he had a large and badly healed wound.

			The pris­on­er re­coiled with hor­ror.

			“Oh!” said the priest, “young girl, have pity upon me! You think your­self un­happy; alas! alas! you know not what un­hap­pi­ness is. Oh! to love a wo­man! to be a priest! to be hated! to love with all the fury of one’s soul; to feel that one would give for the least of her smiles, one’s blood, one’s vi­tals, one’s fame, one’s sal­va­tion, one’s im­mor­tal­ity and etern­ity, this life and the oth­er; to re­gret that one is not a king, em­per­or, archangel, God, in or­der that one might place a great­er slave be­neath her feet; to clasp her night and day in one’s dreams and one’s thoughts, and to be­hold her in love with the trap­pings of a sol­dier and to have noth­ing to of­fer her but a priest’s dirty cas­sock, which will in­spire her with fear and dis­gust! To be present with one’s jeal­ousy and one’s rage, while she lav­ishes on a miser­able, blus­ter­ing im­be­cile, treas­ures of love and beauty! To be­hold that body whose form burns you, that bos­om which pos­sesses so much sweet­ness, that flesh pal­pit­ate and blush be­neath the kisses of an­oth­er! Oh heav­en! to love her foot, her arm, her shoulder, to think of her blue veins, of her brown skin, un­til one writhes for whole nights to­geth­er on the pave­ment of one’s cell, and to be­hold all those caresses which one has dreamed of, end in tor­ture! To have suc­ceeded only in stretch­ing her upon the leath­er bed! Oh! these are the ver­it­able pin­cers, reddened in the fires of hell. Oh! blessed is he who is sawn between two planks, or torn in pieces by four horses! Do you know what that tor­ture is, which is im­posed upon you for long nights by your burn­ing ar­ter­ies, your burst­ing heart, your break­ing head, your teeth-knawed hands; mad tor­ment­ors which turn you in­cess­antly, as upon a red-hot grid­iron, to a thought of love, of jeal­ousy, and of des­pair! Young girl, mercy! a truce for a mo­ment! a few ashes on these live coals! Wipe away, I be­seech you, the per­spir­a­tion which trickles in great drops from my brow! Child! tor­ture me with one hand, but caress me with the oth­er! Have pity, young girl! Have pity upon me!”

			The priest writhed on the wet pave­ment, beat­ing his head against the corners of the stone steps. The young girl gazed at him, and listened to him.

			When he ceased, ex­hausted and pant­ing, she re­peated in a low voice—

			“Oh my Phoe­bus!”

			The priest dragged him­self to­wards her on his knees.

			“I be­seech you,” he cried, “if you have any heart, do not re­pulse me! Oh! I love you! I am a wretch! When you ut­ter that name, un­happy girl, it is as though you crushed all the fibres of my heart between your teeth. Mercy! If you come from hell I will go thith­er with you. I have done everything to that end. The hell where you are, shall be para­dise; the sight of you is more charm­ing than that of God! Oh! speak! you will have none of me? I should have thought the moun­tains would be shaken in their found­a­tions on the day when a wo­man would re­pulse such a love. Oh! if you only would! Oh! how happy we might be. We would flee—I would help you to flee—we would go some­where, we would seek that spot on earth, where the sun is bright­est, the sky the bluest, where the trees are most lux­uri­ant. We would love each oth­er, we would pour our two souls in­to each oth­er, and we would have a thirst for ourselves which we would quench in com­mon and in­cess­antly at that foun­tain of in­ex­haust­ible love.”

			She in­ter­rup­ted with a ter­rible and thrill­ing laugh.

			“Look, fath­er, you have blood on your fin­gers!”

			The priest re­mained for sev­er­al mo­ments as though pet­ri­fied, with his eyes fixed upon his hand.

			“Well, yes!” he re­sumed at last, with strange gen­tle­ness, “in­sult me, scoff at me, over­whelm me with scorn! but come, come. Let us make haste. It is to be to­mor­row, I tell you. The gib­bet on the Grève, you know it? it stands al­ways ready. It is hor­rible! to see you ride in that tum­brel! Oh mercy! Un­til now I have nev­er felt the power of my love for you.—Oh! fol­low me. You shall take your time to love me after I have saved you. You shall hate me as long as you will. But come. To­mor­row! to­mor­row! the gal­lows! your ex­e­cu­tion! Oh! save your­self! spare me!”

			He seized her arm, he was be­side him­self, he tried to drag her away.

			She fixed her eye in­tently on him.

			“What has be­come of my Phoe­bus?”

			“Ah!” said the priest, re­leas­ing her arm, “you are piti­less.”

			“What has be­come of Phoe­bus?” she re­peated coldly.

			“He is dead!” cried the priest.

			“Dead!” said she, still icy and mo­tion­less “then why do you talk to me of liv­ing?”

			He was not listen­ing to her.

			“Oh! yes,” said he, as though speak­ing to him­self, “he cer­tainly must be dead. The blade pierced deeply. I be­lieve I touched his heart with the point. Oh! my very soul was at the end of the dag­ger!”

			The young girl flung her­self upon him like a ra­ging tigress, and pushed him upon the steps of the stair­case with su­per­nat­ur­al force.

			“Be­gone, mon­ster! Be­gone, as­sas­sin! Leave me to die! May the blood of both of us make an etern­al stain upon your brow! Be thine, priest! Nev­er! nev­er! Noth­ing shall unite us! not hell it­self! Go, ac­cursed man! Nev­er!”

			The priest had stumbled on the stairs. He si­lently dis­en­tangled his feet from the folds of his robe, picked up his lan­tern again, and slowly began the as­cent of the steps which led to the door; he opened the door and passed through it.

			All at once, the young girl be­held his head re­appear; it wore a fright­ful ex­pres­sion, and he cried, hoarse with rage and des­pair—

			“I tell you he is dead!”

			She fell face down­wards upon the floor, and there was no longer any sound aud­ible in the cell than the sob of the drop of wa­ter which made the pool pal­pit­ate amid the dark­ness.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Moth­er

			
			I do not be­lieve that there is any­thing sweeter in the world than the ideas which awake in a moth­er’s heart at the sight of her child’s tiny shoe; es­pe­cially if it is a shoe for fest­ivals, for Sunday, for bap­tism, the shoe em­broidered to the very sole, a shoe in which the in­fant has not yet taken a step. That shoe has so much grace and dainti­ness, it is so im­possible for it to walk, that it seems to the moth­er as though she saw her child. She smiles upon it, she kisses it, she talks to it; she asks her­self wheth­er there can ac­tu­ally be a foot so tiny; and if the child be ab­sent, the pretty shoe suf­fices to place the sweet and fra­gile creature be­fore her eyes. She thinks she sees it, she does see it, com­plete, liv­ing, joy­ous, with its del­ic­ate hands, its round head, its pure lips, its se­rene eyes whose white is blue. If it is in winter, it is yon­der, crawl­ing on the car­pet, it is la­bor­i­ously climb­ing upon an ot­to­man, and the moth­er trembles lest it should ap­proach the fire. If it is sum­mer time, it crawls about the yard, in the garden, plucks up the grass between the pav­ing-stones, gazes in­no­cently at the big dogs, the big horses, without fear, plays with the shells, with the flowers, and makes the garden­er grumble be­cause he finds sand in the flower­beds and earth in the paths. Everything laughs, and shines and plays around it, like it, even the breath of air and the ray of sun which vie with each oth­er in dis­port­ing among the silky ring­lets of its hair. The shoe shows all this to the moth­er, and makes her heart melt as fire melts wax.

			But when the child is lost, these thou­sand im­ages of joy, of charms, of ten­der­ness, which throng around the little shoe, be­come so many hor­rible things. The pretty broidered shoe is no longer any­thing but an in­stru­ment of tor­ture which etern­ally crushes the heart of the moth­er. It is al­ways the same fibre which vi­brates, the tenderest and most sens­it­ive; but in­stead of an an­gel caress­ing it, it is a de­mon who is wrench­ing at it.

			One May morn­ing, when the sun was rising on one of those dark blue skies against which Garo­folo loves to place his Des­cents from the Cross, the re­cluse of the Tour-Ro­land heard a sound of wheels, of horses and irons in the Place de Grève. She was some­what aroused by it, knot­ted her hair upon her ears in or­der to deafen her­self, and re­sumed her con­tem­pla­tion, on her knees, of the in­an­im­ate ob­ject which she had ad­ored for fif­teen years. This little shoe was the uni­verse to her, as we have already said. Her thought was shut up in it, and was destined nev­er more to quit it ex­cept at death. The sombre cave of the Tour-Ro­land alone knew how many bit­ter im­prec­a­tions, touch­ing com­plaints, pray­ers and sobs she had waf­ted to heav­en in con­nec­tion with that charm­ing bauble of rose-colored sat­in. Nev­er was more des­pair be­stowed upon a pret­ti­er and more grace­ful thing.

			It seemed as though her grief were break­ing forth more vi­ol­ently than usu­al; and she could be heard out­side lament­ing in a loud and mono­ton­ous voice which rent the heart.

			“Oh my daugh­ter!” she said, “my daugh­ter, my poor, dear little child, so I shall nev­er see thee more! It is over! It al­ways seems to me that it happened yes­ter­day! My God! my God! it would have been bet­ter not to give her to me than to take her away so soon. Did you not know that our chil­dren are part of ourselves, and that a moth­er who has lost her child no longer be­lieves in God? Ah! wretch that I am to have gone out that day! Lord! Lord! to have taken her from me thus; you could nev­er have looked at me with her, when I was joy­ously warm­ing her at my fire, when she laughed as she suckled, when I made her tiny feet creep up my breast to my lips? Oh! if you had looked at that, my God, you would have taken pity on my joy; you would not have taken from me the only love which lingered, in my heart! Was I then, Lord, so miser­able a creature, that you could not look at me be­fore con­demning me?—Alas! Alas! here is the shoe; where is the foot? where is the rest? Where is the child? My daugh­ter! my daugh­ter! what did they do with thee? Lord, give her back to me. My knees have been worn for fif­teen years in pray­ing to thee, my God! Is not that enough? Give her back to me one day, one hour, one minute; one minute, Lord! and then cast me to the de­mon for all etern­ity! Oh! if I only knew where the skirt of your gar­ment trails, I would cling to it with both hands, and you would be ob­liged to give me back my child! Have you no pity on her pretty little shoe? Could you con­demn a poor moth­er to this tor­ture for fif­teen years? Good Vir­gin! good Vir­gin of heav­en! my in­fant Je­sus has been taken from me, has been stolen from me; they de­voured her on a heath, they drank her blood, they cracked her bones! Good Vir­gin, have pity upon me. My daugh­ter, I want my daugh­ter! What is it to me that she is in para­dise? I do not want your an­gel, I want my child! I am a li­on­ess, I want my whelp. Oh! I will writhe on the earth, I will break the stones with my fore­head, and I will damn my­self, and I will curse you, Lord, if you keep my child from me! you see plainly that my arms are all bit­ten, Lord! Has the good God no mercy?—Oh! give me only salt and black bread, only let me have my daugh­ter to warm me like a sun! Alas! Lord my God. Alas! Lord my God, I am only a vile sin­ner; but my daugh­ter made me pi­ous. I was full of re­li­gion for the love of her, and I be­held you through her smile as through an open­ing in­to heav­en. Oh! if I could only once, just once more, a single time, put this shoe on her pretty little pink foot, I would die bless­ing you, good Vir­gin. Ah! fif­teen years! she will be grown up now!—Un­happy child! what! it is really true then I shall nev­er see her more, not even in heav­en, for I shall not go there my­self. Oh! what misery to think that here is her shoe, and that that is all!”

			The un­happy wo­man flung her­self upon that shoe; her con­sol­a­tion and her des­pair for so many years, and her vi­tals were rent with sobs as on the first day; be­cause, for a moth­er who has lost her child, it is al­ways the first day. That grief nev­er grows old. The mourn­ing gar­ments may grow white and thread­bare, the heart re­mains dark.

			At that mo­ment, the fresh and joy­ous cries of chil­dren passed in front of the cell. Every time that chil­dren crossed her vis­ion or struck her ear, the poor moth­er flung her­self in­to the darkest corner of her sep­ulchre, and one would have said, that she sought to plunge her head in­to the stone in or­der not to hear them. This time, on the con­trary, she drew her­self up­right with a start, and listened eagerly. One of the little boys had just said—

			“They are go­ing to hang a gypsy today.”

			With the ab­rupt leap of that spider which we have seen fling it­self upon a fly at the trem­bling of its web, she rushed to her air-hole, which opened as the read­er knows, on the Place de Grève. A lad­der had, in fact, been raised up against the per­man­ent gib­bet, and the hang­man’s as­sist­ant was busy­ing him­self with ad­just­ing the chains which had been rus­ted by the rain. There were some people stand­ing about.

			The laugh­ing group of chil­dren was already far away. The sacked nun sought with her eyes some passerby whom she might ques­tion. All at once, be­side her cell, she per­ceived a priest mak­ing a pre­text of read­ing the pub­lic brevi­ary, but who was much less oc­cu­pied with the “lectern of lat­ticed iron,” than with the gal­lows, to­ward which he cast a fierce and gloomy glance from time to time. She re­cog­nized mon­sieur the arch­deac­on of Jo­sas, a holy man.

			“Fath­er,” she in­quired, “whom are they about to hang yon­der?”

			The priest looked at her and made no reply; she re­peated her ques­tion. Then he said—

			“I know not.”

			“Some chil­dren said that it was a gypsy,” went on the re­cluse.

			“I be­lieve so,” said the priest.

			Then Paquette la Chante­fleur­ie burst in­to hy­ena-like laughter.

			“Sis­ter,” said the arch­deac­on, “do you then hate the gypsies heart­ily?”

			“Do I hate them!” ex­claimed the re­cluse, “they are vam­pires, steal­ers of chil­dren! They de­voured my little daugh­ter, my child, my only child! I have no longer any heart, they de­voured it!”

			She was fright­ful. The priest looked at her coldly.

			“There is one in par­tic­u­lar whom I hate, and whom I have cursed,” she re­sumed; “it is a young one, of the age which my daugh­ter would be if her moth­er had not eaten my daugh­ter. Every time that that young vi­per passes in front of my cell, she sets my blood in a fer­ment.”

			“Well, sis­ter, re­joice,” said the priest, icy as a sepulchral statue; “that is the one whom you are about to see die.”

			His head fell upon his bos­om and he moved slowly away.

			The re­cluse writhed her arms with joy.

			“I pre­dicted it for her, that she would as­cend thith­er! Thanks, priest!” she cried.

			And she began to pace up and down with long strides be­fore the grat­ing of her win­dow, her hair dishevelled, her eyes flash­ing, with her shoulder strik­ing against the wall, with the wild air of a fe­male wolf in a cage, who has long been fam­ished, and who feels the hour for her re­past draw­ing near.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Three Hu­man Hearts Dif­fer­ently Con­struc­ted

			
			Phoe­bus was not dead, how­ever. Men of that stamp die hard. When Mas­ter Phil­ippe Lheuli­er, ad­voc­ate ex­traordin­ary of the king, had said to poor Es­mer­alda; “He is dy­ing,” it was an er­ror or a jest. When the arch­deac­on had re­peated to the con­demned girl; “He is dead,” the fact is that he knew noth­ing about it, but that he be­lieved it, that he coun­ted on it, that he did not doubt it, that he de­voutly hoped it. It would have been too hard for him to give fa­vor­able news of his rival to the wo­man whom he loved. Any man would have done the same in his place.

			It was not that Phoe­bus’s wound had not been ser­i­ous, but it had not been as much so as the arch­deac­on be­lieved. The phys­i­cian, to whom the sol­diers of the watch had car­ried him at the first mo­ment, had feared for his life dur­ing the space of a week, and had even told him so in Lat­in. But youth had gained the up­per hand; and, as fre­quently hap­pens, in spite of pro­gnost­ic­a­tions and dia­gnoses, nature had amused her­self by sav­ing the sick man un­der the phys­i­cian’s very nose. It was while he was still ly­ing on the leech’s pal­let that he had sub­mit­ted to the in­ter­rog­a­tions of Phil­ippe Lheuli­er and the of­fi­cial in­quis­it­ors, which had an­noyed him greatly. Hence, one fine morn­ing, feel­ing him­self bet­ter, he had left his golden spurs with the leech as pay­ment, and had slipped away. This had not, how­ever, in­terfered with the pro­gress of the af­fair. Justice, at that epoch, troubled it­self very little about the clear­ness and def­in­ite­ness of a crim­in­al suit. Provided that the ac­cused was hung, that was all that was ne­ces­sary. Now the judge had plenty of proofs against la Es­mer­alda. They had sup­posed Phoe­bus to be dead, and that was the end of the mat­ter.

			Phoe­bus, on his side, had not fled far. He had simply re­joined his com­pany in gar­ris­on at Queue-en-Brie, in the Isle-de-France, a few stages from Par­is.

			After all, it did not please him in the least to ap­pear in this suit. He had a vague feel­ing that he should play a ri­dicu­lous fig­ure in it. On the whole, he did not know what to think of the whole af­fair. Su­per­sti­tious, and not giv­en to de­vout­ness, like every sol­dier who is only a sol­dier, when he came to ques­tion him­self about this ad­ven­ture, he did not feel as­sured as to the goat, as to the sin­gu­lar fash­ion in which he had met La Es­mer­alda, as to the no less strange man­ner in which she had al­lowed him to di­vine her love, as to her char­ac­ter as a gypsy, and lastly, as to the surly monk. He per­ceived in all these in­cid­ents much more ma­gic than love, prob­ably a sor­ceress, per­haps the dev­il; a com­edy, in short, or to speak in the lan­guage of that day, a very dis­agree­able mys­tery, in which he played a very awk­ward part, the role of blows and de­ri­sion. The cap­tain was quite put out of coun­ten­ance about it; he ex­per­i­enced that sort of shame which our La Fon­taine has so ad­mir­ably defined—

			
				Ashamed as a fox who has been caught by a fowl.

			

			Moreover, he hoped that the af­fair would not get noised abroad, that his name would hardly be pro­nounced in it, and that in any case it would not go bey­ond the courts of the Tour­nelle. In this he was not mis­taken, there was then no Gaz­ette des Tribunaux; and as not a week passed which had not its coun­ter­feit­er to boil, or its witch to hang, or its heretic to burn, at some one of the in­nu­mer­able justices of Par­is, people were so ac­cus­tomed to see­ing in all the squares the an­cient feud­al Themis, bare armed, with sleeves stripped up, per­form­ing her duty at the gib­bets, the lad­ders, and the pil­lor­ies, that they hardly paid any heed to it. Fash­ion­able so­ci­ety of that day hardly knew the name of the vic­tim who passed by at the corner of the street, and it was the popu­lace at the most who re­galed them­selves with this coarse fare. An ex­e­cu­tion was an ha­bitu­al in­cid­ent of the pub­lic high­ways, like the brais­ing-pan of the baker or the slaughter­house of the knack­er. The ex­e­cu­tion­er was only a sort of butcher of a little deep­er dye than the rest.

			Hence Phoe­bus’s mind was soon at ease on the score of the en­chant­ress Es­mer­alda, or Sim­il­ar, as he called her, con­cern­ing the blow from the dag­ger of the Bo­hemi­an or of the surly monk (it mattered little which to him), and as to the is­sue of the tri­al. But as soon as his heart was va­cant in that dir­ec­tion, Fleur-de-Lys re­turned to it. Cap­tain Phoe­bus’s heart, like the phys­ics of that day, ab­horred a va­cu­um.

			Queue-en-Brie was a very in­sip­id place to stay at then, a vil­lage of far­ri­ers, and cow­girls with chapped hands, a long line of poor dwell­ings and thatched cot­tages, which bor­ders the grand road on both sides for half a league; a tail (queue), in short, as its name im­ports.

			Fleur-de-Lys was his last pas­sion but one, a pretty girl, a charm­ing dowry; ac­cord­ingly, one fine morn­ing, quite cured, and as­sum­ing that, after the lapse of two months, the Bo­hemi­an af­fair must be com­pletely fin­ished and for­got­ten, the amor­ous cava­lier ar­rived on a pran­cing horse at the door of the Gonde­laur­i­er man­sion.

			He paid no at­ten­tion to a tol­er­ably nu­mer­ous rabble which had as­sembled in the Place du Par­vis, be­fore the portal of Notre-Dame; he re­membered that it was the month of May; he sup­posed that it was some pro­ces­sion, some Pente­cost, some fest­iv­al, hitched his horse to the ring at the door, and gayly as­cen­ded the stairs to his beau­ti­ful be­trothed.

			She was alone with her moth­er.

			The scene of the witch, her goat, her cursed al­pha­bet, and Phoe­bus’s long ab­sences, still weighed on Fleur-de-Lys’s heart. Nev­er­the­less, when she be­held her cap­tain enter, she thought him so hand­some, his doublet so new, his bald­rick so shin­ing, and his air so im­pas­sioned, that she blushed with pleas­ure. The noble dam­sel her­self was more charm­ing than ever. Her mag­ni­fi­cent blond hair was plaited in a rav­ish­ing man­ner, she was dressed en­tirely in that sky blue which be­comes fair people so well, a bit of coquetry which she had learned from Colombe, and her eyes were swim­ming in that lan­guor of love which be­comes them still bet­ter.

			Phoe­bus, who had seen noth­ing in the line of beauty, since he left the vil­lage maids of Queue-en-Brie, was in­tox­ic­ated with Fleur-de-Lys, which im­par­ted to our of­ficer so eager and gal­lant an air, that his peace was im­me­di­ately made. Ma­dame de Gonde­laur­i­er her­self, still ma­ter­nally seated in her big arm­chair, had not the heart to scold him. As for Fleur-de-Lys’s re­proaches, they ex­pired in tender coo­ings.

			The young girl was seated near the win­dow still em­broid­er­ing her grotto of Nep­tune. The cap­tain was lean­ing over the back of her chair, and she was ad­dress­ing her caress­ing re­proaches to him in a low voice.

			“What has be­come of you these two long months, wicked man?”

			“I swear to you,” replied Phoe­bus, some­what em­bar­rassed by the ques­tion, “that you are beau­ti­ful enough to set an arch­bish­op to dream­ing.”

			She could not repress a smile.

			“Good, good, sir. Let my beauty alone and an­swer my ques­tion. A fine beauty, in sooth!”

			“Well, my dear cous­in, I was re­called to the gar­ris­on.”

			“And where is that, if you please? and why did not you come to say farewell?”

			“At Queue-en-Brie.”

			Phoe­bus was de­lighted with the first ques­tion, which helped him to avoid the second.

			“But that is quite close by, mon­sieur. Why did you not come to see me a single time?”

			Here Phoe­bus was rather ser­i­ously em­bar­rassed.

			“Be­cause—the ser­vice—and then, charm­ing cous­in, I have been ill.”

			“Ill!” she re­peated in alarm.

			“Yes, wounded!”

			“Wounded!”

			The poor child was com­pletely up­set.

			“Oh! do not be frightened at that,” said Phoe­bus, care­lessly, “it was noth­ing. A quar­rel, a sword cut; what is that to you?”

			“What is that to me?” ex­claimed Fleur-de-Lys, rais­ing her beau­ti­ful eyes filled with tears. “Oh! you do not say what you think when you speak thus. What sword cut was that? I wish to know all.”

			“Well, my dear fair one, I had a fall­ing out with Mahé Fédy, you know? the lieu­ten­ant of Saint-Ger­main-en-Laye, and we ripped open a few inches of skin for each oth­er. That is all.”

			The men­dacious cap­tain was per­fectly well aware that an af­fair of hon­or al­ways makes a man stand well in the eyes of a wo­man. In fact, Fleur-de-Lys looked him full in the face, all agit­ated with fear, pleas­ure, and ad­mir­a­tion. Still, she was not com­pletely re­as­sured.

			“Provided that you are wholly cured, my Phoe­bus!” said she. “I do not know your Mahé Fédy, but he is a vil­lain­ous man. And whence arose this quar­rel?”

			Here Phoe­bus, whose ima­gin­a­tion was en­dowed with but me­diocre power of cre­ation, began to find him­self in a quandary as to a means of ex­tric­at­ing him­self for his prowess.

			“Oh! how do I know?—a mere noth­ing, a horse, a re­mark! Fair cous­in,” he ex­claimed, for the sake of chan­ging the con­ver­sa­tion, “what noise is this in the Cathed­ral Square?”

			He ap­proached the win­dow.

			“Oh! Mon Dieu, fair cous­in, how many people there are on the Place!”

			“I know not,” said Fleur-de-Lys; “it ap­pears that a witch is to do pen­ance this morn­ing be­fore the church, and there­after to be hung.”

			The cap­tain was so thor­oughly per­suaded that la Es­mer­alda’s af­fair was con­cluded, that he was but little dis­turbed by Fleur-de-Lys’s words. Still, he asked her one or two ques­tions.

			“What is the name of this witch?”

			“I do not know,” she replied.

			“And what is she said to have done?”

			She shrugged her white shoulders.

			“I know not.”

			“Oh, mon Dieu Jésus!” said her moth­er; “there are so many witches nowadays that I dare say they burn them without know­ing their names. One might as well seek the name of every cloud in the sky. After all, one may be tran­quil. The good God keeps his re­gister.” Here the ven­er­able dame rose and came to the win­dow. “Good Lord! you are right, Phoe­bus,” said she. “The rabble is in­deed great. There are people on all the roofs, blessed be God! Do you know, Phoe­bus, this re­minds me of my best days. The en­trance of King Charles VII, when, also, there were many people. I no longer re­mem­ber in what year that was. When I speak of this to you, it pro­duces upon you the ef­fect—does it not?—the ef­fect of some­thing very old, and upon me of some­thing very young. Oh! the crowd was far finer than at the present day. They even stood upon the ma­chic­ol­a­tions of the Porte Sainte-Ant­oine. The king had the queen on a pil­lion, and after their high­nesses came all the ladies moun­ted be­hind all the lords. I re­mem­ber that they laughed loudly, be­cause be­side Amanyon de Gar­lande, who was very short of stature, there rode the Sire Mate­felon, a che­va­lier of gi­gant­ic size, who had killed heaps of Eng­lish. It was very fine. A pro­ces­sion of all the gen­tle­men of France, with their ori­flammes wav­ing red be­fore the eye. There were some with pen­nons and some with ban­ners. How can I tell? the Sire de Calan with a pen­non; Jean de Châteaumor­ant with a ban­ner; the Sire de Courcy with a ban­ner, and a more ample one than any of the oth­ers ex­cept the Duc de Bour­bon. Alas! ’tis a sad thing to think that all that has ex­is­ted and ex­ists no longer!”

			The two lov­ers were not listen­ing to the ven­er­able dow­ager. Phoe­bus had re­turned and was lean­ing on the back of his be­trothed’s chair, a charm­ing post whence his lib­ertine glance plunged in­to all the open­ings of Fleur-de-Lys’s gor­get. This gor­get gaped so con­veni­ently, and al­lowed him to see so many ex­quis­ite things and to di­vine so many more, that Phoe­bus, dazzled by this skin with its gleams of sat­in, said to him­self, “How can any one love any­thing but a fair skin?”

			Both were si­lent. The young girl raised sweet, en­rap­tured eyes to him from time to time, and their hair mingled in a ray of spring sun­shine.

			“Phoe­bus,” said Fleur-de-Lys sud­denly, in a low voice, “we are to be mar­ried three months hence; swear to me that you have nev­er loved any oth­er wo­man than my­self.”

			“I swear it, fair an­gel!” replied Phoe­bus, and his pas­sion­ate glances aided the sin­cere tone of his voice in con­vin­cing Fleur-de-Lys.

			Mean­while, the good moth­er, charmed to see the be­trothed pair on terms of such per­fect un­der­stand­ing, had just quit­ted the apart­ment to at­tend to some do­mest­ic mat­ter; Phoe­bus ob­served it, and this so em­boldened the ad­ven­tur­ous cap­tain that very strange ideas moun­ted to his brain. Fleur-de-Lys loved him, he was her be­trothed; she was alone with him; his former taste for her had reawakened, not with all its fresh­ness but with all its ar­dor; after all, there is no great harm in tast­ing one’s wheat while it is still in the blade; I do not know wheth­er these ideas passed through his mind, but one thing is cer­tain, that Fleur-de-Lys was sud­denly alarmed by the ex­pres­sion of his glance. She looked round and saw that her moth­er was no longer there.

			“Good heav­ens!” said she, blush­ing and un­easy, “how very warm I am!”

			“I think, in fact,” replied Phoe­bus, “that it can­not be far from mid­day. The sun is trouble­some. We need only lower the cur­tains.”

			“No, no,” ex­claimed the poor little thing, “on the con­trary, I need air.”

			And like a fawn who feels the breath of the pack of hounds, she rose, ran to the win­dow, opened it, and rushed upon the bal­cony.

			Phoe­bus, much dis­com­fited, fol­lowed her.

			The Place du Par­vis Notre-Dame, upon which the bal­cony looked, as the read­er knows, presen­ted at that mo­ment a sin­gu­lar and sin­is­ter spec­tacle which caused the fright of the tim­id Fleur-de-Lys to change its nature.

			An im­mense crowd, which over­flowed in­to all the neigh­bor­ing streets, en­cumbered the Place, prop­erly speak­ing. The little wall, breast high, which sur­roun­ded the Place, would not have suf­ficed to keep it free had it not been lined with a thick hedge of ser­geants and hack­buteers, cul­ver­ines in hand. Thanks to this thick­et of pikes and ar­que­buses, the Par­vis was empty. Its en­trance was guarded by a force of hal­berdiers with the ar­mori­al bear­ings of the bish­op. The large doors of the church were closed, and formed a con­trast with the in­nu­mer­able win­dows on the Place, which, open to their very gables, al­lowed a view of thou­sands of heads heaped up al­most like the piles of bul­lets in a park of ar­til­lery.

			The sur­face of this rabble was dingy, dirty, earthy. The spec­tacle which it was ex­pect­ing was evid­ently one of the sort which pos­sess the priv­ilege of bring­ing out and call­ing to­geth­er the vilest among the popu­lace. Noth­ing is so hideous as the noise which was made by that swarm of yel­low caps and dirty heads. In that throng there were more laughs than cries, more wo­men than men.

			From time to time, a sharp and vi­brat­ing voice pierced the gen­er­al clam­or.

			

			“Ohé! Mahiet Bal­if­fre! Is she to be hung yon­der?”

			“Fool! ’tis here that she is to make her apo­logy in her shift! the good God is go­ing to cough Lat­in in her face! That is al­ways done here, at mid­day. If ’tis the gal­lows that you wish, go to the Grève.”

			“I will go there, af­ter­wards.”

			

			“Tell me, la Bou­canbry? Is it true that she has re­fused a con­fess­or?”

			“It ap­pears so, La Be­chaigne.”

			“You see what a pa­gan she is!”

			

			“ ’Tis the cus­tom, mon­sieur. The bailiff of the courts is bound to de­liv­er the mal­efact­or ready judged for ex­e­cu­tion if he be a lay­man, to the prov­ost of Par­is; if a clerk, to the of­fi­cial of the bish­op­ric.”

			“Thank you, sir.”

			

			“Oh, God!” said Fleur-de-Lys, “the poor creature!”

			This thought filled with sad­ness the glance which she cast upon the popu­lace. The cap­tain, much more oc­cu­pied with her than with that pack of the rabble, was amor­ously rump­ling her girdle be­hind. She turned round, en­treat­ing and smil­ing.

			“Please let me alone, Phoe­bus! If my moth­er were to re­turn, she would see your hand!”

			At that mo­ment, mid­day rang slowly out from the clock of Notre-Dame. A mur­mur of sat­is­fac­tion broke out in the crowd. The last vi­bra­tion of the twelfth stroke had hardly died away when all heads surged like the waves be­neath a squall, and an im­mense shout went up from the pave­ment, the win­dows, and the roofs,

			“There she is!”

			Fleur-de-Lys pressed her hands to her eyes, that she might not see.

			“Charm­ing girl,” said Phoe­bus, “do you wish to with­draw?”

			“No,” she replied; and she opened through curi­os­ity, the eyes which she had closed through fear.

			A tum­brel drawn by a stout Nor­man horse, and all sur­roun­ded by cav­alry in vi­ol­et liv­ery with white crosses, had just de­bouched upon the Place through the Rue Saint-Pierre-aux-Boeufs. The ser­geants of the watch were clear­ing a pas­sage for it through the crowd, by stout blows from their clubs. Be­side the cart rode sev­er­al of­ficers of justice and po­lice, re­cog­niz­able by their black cos­tume and their awk­ward­ness in the saddle. Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue paraded at their head.

			In the fatal cart sat a young girl with her arms tied be­hind her back, and with no priest be­side her. She was in her shift; her long black hair (the fash­ion then was to cut it off only at the foot of the gal­lows) fell in dis­order upon her half-bared throat and shoulders.

			Athwart that wav­ing hair, more glossy than the plumage of a raven, a thick, rough, gray rope was vis­ible, twis­ted and knot­ted, chaf­ing her del­ic­ate col­lar­bones and twin­ing round the charm­ing neck of the poor girl, like an earth­worm round a flower. Be­neath that rope glittered a tiny am­u­let or­na­men­ted with bits of green glass, which had been left to her no doubt, be­cause noth­ing is re­fused to those who are about to die. The spec­tat­ors in the win­dows could see in the bot­tom of the cart her na­ked legs which she strove to hide be­neath her, as by a fi­nal fem­in­ine in­stinct. At her feet lay a little goat, bound. The con­demned girl held to­geth­er with her teeth her im­per­fectly fastened shift. One would have said that she suffered still more in her misery from be­ing thus ex­posed al­most na­ked to the eyes of all. Alas! mod­esty is not made for such shocks.

			“Je­sus!” said Fleur-de-Lys hast­ily to the cap­tain. “Look fair cous­in, ’tis that wretched Bo­hemi­an with the goat.”

			So say­ing, she turned to Phoe­bus. His eyes were fixed on the tum­brel. He was very pale.

			“What Bo­hemi­an with the goat?” he stammered.

			“What!” re­sumed Fleur-de-Lys, “do you not re­mem­ber?”

			Phoe­bus in­ter­rup­ted her.

			“I do not know what you mean.”

			He made a step to re-enter the room, but Fleur-de-Lys, whose jeal­ousy, pre­vi­ously so vividly aroused by this same gypsy, had just been reawakened, Fleur-de-Lys gave him a look full of pen­et­ra­tion and dis­trust. She vaguely re­called at that mo­ment hav­ing heard of a cap­tain mixed up in the tri­al of that witch.

			“What is the mat­ter with you?” she said to Phoe­bus, “one would say, that this wo­man had dis­turbed you.”

			Phoe­bus forced a sneer—

			“Me! Not the least in the world! Ah! yes, cer­tainly!”

			“Re­main, then!” she con­tin­ued im­per­i­ously, “and let us see the end.”

			The un­lucky cap­tain was ob­liged to re­main. He was some­what re­as­sured by the fact that the con­demned girl nev­er re­moved her eyes from the bot­tom of the cart. It was but too surely la Es­mer­alda. In this last stage of op­pro­bri­um and mis­for­tune, she was still beau­ti­ful; her great black eyes ap­peared still lar­ger, be­cause of the ema­ci­ation of her cheeks; her pale pro­file was pure and sub­lime. She re­sembled what she had been, in the same de­gree that a vir­gin by Mas­ac­cio, re­sembles a vir­gin of Raphael—weak­er, thin­ner, more del­ic­ate.

			Moreover, there was noth­ing in her which was not shaken in some sort, and which with the ex­cep­tion of her mod­esty, she did not let go at will, so pro­foundly had she been broken by stupor and des­pair. Her body bounded at every jolt of the tum­brel like a dead or broken thing; her gaze was dull and im­be­cile. A tear was still vis­ible in her eyes, but mo­tion­less and frozen, so to speak.

			Mean­while, the lugubri­ous caval­cade has tra­versed the crowd amid cries of joy and curi­ous at­ti­tudes. But as a faith­ful his­tor­i­an, we must state that on be­hold­ing her so beau­ti­ful, so de­pressed, many were moved with pity, even among the hard­est of them.

			The tum­brel had entered the Par­vis.

			It hal­ted be­fore the cent­ral portal. The es­cort ranged them­selves in line on both sides. The crowd be­came si­lent, and, in the midst of this si­lence full of anxi­ety and solem­nity, the two leaves of the grand door swung back, as of them­selves, on their hinges, which gave a creak like the sound of a fife. Then there be­came vis­ible in all its length, the deep, gloomy church, hung in black, sparely lighted with a few candles gleam­ing afar off on the prin­cip­al al­tar, opened in the midst of the Place which was dazzling with light, like the mouth of a cav­ern. At the very ex­tremity, in the gloom of the apse, a gi­gant­ic sil­ver cross was vis­ible against a black drapery which hung from the vault to the pave­ment. The whole nave was deser­ted. But a few heads of priests could be seen mov­ing con­fusedly in the dis­tant choir stalls, and, at the mo­ment when the great door opened, there es­caped from the church a loud, sol­emn, and mono­ton­ous chant­ing, which cast over the head of the con­demned girl, in gusts, frag­ments of mel­an­choly psalms—

			“Non timebo mil­lia pop­uli cir­cum­d­antis me: ex­surge, Dom­ine; salv­um me fac, Deus!”

			“Salv­um me fac, Deus, quo­niam in­traver­unt aquae usque ad an­im­am meam.”

			“In­fix­us sum in limo pro­fundi; et non est sub­stan­tia.”

			At the same time, an­oth­er voice, sep­ar­ate from the choir, in­toned upon the steps of the chief al­tar, this mel­an­choly of­fer­tory—

			“Qui verbum meum audit, et cred­it ei qui mis­it me, ha­bet vit­am aeternam et in ju­di­ci­um non ven­it; sed trans­it a morte in vit­am.”46

			This chant, which a few old men bur­ied in the gloom sang from afar over that beau­ti­ful creature, full of youth and life, caressed by the warm air of spring, in­und­ated with sun­light was the mass for the dead.

			The people listened de­voutly.

			The un­happy girl seemed to lose her sight and her con­scious­ness in the ob­scure in­teri­or of the church. Her white lips moved as though in pray­er, and the heads­man’s as­sist­ant who ap­proached to as­sist her to alight from the cart, heard her re­peat­ing this word in a low tone—“Phoe­bus.”

			They un­tied her hands, made her alight, ac­com­pan­ied by her goat, which had also been un­bound, and which bleated with joy at find­ing it­self free: and they made her walk bare­foot on the hard pave­ment to the foot of the steps lead­ing to the door. The rope about her neck trailed be­hind her. One would have said it was a ser­pent fol­low­ing her.

			Then the chant­ing in the church ceased. A great golden cross and a row of wax candles began to move through the gloom. The hal­berds of the mot­ley beadles clanked; and, a few mo­ments later, a long pro­ces­sion of priests in chas­ubles, and dea­cons in dal­mat­ics, marched gravely to­wards the con­demned girl, as they drawled their song, spread out be­fore her view and that of the crowd. But her glance res­ted on the one who marched at the head, im­me­di­ately after the cross-bear­er.

			“Oh!” she said in a low voice, and with a shud­der, “ ’tis he again! the priest!”

			It was in fact, the arch­deac­on. On his left he had the sub-chanter, on his right, the chanter, armed with his of­fi­cial wand. He ad­vanced with head thrown back, his eyes fixed and wide open, in­ton­ing in a strong voice—

			“De ventre in­feri clamavi, et ex­audisti vo­cem meam.

			“Et pro­je­cisti me in pro­fundum in corde mar­is, et flumem cir­cum­ded­it me.”47

			At the mo­ment when he made his ap­pear­ance in the full day­light be­neath the lofty arched portal, en­vel­oped in an ample cope of sil­ver barred with a black cross, he was so pale that more than one per­son in the crowd thought that one of the marble bish­ops who knelt on the sepulchral stones of the choir had ris­en and was come to re­ceive upon the brink of the tomb, the wo­man who was about to die.

			She, no less pale, no less like a statue, had hardly no­ticed that they had placed in her hand a heavy, lighted candle of yel­low wax; she had not heard the yelp­ing voice of the clerk read­ing the fatal con­tents of the apo­logy; when they told her to re­spond with “Amen,” she re­spon­ded “Amen.” She only re­covered life and force when she be­held the priest make a sign to her guards to with­draw, and him­self ad­vance alone to­wards her.

			Then she felt her blood boil in her head, and a rem­nant of in­dig­na­tion flashed up in that soul already be­numbed and cold.

			The arch­deac­on ap­proached her slowly; even in that ex­tremity, she be­held him cast an eye spark­ling with sen­su­al­ity, jeal­ousy, and de­sire, over her ex­posed form. Then he said aloud—

			“Young girl, have you asked God’s par­don for your faults and short­com­ings?”

			He bent down to her ear, and ad­ded (the spec­tat­ors sup­posed that he was re­ceiv­ing her last con­fes­sion): “Will you have me? I can still save you!”

			She looked in­tently at him: “Be­gone, de­mon, or I will de­nounce you!”

			He gave vent to a hor­rible smile: “You will not be be­lieved. You will only add a scan­dal to a crime. Reply quickly! Will you have me?”

			“What have you done with my Phoe­bus?”

			“He is dead!” said the priest.

			At that mo­ment the wretched arch­deac­on raised his head mech­an­ic­ally and be­held at the oth­er end of the Place, in the bal­cony of the Gonde­laur­i­er man­sion, the cap­tain stand­ing be­side Fleur-de-Lys. He staggered, passed his hand across his eyes, looked again, muttered a curse, and all his fea­tures were vi­ol­ently con­tor­ted.

			“Well, die then!” he hissed between his teeth. “No one shall have you.” Then, rais­ing his hand over the gypsy, he ex­claimed in a fu­ner­eal voice:—“I nunc, an­ima an­ceps, et sit tibi Deus miseri­cors!”48

			This was the dread for­mula with which it was the cus­tom to con­clude these gloomy ce­re­mon­ies. It was the sig­nal agreed upon between the priest and the ex­e­cu­tion­er.

			The crowd knelt.

			“Kyrie eleis­on,”49 said the priests, who had re­mained be­neath the arch of the portal.

			“Kyrie eleis­on,” re­peated the throng in that mur­mur which runs over all heads, like the waves of a troubled sea.

			“Amen,” said the arch­deac­on.

			He turned his back on the con­demned girl, his head sank upon his breast once more, he crossed his hands and re­joined his es­cort of priests, and a mo­ment later he was seen to dis­ap­pear, with the cross, the candles, and the copes, be­neath the misty arches of the cathed­ral, and his son­or­ous voice was ex­tin­guished by de­grees in the choir, as he chanted this verse of des­pair—

			“Omnes gur­gites tui et fluc­tus tui su­per me tran­sier­unt.”50

			At the same time, the in­ter­mit­tent clash of the iron butts of the beadles’ hal­berds, gradu­ally dy­ing away among the columns of the nave, pro­duced the ef­fect of a clock ham­mer strik­ing the last hour of the con­demned.

			The doors of Notre-Dame re­mained open, al­low­ing a view of the empty des­ol­ate church, draped in mourn­ing, without candles, and without voices.

			The con­demned girl re­mained mo­tion­less in her place, wait­ing to be dis­posed of. One of the ser­geants of po­lice was ob­liged to no­ti­fy Mas­ter Char­molue of the fact, as the lat­ter, dur­ing this en­tire scene, had been en­gaged in study­ing the bas-re­lief of the grand portal which rep­res­ents, ac­cord­ing to some, the sac­ri­fice of Ab­ra­ham; ac­cord­ing to oth­ers, the philo­soph­er’s al­chem­ic­al op­er­a­tion: the sun be­ing figured forth by the an­gel; the fire, by the fag­ot; the ar­tis­an, by Ab­ra­ham.

			There was con­sid­er­able dif­fi­culty in draw­ing him away from that con­tem­pla­tion, but at length he turned round; and, at a sig­nal which he gave, two men clad in yel­low, the ex­e­cu­tion­er’s as­sist­ants, ap­proached the gypsy to bind her hands once more.

			The un­happy creature, at the mo­ment of mount­ing once again the fatal cart, and pro­ceed­ing to her last halt­ing-place, was seized, pos­sibly, with some poignant cling­ing to life. She raised her dry, red eyes to heav­en, to the sun, to the sil­very clouds, cut here and there by a blue trapezi­um or tri­angle; then she lowered them to ob­jects around her, to the earth, the throng, the houses; all at once, while the yel­low man was bind­ing her el­bows, she uttered a ter­rible cry, a cry of joy. Yon­der, on that bal­cony, at the corner of the Place, she had just caught sight of him, of her friend, her lord, Phoe­bus, the oth­er ap­par­i­tion of her life!

			The judge had lied! the priest had lied! it was cer­tainly he, she could not doubt it; he was there, hand­some, alive, dressed in his bril­liant uni­form, his plume on his head, his sword by his side!

			“Phoe­bus!” she cried, “my Phoe­bus!”

			And she tried to stretch to­wards him arms trem­bling with love and rap­ture, but they were bound.

			Then she saw the cap­tain frown, a beau­ti­ful young girl who was lean­ing against him gazed at him with dis­dain­ful lips and ir­rit­ated eyes; then Phoe­bus uttered some words which did not reach her, and both dis­ap­peared pre­cip­it­ately be­hind the win­dow open­ing upon the bal­cony, which closed after them.

			“Phoe­bus!” she cried wildly, “can it be you be­lieve it?” A mon­strous thought had just presen­ted it­self to her. She re­membered that she had been con­demned to death for murder com­mit­ted on the per­son of Phoe­bus de Château­pers.

			She had borne up un­til that mo­ment. But this last blow was too harsh. She fell life­less on the pave­ment.

			“Come,” said Char­molue, “carry her to the cart, and make an end of it.”

			No one had yet ob­served in the gal­lery of the statues of the kings, carved dir­ectly above the arches of the portal, a strange spec­tat­or, who had, up to that time, ob­served everything with such im­pass­ive­ness, with a neck so strained, a vis­age so hideous that, in his mot­ley ac­coutre­ment of red and vi­ol­et, he might have been taken for one of those stone mon­sters through whose mouths the long gut­ters of the cathed­ral have dis­charged their wa­ters for six hun­dred years. This spec­tat­or had missed noth­ing that had taken place since mid­day in front of the portal of Notre-Dame. And at the very be­gin­ning he had se­curely fastened to one of the small columns a large knot­ted rope, one end of which trailed on the flight of steps be­low. This be­ing done, he began to look on tran­quilly, whist­ling from time to time when a black­bird flit­ted past. Sud­denly, at the mo­ment when the su­per­in­tend­ent’s as­sist­ants were pre­par­ing to ex­ecute Char­molue’s phleg­mat­ic or­der, he threw his leg over the bal­us­trade of the gal­lery, seized the rope with his feet, his knees and his hands; then he was seen to glide down the façade, as a drop of rain slips down a win­dowpane, rush to the two ex­e­cu­tion­ers with the swift­ness of a cat which has fallen from a roof, knock them down with two enorm­ous fists, pick up the gypsy with one hand, as a child would her doll, and dash back in­to the church with a single bound, lift­ing the young girl above his head and cry­ing in a for­mid­able voice—

			“Sanc­tu­ary!”

			This was done with such rapid­ity, that had it taken place at night, the whole of it could have been seen in the space of a single flash of light­ning.

			“Sanc­tu­ary! Sanc­tu­ary!” re­peated the crowd; and the clap­ping of ten thou­sand hands made Quasimodo’s single eye sparkle with joy and pride.

			This shock re­stored the con­demned girl to her senses. She raised her eye­lids, looked at Quasimodo, then closed them again sud­denly, as though ter­ri­fied by her de­liver­er.

			Char­molue was stu­pefied, as well as the ex­e­cu­tion­ers and the en­tire es­cort. In fact, with­in the bounds of Notre-Dame, the con­demned girl could not be touched. The cathed­ral was a place of refuge. All tem­por­al jur­is­dic­tion ex­pired upon its threshold.

			Quasimodo had hal­ted be­neath the great portal, his huge feet seemed as sol­id on the pave­ment of the church as the heavy Ro­man pil­lars. His great, bushy head sat low between his shoulders, like the heads of lions, who also have a mane and no neck. He held the young girl, who was quiv­er­ing all over, sus­pen­ded from his horny hands like a white drapery; but he car­ried her with as much care as though he feared to break her or blight her. One would have said that he felt that she was a del­ic­ate, ex­quis­ite, pre­cious thing, made for oth­er hands than his. There were mo­ments when he looked as if not dar­ing to touch her, even with his breath. Then, all at once, he would press her for­cibly in his arms, against his an­gu­lar bos­om, like his own pos­ses­sion, his treas­ure, as the moth­er of that child would have done. His gnome’s eye, fastened upon her, in­und­ated her with ten­der­ness, sad­ness, and pity, and was sud­denly raised filled with light­nings. Then the wo­men laughed and wept, the crowd stamped with en­thu­si­asm, for, at that mo­ment Quasimodo had a beauty of his own. He was hand­some; he, that orphan, that found­ling, that out­cast, he felt him­self au­gust and strong, he gazed in the face of that so­ci­ety from which he was ban­ished, and in which he had so power­fully in­ter­vened, of that hu­man justice from which he had wrenched its prey, of all those ti­gers whose jaws were forced to re­main empty, of those po­lice­men, those judges, those ex­e­cu­tion­ers, of all that force of the king which he, the mean­est of creatures, had just broken, with the force of God.

			And then, it was touch­ing to be­hold this pro­tec­tion which had fallen from a be­ing so hideous upon a be­ing so un­happy, a creature con­demned to death saved by Quasimodo. They were two ex­tremes of nat­ur­al and so­cial wretched­ness, com­ing in­to con­tact and aid­ing each oth­er.

			Mean­while, after sev­er­al mo­ments of tri­umph, Quasimodo had plunged ab­ruptly in­to the church with his bur­den. The popu­lace, fond of all prowess, sought him with their eyes, be­neath the gloomy nave, re­gret­ting that he had so speedily dis­ap­peared from their ac­clam­a­tions. All at once, he was seen to re­appear at one of the ex­tremit­ies of the gal­lery of the kings of France; he tra­versed it, run­ning like a mad­man, rais­ing his con­quest high in his arms and shout­ing: “Sanc­tu­ary!” The crowd broke forth in­to fresh ap­plause. The gal­lery passed, he plunged once more in­to the in­teri­or of the church. A mo­ment later, he re­appeared upon the up­per plat­form, with the gypsy still in his arms, still run­ning madly, still cry­ing, “Sanc­tu­ary!” and the throng ap­plauded. Fi­nally, he made his ap­pear­ance for the third time upon the sum­mit of the tower where hung the great bell; from that point he seemed to be show­ing to the en­tire city the girl whom he had saved, and his voice of thun­der, that voice which was so rarely heard, and which he nev­er heard him­self, re­peated thrice with frenzy, even to the clouds: “Sanc­tu­ary! Sanc­tu­ary! Sanc­tu­ary!”

			“Noël! Noël!” shouted the popu­lace in its turn; and that im­mense ac­clam­a­tion flew to as­ton­ish the crowd as­sembled at the Grève on the oth­er bank, and the re­cluse who was still wait­ing with her eyes riv­eted on the gib­bet.
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				De­li­ri­um

			
			Claude Frollo was no longer in Notre-Dame when his ad­op­ted son so ab­ruptly cut the fatal web in which the arch­deac­on and the gypsy were en­tangled. On re­turn­ing to the sac­risty he had torn off his alb, cope, and stole, had flung all in­to the hands of the stu­pefied beadle, had made his es­cape through the private door of the cloister, had ordered a boat­man of the Ter­rain to trans­port him to the left bank of the Seine, and had plunged in­to the hilly streets of the Uni­ver­sity, not know­ing whith­er he was go­ing, en­coun­ter­ing at every step groups of men and wo­men who were hur­ry­ing joy­ously to­wards the Pont Saint-Michel, in the hope of still ar­riv­ing in time to see the witch hung there—pale, wild, more troubled, more blind and more fierce than a night bird let loose and pur­sued by a troop of chil­dren in broad day­light. He no longer knew where he was, what he thought, or wheth­er he were dream­ing. He went for­ward, walk­ing, run­ning, tak­ing any street at haphaz­ard, mak­ing no choice, only urged ever on­ward away from the Grève, the hor­rible Grève, which he felt con­fusedly, to be be­hind him.

			In this man­ner he skir­ted Mount Sainte-Geneviève, and fi­nally emerged from the town by the Porte Saint-Vic­tor. He con­tin­ued his flight as long as he could see, when he turned round, the tur­reted en­clos­ure of the Uni­ver­sity, and the rare houses of the sub­urb; but, when, at length, a rise of ground had com­pletely con­cealed from him that odi­ous Par­is, when he could be­lieve him­self to be a hun­dred leagues dis­tant from it, in the fields, in the desert, he hal­ted, and it seemed to him that he breathed more freely.

			Then fright­ful ideas thronged his mind. Once more he could see clearly in­to his soul, and he shuddered. He thought of that un­happy girl who had des­troyed him, and whom he had des­troyed. He cast a hag­gard eye over the double, tor­tu­ous way which fate had caused their two des­tinies to pur­sue up to their point of in­ter­sec­tion, where it had dashed them against each oth­er without mercy. He med­it­ated on the folly of etern­al vows, on the van­ity of chastity, of sci­ence, of re­li­gion, of vir­tue, on the use­less­ness of God. He plunged to his heart’s con­tent in evil thoughts, and in pro­por­tion as he sank deep­er, he felt a Satan­ic laugh burst forth with­in him.

			And as he thus sifted his soul to the bot­tom, when he per­ceived how large a space nature had pre­pared there for the pas­sions, he sneered still more bit­terly. He stirred up in the depths of his heart all his hatred, all his malevol­ence; and, with the cold glance of a phys­i­cian who ex­am­ines a pa­tient, he re­cog­nized the fact that this malevol­ence was noth­ing but viti­ated love; that love, that source of every vir­tue in man, turned to hor­rible things in the heart of a priest, and that a man con­sti­tuted like him­self, in mak­ing him­self a priest, made him­self a de­mon. Then he laughed fright­fully, and sud­denly be­came pale again, when he con­sidered the most sin­is­ter side of his fatal pas­sion, of that cor­ros­ive, venom­ous ma­lig­nant, im­plac­able love, which had ended only in the gib­bet for one of them and in hell for the oth­er; con­dem­na­tion for her, dam­na­tion for him.

			And then his laughter came again, when he re­flec­ted that Phoe­bus was alive; that after all, the cap­tain lived, was gay and happy, had hand­somer doublets than ever, and a new mis­tress whom he was con­duct­ing to see the old one hanged. His sneer re­doubled its bit­ter­ness when he re­flec­ted that out of the liv­ing be­ings whose death he had de­sired, the gypsy, the only creature whom he did not hate, was the only one who had not es­caped him.

			Then from the cap­tain, his thought passed to the people, and there came to him a jeal­ousy of an un­pre­ced­en­ted sort. He re­flec­ted that the people also, the en­tire popu­lace, had had be­fore their eyes the wo­man whom he loved ex­posed al­most na­ked. He writhed his arms with agony as he thought that the wo­man whose form, caught by him alone in the dark­ness would have been su­preme hap­pi­ness, had been de­livered up in broad day­light at full noonday, to a whole people, clad as for a night of vo­lup­tu­ous­ness. He wept with rage over all these mys­ter­ies of love, pro­faned, soiled, laid bare, withered forever. He wept with rage as he pic­tured to him­self how many im­pure looks had been grat­i­fied at the sight of that badly fastened shift, and that this beau­ti­ful girl, this vir­gin lily, this cup of mod­esty and de­light, to which he would have dared to place his lips only trem­bling, had just been trans­formed in­to a sort of pub­lic bowl, where­at the vilest popu­lace of Par­is, thieves, beg­gars, lack­eys, had come to quaff in com­mon an au­da­cious, im­pure, and de­praved pleas­ure.

			And when he sought to pic­ture to him­self the hap­pi­ness which he might have found upon earth, if she had not been a gypsy, and if he had not been a priest, if Phoe­bus had not ex­is­ted and if she had loved him; when he pic­tured to him­self that a life of serenity and love would have been pos­sible to him also, even to him; that there were at that very mo­ment, here and there upon the earth, happy couples spend­ing the hours in sweet con­verse be­neath or­ange trees, on the banks of brooks, in the pres­ence of a set­ting sun, of a starry night; and that if God had so willed, he might have formed with her one of those blessed couples—his heart melted in ten­der­ness and des­pair.

			Oh! she! still she! It was this fixed idea which re­turned in­cess­antly, which tor­tured him, which ate in­to his brain, and rent his vi­tals. He did not re­gret, he did not re­pent; all that he had done he was ready to do again; he pre­ferred to be­hold her in the hands of the ex­e­cu­tion­er rather than in the arms of the cap­tain. But he suffered; he suffered so that at in­ter­vals he tore out hand­fuls of his hair to see wheth­er it were not turn­ing white.

			Among oth­er mo­ments there came one, when it oc­curred to him that it was per­haps the very minute when the hideous chain which he had seen that morn­ing, was press­ing its iron noose closer about that frail and grace­ful neck. This thought caused the per­spir­a­tion to start from every pore.

			There was an­oth­er mo­ment when, while laugh­ing diabol­ic­ally at him­self, he rep­res­en­ted to him­self la Es­mer­alda as he had seen her on that first day, lively, care­less, joy­ous, gayly at­tired, dan­cing, winged, har­mo­ni­ous, and la Es­mer­alda of the last day, in her scanty shift, with a rope about her neck, mount­ing slowly with her bare feet, the an­gu­lar lad­der of the gal­lows; he figured to him­self this double pic­ture in such a man­ner that he gave vent to a ter­rible cry.

			While this hur­ricane of des­pair over­turned, broke, tore up, bent, up­rooted everything in his soul, he gazed at nature around him. At his feet, some chick­ens were search­ing the thick­ets and peck­ing, enamelled beetles ran about in the sun; over­head, some groups of dappled gray clouds were float­ing across the blue sky; on the ho­ri­zon, the spire of the Ab­bey Saint-Vic­tor pierced the ridge of the hill with its slate ob­elisk; and the miller of the Copeaue hil­lock was whist­ling as he watched the la­bor­i­ous wings of his mill turn­ing. All this act­ive, or­gan­ized, tran­quil life, re­cur­ring around him un­der a thou­sand forms, hurt him. He re­sumed his flight.

			He sped thus across the fields un­til even­ing. This flight from nature, life, him­self, man, God, everything, las­ted all day long. Some­times he flung him­self face down­ward on the earth, and tore up the young blades of wheat with his nails. Some­times he hal­ted in the deser­ted street of a vil­lage, and his thoughts were so in­tol­er­able that he grasped his head in both hands and tried to tear it from his shoulders in or­der to dash it upon the pave­ment.

			To­wards the hour of sun­set, he ex­amined him­self again, and found him­self nearly mad. The tem­pest which had raged with­in him ever since the in­stant when he had lost the hope and the will to save the gypsy—that tem­pest had not left in his con­science a single healthy idea, a single thought which main­tained its up­right po­s­i­tion. His reas­on lay there al­most en­tirely des­troyed. There re­mained but two dis­tinct im­ages in his mind, la Es­mer­alda and the gal­lows; all the rest was blank. Those two im­ages united, presen­ted to him a fright­ful group; and the more he con­cen­trated what at­ten­tion and thought was left to him, the more he be­held them grow, in ac­cord­ance with a fant­ast­ic pro­gres­sion, the one in grace, in charm, in beauty, in light, the oth­er in de­form­ity and hor­ror; so that at last la Es­mer­alda ap­peared to him like a star, the gib­bet like an enorm­ous, flesh­less arm.

			One re­mark­able fact is, that dur­ing the whole of this tor­ture, the idea of dy­ing did not ser­i­ously oc­cur to him. The wretch was made so. He clung to life. Per­haps he really saw hell bey­ond it.

			Mean­while, the day con­tin­ued to de­cline. The liv­ing be­ing which still ex­is­ted in him re­flec­ted vaguely on re­tra­cing its steps. He be­lieved him­self to be far away from Par­is; on tak­ing his bear­ings, he per­ceived that he had only circled the en­clos­ure of the Uni­ver­sity. The spire of Saint-Sulpice, and the three lofty needles of Saint Ger­main-des-Prés, rose above the ho­ri­zon on his right. He turned his steps in that dir­ec­tion. When he heard the brisk chal­lenge of the men-at-arms of the ab­bey, around the crenelated, cir­cum­scrib­ing wall of Saint-Ger­main, he turned aside, took a path which presen­ted it­self between the ab­bey and the laz­ar-house of the bourg, and at the ex­pir­a­tion of a few minutes found him­self on the verge of the Pré-aux-Clercs. This mead­ow was cel­eb­rated by reas­on of the brawls which went on there night and day; it was the hy­dra of the poor monks of Saint-Ger­main: quod mon­achis Sanc­ti-Ger­maini praten­sis hy­dra fuit, cler­i­cis nova sem­per dis­si­dior­um cap­ita sus­cit­an­ti­bus. The arch­deac­on was afraid of meet­ing someone there; he feared every hu­man coun­ten­ance; he had just avoided the Uni­ver­sity and the Bourg Saint-Ger­main; he wished to re-enter the streets as late as pos­sible. He skir­ted the Pré-aux-Clercs, took the deser­ted path which sep­ar­ated it from the Dieu-Neuf, and at last reached the wa­ter’s edge. There Dom Claude found a boat­man, who, for a few farthings in Parisi­an coin­age, rowed him up the Seine as far as the point of the city, and landed him on that tongue of aban­doned land where the read­er has already be­held Grin­goire dream­ing, and which was pro­longed bey­ond the king’s gar­dens, par­al­lel to the Île du Pas­seur-aux-Vaches.

			The mono­ton­ous rock­ing of the boat and the ripple of the wa­ter had, in some sort, quieted the un­happy Claude. When the boat­man had taken his de­par­ture, he re­mained stand­ing stu­pidly on the strand, star­ing straight be­fore him and per­ceiv­ing ob­jects only through mag­ni­fy­ing os­cil­la­tions which rendered everything a sort of phant­asmagor­ia to him. The fa­tigue of a great grief not in­fre­quently pro­duces this ef­fect on the mind.

			The sun had set be­hind the lofty Tour-de-Nesle. It was the twi­light hour. The sky was white, the wa­ter of the river was white. Between these two white ex­panses, the left bank of the Seine, on which his eyes were fixed, pro­jec­ted its gloomy mass and, rendered ever thin­ner and thin­ner by per­spect­ive, it plunged in­to the gloom of the ho­ri­zon like a black spire. It was loaded with houses, of which only the ob­scure out­line could be dis­tin­guished, sharply brought out in shad­ows against the light back­ground of the sky and the wa­ter. Here and there win­dows began to gleam, like the holes in a bra­zi­er. That im­mense black ob­elisk thus isol­ated between the two white ex­panses of the sky and the river, which was very broad at this point, pro­duced upon Dom Claude a sin­gu­lar ef­fect, com­par­able to that which would be ex­per­i­enced by a man who, re­clin­ing on his back at the foot of the tower of Stras­bourg, should gaze at the enorm­ous spire plunging in­to the shad­ows of the twi­light above his head. Only, in this case, it was Claude who was erect and the ob­elisk which was ly­ing down; but, as the river, re­flect­ing the sky, pro­longed the abyss be­low him, the im­mense promon­tory seemed to be as boldly launched in­to space as any cathed­ral spire; and the im­pres­sion was the same. This im­pres­sion had even one stronger and more pro­found point about it, that it was in­deed the tower of Stras­bourg, but the tower of Stras­bourg two leagues in height; some­thing un­heard of, gi­gant­ic, im­meas­ur­able; an edi­fice such as no hu­man eye has ever seen; a tower of Ba­bel. The chim­neys of the houses, the bat­tle­ments of the walls, the fa­ceted gables of the roofs, the spire of the Au­gustines, the tower of Nesle, all these pro­jec­tions which broke the pro­file of the co­lossal ob­elisk ad­ded to the il­lu­sion by dis­play­ing in ec­cent­ric fash­ion to the eye the in­dent­a­tions of a lux­uri­ant and fant­ast­ic sculp­ture.

			Claude, in the state of hal­lu­cin­a­tion in which he found him­self, be­lieved that he saw, that he saw with his ac­tu­al eyes, the bell tower of hell; the thou­sand lights scattered over the whole height of the ter­rible tower seemed to him so many porches of the im­mense in­teri­or fur­nace; the voices and noises which es­caped from it seemed so many shrieks, so many death groans. Then he be­came alarmed, he put his hands on his ears that he might no longer hear, turned his back that he might no longer see, and fled from the fright­ful vis­ion with hasty strides.

			But the vis­ion was in him­self.

			When he re-entered the streets, the pass­ersby el­bow­ing each oth­er by the light of the shop­fronts, pro­duced upon him the ef­fect of a con­stant go­ing and com­ing of spectres about him. There were strange noises in his ears; ex­traordin­ary fan­cies dis­turbed his brain. He saw neither houses, nor pave­ments, nor chari­ots, nor men and wo­men, but a chaos of in­de­term­in­ate ob­jects whose edges melted in­to each oth­er. At the corner of the Rue de la Bariller­ie, there was a gro­cer’s shop whose porch was gar­nished all about, ac­cord­ing to im­me­mori­al cus­tom, with hoops of tin from which hung a circle of wooden candles, which came in con­tact with each oth­er in the wind, and rattled like castanets. He thought he heard a cluster of skel­et­ons at Mont­fauc­on clash­ing to­geth­er in the gloom.

			“Oh!” he muttered, “the night breeze dashes them against each oth­er, and mingles the noise of their chains with the rattle of their bones! Per­haps she is there among them!”

			In his state of frenzy, he knew not whith­er he was go­ing. After a few strides he found him­self on the Pont Saint-Michel. There was a light in the win­dow of a ground-floor room; he ap­proached. Through a cracked win­dow he be­held a mean cham­ber which re­called some con­fused memory to his mind. In that room, badly lighted by a mea­gre lamp, there was a fresh, light-haired young man, with a merry face, who amid loud bursts of laughter was em­bra­cing a very au­da­ciously at­tired young girl; and near the lamp sat an old crone spin­ning and singing in a quaver­ing voice. As the young man did not laugh con­stantly, frag­ments of the old wo­man’s ditty reached the priest; it was some­thing un­in­tel­li­gible yet fright­ful—

			
				
					“Grève, aboie, Grève, grouille!
					

					File, file, ma quenouille,
					

					File sa corde au bour­r­eau,
					

					Qui sif­fle dans le préau,
					

					Grève, aboie, Grève, grouille!
				

				
					“La belle corde de chan­vre!
					

					Se­mez d’Issy jusqu’à Van­vre
					

					Du chan­vre et non pas du blé.
					

					Le vo­leur n’a pas volé
					

					La belle corde de chan­vre.
				

				
					“Grève, grouille, Grève, aboie!
					

					Pour voir la fille de joie,
					

					Pren­dre au gibet chassieux,
					

					Les fenêtres sont des yeux.
					

					Grève, grouille, Grève, aboie!”51
				

			

			Thereupon the young man laughed and caressed the wench. The crone was la Falour­del; the girl was a cour­tes­an; the young man was his broth­er Je­han.

			He con­tin­ued to gaze. That spec­tacle was as good as any oth­er.

			He saw Je­han go to a win­dow at the end of the room, open it, cast a glance on the quay, where in the dis­tance blazed a thou­sand lighted case­ments, and he heard him say as he closed the sash—

			“ ’Pon my soul! How dark it is; the people are light­ing their candles, and the good God his stars.”

			Then Je­han came back to the hag, smashed a bottle stand­ing on the table, ex­claim­ing—

			“Already empty, cor-boeuf! and I have no more money! Isa­beau, my dear, I shall not be sat­is­fied with Jupiter un­til he has changed your two white nipples in­to two black bottles, where I may suck wine of Beau­ne day and night.”

			This fine pleas­antry made the cour­tes­an laugh, and Je­han left the room.

			Dom Claude had barely time to fling him­self on the ground in or­der that he might not be met, stared in the face and re­cog­nized by his broth­er. Luck­ily, the street was dark, and the schol­ar was tipsy. Nev­er­the­less, he caught sight of the arch­deac­on prone upon the earth in the mud.

			“Oh! oh!” said he; “here’s a fel­low who has been lead­ing a jolly life, today.”

			He stirred up Dom Claude with his foot, and the lat­ter held his breath.

			“Dead drunk,” re­sumed Je­han. “Come, he’s full. A reg­u­lar leech de­tached from a hogshead. He’s bald,” he ad­ded, bend­ing down, “ ’tis an old man! For­tu­nate senex!”

			Then Dom Claude heard him re­treat, say­ing—

			“ ’Tis all the same, reas­on is a fine thing, and my broth­er the arch­deac­on is very happy in that he is wise and has money.”

			Then the arch­deac­on rose to his feet, and ran without halt­ing, to­wards Notre-Dame, whose enorm­ous towers he be­held rising above the houses through the gloom.

			At the in­stant when he ar­rived, pant­ing, on the Place du Par­vis, he shrank back and dared not raise his eyes to the fatal edi­fice.

			“Oh!” he said, in a low voice, “is it really true that such a thing took place here, today, this very morn­ing?”

			Still, he ven­tured to glance at the church. The front was sombre; the sky be­hind was glit­ter­ing with stars. The cres­cent of the moon, in her flight up­ward from the ho­ri­zon, had paused at the mo­ment, on the sum­mit of the light hand tower, and seemed to have perched it­self, like a lu­min­ous bird, on the edge of the bal­us­trade, cut out in black tre­foils.

			The cloister door was shut; but the arch­deac­on al­ways car­ried with him the key of the tower in which his labor­at­ory was situ­ated. He made use of it to enter the church.

			In the church he found the gloom and si­lence of a cav­ern. By the deep shad­ows which fell in broad sheets from all dir­ec­tions, he re­cog­nized the fact that the hangings for the ce­re­mony of the morn­ing had not yet been re­moved. The great sil­ver cross shone from the depths of the gloom, powdered with some spark­ling points, like the milky way of that sepulchral night. The long win­dows of the choir showed the up­per ex­tremit­ies of their arches above the black draper­ies, and their painted panes, tra­versed by a ray of moon­light had no longer any hues but the doubt­ful col­ors of night, a sort of vi­ol­et, white and blue, whose tint is found only on the faces of the dead. The arch­deac­on, on per­ceiv­ing these wan spots all around the choir, thought he be­held the mitres of damned bish­ops. He shut his eyes, and when he opened them again, he thought they were a circle of pale vis­ages gaz­ing at him.

			He star­ted to flee across the church. Then it seemed to him that the church also was shak­ing, mov­ing, be­com­ing en­dued with an­im­a­tion, that it was alive; that each of the great columns was turn­ing in­to an enorm­ous paw, which was beat­ing the earth with its big stone spat­ula, and that the gi­gant­ic cathed­ral was no longer any­thing but a sort of prodi­gious ele­phant, which was breath­ing and march­ing with its pil­lars for feet, its two towers for trunks and the im­mense black cloth for its hous­ings.

			This fever or mad­ness had reached such a de­gree of in­tens­ity that the ex­tern­al world was no longer any­thing more for the un­happy man than a sort of Apo­ca­lypse—vis­ible, palp­able, ter­rible.

			For one mo­ment, he was re­lieved. As he plunged in­to the side aisles, he per­ceived a red­dish light be­hind a cluster of pil­lars. He ran to­wards it as to a star. It was the poor lamp which lighted the pub­lic brevi­ary of Notre-Dame night and day, be­neath its iron grat­ing. He flung him­self eagerly upon the holy book in the hope of find­ing some con­sol­a­tion, or some en­cour­age­ment there. The hook lay open at this pas­sage of Job, over which his star­ing eye glanced—

			“And a spir­it passed be­fore my face, and I heard a small voice, and the hair of my flesh stood up.”

			On read­ing these gloomy words, he felt that which a blind man feels when he feels him­self pricked by the staff which he has picked up. His knees gave way be­neath him, and he sank upon the pave­ment, think­ing of her who had died that day. He felt so many mon­strous va­pors pass and dis­charge them­selves in his brain, that it seemed to him that his head had be­come one of the chim­neys of hell.

			It would ap­pear that he re­mained a long time in this at­ti­tude, no longer think­ing, over­whelmed and pass­ive be­neath the hand of the de­mon. At length some strength re­turned to him; it oc­curred to him to take refuge in his tower be­side his faith­ful Quasimodo. He rose; and, as he was afraid, he took the lamp from the brevi­ary to light his way. It was a sac­ri­lege; but he had got bey­ond heed­ing such a trifle now.

			He slowly climbed the stairs of the towers, filled with a secret fright which must have been com­mu­nic­ated to the rare pass­ersby in the Place du Par­vis by the mys­ter­i­ous light of his lamp, mount­ing so late from loop­hole to loop­hole of the bell tower.

			All at once, he felt a fresh­ness on his face, and found him­self at the door of the highest gal­lery. The air was cold; the sky was filled with hur­ry­ing clouds, whose large, white flakes drif­ted one upon an­oth­er like the break­ing up of river ice after the winter. The cres­cent of the moon, stran­ded in the midst of the clouds, seemed a ce­les­ti­al ves­sel caught in the ice-cakes of the air.

			He lowered his gaze, and con­tem­plated for a mo­ment, through the rail­ing of slender columns which unites the two towers, far away, through a gauze of mists and smoke, the si­lent throng of the roofs of Par­is, poin­ted, in­nu­mer­able, crowded and small like the waves of a tran­quil sea on a sum­mer night.

			The moon cast a feeble ray, which im­par­ted to earth and heav­en an ashy hue.

			At that mo­ment the clock raised its shrill, cracked voice. Mid­night rang out. The priest thought of mid­day; twelve o’clock had come back again.

			“Oh!” he said in a very low tone, “she must be cold now.”

			All at once, a gust of wind ex­tin­guished his lamp, and al­most at the same in­stant, he be­held a shade, a white­ness, a form, a wo­man, ap­pear from the op­pos­ite angle of the tower. He star­ted. Be­side this wo­man was a little goat, which mingled its bleat with the last bleat of the clock.

			He had strength enough to look. It was she.

			She was pale, she was gloomy. Her hair fell over her shoulders as in the morn­ing; but there was no longer a rope on her neck, her hands were no longer bound; she was free, she was dead.

			She was dressed in white and had a white veil on her head.

			She came to­wards him, slowly, with her gaze fixed on the sky. The su­per­nat­ur­al goat fol­lowed her. He felt as though made of stone and too heavy to flee. At every step which she took in ad­vance, he took one back­wards, and that was all. In this way he re­treated once more be­neath the gloomy arch of the stair­way. He was chilled by the thought that she might enter there also; had she done so, he would have died of ter­ror.

			She did ar­rive, in fact, in front of the door to the stair­way, and paused there for sev­er­al minutes, stared in­tently in­to the dark­ness, but without ap­pear­ing to see the priest, and passed on. She seemed taller to him than when she had been alive; he saw the moon through her white robe; he heard her breath.

			When she had passed on, he began to des­cend the stair­case again, with the slow­ness which he had ob­served in the spectre, be­liev­ing him­self to be a spectre too, hag­gard, with hair on end, his ex­tin­guished lamp still in his hand; and as he des­cen­ded the spir­al steps, he dis­tinctly heard in his ear a voice laugh­ing and re­peat­ing—

			“A spir­it passed be­fore my face, and I heard a small voice, and the hair of my flesh stood up.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Hunch­backed, One-Eyed, Lame

			
			Every city dur­ing the Middle Ages, and every city in France down to the time of Louis XII had its places of asylum. These sanc­tu­ar­ies, in the midst of the de­luge of pen­al and bar­bar­ous jur­is­dic­tions which in­und­ated the city, were a spe­cies of is­lands which rose above the level of hu­man justice. Every crim­in­al who landed there was safe. There were in every sub­urb al­most as many places of asylum as gal­lows. It was the ab­use of im­pun­ity by the side of the ab­use of pun­ish­ment; two bad things which strove to cor­rect each oth­er. The palaces of the king, the ho­tels of the princes, and es­pe­cially churches, pos­sessed the right of asylum. Some­times a whole city which stood in need of be­ing re­peopled was tem­por­ar­ily cre­ated a place of refuge. Louis XI made all Par­is a refuge in 1467.

			His foot once with­in the asylum, the crim­in­al was sac­red; but he must be­ware of leav­ing it; one step out­side the sanc­tu­ary, and he fell back in­to the flood. The wheel, the gib­bet, the strap­pado, kept good guard around the place of refuge, and lay in watch in­cess­antly for their prey, like sharks around a ves­sel. Hence, con­demned men were to be seen whose hair had grown white in a cloister, on the steps of a palace, in the en­clos­ure of an ab­bey, be­neath the porch of a church; in this man­ner the asylum was a pris­on as much as any oth­er. It some­times happened that a sol­emn de­cree of par­lia­ment vi­ol­ated the asylum and re­stored the con­demned man to the ex­e­cu­tion­er; but this was of rare oc­cur­rence. Par­lia­ments were afraid of the bish­ops, and when there was fric­tion between these two robes, the gown had but a poor chance against the cas­sock. Some­times, how­ever, as in the af­fair of the as­sas­sins of Petit-Jean, the heads­man of Par­is, and in that of Emery Rousseau, the mur­der­er of Jean Valler­et, justice over­leaped the church and passed on to the ex­e­cu­tion of its sen­tences; but un­less by vir­tue of a de­cree of Par­lia­ment, woe to him who vi­ol­ated a place of asylum with armed force! The read­er knows the man­ner of death of Robert de Cler­mont, Mar­shal of France, and of Jean de Châlons, Mar­shal of Cham­pagne; and yet the ques­tion was only of a cer­tain Per­rin Marc, the clerk of a money-changer, a miser­able as­sas­sin; but the two mar­shals had broken the doors of St. Méry. Therein lay the enorm­ity.

			Such re­spect was cher­ished for places of refuge that, ac­cord­ing to tra­di­tion, an­im­als even felt it at times. Ay­m­oire relates that a stag, be­ing chased by Dagobert, hav­ing taken refuge near the tomb of Saint-Denis, the pack of hounds stopped short and barked.

			Churches gen­er­ally had a small apart­ment pre­pared for the re­cep­tion of sup­plic­ants. In 1407, Nic­olas Flamel caused to be built on the vaults of Saint-Jacques de la Boucher­ie, a cham­ber which cost him four livres six sous, six­teen farthings, parisis.

			At Notre-Dame it was a tiny cell situ­ated on the roof of the side aisle, be­neath the fly­ing but­tresses, pre­cisely at the spot where the wife of the present jan­it­or of the towers has made for her­self a garden, which is to the hanging gar­dens of Babylon what a lettuce is to a palm-tree, what a port­er’s wife is to a Semira­mis.

			It was here that Quasimodo had de­pos­ited la Es­mer­alda, after his wild and tri­umphant course. As long as that course las­ted, the young girl had been un­able to re­cov­er her senses, half un­con­scious, half awake, no longer feel­ing any­thing, ex­cept that she was mount­ing through the air, float­ing in it, fly­ing in it, that some­thing was rais­ing her above the earth. From time to time she heard the loud laughter, the noisy voice of Quasimodo in her ear; she half opened her eyes; then be­low her she con­fusedly be­held Par­is checkered with its thou­sand roofs of slate and tiles, like a red and blue mo­sa­ic, above her head the fright­ful and joy­ous face of Quasimodo. Then her eye­lids drooped again; she thought that all was over, that they had ex­ecuted her dur­ing her swoon, and that the mis­shapen spir­it which had presided over her des­tiny, had laid hold of her and was bear­ing her away. She dared not look at him, and she sur­rendered her­self to her fate. But when the bell­ringer, dishevelled and pant­ing, had de­pos­ited her in the cell of refuge, when she felt his huge hands gently de­tach­ing the cord which bruised her arms, she felt that sort of shock which awakens with a start the pas­sen­gers of a ves­sel which runs aground in the middle of a dark night. Her thoughts awoke also, and re­turned to her one by one. She saw that she was in Notre-Dame; she re­membered hav­ing been torn from the hands of the ex­e­cu­tion­er; that Phoe­bus was alive, that Phoe­bus loved her no longer; and as these two ideas, one of which shed so much bit­ter­ness over the oth­er, presen­ted them­selves sim­ul­tan­eously to the poor con­demned girl; she turned to Quasimodo, who was stand­ing in front of her, and who ter­ri­fied her; she said to him—

			“Why have you saved me?”

			He gazed at her with anxi­ety, as though seek­ing to di­vine what she was say­ing to him. She re­peated her ques­tion. Then he gave her a pro­foundly sor­row­ful glance and fled. She was as­ton­ished.

			A few mo­ments later he re­turned, bear­ing a pack­age which he cast at her feet. It was cloth­ing which some char­it­able wo­men had left on the threshold of the church for her.

			Then she dropped her eyes upon her­self and saw that she was al­most na­ked, and blushed. Life had re­turned.

			Quasimodo ap­peared to ex­per­i­ence some­thing of this mod­esty. He covered his eyes with his large hand and re­tired once more, but slowly.

			She made haste to dress her­self. The robe was a white one with a white veil—the garb of a novice of the Hôtel-Dieu.

			She had barely fin­ished when she be­held Quasimodo re­turn­ing. He car­ried a bas­ket un­der one arm and a mat­tress un­der the oth­er. In the bas­ket there was a bottle, bread, and some pro­vi­sions. He set the bas­ket on the floor and said, “Eat!” He spread the mat­tress on the flag­ging and said, “Sleep.”

			It was his own re­past, it was his own bed, which the bell­ringer had gone in search of.

			The gypsy raised her eyes to thank him, but she could not ar­tic­u­late a word. She dropped her head with a quiver of ter­ror.

			Then he said to her.—

			“I fright­en you. I am very ugly, am I not? Do not look at me; only listen to me. Dur­ing the day you will re­main here; at night you can walk all over the church. But do not leave the church either by day or by night. You would be lost. They would kill you, and I should die.”

			She was touched and raised her head to an­swer him. He had dis­ap­peared. She found her­self alone once more, med­it­at­ing upon the sin­gu­lar words of this al­most mon­strous be­ing, and struck by the sound of his voice, which was so hoarse yet so gentle.

			Then she ex­amined her cell. It was a cham­ber about six feet square, with a small win­dow and a door on the slightly slop­ing plane of the roof formed of flat stones. Many gut­ters with the fig­ures of an­im­als seemed to be bend­ing down around her, and stretch­ing their necks in or­der to stare at her through the win­dow. Over the edge of her roof she per­ceived the tops of thou­sands of chim­neys which caused the smoke of all the fires in Par­is to rise be­neath her eyes. A sad sight for the poor gypsy, a found­ling, con­demned to death, an un­happy creature, without coun­try, without fam­ily, without a hearth­stone.

			At the mo­ment when the thought of her isol­a­tion thus ap­peared to her more poignant than ever, she felt a bearded and hairy head glide between her hands, upon her knees. She star­ted (everything alarmed her now) and looked. It was the poor goat, the agile Djali, which had made its es­cape after her, at the mo­ment when Quasimodo had put to flight Char­molue’s bri­gade, and which had been lav­ish­ing caresses on her feet for nearly an hour past, without be­ing able to win a glance. The gypsy covered him with kisses.

			“Oh! Djali!” she said, “how I have for­got­ten thee! And so thou still thinkest of me! Oh! thou art not an in­grate!”

			At the same time, as though an in­vis­ible hand had lif­ted the weight which had repressed her tears in her heart for so long, she began to weep, and, in pro­por­tion as her tears flowed, she felt all that was most ac­rid and bit­ter in her grief de­part with them.

			Even­ing came, she thought the night so beau­ti­ful that she made the cir­cuit of the el­ev­ated gal­lery which sur­rounds the church. It af­forded her some re­lief, so calm did the earth ap­pear when viewed from that height.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Deaf

			
			On the fol­low­ing morn­ing, she per­ceived on awak­ing, that she had been asleep. This sin­gu­lar thing as­ton­ished her. She had been so long un­ac­cus­tomed to sleep! A joy­ous ray of the rising sun entered through her win­dow and touched her face. At the same time with the sun, she be­held at that win­dow an ob­ject which frightened her, the un­for­tu­nate face of Quasimodo. She in­vol­un­tar­ily closed her eyes again, but in vain; she fan­cied that she still saw through the rosy lids that gnome’s mask, one-eyed and gap-toothed. Then, while she still kept her eyes closed, she heard a rough voice say­ing, very gently—

			“Be not afraid. I am your friend. I came to watch you sleep. It does not hurt you if I come to see you sleep, does it? What dif­fer­ence does it make to you if I am here when your eyes are closed! Now I am go­ing. Stay, I have placed my­self be­hind the wall. You can open your eyes again.”

			There was some­thing more plaint­ive than these words, and that was the ac­cent in which they were uttered. The gypsy, much touched, opened her eyes. He was, in fact, no longer at the win­dow. She ap­proached the open­ing, and be­held the poor hunch­back crouch­ing in an angle of the wall, in a sad and resigned at­ti­tude. She made an ef­fort to sur­mount the re­pug­nance with which he in­spired her. “Come,” she said to him gently. From the move­ment of the gypsy’s lips, Quasimodo thought that she was driv­ing him away; then he rose and re­tired limp­ing, slowly, with droop­ing head, without even dar­ing to raise to the young girl his gaze full of des­pair. “Do come,” she cried, but he con­tin­ued to re­treat. Then she dar­ted from her cell, ran to him, and grasped his arm. On feel­ing her touch him, Quasimodo trembled in every limb. He raised his sup­pli­ant eye, and see­ing that she was lead­ing him back to her quar­ters, his whole face beamed with joy and ten­der­ness. She tried to make him enter the cell; but he per­sisted in re­main­ing on the threshold. “No, no,” said he; “the owl enters not the nest of the lark.”

			Then she crouched down grace­fully on her couch, with her goat asleep at her feet. Both re­mained mo­tion­less for sev­er­al mo­ments, con­sid­er­ing in si­lence, she so much grace, he so much ugli­ness. Every mo­ment she dis­covered some fresh de­form­ity in Quasimodo. Her glance trav­elled from his knock knees to his humped back, from his humped back to his only eye. She could not com­pre­hend the ex­ist­ence of a be­ing so awk­wardly fash­ioned. Yet there was so much sad­ness and so much gen­tle­ness spread over all this, that she began to be­come re­con­ciled to it.

			He was the first to break the si­lence. “So you were telling me to re­turn?”

			She made an af­firm­at­ive sign of the head, and said, “Yes.”

			He un­der­stood the mo­tion of the head. “Alas!” he said, as though hes­it­at­ing wheth­er to fin­ish, “I am—I am deaf.”

			“Poor man!” ex­claimed the Bo­hemi­an, with an ex­pres­sion of kindly pity.

			He began to smile sadly.

			“You think that that was all that I lacked, do you not? Yes, I am deaf, that is the way I am made. ’Tis hor­rible, is it not? You are so beau­ti­ful!”

			There lay in the ac­cents of the wretched man so pro­found a con­scious­ness of his misery, that she had not the strength to say a word. Be­sides, he would not have heard her. He went on—

			“Nev­er have I seen my ugli­ness as at the present mo­ment. When I com­pare my­self to you, I feel a very great pity for my­self, poor un­happy mon­ster that I am! Tell me, I must look to you like a beast. You, you are a ray of sun­shine, a drop of dew, the song of a bird! I am some­thing fright­ful, neither man nor an­im­al, I know not what, harder, more trampled un­der foot, and more un­shapely than a pebble stone!”

			Then he began to laugh, and that laugh was the most heart­break­ing thing in the world. He con­tin­ued—

			“Yes, I am deaf; but you shall talk to me by ges­tures, by signs. I have a mas­ter who talks with me in that way. And then, I shall very soon know your wish from the move­ment of your lips, from your look.”

			“Well!” she in­ter­posed with a smile, “tell me why you saved me.”

			He watched her at­tent­ively while she was speak­ing.

			“I un­der­stand,” he replied. “You ask me why I saved you. You have for­got­ten a wretch who tried to ab­duct you one night, a wretch to whom you rendered suc­cor on the fol­low­ing day on their in­fam­ous pil­lory. A drop of wa­ter and a little pity—that is more than I can re­pay with my life. You have for­got­ten that wretch; but he re­mem­bers it.”

			She listened to him with pro­found ten­der­ness. A tear swam in the eye of the bell­ringer, but did not fall. He seemed to make it a sort of point of hon­or to re­tain it.

			“Listen,” he re­sumed, when he was no longer afraid that the tear would es­cape; “our towers here are very high, a man who should fall from them would be dead be­fore touch­ing the pave­ment; when it shall please you to have me fall, you will not have to ut­ter even a word, a glance will suf­fice.”

			Then he rose. Un­happy as was the Bo­hemi­an, this ec­cent­ric be­ing still aroused some com­pas­sion in her. She made him a sign to re­main.

			“No, no,” said he; “I must not re­main too long. I am not at my ease. It is out of pity that you do not turn away your eyes. I shall go to some place where I can see you without your see­ing me: it will be bet­ter so.”

			He drew from his pock­et a little met­al whistle.

			“Here,” said he, “when you have need of me, when you wish me to come, when you will not feel too much hor­ror at the sight of me, use this whistle. I can hear this sound.”

			He laid the whistle on the floor and fled.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Earth­en­ware and Crys­tal

			
			Day fol­lowed day. Calm gradu­ally re­turned to the soul of la Es­mer­alda. Ex­cess of grief, like ex­cess of joy is a vi­ol­ent thing which lasts but a short time. The heart of man can­not re­main long in one ex­tremity. The gypsy had suffered so much, that noth­ing was left her but as­ton­ish­ment. With se­cur­ity, hope had re­turned to her. She was out­side the pale of so­ci­ety, out­side the pale of life, but she had a vague feel­ing that it might not be im­possible to re­turn to it. She was like a dead per­son, who should hold in re­serve the key to her tomb.

			She felt the ter­rible im­ages which had so long per­se­cuted her, gradu­ally de­part­ing. All the hideous phantoms, Pier­rat Tor­t­er­ue, Jacques Char­molue, were ef­faced from her mind, all, even the priest.

			And then, Phoe­bus was alive; she was sure of it, she had seen him. To her the fact of Phoe­bus be­ing alive was everything. After the series of fatal shocks which had over­turned everything with­in her, she had found but one thing in­tact in her soul, one sen­ti­ment—her love for the cap­tain. Love is like a tree; it sprouts forth of it­self, sends its roots out deeply through our whole be­ing, and of­ten con­tin­ues to flour­ish greenly over a heart in ru­ins.

			And the in­ex­plic­able point about it is that the more blind is this pas­sion, the more ten­a­cious it is. It is nev­er more sol­id than when it has no reas­on in it.

			La Es­mer­alda did not think of the cap­tain without bit­ter­ness, no doubt. No doubt it was ter­rible that he also should have been de­ceived; that he should have be­lieved that im­possible thing, that he could have con­ceived of a stab dealt by her who would have giv­en a thou­sand lives for him. But, after all, she must not be too angry with him for it; had she not con­fessed her crime? had she not yiel­ded, weak wo­man that she was, to tor­ture? The fault was en­tirely hers. She should have al­lowed her fin­ger nails to be torn out rather than such a word to be wrenched from her. In short, if she could but see Phoe­bus once more, for a single minute, only one word would be re­quired, one look, in or­der to un­de­ceive him, to bring him back. She did not doubt it. She was as­ton­ished also at many sin­gu­lar things, at the ac­ci­dent of Phoe­bus’s pres­ence on the day of the pen­ance, at the young girl with whom he had been. She was his sis­ter, no doubt. An un­reas­on­able ex­plan­a­tion, but she con­ten­ted her­self with it, be­cause she needed to be­lieve that Phoe­bus still loved her, and loved her alone. Had he not sworn it to her? What more was needed, simple and cred­u­lous as she was? And then, in this mat­ter, were not ap­pear­ances much more against her than against him? Ac­cord­ingly, she waited. She hoped.

			Let us add that the church, that vast church, which sur­roun­ded her on every side, which guarded her, which saved her, was it­self a sov­er­eign tran­quil­lizer. The sol­emn lines of that ar­chi­tec­ture, the re­li­gious at­ti­tude of all the ob­jects which sur­roun­ded the young girl, the se­rene and pi­ous thoughts which em­an­ated, so to speak, from all the pores of that stone, ac­ted upon her without her be­ing aware of it. The edi­fice had also sounds fraught with such be­ne­dic­tion and such majesty, that they soothed this ail­ing soul. The mono­ton­ous chant­ing of the cel­eb­rants, the re­sponses of the people to the priest, some­times in­ar­tic­u­late, some­times thun­der­ous, the har­mo­ni­ous trem­bling of the painted win­dows, the or­gan, burst­ing forth like a hun­dred trum­pets, the three bel­fries, hum­ming like hives of huge bees, that whole or­ches­tra on which bounded a gi­gant­ic scale, as­cend­ing, des­cend­ing in­cess­antly from the voice of a throng to that of one bell, dulled her memory, her ima­gin­a­tion, her grief. The bells, in par­tic­u­lar, lulled her. It was some­thing like a power­ful mag­net­ism which those vast in­stru­ments shed over her in great waves.

			Thus every sun­rise found her more calm, breath­ing bet­ter, less pale. In pro­por­tion as her in­ward wounds closed, her grace and beauty blos­somed once more on her coun­ten­ance, but more thought­ful, more re­pose­ful. Her former char­ac­ter also re­turned to her, some­what even of her gayety, her pretty pout, her love for her goat, her love for singing, her mod­esty. She took care to dress her­self in the morn­ing in the corner of her cell for fear some in­hab­it­ants of the neigh­bor­ing at­tics might see her through the win­dow.

			When the thought of Phoe­bus left her time, the gypsy some­times thought of Quasimodo. He was the sole bond, the sole con­nec­tion, the sole com­mu­nic­a­tion which re­mained to her with men, with the liv­ing. Un­for­tu­nate girl! she was more out­side the world than Quasimodo. She un­der­stood not in the least the strange friend whom chance had giv­en her. She of­ten re­proached her­self for not feel­ing a grat­it­ude which should close her eyes, but de­cidedly, she could not ac­cus­tom her­self to the poor bell­ringer. He was too ugly.

			She had left the whistle which he had giv­en her ly­ing on the ground. This did not pre­vent Quasimodo from mak­ing his ap­pear­ance from time to time dur­ing the first few days. She did her best not to turn aside with too much re­pug­nance when he came to bring her her bas­ket of pro­vi­sions or her jug of wa­ter, but he al­ways per­ceived the slight­est move­ment of this sort, and then he with­drew sadly.

			Once he came at the mo­ment when she was caress­ing Djali. He stood pens­ively for sev­er­al minutes be­fore this grace­ful group of the goat and the gypsy; at last he said, shak­ing his heavy and ill-formed head—

			“My mis­for­tune is that I still re­semble a man too much. I should like to be wholly a beast like that goat.”

			She gazed at him in amazement.

			He replied to the glance—

			“Oh! I well know why,” and he went away.

			On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion he presen­ted him­self at the door of the cell (which he nev­er entered) at the mo­ment when la Es­mer­alda was singing an old Span­ish bal­lad, the words of which she did not un­der­stand, but which had lingered in her ear be­cause the gypsy wo­men had lulled her to sleep with it when she was a little child. At the sight of that vil­lain­ous form which made its ap­pear­ance so ab­ruptly in the middle of her song, the young girl paused with an in­vol­un­tary ges­ture of alarm. The un­happy bell­ringer fell upon his knees on the threshold, and clasped his large, mis­shapen hands with a sup­pli­ant air. “Oh!” he said, sor­row­fully, “con­tin­ue, I im­plore you, and do not drive me away.” She did not wish to pain him, and re­sumed her lay, trem­bling all over. By de­grees, how­ever, her ter­ror dis­ap­peared, and she yiel­ded her­self wholly to the slow and mel­an­choly air which she was singing. He re­mained on his knees with hands clasped, as in pray­er, at­tent­ive, hardly breath­ing, his gaze riv­eted upon the gypsy’s bril­liant eyes.

			On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion, he came to her with an awk­ward and tim­id air. “Listen,” he said, with an ef­fort; “I have some­thing to say to you.” She made him a sign that she was listen­ing. Then he began to sigh, half opened his lips, ap­peared for a mo­ment to be on the point of speak­ing, then he looked at her again, shook his head, and with­drew slowly, with his brow in his hand, leav­ing the gypsy stu­pefied. Among the grot­esque per­son­ages sculp­tured on the wall, there was one to whom he was par­tic­u­larly at­tached, and with which he of­ten seemed to ex­change fraternal glances. Once the gypsy heard him say­ing to it—

			“Oh! why am not I of stone, like you!”

			At last, one morn­ing, la Es­mer­alda had ad­vanced to the edge of the roof, and was look­ing in­to the Place over the poin­ted roof of Saint-Jean le Rond. Quasimodo was stand­ing be­hind her. He had placed him­self in that po­s­i­tion in or­der to spare the young girl, as far as pos­sible, the dis­pleas­ure of see­ing him. All at once the gypsy star­ted, a tear and a flash of joy gleamed sim­ul­tan­eously in her eyes, she knelt on the brink of the roof and ex­ten­ded her arms to­wards the Place with an­guish, ex­claim­ing: “Phoe­bus! come! come! a word, a single word in the name of heav­en! Phoe­bus! Phoe­bus!” Her voice, her face, her ges­ture, her whole per­son bore the heartrend­ing ex­pres­sion of a ship­wrecked man who is mak­ing a sig­nal of dis­tress to the joy­ous ves­sel which is passing afar off in a ray of sun­light on the ho­ri­zon.

			Quasimodo leaned over the Place, and saw that the ob­ject of this tender and ag­on­iz­ing pray­er was a young man, a cap­tain, a hand­some cava­lier all glit­ter­ing with arms and dec­or­a­tions, pran­cing across the end of the Place, and sa­lut­ing with his plume a beau­ti­ful lady who was smil­ing at him from her bal­cony. How­ever, the of­ficer did not hear the un­happy girl call­ing him; he was too far away.

			But the poor deaf man heard. A pro­found sigh heaved his breast; he turned round; his heart was swollen with all the tears which he was swal­low­ing; his con­vuls­ively-clenched fists struck against his head, and when he with­drew them there was a bunch of red hair in each hand.

			The gypsy paid no heed to him. He said in a low voice as he gnashed his teeth—

			“Dam­na­tion! That is what one should be like! ’Tis only ne­ces­sary to be hand­some on the out­side!”

			Mean­while, she re­mained kneel­ing, and cried with ex­traordin­ary agit­a­tion—

			“Oh! there he is alight­ing from his horse! He is about to enter that house!—Phoe­bus!—He does not hear me! Phoe­bus!—How wicked that wo­man is to speak to him at the same time with me! Phoe­bus! Phoe­bus!”

			The deaf man gazed at her. He un­der­stood this pan­to­mime. The poor bell­ringer’s eye filled with tears, but he let none fall. All at once he pulled her gently by the bor­der of her sleeve. She turned round. He had as­sumed a tran­quil air; he said to her—

			“Would you like to have me bring him to you?”

			She uttered a cry of joy.

			“Oh! go! hasten! run! quick! that cap­tain! that cap­tain! bring him to me! I will love you for it!”

			She clasped his knees. He could not re­frain from shak­ing his head sadly.

			“I will bring him to you,” he said, in a weak voice. Then he turned his head and plunged down the stair­case with great strides, stifling with sobs.

			When he reached the Place, he no longer saw any­thing ex­cept the hand­some horse hitched at the door of the Gonde­laur­i­er house; the cap­tain had just entered there.

			He raised his eyes to the roof of the church. La Es­mer­alda was there in the same spot, in the same at­ti­tude. He made her a sad sign with his head; then he planted his back against one of the stone posts of the Gonde­laur­i­er porch, de­term­ined to wait un­til the cap­tain should come forth.

			In the Gonde­laur­i­er house it was one of those gala days which pre­cede a wed­ding. Quasimodo be­held many people enter, but no one come out. He cast a glance to­wards the roof from time to time; the gypsy did not stir any more than him­self. A groom came and un­hitched the horse and led it to the stable of the house.

			The en­tire day passed thus, Quasimodo at his post, la Es­mer­alda on the roof, Phoe­bus, no doubt, at the feet of Fleur-de-Lys.

			At length night came, a moon­less night, a dark night. Quasimodo fixed his gaze in vain upon la Es­mer­alda; soon she was no more than a white­ness amid the twi­light; then noth­ing. All was ef­faced, all was black.

			Quasimodo be­held the front win­dows from top to bot­tom of the Gonde­laur­i­er man­sion il­lu­min­ated; he saw the oth­er case­ments in the Place lighted one by one, he also saw them ex­tin­guished to the very last, for he re­mained the whole even­ing at his post. The of­ficer did not come forth. When the last pass­ersby had re­turned home, when the win­dows of all the oth­er houses were ex­tin­guished, Quasimodo was left en­tirely alone, en­tirely in the dark. There were at that time no lamps in the square be­fore Notre-Dame.

			Mean­while, the win­dows of the Gonde­laur­i­er man­sion re­mained lighted, even after mid­night. Quasimodo, mo­tion­less and at­tent­ive, be­held a throng of lively, dan­cing shad­ows pass athwart the many-colored painted panes. Had he not been deaf, he would have heard more and more dis­tinctly, in pro­por­tion as the noise of sleep­ing Par­is died away, a sound of feast­ing, laughter, and mu­sic in the Gonde­laur­i­er man­sion.

			To­wards one o’clock in the morn­ing, the guests began to take their leave. Quasimodo, shrouded in dark­ness watched them all pass out through the porch il­lu­min­ated with torches. None of them was the cap­tain.

			He was filled with sad thoughts; at times he looked up­wards in­to the air, like a per­son who is weary of wait­ing. Great black clouds, heavy, torn, split, hung like crape ham­mocks be­neath the starry dome of night. One would have pro­nounced them spiders’ webs of the vault of heav­en.

			In one of these mo­ments he sud­denly be­held the long win­dow on the bal­cony, whose stone bal­us­trade pro­jec­ted above his head, open mys­ter­i­ously. The frail glass door gave pas­sage to two per­sons, and closed noise­lessly be­hind them; it was a man and a wo­man.

			It was not without dif­fi­culty that Quasimodo suc­ceeded in re­cog­niz­ing in the man the hand­some cap­tain, in the wo­man the young lady whom he had seen wel­come the of­ficer in the morn­ing from that very bal­cony. The place was per­fectly dark, and a double crim­son cur­tain which had fallen across the door the very mo­ment it closed again, al­lowed no light to reach the bal­cony from the apart­ment.

			The young man and the young girl, so far as our deaf man could judge, without hear­ing a single one of their words, ap­peared to aban­don them­selves to a very tender tête-à-tête. The young girl seemed to have al­lowed the of­ficer to make a girdle for her of his arm, and gently re­pulsed a kiss.

			Quasimodo looked on from be­low at this scene which was all the more pleas­ing to wit­ness be­cause it was not meant to be seen. He con­tem­plated with bit­ter­ness that beauty, that hap­pi­ness. After all, nature was not dumb in the poor fel­low, and his hu­man sens­ib­il­ity, all ma­li­ciously con­tor­ted as it was, quivered no less than any oth­er. He thought of the miser­able por­tion which Provid­ence had al­lot­ted to him; that wo­man and the pleas­ure of love, would pass forever be­fore his eyes, and that he should nev­er do any­thing but be­hold the fe­li­city of oth­ers. But that which rent his heart most in this sight, that which mingled in­dig­na­tion with his an­ger, was the thought of what the gypsy would suf­fer could she be­hold it. It is true that the night was very dark, that la Es­mer­alda, if she had re­mained at her post (and he had no doubt of this), was very far away, and that it was all that he him­self could do to dis­tin­guish the lov­ers on the bal­cony. This con­soled him.

			Mean­while, their con­ver­sa­tion grew more and more an­im­ated. The young lady ap­peared to be en­treat­ing the of­ficer to ask noth­ing more of her. Of all this Quasimodo could dis­tin­guish only the beau­ti­ful clasped hands, the smiles mingled with tears, the young girl’s glances dir­ec­ted to the stars, the eyes of the cap­tain lowered ar­dently upon her.

			For­tu­nately, for the young girl was be­gin­ning to res­ist but feebly, the door of the bal­cony sud­denly opened once more and an old dame ap­peared; the beauty seemed con­fused, the of­ficer as­sumed an air of dis­pleas­ure, and all three with­drew.

			A mo­ment later, a horse was champ­ing his bit un­der the porch, and the bril­liant of­ficer, en­vel­oped in his night cloak, passed rap­idly be­fore Quasimodo.

			The bell­ringer al­lowed him to turn the corner of the street, then he ran after him with his ape­like agil­ity, shout­ing: “Hey there! cap­tain!”

			The cap­tain hal­ted.

			“What wants this knave with me?” he said, catch­ing sight through the gloom of that hip­shot form which ran limp­ing after him.

			Mean­while, Quasimodo had caught up with him, and had boldly grasped his horse’s bridle: “Fol­low me, cap­tain; there is one here who de­sires to speak with you!”

			“Cornema­hom!” grumbled Phoe­bus, “here’s a vil­lain­ous; ruffled bird which I fancy I have seen some­where. Holà mas­ter, will you let my horse’s bridle alone?”

			“Cap­tain,” replied the deaf man, “do you not ask me who it is?”

			“I tell you to re­lease my horse,” re­tor­ted Phoe­bus, im­pa­tiently. “What means the knave by cling­ing to the bridle of my steed? Do you take my horse for a gal­lows?”

			Quasimodo, far from re­leas­ing the bridle, pre­pared to force him to re­trace his steps. Un­able to com­pre­hend the cap­tain’s res­ist­ance, he hastened to say to him—

			“Come, cap­tain, ’tis a wo­man who is wait­ing for you.” He ad­ded with an ef­fort: “A wo­man who loves you.”

			“A rare ras­cal!” said the cap­tain, “who thinks me ob­liged to go to all the wo­men who love me! or who say they do. And what if, by chance, she should re­semble you, you face of a screech-owl? Tell the wo­man who has sent you that I am about to marry, and that she may go to the dev­il!”

			“Listen,” ex­claimed Quasimodo, think­ing to over­come his hes­it­a­tion with a word, “come, mon­sei­gneur! ’tis the gypsy whom you know!”

			This word did, in­deed, pro­duce a great ef­fect on Phoe­bus, but not of the kind which the deaf man ex­pec­ted. It will be re­membered that our gal­lant of­ficer had re­tired with Fleur-de-Lys sev­er­al mo­ments be­fore Quasimodo had res­cued the con­demned girl from the hands of Char­molue. Af­ter­wards, in all his vis­its to the Gonde­laur­i­er man­sion he had taken care not to men­tion that wo­man, the memory of whom was, after all, pain­ful to him; and on her side, Fleur-de-Lys had not deemed it polit­ic to tell him that the gypsy was alive. Hence Phoe­bus be­lieved poor “Sim­il­ar” to be dead, and that a month or two had elapsed since her death. Let us add that for the last few mo­ments the cap­tain had been re­flect­ing on the pro­found dark­ness of the night, the su­per­nat­ur­al ugli­ness, the sepulchral voice of the strange mes­sen­ger; that it was past mid­night; that the street was deser­ted, as on the even­ing when the surly monk had ac­cos­ted him; and that his horse snorted as it looked at Quasimodo.

			“The gypsy!” he ex­claimed, al­most frightened. “Look here, do you come from the oth­er world?”

			And he laid his hand on the hilt of his dag­ger.

			“Quick, quick,” said the deaf man, en­deavor­ing to drag the horse along; “this way!”

			Phoe­bus dealt him a vig­or­ous kick in the breast.

			Quasimodo’s eye flashed. He made a mo­tion to fling him­self on the cap­tain. Then he drew him­self up stiffly and said—

			“Oh! how happy you are to have someone who loves you!”

			He em­phas­ized the words “someone,” and loos­ing the horse’s bridle—

			“Be­gone!”

			Phoe­bus spurred on in all haste, swear­ing. Quasimodo watched him dis­ap­pear in the shades of the street.

			“Oh!” said the poor deaf man, in a very low voice; “to re­fuse that!”

			He re-entered Notre-Dame, lighted his lamp and climbed to the tower again. The gypsy was still in the same place, as he had sup­posed.

			She flew to meet him as far off as she could see him. “Alone!” she cried, clasp­ing her beau­ti­ful hands sor­row­fully.

			“I could not find him,” said Quasimodo coldly.

			“You should have waited all night,” she said an­grily.

			He saw her ges­ture of wrath, and un­der­stood the re­proach.

			“I will lie in wait for him bet­ter an­oth­er time,” he said, drop­ping his head.

			“Be­gone!” she said to him.

			He left her. She was dis­pleased with him. He pre­ferred to have her ab­use him rather than to have af­flic­ted her. He had kept all the pain to him­self.

			From that day forth, the gypsy no longer saw him. He ceased to come to her cell. At the most she oc­ca­sion­ally caught a glimpse at the sum­mit of the towers, of the bell­ringer’s face turned sadly to her. But as soon as she per­ceived him, he dis­ap­peared.

			We must ad­mit that she was not much grieved by this vol­un­tary ab­sence on the part of the poor hunch­back. At the bot­tom of her heart she was grate­ful to him for it. Moreover, Quasimodo did not de­ceive him­self on this point.

			She no longer saw him, but she felt the pres­ence of a good geni­us about her. Her pro­vi­sions were re­plen­ished by an in­vis­ible hand dur­ing her slum­bers. One morn­ing she found a cage of birds on her win­dow. There was a piece of sculp­ture above her win­dow which frightened her. She had shown this more than once in Quasimodo’s pres­ence. One morn­ing, for all these things happened at night, she no longer saw it, it had been broken. The per­son who had climbed up to that carving must have risked his life.

			Some­times, in the even­ing, she heard a voice, con­cealed be­neath the wind screen of the bell tower, singing a sad, strange song, as though to lull her to sleep. The lines were un­rhymed, such as a deaf per­son can make.

			
				
					Ne re­garde pas la fig­ure,
					

					Jeune fille, re­garde le coeur.
					

					Le coeur d’un beau jeune homme est souvent dif­forme.
					

					Il y a des coeurs où l’amour ne se con­serve pas.
				

				
					Jeune fille, le sap­in n’est pas beau,
					

					N’est pas beau comme le peupli­er,
					

					Mais il garde son feuil­lage l’hiver.
				

				
					Hélas! à quoi bon dire cela?
					

					Ce qui n’est pas beau a tort d’être;
					

					La beau­té n’aime que la beau­té,
					

					Av­ril tourne le dos à jan­vi­er.
				

				
					La beau­té est par­faite,
					

					La beau­té peut tout,
					

					La beau­té est la seule chose qui n’ex­iste pas à demi.
				

				
					Le cor­beau ne vole que le jour,
					

					Le hi­bou ne vole que la nu­it,
					

					Le cygne vole la nu­it et le jour.52
				

			

			One morn­ing, on awak­ing, she saw on her win­dow two vases filled with flowers. One was a very beau­ti­ful and very bril­liant but cracked vase of glass. It had al­lowed the wa­ter with which it had been filled to es­cape, and the flowers which it con­tained were withered. The oth­er was an earth­en­ware pot, coarse and com­mon, but which had pre­served all its wa­ter, and its flowers re­mained fresh and crim­son.

			I know not wheth­er it was done in­ten­tion­ally, but La Es­mer­alda took the faded nose­gay and wore it all day long upon her breast.

			That day she did not hear the voice singing in the tower.

			She troubled her­self very little about it. She passed her days in caress­ing Djali, in watch­ing the door of the Gonde­laur­i­er house, in talk­ing to her­self about Phoe­bus, and in crum­bling up her bread for the swal­lows.

			She had en­tirely ceased to see or hear Quasimodo. The poor bell­ringer seemed to have dis­ap­peared from the church. One night, nev­er­the­less, when she was not asleep, but was think­ing of her hand­some cap­tain, she heard some­thing breath­ing near her cell. She rose in alarm, and saw by the light of the moon, a shape­less mass ly­ing across her door on the out­side. It was Quasimodo asleep there upon the stones.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Key to the Red Door

			
			In the mean­time, pub­lic ru­mor had in­formed the arch­deac­on of the mi­ra­cu­lous man­ner in which the gypsy had been saved. When he learned it, he knew not what his sen­sa­tions were. He had re­con­ciled him­self to la Es­mer­alda’s death. In that mat­ter he was tran­quil; he had reached the bot­tom of per­son­al suf­fer­ing. The hu­man heart (Dom Claude had med­it­ated upon these mat­ters) can con­tain only a cer­tain quant­ity of des­pair. When the sponge is sat­ur­ated, the sea may pass over it without caus­ing a single drop more to enter it.

			Now, with la Es­mer­alda dead, the sponge was soaked, all was at an end on this earth for Dom Claude. But to feel that she was alive, and Phoe­bus also, meant that tor­tures, shocks, al­tern­at­ives, life, were be­gin­ning again. And Claude was weary of all this.

			When he heard this news, he shut him­self in his cell in the cloister. He ap­peared neither at the meet­ings of the chapter nor at the ser­vices. He closed his door against all, even against the bish­op. He re­mained thus im­mured for sev­er­al weeks. He was be­lieved to be ill. And so he was, in fact.

			What did he do while thus shut up? With what thoughts was the un­for­tu­nate man con­tend­ing? Was he giv­ing fi­nal battle to his for­mid­able pas­sion? Was he con­coct­ing a fi­nal plan of death for her and of per­di­tion for him­self?

			His Je­han, his cher­ished broth­er, his spoiled child, came once to his door, knocked, swore, en­treated, gave his name half a score of times. Claude did not open.

			He passed whole days with his face close to the panes of his win­dow. From that win­dow, situ­ated in the cloister, he could see la Es­mer­alda’s cham­ber. He of­ten saw her­self with her goat, some­times with Quasimodo. He re­marked the little at­ten­tions of the ugly deaf man, his obed­i­ence, his del­ic­ate and sub­missive ways with the gypsy. He re­called, for he had a good memory, and memory is the tor­ment­or of the jeal­ous, he re­called the sin­gu­lar look of the bell­ringer, bent on the dan­cer upon a cer­tain even­ing. He asked him­self what motive could have im­pelled Quasimodo to save her. He was the wit­ness of a thou­sand little scenes between the gypsy and the deaf man, the pan­to­mime of which, viewed from afar and com­men­ted on by his pas­sion, ap­peared very tender to him. He dis­trus­ted the ca­pri­cious­ness of wo­men. Then he felt a jeal­ousy which he could nev­er have be­lieved pos­sible awaken­ing with­in him, a jeal­ousy which made him red­den with shame and in­dig­na­tion: “One might con­done the cap­tain, but this one!” This thought up­set him.

			His nights were fright­ful. As soon as he learned that the gypsy was alive, the cold ideas of spectre and tomb which had per­se­cuted him for a whole day van­ished, and the flesh re­turned to goad him. He turned and twis­ted on his couch at the thought that the dark-skinned maid­en was so near him.

			Every night his de­li­ri­ous ima­gin­a­tion rep­res­en­ted la Es­mer­alda to him in all the at­ti­tudes which had caused his blood to boil most. He be­held her out­stretched upon the pon­iarded cap­tain, her eyes closed, her beau­ti­ful bare throat covered with Phoe­bus’s blood, at that mo­ment of bliss when the arch­deac­on had im­prin­ted on her pale lips that kiss whose burn the un­happy girl, though half dead, had felt. He be­held her, again, stripped by the sav­age hands of the tor­tur­ers, al­low­ing them to bare and to en­close in the boot with its iron screw, her tiny foot, her del­ic­ate roun­ded leg, her white and supple knee. Again he be­held that ivory knee which alone re­mained out­side of Tor­t­er­ue’s hor­rible ap­par­at­us. Lastly, he pic­tured the young girl in her shift, with the rope about her neck, shoulders bare, feet bare, al­most nude, as he had seen her on that last day. These im­ages of vo­lup­tu­ous­ness made him clench his fists, and a shiver run along his spine.

			One night, among oth­ers, they heated so cruelly his vir­gin and priestly blood, that he bit his pil­low, leaped from his bed, flung on a sur­plice over his shirt, and left his cell, lamp in hand, half na­ked, wild, his eyes aflame.

			He knew where to find the key to the red door, which con­nec­ted the cloister with the church, and he al­ways had about him, as the read­er knows, the key of the stair­case lead­ing to the towers.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Con­tinu­ation of the Key to the Red Door

			
			That night, la Es­mer­alda had fallen asleep in her cell, full of ob­li­vi­on, of hope, and of sweet thoughts. She had already been asleep for some time, dream­ing as al­ways, of Phoe­bus, when it seemed to her that she heard a noise near her. She slept lightly and un­eas­ily, the sleep of a bird; a mere noth­ing waked her. She opened her eyes. The night was very dark. Nev­er­the­less, she saw a fig­ure gaz­ing at her through the win­dow; a lamp lighted up this ap­par­i­tion. The mo­ment that the fig­ure saw that la Es­mer­alda had per­ceived it, it blew out the lamp. But the young girl had had time to catch a glimpse of it; her eyes closed again with ter­ror.

			“Oh!” she said in a faint voice, “the priest!”

			All her past un­hap­pi­ness came back to her like a flash of light­ning. She fell back on her bed, chilled.

			A mo­ment later she felt a touch along her body which made her shud­der so that she straightened her­self up in a sit­ting pos­ture, wide awake and furi­ous.

			The priest had just slipped in be­side her. He en­circled her with both arms.

			She tried to scream and could not.

			“Be­gone, mon­ster! be­gone as­sas­sin!” she said, in a voice which was low and trem­bling with wrath and ter­ror.

			“Mercy! mercy!” mur­mured the priest, press­ing his lips to her shoulder.

			She seized his bald head by its rem­nant of hair and tried to thrust aside his kisses as though they had been bites.

			“Mercy!” re­peated the un­for­tu­nate man. “If you but knew what my love for you is! ’Tis fire, melted lead, a thou­sand dag­gers in my heart.”

			She stopped his two arms with su­per­hu­man force.

			“Let me go,” she said, “or I will spit in your face!”

			He re­leased her. “Vil­i­fy me, strike me, be ma­li­cious! Do what you will! But have mercy! love me!”

			Then she struck him with the fury of a child. She made her beau­ti­ful hands stiff to bruise his face. “Be­gone, de­mon!”

			“Love me! love me! pity!” cried the poor priest re­turn­ing her blows with caresses.

			All at once she felt him stronger than her­self.

			“There must be an end to this!” he said, gnash­ing his teeth.

			She was conquered, pal­pit­at­ing in his arms, and in his power. She felt a wan­ton hand stray­ing over her. She made a last ef­fort, and began to cry: “Help! Help! A vam­pire! a vam­pire!”

			Noth­ing came. Djali alone was awake and bleat­ing with an­guish.

			“Hush!” said the pant­ing priest.

			All at once, as she struggled and crawled on the floor, the gypsy’s hand came in con­tact with some­thing cold and metal­lic—it was Quasimodo’s whistle. She seized it with a con­vuls­ive hope, raised it to her lips and blew with all the strength that she had left. The whistle gave a clear, pier­cing sound.

			“What is that?” said the priest.

			Al­most at the same in­stant he felt him­self raised by a vig­or­ous arm. The cell was dark; he could not dis­tin­guish clearly who it was that held him thus; but he heard teeth chat­ter­ing with rage, and there was just suf­fi­cient light scattered among the gloom to al­low him to see above his head the blade of a large knife.

			The priest fan­cied that he per­ceived the form of Quasimodo. He as­sumed that it could be no one but he. He re­membered to have stumbled, as he entered, over a bundle which was stretched across the door on the out­side. But, as the new­comer did not ut­ter a word, he knew not what to think. He flung him­self on the arm which held the knife, cry­ing: “Quasimodo!” He for­got, at that mo­ment of dis­tress, that Quasimodo was deaf.

			In a twink­ling, the priest was over­thrown and a leaden knee res­ted on his breast.

			From the an­gu­lar im­print of that knee he re­cog­nized Quasimodo; but what was to be done? how could he make the oth­er re­cog­nize him? the dark­ness rendered the deaf man blind.

			He was lost. The young girl, piti­less as an en­raged tigress, did not in­ter­vene to save him. The knife was ap­proach­ing his head; the mo­ment was crit­ic­al. All at once, his ad­versary seemed stricken with hes­it­a­tion.

			“No blood on her!” he said in a dull voice.

			It was, in fact, Quasimodo’s voice.

			Then the priest felt a large hand drag­ging him feet first out of the cell; it was there that he was to die. For­tu­nately for him, the moon had ris­en a few mo­ments be­fore.

			When they had passed through the door of the cell, its pale rays fell upon the priest’s coun­ten­ance. Quasimodo looked him full in the face, a trem­bling seized him, and he re­leased the priest and shrank back.

			The gypsy, who had ad­vanced to the threshold of her cell, be­held with sur­prise their roles ab­ruptly changed. It was now the priest who men­aced, Quasimodo who was the sup­pli­ant.

			The priest, who was over­whelm­ing the deaf man with ges­tures of wrath and re­proach, made the lat­ter a vi­ol­ent sign to re­tire.

			The deaf man dropped his head, then he came and knelt at the gypsy’s door—“Mon­sei­gneur,” he said, in a grave and resigned voice, “you shall do all that you please af­ter­wards, but kill me first.”

			So say­ing, he presen­ted his knife to the priest. The priest, be­side him­self, was about to seize it. But the young girl was quick­er than he; she wrenched the knife from Quasimodo’s hands and burst in­to a frantic laugh—“Ap­proach,” she said to the priest.

			She held the blade high. The priest re­mained un­de­cided.

			She would cer­tainly have struck him.

			Then she ad­ded with a piti­less ex­pres­sion, well aware that she was about to pierce the priest’s heart with thou­sands of red-hot irons—

			“Ah! I know that Phoe­bus is not dead!”

			The priest over­turned Quasimodo on the floor with a kick, and, quiv­er­ing with rage, dar­ted back un­der the vault of the stair­case.

			When he was gone, Quasimodo picked up the whistle which had just saved the gypsy.

			“It was get­ting rusty,” he said, as he handed it back to her; then he left her alone.

			The young girl, deeply agit­ated by this vi­ol­ent scene, fell back ex­hausted on her bed, and began to sob and weep. Her ho­ri­zon was be­com­ing gloomy once more.

			The priest had groped his way back to his cell.

			It was settled. Dom Claude was jeal­ous of Quasimodo!

			He re­peated with a thought­ful air his fatal words: “No one shall have her.”

		
	
		
			
				Book
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				I

				Grin­goire Has Many Good Ideas in Suc­ces­sion.—Rue des Bern­ardins

			
			As soon as Pierre Grin­goire had seen how this whole af­fair was turn­ing, and that there would de­cidedly be the rope, hanging, and oth­er dis­agree­able things for the prin­cip­al per­son­ages in this com­edy, he had not cared to identi­fy him­self with the mat­ter fur­ther. The out­casts with whom he had re­mained, re­flect­ing that, after all, it was the best com­pany in Par­is—the out­casts had con­tin­ued to in­terest them­selves in be­half of the gypsy. He had thought it very simple on the part of people who had, like her­self, noth­ing else in pro­spect but Char­molue and Tor­t­er­ue, and who, un­like him­self, did not gal­lop through the re­gions of ima­gin­a­tion between the wings of Pe­gas­us. From their re­marks, he had learned that his wife of the broken crock had taken refuge in Notre-Dame, and he was very glad of it. But he felt no tempta­tion to go and see her there. He med­it­ated oc­ca­sion­ally on the little goat, and that was all. Moreover, he was busy ex­ecut­ing feats of strength dur­ing the day for his liv­ing, and at night he was en­gaged in com­pos­ing a me­mori­al against the Bish­op of Par­is, for he re­membered hav­ing been drenched by the wheels of his mills, and he cher­ished a grudge against him for it. He also oc­cu­pied him­self with an­not­at­ing the fine work of Baudry-le-Rouge, Bish­op of Noy­on and Tournay, De Cu­pa Pet­rar­um, which had giv­en him a vi­ol­ent pas­sion for ar­chi­tec­ture, an in­clin­a­tion which had re­placed in his heart his pas­sion for her­met­icism, of which it was, moreover, only a nat­ur­al co­rol­lary, since there is an in­tim­ate re­la­tion between her­met­icism and ma­sonry. Grin­goire had passed from the love of an idea to the love of the form of that idea.

			One day he had hal­ted near Saint Ger­main-l’Aux­errois, at the corner of a man­sion called “For-l’Évêque” (the Bish­op’s Tribunal), which stood op­pos­ite an­oth­er called “For-le-Roi” (the King’s Tribunal). At this For-l’Évêque, there was a charm­ing chapel of the four­teenth cen­tury, whose apse was on the street. Grin­goire was de­voutly ex­amin­ing its ex­ter­i­or sculp­tures. He was in one of those mo­ments of egot­ist­ic­al, ex­clus­ive, su­preme, en­joy­ment when the artist be­holds noth­ing in the world but art, and the world in art. All at once he feels a hand laid gravely on his shoulder. He turns round. It was his old friend, his former mas­ter, mon­sieur the arch­deac­on.

			He was stu­pefied. It was a long time since he had seen the arch­deac­on, and Dom Claude was one of those sol­emn and im­pas­sioned men, a meet­ing with whom al­ways up­sets the equi­lib­ri­um of a scep­tic­al philo­soph­er.

			The arch­deac­on main­tained si­lence for sev­er­al minutes, dur­ing which Grin­goire had time to ob­serve him. He found Dom Claude greatly changed; pale as a winter’s morn­ing, with hol­low eyes, and hair al­most white. The priest broke the si­lence at length, by say­ing, in a tran­quil but gla­cial tone—

			“How do you do, Mas­ter Pierre?”

			“My health?” replied Grin­goire. “Eh! eh! one can say both one thing and an­oth­er on that score. Still, it is good, on the whole. I take not too much of any­thing. You know, mas­ter, that the secret of keep­ing well, ac­cord­ing to Hip­po­crates; id est: cibi, potus, somni, venus, om­nia mod­erata sint.”

			“So you have no care, Mas­ter Pierre?” re­sumed the arch­deac­on, gaz­ing in­tently at Grin­goire.

			“None, i’ faith!”

			“And what are you do­ing now?”

			“You see, mas­ter. I am ex­amin­ing the chis­elling of these stones, and the man­ner in which yon­der bas-re­lief is thrown out.”

			The priest began to smile with that bit­ter smile which raises only one corner of the mouth.

			“And that amuses you?”

			“ ’Tis para­dise!” ex­claimed Grin­goire. And lean­ing over the sculp­tures with the fas­cin­ated air of a demon­strat­or of liv­ing phe­nom­ena: “Do you not think, for in­stance, that yon meta­morph­os­is in bas-re­lief is ex­ecuted with much adroit­ness, del­ic­acy and pa­tience? Ob­serve that slender column. Around what cap­it­al have you seen fo­liage more tender and bet­ter caressed by the chisel. Here are three raised bosses of Jean Mail­lev­in. They are not the finest works of this great mas­ter. Nev­er­the­less, the na­iv­ete, the sweet­ness of the faces, the gayety of the at­ti­tudes and draper­ies, and that in­ex­plic­able charm which is mingled with all the de­fects, render the little fig­ures very di­vert­ing and del­ic­ate, per­chance, even too much so. You think that it is not di­vert­ing?”

			“Yes, cer­tainly!” said the priest.

			“And if you were to see the in­teri­or of the chapel!” re­sumed the poet, with his gar­rulous en­thu­si­asm. “Carvings every­where. ’Tis as thickly clustered as the head of a cab­bage! The apse is of a very de­vout, and so pe­cu­li­ar a fash­ion that I have nev­er be­held any­thing like it else­where!”

			Dom Claude in­ter­rup­ted him—

			“You are happy, then?”

			Grin­goire replied warmly;—

			“On my hon­or, yes! First I loved wo­men, then an­im­als. Now I love stones. They are quite as amus­ing as wo­men and an­im­als, and less treach­er­ous.”

			The priest laid his hand on his brow. It was his ha­bitu­al ges­ture.

			“Really?”

			“Stay!” said Grin­goire, “one has one’s pleas­ures!” He took the arm of the priest, who let him have his way, and made him enter the stair­case tur­ret of For-l’Évêque. “Here is a stair­case! every time that I see it I am happy. It is of the simplest and rarest man­ner of steps in Par­is. All the steps are bev­elled un­der­neath. Its beauty and sim­pli­city con­sist in the in­ter­spa­cing of both, be­ing a foot or more wide, which are in­ter­laced, in­ter­locked, fit­ted to­geth­er, en­chained en­chased, in­ter­lined one upon an­oth­er, and bite in­to each oth­er in a man­ner that is truly firm and grace­ful.”

			“And you de­sire noth­ing?”

			“No.”

			“And you re­gret noth­ing?”

			“Neither re­gret nor de­sire. I have ar­ranged my mode of life.”

			“What men ar­range,” said Claude, “things dis­ar­range.”

			“I am a Pyrrhoni­an philo­soph­er,” replied Grin­goire, “and I hold all things in equi­lib­ri­um.”

			“And how do you earn your liv­ing?”

			“I still make epics and tra­gedies now and then; but that which brings me in most is the in­dustry with which you are ac­quain­ted, mas­ter; car­ry­ing pyr­am­ids of chairs in my teeth.”

			“The trade is but a rough one for a philo­soph­er.”

			“ ’Tis still equi­lib­ri­um,” said Grin­goire. “When one has an idea, one en­coun­ters it in everything.”

			“I know that,” replied the arch­deac­on.

			After a si­lence, the priest re­sumed—

			“You are, nev­er­the­less, tol­er­ably poor?”

			“Poor, yes; un­happy, no.”

			At that mo­ment, a tramp­ling of horses was heard, and our two in­ter­locutors be­held de­fil­ing at the end of the street, a com­pany of the king’s un­at­tached arch­ers, their lances borne high, an of­ficer at their head. The caval­cade was bril­liant, and its march re­soun­ded on the pave­ment.

			“How you gaze at that of­ficer!” said Grin­goire, to the arch­deac­on.

			“Be­cause I think I re­cog­nize him.”

			“What do you call him?”

			“I think,” said Claude, “that his name is Phoe­bus de Château­pers.”

			“Phoe­bus! A curi­ous name! There is also a Phoe­bus, Comte de Foix. I re­mem­ber hav­ing known a wench who swore only by the name of Phoe­bus.”

			“Come away from here,” said the priest. “I have some­thing to say to you.”

			From the mo­ment of that troop’s passing, some agit­a­tion had pierced through the arch­deac­on’s gla­cial en­vel­ope. He walked on. Grin­goire fol­lowed him, be­ing ac­cus­tomed to obey him, like all who had once ap­proached that man so full of as­cend­ency. They reached in si­lence the Rue des Bern­ardins, which was nearly deser­ted. Here Dom Claude paused.

			“What have you to say to me, mas­ter?” Grin­goire asked him.

			“Do you not think that the dress of those cava­liers whom we have just seen is far hand­somer than yours and mine?”

			Grin­goire tossed his head.

			“I’ faith! I love bet­ter my red and yel­low jer­kin, than those scales of iron and steel. A fine pleas­ure to pro­duce, when you walk, the same noise as the Quay of Old Iron, in an earth­quake!”

			“So, Grin­goire, you have nev­er cher­ished envy for those hand­some fel­lows in their mil­it­ary doublets?”

			“Envy for what, mon­sieur the arch­deac­on? their strength, their ar­mor, their dis­cip­line? Bet­ter philo­sophy and in­de­pend­ence in rags. I prefer to be the head of a fly rather than the tail of a li­on.”

			“That is sin­gu­lar,” said the priest dream­ily. “Yet a hand­some uni­form is a beau­ti­ful thing.”

			Grin­goire, per­ceiv­ing that he was in a pens­ive mood, quit­ted him to go and ad­mire the porch of a neigh­bor­ing house. He came back clap­ping his hands.

			“If you were less en­grossed with the fine clothes of men of war, mon­sieur the arch­deac­on, I would en­treat you to come and see this door. I have al­ways said that the house of the Sieur Aubry had the most su­perb en­trance in the world.”

			“Pierre Grin­goire,” said the arch­deac­on, “What have you done with that little gypsy dan­cer?”

			“La Es­mer­alda? You change the con­ver­sa­tion very ab­ruptly.”

			“Was she not your wife?”

			“Yes, by vir­tue of a broken crock. We were to have four years of it. By the way,” ad­ded Grin­goire, look­ing at the arch­deac­on in a half ban­ter­ing way, “are you still think­ing of her?”

			“And you think of her no longer?”

			“Very little. I have so many things. Good heav­ens, how pretty that little goat was!”

			“Had she not saved your life?”

			“ ’Tis true, pardieu!”

			“Well, what has be­come of her? What have you done with her?”

			“I can­not tell you. I be­lieve that they have hanged her.”

			“You be­lieve so?”

			“I am not sure. When I saw that they wanted to hang people, I re­tired from the game.”

			“That is all you know of it?”

			“Wait a bit. I was told that she had taken refuge in Notre-Dame, and that she was safe there, and I am de­lighted to hear it, and I have not been able to dis­cov­er wheth­er the goat was saved with her, and that is all I know.”

			“I will tell you more,” cried Dom Claude; and his voice, hitherto low, slow, and al­most in­dis­tinct, turned to thun­der. “She has in fact, taken refuge in Notre-Dame. But in three days justice will re­claim her, and she will be hanged on the Grève. There is a de­cree of par­lia­ment.”

			“That’s an­noy­ing,” said Grin­goire.

			The priest, in an in­stant, be­came cold and calm again.

			“And who the dev­il,” re­sumed the poet, “has amused him­self with so­li­cit­ing a de­cree of re­in­teg­ra­tion? Why couldn’t they leave par­lia­ment in peace? What harm does it do if a poor girl takes shel­ter un­der the fly­ing but­tresses of Notre-Dame, be­side the swal­lows’ nests?”

			“There are satans in this world,” re­marked the arch­deac­on.

			“ ’Tis dev­il­ish badly done,” ob­served Grin­goire.

			The arch­deac­on re­sumed after a si­lence—

			“So, she saved your life?”

			“Among my good friends the out­casts. A little more or a little less and I should have been hanged. They would have been sorry for it today.”

			“Would not you like to do some­thing for her?”

			“I ask noth­ing bet­ter, Dom Claude; but what if I en­tangle my­self in some vil­lain­ous af­fair?”

			“What mat­ters it?”

			“Bah! what mat­ters it? You are good, mas­ter, that you are! I have two great works already be­gun.”

			The priest smote his brow. In spite of the calm which he af­fected, a vi­ol­ent ges­ture be­trayed his in­tern­al con­vul­sions from time to time.

			“How is she to be saved?”

			Grin­goire said to him; “Mas­ter, I will reply to you; Il padelt, which means in Turk­ish, ‘God is our hope.’ ”

			“How is she to be saved?” re­peated Claude dream­ily.

			Grin­goire smote his brow in his turn.

			“Listen, mas­ter. I have ima­gin­a­tion; I will de­vise ex­pedi­ents for you. What if one were to ask her par­don from the king?”

			“Of Louis XI! A par­don!”

			“Why not?”

			“To take the ti­ger’s bone from him!”

			Grin­goire began to seek fresh ex­pedi­ents.

			“Well, stay! Shall I ad­dress to the mid­wives a re­quest ac­com­pan­ied by the de­clar­a­tion that the girl is with child!”

			This made the priest’s hol­low eye flash.

			“With child! knave! do you know any­thing of this?”

			Grin­goire was alarmed by his air. He hastened to say, “Oh, no, not I! Our mar­riage was a real foris­mar­it­a­gi­um. I stayed out­side. But one might ob­tain a res­pite, all the same.”

			“Mad­ness! In­famy! Hold your tongue!”

			“You do wrong to get angry,” muttered Grin­goire. “One ob­tains a res­pite; that does no harm to any one, and al­lows the mid­wives, who are poor wo­men, to earn forty den­iers parisis.”

			The priest was not listen­ing to him!

			“But she must leave that place, nev­er­the­less!” he mur­mured, “the de­cree is to be ex­ecuted with­in three days. Moreover, there will be no de­cree; that Quasimodo! Wo­men have very de­praved tastes!” He raised his voice: “Mas­ter Pierre, I have re­flec­ted well; there is but one means of safety for her.”

			“What? I see none my­self.”

			“Listen, Mas­ter Pierre, re­mem­ber that you owe your life to her. I will tell you my idea frankly. The church is watched night and day; only those are al­lowed to come out, who have been seen to enter. Hence you can enter. You will come. I will lead you to her. You will change clothes with her. She will take your doublet; you will take her pet­ti­coat.”

			“So far, it goes well,” re­marked the philo­soph­er, “and then?”

			“And then? she will go forth in your gar­ments; you will re­main with hers. You will be hanged, per­haps, but she will be saved.”

			Grin­goire scratched his ear, with a very ser­i­ous air. “Stay!” said he, “that is an idea which would nev­er have oc­curred to me un­aided.”

			At Dom Claude’s pro­pos­i­tion, the open and be­nign face of the poet had ab­ruptly clouded over, like a smil­ing Itali­an land­scape, when an un­lucky squall comes up and dashes a cloud across the sun.

			“Well! Grin­goire, what say you to the means?”

			“I say, mas­ter, that I shall not be hanged, per­chance, but that I shall be hanged in­dubit­ably.”

			“That con­cerns us not.”

			“The deuce!” said Grin­goire.

			“She has saved your life. ’Tis a debt that you are dis­char­ging.”

			“There are a great many oth­ers which I do not dis­charge.”

			“Mas­ter Pierre, it is ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary.”

			The arch­deac­on spoke im­per­i­ously.

			“Listen, Dom Claude,” replied the poet in ut­ter con­sterna­tion. “You cling to that idea, and you are wrong. I do not see why I should get my­self hanged in someone else’s place.”

			“What have you, then, which at­taches you so strongly to life?”

			“Oh! a thou­sand reas­ons!”

			“What reas­ons, if you please?”

			“What? The air, the sky, the morn­ing, the even­ing, the moon­light, my good friends the thieves, our jeers with the old hags of go-betweens, the fine ar­chi­tec­ture of Par­is to study, three great books to make, one of them be­ing against the bish­ops and his mills; and how can I tell all? Anaxagoras said that he was in the world to ad­mire the sun. And then, from morn­ing till night, I have the hap­pi­ness of passing all my days with a man of geni­us, who is my­self, which is very agree­able.”

			“A head fit for a mule bell!” muttered the arch­deac­on. “Oh! tell me who pre­served for you that life which you render so charm­ing to your­self? To whom do you owe it that you breathe that air, be­hold that sky, and can still amuse your lark’s mind with your whim­sic­al non­sense and mad­ness? Where would you be, had it not been for her? Do you then de­sire that she through whom you are alive, should die? that she should die, that beau­ti­ful, sweet, ad­or­able creature, who is ne­ces­sary to the light of the world and more di­vine than God, while you, half wise, and half fool, a vain sketch of some­thing, a sort of ve­get­able, which thinks that it walks, and thinks that it thinks, you will con­tin­ue to live with the life which you have stolen from her, as use­less as a candle in broad day­light? Come, have a little pity, Grin­goire; be gen­er­ous in your turn; it was she who set the ex­ample.”

			The priest was vehe­ment. Grin­goire listened to him at first with an un­de­cided air, then he be­came touched, and wound up with a grim­ace which made his pal­lid face re­semble that of a new­born in­fant with an at­tack of the col­ic.

			“You are pathet­ic!” said he, wip­ing away a tear. “Well! I will think about it. That’s a queer idea of yours.—After all,” he con­tin­ued after a pause, “who knows? per­haps they will not hang me. He who be­comes be­trothed does not al­ways marry. When they find me in that little lodging so grot­esquely muffled in pet­ti­coat and coif, per­chance they will burst with laughter. And then, if they do hang me—well! the hal­ter is as good a death as any. ’Tis a death worthy of a sage who has wavered all his life; a death which is neither flesh nor fish, like the mind of a ver­it­able scep­tic; a death all stamped with Pyrrhon­ism and hes­it­a­tion, which holds the middle sta­tion betwixt heav­en and earth, which leaves you in sus­pense. ’Tis a philo­soph­er’s death, and I was destined thereto, per­chance. It is mag­ni­fi­cent to die as one has lived.”

			The priest in­ter­rup­ted him: “Is it agreed?”

			“What is death, after all?” pur­sued Grin­goire with ex­al­ta­tion. “A dis­agree­able mo­ment, a tollgate, the pas­sage of little to noth­ing­ness. Someone hav­ing asked Cer­ci­das, the Me­ga­lo­pol­it­an, if he were will­ing to die: ‘Why not?’ he replied; ‘for after my death I shall see those great men, Py­thagoras among the philo­soph­ers, Hec­ataeus among his­tor­i­ans, Homer among po­ets, Olym­pus among mu­si­cians.’ ”

			The arch­deac­on gave him his hand: “It is settled, then? You will come to­mor­row?”

			This ges­ture re­called Grin­goire to real­ity.

			“Ah! i’ faith no!” he said in the tone of a man just wak­ing up. “Be hanged! ’tis too ab­surd. I will not.”

			“Farewell, then!” and the arch­deac­on ad­ded between his teeth: “I’ll find you again!”

			“I do not want that dev­il of a man to find me,” thought Grin­goire; and he ran after Dom Claude. “Stay, mon­sieur the arch­deac­on, no ill-feel­ing between old friends! You take an in­terest in that girl, my wife, I mean, and ’tis well. You have de­vised a scheme to get her out of Notre-Dame, but your way is ex­tremely dis­agree­able to me, Grin­goire. If I had only an­oth­er one my­self! I beg to say that a lu­min­ous in­spir­a­tion has just oc­curred to me. If I pos­sessed an ex­pedi­ent for ex­tric­at­ing her from a di­lemma, without com­prom­ising my own neck to the ex­tent of a single run­ning knot, what would you say to it? Will not that suf­fice you? Is it ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary that I should be hanged, in or­der that you may be con­tent?”

			The priest tore out the but­tons of his cas­sock with im­pa­tience: “Stream of words! What is your plan?”

			“Yes,” re­sumed Grin­goire, talk­ing to him­self and touch­ing his nose with his fore­finger in sign of med­it­a­tion—“that’s it!—The thieves are brave fel­lows!—The tribe of Egypt love her!—They will rise at the first word!—Noth­ing easi­er!—A sud­den stroke.—Un­der cov­er of the dis­order, they will eas­ily carry her off!—Be­gin­ning to­mor­row even­ing. They will ask noth­ing bet­ter.”

			“The plan! speak,” cried the arch­deac­on shak­ing him.

			Grin­goire turned majestic­ally to­wards him: “Leave me! You see that I am com­pos­ing.” He med­it­ated for a few mo­ments more, then began to clap his hands over his thought, cry­ing: “Ad­mir­able! suc­cess is sure!”

			“The plan!” re­peated Claude in wrath.

			Grin­goire was ra­di­ant.

			“Come, that I may tell you that very softly. ’Tis a truly gal­lant coun­ter­plot, which will ex­tric­ate us all from the mat­ter. Pardieu, it must be ad­mit­ted that I am no fool.”

			He broke off.

			“Oh, by the way! is the little goat with the wench?”

			“Yes. The dev­il take you!”

			“They would have hanged it also, would they not?”

			“What is that to me?”

			“Yes, they would have hanged it. They hanged a sow last month. The heads­man loveth that; he eats the beast af­ter­wards. Take my pretty Djali! Poor little lamb!”

			“Mal­edic­tion!” ex­claimed Dom Claude. “You are the ex­e­cu­tion­er. What means of safety have you found, knave? Must your idea be ex­trac­ted with the for­ceps?”

			“Very fine, mas­ter, this is it.”

			Grin­goire bent his head to the arch­deac­on’s head and spoke to him in a very low voice, cast­ing an un­easy glance the while from one end to the oth­er of the street, though no one was passing. When he had fin­ished, Dom Claude took his hand and said coldly: “ ’Tis well. Farewell un­til to­mor­row.”

			“Un­til to­mor­row,” re­peated Grin­goire. And, while the arch­deac­on was dis­ap­pear­ing in one dir­ec­tion, he set off in the oth­er, say­ing to him­self in a low voice: “Here’s a grand af­fair, Mon­sieur Pierre Grin­goire. Nev­er mind! ’Tis not writ­ten that be­cause one is of small ac­count one should take fright at a great en­ter­prise. Bit­ou car­ried a great bull on his shoulders; the wa­ter-wag­tails, the warblers, and the buntings tra­verse the ocean.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Turn Vag­a­bond

			
			On re-en­ter­ing the cloister, the arch­deac­on found at the door of his cell his broth­er Je­han du Moulin, who was wait­ing for him, and who had be­guiled the te­di­um of wait­ing by draw­ing on the wall with a bit of char­coal, a pro­file of his eld­er broth­er, en­riched with a mon­strous nose.

			Dom Claude hardly looked at his broth­er; his thoughts were else­where. That merry scamp’s face whose beam­ing had so of­ten re­stored serenity to the priest’s sombre physiognomy, was now power­less to melt the gloom which grew more dense every day over that cor­rup­ted, mephit­ic, and stag­nant soul.

			“Broth­er,” said Je­han tim­idly, “I am come to see you.”

			The arch­deac­on did not even raise his eyes.

			“What then?”

			“Broth­er,” re­sumed the hy­po­crite, “you are so good to me, and you give me such wise coun­sels that I al­ways re­turn to you.”

			“What next?”

			“Alas! broth­er, you were per­fectly right when you said to me—‘Je­han! Je­han! ces­sat doc­tor­um doc­trina, dis­cip­u­lor­um dis­cip­lina. Je­han, be wise, Je­han, be learned, Je­han, pass not the night out­side of the col­lege without law­ful oc­ca­sion and due leave of the mas­ter. Cudgel not the Pi­cards: noli, Joannes, ver­ber­are Pi­car­dos. Rot not like an un­lettered ass, quasi as­i­nus il­lit­ter­atus, on the straw seats of the school. Je­han, al­low your­self to be pun­ished at the dis­cre­tion of the mas­ter. Je­han, go every even­ing to chapel, and sing there an an­them with verse and oris­on to Ma­dame the glor­i­ous Vir­gin Mary.’—Alas! what ex­cel­lent ad­vice was that!”

			“And then?”

			“Broth­er, you be­hold a cul­prit, a crim­in­al, a wretch, a lib­ertine, a man of enorm­it­ies! My dear broth­er, Je­han hath made of your coun­sels straw and dung to trample un­der foot. I have been well chas­tised for it, and God is ex­traordin­ar­ily just. As long as I had money, I feasted, I lead a mad and joy­ous life. Oh! how ugly and crabbed be­hind is de­bauch which is so charm­ing in front! Now I have no longer a blank; I have sold my napery, my shirt and my tow­els; no more merry life! The beau­ti­ful candle is ex­tin­guished and I have hence­forth, only a wretched tal­low dip which smokes in my nose. The wenches jeer at me. I drink wa­ter. I am over­whelmed with re­morse and with cred­it­ors.”

			“The rest?” said the arch­deac­on.

			“Alas! my very dear broth­er, I should like to settle down to a bet­ter life. I come to you full of con­tri­tion, I am pen­it­ent. I make my con­fes­sion. I beat my breast vi­ol­ently. You are quite right in wish­ing that I should some day be­come a li­cen­ti­ate and sub-mon­it­or in the col­lege of Tor­chi. At the present mo­ment I feel a mag­ni­fi­cent vo­ca­tion for that pro­fes­sion. But I have no more ink and I must buy some; I have no more pa­per, I have no more books, and I must buy some. For this pur­pose, I am greatly in need of a little money, and I come to you, broth­er, with my heart full of con­tri­tion.”

			“Is that all?”

			“Yes,” said the schol­ar. “A little money.”

			“I have none.”

			Then the schol­ar said, with an air which was both grave and res­ol­ute: “Well, broth­er, I am sorry to be ob­liged to tell you that very fine of­fers and pro­pos­i­tions are be­ing made to me in an­oth­er quarter. You will not give me any money? No. In that case I shall be­come a pro­fes­sion­al vag­a­bond.”

			As he uttered these mon­strous words, he as­sumed the mien of Ajax, ex­pect­ing to see the light­nings des­cend upon his head.

			The arch­deac­on said coldly to him—

			“Be­come a vag­a­bond.”

			Je­han made him a deep bow, and des­cen­ded the cloister stairs, whist­ling.

			At the mo­ment when he was passing through the court­yard of the cloister, be­neath his broth­er’s win­dow, he heard that win­dow open, raised his eyes and be­held the arch­deac­on’s severe head emerge.

			“Go to the dev­il!” said Dom Claude; “here is the last money which you will get from me?”

			At the same time, the priest flung Je­han a purse, which gave the schol­ar a big bump on the fore­head, and with which Je­han re­treated, both vexed and con­tent, like a dog who had been stoned with mar­row bones.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Long Live Mirth

			
			The read­er has prob­ably not for­got­ten that a part of the Cour de Mir­acles was en­closed by the an­cient wall which sur­roun­ded the city, a goodly num­ber of whose towers had be­gun, even at that epoch, to fall to ru­in. One of these towers had been con­ver­ted in­to a pleas­ure re­sort by the vag­a­bonds. There was a dram-shop in the un­der­ground story, and the rest in the up­per stor­ies. This was the most lively, and con­sequently the most hideous, point of the whole out­cast den. It was a sort of mon­strous hive, which buzzed there night and day. At night, when the re­mainder of the beg­gar horde slept, when there was no longer a win­dow lighted in the dingy façades of the Place, when not a cry was any longer to be heard pro­ceed­ing from those in­nu­mer­able fam­il­ies, those ant­hills of thieves, of wenches, and stolen or bas­tard chil­dren, the merry tower was still re­cog­niz­able by the noise which it made, by the scar­let light which, flash­ing sim­ul­tan­eously from the air-holes, the win­dows, the fis­sures in the cracked walls, es­caped, so to speak, from its every pore.

			The cel­lar then, was the dram-shop. The des­cent to it was through a low door and by a stair­case as steep as a clas­sic Al­ex­an­drine. Over the door, by way of a sign there hung a mar­vel­lous daub, rep­res­ent­ing new sous and dead chick­ens,53 with this, pun be­low: Aux son­neurs pour les tré­passés—The ringers for the dead.

			One even­ing when the curfew was sound­ing from all the bel­fries in Par­is, the ser­geants of the watch might have ob­served, had it been gran­ted to them to enter the for­mid­able Court of Mir­acles, that more tu­mult than usu­al was in pro­gress in the vag­a­bonds’ tav­ern, that more drink­ing was be­ing done, and louder swear­ing. Out­side in the Place, there, were many groups con­vers­ing in low tones, as when some great plan is be­ing framed, and here and there a knave crouch­ing down en­gaged in sharpen­ing a vil­lain­ous iron blade on a pav­ing-stone.

			Mean­while, in the tav­ern it­self, wine and gam­ing offered such a power­ful di­ver­sion to the ideas which oc­cu­pied the vag­a­bonds’ lair that even­ing, that it would have been dif­fi­cult to di­vine from the re­marks of the drink­ers, what was the mat­ter in hand. They merely wore a gay­er air than was their wont, and some weapon could be seen glit­ter­ing between the legs of each of them—a sickle, an axe, a big two-edged sword or the hook of an old hack­but.

			The room, cir­cu­lar in form, was very spa­cious; but the tables were so thickly set and the drink­ers so nu­mer­ous, that all that the tav­ern con­tained, men, wo­men, benches, beer-jugs, all that were drink­ing, all that were sleep­ing, all that were play­ing, the well, the lame, seemed piled up pell-mell, with as much or­der and har­mony as a heap of oyster shells. There were a few tal­low dips lighted on the tables; but the real lu­minary of this tav­ern, that which played the part in this dram-shop of the chan­delier of an op­era house, was the fire. This cel­lar was so damp that the fire was nev­er al­lowed to go out, even in mid­sum­mer; an im­mense chim­ney with a sculp­tured man­tel, all brist­ling with heavy iron and­irons and cook­ing utensils, with one of those huge fires of mixed wood and peat which at night, in vil­lage streets make the re­flec­tion of forge win­dows stand out so red on the op­pos­ite walls. A big dog gravely seated in the ashes was turn­ing a spit loaded with meat be­fore the coals.

			Great as was the con­fu­sion, after the first glance one could dis­tin­guish in that mul­ti­tude, three prin­cip­al groups which thronged around three per­son­ages already known to the read­er. One of these per­son­ages, fant­ast­ic­ally ac­coutred in many an ori­ent­al rag, was Math­i­as Hun­gadi Sp­ic­ali, Duke of Egypt and Bo­hemia. The knave was seated on a table with his legs crossed, and in a loud voice was be­stow­ing his know­ledge of ma­gic, both black and white, on many a gap­ing face which sur­roun­ded him. An­oth­er rabble pressed close around our old friend, the vali­ant King of Thunes, armed to the teeth. Clop­in Trouille­fou, with a very ser­i­ous air and in a low voice, was reg­u­lat­ing the dis­tri­bu­tion of an enorm­ous cask of arms, which stood wide open in front of him and from whence poured out in pro­fu­sion, axes, swords, bassin­ets, coats of mail, broadswords, lance-heads, ar­rows, and vire­tons,54 like apples and grapes from a horn of plenty. Every­one took some­thing from the cask, one a mor­i­on, an­oth­er a long, straight sword, an­oth­er a dag­ger with a cross-shaped hilt. The very chil­dren were arm­ing them­selves, and there were even cripples in bowls who, in ar­mor and cuir­ass, made their way between the legs of the drink­ers, like great beetles.

			Fi­nally, a third audi­ence, the most noisy, the most jovi­al, and the most nu­mer­ous, en­cumbered benches and tables, in the midst of which har­angued and swore a flute-like voice, which es­caped from be­neath a heavy ar­mor, com­plete from casque to spurs. The in­di­vidu­al who had thus screwed a whole out­fit upon his body, was so hid­den by his war­like ac­coutre­ments that noth­ing was to be seen of his per­son save an im­per­tin­ent, red, snub nose, a rosy mouth, and bold eyes. His belt was full of dag­gers and pon­iards, a huge sword on his hip, a rus­ted cross­bow at his left, and a vast jug of wine in front of him, without reck­on­ing on his right, a fat wench with her bos­om un­covered. All mouths around him were laugh­ing, curs­ing, and drink­ing.

			Add twenty sec­ond­ary groups, the waiters, male and fe­male, run­ning with jugs on their heads, gam­blers squat­ting over taws, mer­elles,55 dice, vachettes, the ar­dent game of tring­let, quar­rels in one corner, kisses in an­oth­er, and the read­er will have some idea of this whole pic­ture, over which flickered the light of a great, flam­ing fire, which made a thou­sand huge and grot­esque shad­ows dance over the walls of the drink­ing shop.

			As for the noise, it was like the in­side of a bell at full peal.

			The drip­ping-pan, where crackled a rain of grease, filled with its con­tinu­al sput­ter­ing the in­ter­vals of these thou­sand dia­logues, which in­ter­mingled from one end of the apart­ment to the oth­er.

			In the midst of this up­roar, at the ex­tremity of the tav­ern, on the bench in­side the chim­ney, sat a philo­soph­er med­it­at­ing with his feet in the ashes and his eyes on the brands. It was Pierre Grin­goire.

			“Be quick! make haste, arm yourselves! we set out on the march in an hour!” said Clop­in Trouille­fou to his thieves.

			A wench was hum­ming—

			
				
					“Bon­soir mon père et ma mère,
					

					Les derniers couvrent le feu.”56
				

			

			Two card play­ers were dis­put­ing—

			“Knave!” cried the red­dest faced of the two, shak­ing his fist at the oth­er; “I’ll mark you with the club. You can take the place of Mis­ti­gri in the pack of cards of mon­sei­gneur the king.”

			“Ugh!” roared a Nor­man, re­cog­niz­able by his nas­al ac­cent; “we are packed in here like the saints of Cail­louville!”

			“My sons,” the Duke of Egypt was say­ing to his audi­ence, in a fal­setto voice, “sor­ceresses in France go to the witches’ sab­bath without broom­sticks, or grease, or steed, merely by means of some ma­gic words. The witches of Italy al­ways have a buck wait­ing for them at their door. All are bound to go out through the chim­ney.”

			The voice of the young scamp armed from head to foot, dom­in­ated the up­roar.

			“Hur­rah! hur­rah!” he was shout­ing. “My first day in ar­mor! Out­cast! I am an out­cast. Give me some­thing to drink. My friends, my name is Je­han Frollo du Moulin, and I am a gen­tle­man. My opin­ion is that if God were a gen­darme, he would turn rob­ber. Broth­ers, we are about to set out on a fine ex­ped­i­tion. Lay siege to the church, burst in the doors, drag out the beau­ti­ful girl, save her from the judges, save her from the priests, dis­mantle the cloister, burn the bish­op in his palace—all this we will do in less time than it takes for a bur­go­mas­ter to eat a spoon­ful of soup. Our cause is just, we will plun­der Notre-Dame and that will be the end of it. We will hang Quasimodo. Do you know Quasimodo, ladies? Have you seen him make him­self breath­less on the big bell on a grand Pente­cost fest­iv­al! Corne du Père! ’tis very fine! One would say he was a dev­il moun­ted on a man. Listen to me, my friends; I am a vag­a­bond to the bot­tom of my heart, I am a mem­ber of the slang thief gang in my soul, I was born an in­de­pend­ent thief. I have been rich, and I have de­voured all my prop­erty. My moth­er wanted to make an of­ficer of me; my fath­er, a sub­deac­on; my aunt, a coun­cil­lor of in­quests; my grand­moth­er, pro­tho­not­ary to the king; my great aunt, a treas­urer of the short robe—and I have made my­self an out­cast. I said this to my fath­er, who spit his curse in my face; to my moth­er, who set to weep­ing and chat­ter­ing, poor old lady, like yon­der fag­ot on the and­irons. Long live mirth! I am a real Bicêtre. Wait­ress, my dear, more wine. I have still the where­with­al to pay. I want no more Surène wine. It dis­tresses my throat. I’d as lief, cor­b­oeuf! gargle my throat with a bas­ket.”

			Mean­while, the rabble ap­plauded with shouts of laughter; and see­ing that the tu­mult was in­creas­ing around him, the schol­ar cried—.

			“Oh! what a fine noise! Pop­uli de­bac­chantis pop­u­losa de­bac­chatio!” Then he began to sing, his eye swim­ming in ec­stasy, in the tone of a can­on in­ton­ing ves­pers, Quae cantica! quae or­gana! quae can­ti­lenae! quae melodi­ae hic sine fine de­cant­an­tur! Son­ant mel­li­flua hym­nor­um or­gana, suavis­sima an­gelor­um melodia, cantica canticor­um mira! He broke off: “Tav­ern-keep­er of the dev­il, give me some sup­per!”

			There was a mo­ment of par­tial si­lence, dur­ing which the sharp voice of the Duke of Egypt rose, as he gave in­struc­tions to his Bo­hemi­ans.

			“The weasel is called Ad­rune; the fox, Blue-foot, or the Racer of the Woods; the wolf, Gray-foot, or Gold-foot; the bear the Old Man, or Grand­fath­er. The cap of a gnome con­fers in­vis­ib­il­ity, and causes one to be­hold in­vis­ible things. Every toad that is bap­tized must be clad in red or black vel­vet, a bell on its neck, a bell on its feet. The god­fath­er holds its head, the god­moth­er its hinder parts. ’Tis the de­mon Sidra­gasum who hath the power to make wenches dance stark na­ked.”

			“By the mass!” in­ter­rup­ted Je­han, “I should like to be the de­mon Sidra­gasum.”

			Mean­while, the vag­a­bonds con­tin­ued to arm them­selves and whis­per at the oth­er end of the dram-shop.

			“That poor Es­mer­alda!” said a Bo­hemi­an. “She is our sis­ter. She must be taken away from there.”

			“Is she still at Notre-Dame?” went on a mer­chant with the ap­pear­ance of a Jew.

			“Yes, pardieu!”

			“Well! com­rades!” ex­claimed the mer­chant, “to Notre-Dame! So much the bet­ter, since there are in the chapel of Saints Féréol and Fer­ru­tion two statues, the one of John the Baptist, the oth­er of Saint-Ant­oine, of sol­id gold, weigh­ing to­geth­er sev­en marks of gold and fif­teen es­tellins; and the ped­es­tals are of sil­ver-gilt, of sev­en­teen marks, five ounces. I know that; I am a gold­smith.”

			Here they served Je­han with his sup­per. As he threw him­self back on the bos­om of the wench be­side him, he ex­claimed—

			“By Saint Voult-de-Lucques, whom people call Saint Goguelu, I am per­fectly happy. I have be­fore me a fool who gazes at me with the smooth face of an arch­duke. Here is one on my left whose teeth are so long that they hide his chin. And then, I am like the Mar­shal de Gié at the siege of Pon­toise, I have my right rest­ing on a hil­lock. Ventre-Ma­hom! Com­rade! you have the air of a mer­chant of ten­nis-balls; and you come and sit your­self be­side me! I am a no­ble­man, my friend! Trade is in­com­pat­ible with no­bil­ity. Get out of that! Holà hé! You oth­ers, don’t fight! What, Bap­tiste Croque-Ois­on, you who have such a fine nose are go­ing to risk it against the big fists of that lout! Fool! Non cui­quam datum est habere nasum—not every­one is favored with a nose. You are really di­vine, Jac­queline Ronge-Or­eille! ’tis a pity that you have no hair! Holà! my name is Je­han Frollo, and my broth­er is an arch­deac­on. May the dev­il fly off with him! All that I tell you is the truth. In turn­ing vag­a­bond, I have gladly re­nounced the half of a house situ­ated in para­dise, which my broth­er had prom­ised me. Di­midiam domum in para­diso. I quote the text. I have a fief in the Rue Tir­e­chappe, and all the wo­men are in love with me, as true as Saint Éloy was an ex­cel­lent gold­smith, and that the five trades of the good city of Par­is are the tan­ners, the taw­ers, the makers of cross-belts, the purse-makers, and the sweat­ers, and that Saint Laurent was burnt with egg­shells. I swear to you, com­rades.

			
				
					“Que je ne beuv­rai de pi­ment,
					

					Devant un an, si je cy ment!57
				

			

			“ ’Tis moon­light, my charm­er; see yon­der through the win­dow how the wind is tear­ing the clouds to tat­ters! Even thus will I do to your gor­get.—Wenches, wipe the chil­dren’s noses and snuff the candles.—Christ and Ma­hom! What am I eat­ing here, Jupiter? Ohé! innkeep­er! the hair which is not on the heads of your hussies one finds in your om­elettes. Old wo­man! I like bald om­elettes. May the dev­il con­found you!—A fine hostelry of Beelze­bub, where the hussies comb their heads with the forks!

			
				
					“Et je n’ai moi,
					

					Par la sang-Dieu!
					

					Ni foi, ni loi,
					

					Ni feu, ni lieu,
					

					Ni roi,
					

					Ni Dieu.”58
				

			

			In the mean­time, Clop­in Trouille­fou had fin­ished the dis­tri­bu­tion of arms. He ap­proached Grin­goire, who ap­peared to be plunged in a pro­found re­very, with his feet on an and­iron.

			“Friend Pierre,” said the King of Thunes, “what the dev­il are you think­ing about?”

			Grin­goire turned to him with a mel­an­choly smile.

			“I love the fire, my dear lord. Not for the trivi­al reas­on that fire warms the feet or cooks our soup, but be­cause it has sparks. Some­times I pass whole hours in watch­ing the sparks. I dis­cov­er a thou­sand things in those stars which are sprinkled over the black back­ground of the hearth. Those stars are also worlds.”

			“Thun­der, if I un­der­stand you!” said the out­cast. “Do you know what o’clock it is?”

			“I do not know,” replied Grin­goire.

			Clop­in ap­proached the Duke of Egypt.

			“Com­rade Math­i­as, the time we have chosen is not a good one. King Louis XI is said to be in Par­is.”

			“An­oth­er reas­on for snatch­ing our sis­ter from his claws,” replied the old Bo­hemi­an.

			“You speak like a man, Math­i­as,” said the King of Thunes. “Moreover, we will act promptly. No res­ist­ance is to be feared in the church. The can­ons are hares, and we are in force. The people of the par­lia­ment will be well balked to­mor­row when they come to seek her! Guts of the pope I don’t want them to hang the pretty girl!”

			Clop­in quit­ted the dram-shop.

			Mean­while, Je­han was shout­ing in a hoarse voice:

			“I eat, I drink, I am drunk, I am Jupiter! Eh! Pierre, the Slaughter­er, if you look at me like that again, I’ll fil­lip the dust off your nose for you.”

			Grin­goire, torn from his med­it­a­tions, began to watch the wild and noisy scene which sur­roun­ded him, mut­ter­ing between his teeth: “Lux­uri­osa res vin­um et tu­mul­tu­osa ebri­etas. Alas! what good reas­on I have not to drink, and how ex­cel­lently spoke Saint-Ben­oît: ‘Vin­um apostatare fa­cit etiam sapi­entes!’ ”

			At that mo­ment, Clop­in re­turned and shouted in a voice of thun­der: “Mid­night!”

			At this word, which pro­duced the ef­fect of the call to boot and saddle on a re­gi­ment at a halt, all the out­casts, men, wo­men, chil­dren, rushed in a mass from the tav­ern, with great noise of arms and old iron im­ple­ments.

			The moon was ob­scured.

			The Cour des Mir­acles was en­tirely dark. There was not a single light. One could make out there a throng of men and wo­men con­vers­ing in low tones. They could be heard buzz­ing, and a gleam of all sorts of weapons was vis­ible in the dark­ness. Clop­in moun­ted a large stone.

			“To your ranks, Ar­got!”59 he cried. “Fall in­to line, Egypt! Form ranks, Ga­lilee!”

			A move­ment began in the dark­ness. The im­mense mul­ti­tude ap­peared to form in a column. After a few minutes, the King of Thunes raised his voice once more—

			“Now, si­lence to march through Par­is! The pass­word is, ‘Little sword in pock­et!’ The torches will not be lighted till we reach Notre-Dame! For­ward, march!”

			Ten minutes later, the cava­liers of the watch fled in ter­ror be­fore a long pro­ces­sion of black and si­lent men which was des­cend­ing to­wards the Pont au Change, through the tor­tu­ous streets which pierce the close-built neigh­bor­hood of the mar­kets in every dir­ec­tion.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				An Awk­ward Friend

			
			That night, Quasimodo did not sleep. He had just made his last round of the church. He had not no­ticed, that at the mo­ment when he was clos­ing the doors, the arch­deac­on had passed close to him and be­trayed some dis­pleas­ure on see­ing him bolt­ing and bar­ring with care the enorm­ous iron locks which gave to their large leaves the solid­ity of a wall. Dom Claude’s air was even more pre­oc­cu­pied than usu­al. Moreover, since the noc­turn­al ad­ven­ture in the cell, he had con­stantly ab­used Quasimodo, but in vain did he ill treat, and even beat him oc­ca­sion­ally, noth­ing dis­turbed the sub­mis­sion, pa­tience, the de­voted resig­na­tion of the faith­ful bell­ringer. He en­dured everything on the part of the arch­deac­on, in­sults, threats, blows, without mur­mur­ing a com­plaint. At the most, he gazed un­eas­ily after Dom Claude when the lat­ter as­cen­ded the stair­case of the tower; but the arch­deac­on had ab­stained from present­ing him­self again be­fore the gypsy’s eyes.

			On that night, ac­cord­ingly, Quasimodo, after hav­ing cast a glance at his poor bells which he so neg­lected now, Jac­queline, Mar­ie, and Thibauld, moun­ted to the sum­mit of the North­ern tower, and there set­ting his dark lan­turn, well closed, upon the leads, he began to gaze at Par­is. The night, as we have already said, was very dark. Par­is which, so to speak was not lighted at that epoch, presen­ted to the eye a con­fused col­lec­tion of black masses, cut here and there by the whit­ish curve of the Seine. Quasimodo no longer saw any light with the ex­cep­tion of one win­dow in a dis­tant edi­fice, whose vague and sombre pro­file was out­lined well above the roofs, in the dir­ec­tion of the Porte Sainte-Ant­oine. There also, there was someone awake.

			As the only eye of the bell­ringer peered in­to that ho­ri­zon of mist and night, he felt with­in him an in­ex­press­ible un­eas­i­ness. For sev­er­al days he had been upon his guard. He had per­ceived men of sin­is­ter mien, who nev­er took their eyes from the young girl’s asylum, prowl­ing con­stantly about the church. He fan­cied that some plot might be in pro­cess of form­a­tion against the un­happy refugee. He ima­gined that there ex­is­ted a pop­u­lar hatred against her, as against him­self, and that it was very pos­sible that some­thing might hap­pen soon. Hence he re­mained upon his tower on the watch, “dream­ing in his dream-place,” as Ra­belais says, with his eye dir­ec­ted al­tern­ately on the cell and on Par­is, keep­ing faith­ful guard, like a good dog, with a thou­sand sus­pi­cions in his mind.

			All at once, while he was scru­tin­iz­ing the great city with that eye which nature, by a sort of com­pens­a­tion, had made so pier­cing that it could al­most sup­ply the oth­er or­gans which Quasimodo lacked, it seemed to him that there was some­thing sin­gu­lar about the Quay de la Vie­ille-Pel­le­ter­ie, that there was a move­ment at that point, that the line of the para­pet, stand­ing out blackly against the white­ness of the wa­ter was not straight and tran­quil, like that of the oth­er quays, but that it un­du­lated to the eye, like the waves of a river, or like the heads of a crowd in mo­tion.

			This struck him as strange. He re­doubled his at­ten­tion. The move­ment seemed to be ad­van­cing to­wards the City. There was no light. It las­ted for some time on the quay; then it gradu­ally ceased, as though that which was passing were en­ter­ing the in­teri­or of the is­land; then it stopped al­to­geth­er, and the line of the quay be­came straight and mo­tion­less again.

			At the mo­ment when Quasimodo was lost in con­jec­tures, it seemed to him that the move­ment had re­appeared in the Rue du Par­vis, which is pro­longed in­to the city per­pen­dic­u­larly to the façade of Notre-Dame. At length, dense as was the dark­ness, he be­held the head of a column de­bouch from that street, and in an in­stant a crowd—of which noth­ing could be dis­tin­guished in the gloom ex­cept that it was a crowd—spread over the Place.

			This spec­tacle had a ter­ror of its own. It is prob­able that this sin­gu­lar pro­ces­sion, which seemed so de­sirous of con­ceal­ing it­self un­der pro­found dark­ness, main­tained a si­lence no less pro­found. Nev­er­the­less, some noise must have es­caped it, were it only a tramp­ling. But this noise did not even reach our deaf man, and this great mul­ti­tude, of which he saw hardly any­thing, and of which he heard noth­ing, though it was march­ing and mov­ing so near him, pro­duced upon him the ef­fect of a rabble of dead men, mute, im­palp­able, lost in a smoke. It seemed to him, that he be­held ad­van­cing to­wards him a fog of men, and that he saw shad­ows mov­ing in the shad­ow.

			Then his fears re­turned to him, the idea of an at­tempt against the gypsy presen­ted it­self once more to his mind. He was con­scious, in a con­fused way, that a vi­ol­ent crisis was ap­proach­ing. At that crit­ic­al mo­ment he took coun­sel with him­self, with bet­ter and prompt­er reas­on­ing than one would have ex­pec­ted from so badly or­gan­ized a brain. Ought he to awaken the gypsy? to make her es­cape? Whith­er? The streets were in­ves­ted, the church backed on the river. No boat, no is­sue!—There was but one thing to be done; to al­low him­self to be killed on the threshold of Notre-Dame, to res­ist at least un­til suc­cor ar­rived, if it should ar­rive, and not to trouble la Es­mer­alda’s sleep. This res­ol­u­tion once taken, he set to ex­amin­ing the en­emy with more tran­quil­lity.

			The throng seemed to in­crease every mo­ment in the church square. Only, he pre­sumed that it must be mak­ing very little noise, since the win­dows on the Place re­mained closed. All at once, a flame flashed up, and in an in­stant sev­en or eight lighted torches passed over the heads of the crowd, shak­ing their tufts of flame in the deep shade. Quasimodo then be­held dis­tinctly sur­ging in the Par­vis a fright­ful herd of men and wo­men in rags, armed with scythes, pikes, bill­hooks and par­tis­ans, whose thou­sand points glittered. Here and there black pitch­forks formed horns to the hideous faces. He vaguely re­called this popu­lace, and thought that he re­cog­nized all the heads who had sa­luted him as Pope of the Fools some months pre­vi­ously. One man who held a torch in one hand and a club in the oth­er, moun­ted a stone post and seemed to be har­anguing them. At the same time the strange army ex­ecuted sev­er­al evol­u­tions, as though it were tak­ing up its post around the church. Quasimodo picked up his lan­tern and des­cen­ded to the plat­form between the towers, in or­der to get a near­er view, and to spy out a means of de­fence.

			Clop­in Trouille­fou, on ar­riv­ing in front of the lofty portal of Notre-Dame had, in fact, ranged his troops in or­der of battle. Al­though he ex­pec­ted no res­ist­ance, he wished, like a prudent gen­er­al, to pre­serve an or­der which would per­mit him to face, at need, a sud­den at­tack of the watch or the po­lice. He had ac­cord­ingly sta­tioned his bri­gade in such a man­ner that, viewed from above and from a dis­tance, one would have pro­nounced it the Ro­man tri­angle of the battle of Ecnomus, the boar’s head of Al­ex­an­der or the fam­ous wedge of Gust­avus Ad­ol­phus. The base of this tri­angle res­ted on the back of the Place in such a man­ner as to bar the en­trance of the Rue du Par­vis; one of its sides faced Hôtel-Dieu, the oth­er the Rue Saint-Pierre-aux-Boeufs. Clop­in Trouille­fou had placed him­self at the apex with the Duke of Egypt, our friend Je­han, and the most dar­ing of the scav­engers.

			An en­ter­prise like that which the vag­a­bonds were now un­der­tak­ing against Notre-Dame was not a very rare thing in the cit­ies of the Middle Ages. What we now call the “po­lice” did not ex­ist then. In pop­u­lous cit­ies, es­pe­cially in cap­it­als, there ex­is­ted no single, cent­ral, reg­u­lat­ing power. Feud­al­ism had con­struc­ted these great com­munit­ies in a sin­gu­lar man­ner. A city was an as­sembly of a thou­sand sei­gneur­ies, which di­vided it in­to com­part­ments of all shapes and sizes. Hence, a thou­sand con­flict­ing es­tab­lish­ments of po­lice; that is to say, no po­lice at all. In Par­is, for ex­ample, in­de­pend­ently of the hun­dred and forty-one lords who laid claim to a man­or, there were five and twenty who laid claim to a man­or and to ad­min­is­ter­ing justice, from the Bish­op of Par­is, who had five hun­dred streets, to the Pri­or of Notre-Dame des Champs, who had four. All these feud­al justices re­cog­nized the su­zer­ain au­thor­ity of the king only in name. All pos­sessed the right of con­trol over the roads. All were at home. Louis XI, that in­defatig­able work­er, who so largely began the de­moli­tion of the feud­al edi­fice, con­tin­ued by Riche­lieu and Louis XIV for the profit of roy­alty, and fin­ished by Mi­ra­beau for the be­ne­fit of the people—Louis XI had cer­tainly made an ef­fort to break this net­work of sei­gnor­ies which covered Par­is, by throw­ing vi­ol­ently across them all two or three troops of gen­er­al po­lice. Thus, in 1465, an or­der to the in­hab­it­ants to light candles in their win­dows at night­fall, and to shut up their dogs un­der pen­alty of death; in the same year, an or­der to close the streets in the even­ing with iron chains, and a pro­hib­i­tion to wear dag­gers or weapons of of­fence in the streets at night. But in a very short time, all these ef­forts at com­mun­al le­gis­la­tion fell in­to abey­ance. The bour­geois per­mit­ted the wind to blow out their candles in the win­dows, and their dogs to stray; the iron chains were stretched only in a state of siege; the pro­hib­i­tion to wear dag­gers wrought no oth­er changes than from the name of the Rue Coupe-Gueule to the name of the Rue-Coupe-Gorge60 which is an evid­ent pro­gress. The old scaf­fold­ing of feud­al jur­is­dic­tions re­mained stand­ing; an im­mense ag­greg­a­tion of baili­wicks and sei­gnor­ies cross­ing each oth­er all over the city, in­ter­fer­ing with each oth­er, en­tangled in one an­oth­er, en­mesh­ing each oth­er, tres­passing on each oth­er; a use­less thick­et of watches, sub-watches and counter-watches, over which, with armed force, passed brig­and­age, rapine, and sedi­tion. Hence, in this dis­order, deeds of vi­ol­ence on the part of the popu­lace dir­ec­ted against a palace, a hotel, or house in the most thickly pop­u­lated quar­ters, were not un­heard-of oc­cur­rences. In the ma­jor­ity of such cases, the neigh­bors did not meddle with the mat­ter un­less the pil­la­ging ex­ten­ded to them­selves. They stopped up their ears to the mus­ket shots, closed their shut­ters, bar­ri­caded their doors, al­lowed the mat­ter to be con­cluded with or without the watch, and the next day it was said in Par­is, “Étienne Barb­ette was broken open last night. The Mar­shal de Cler­mont was seized last night, etc.” Hence, not only the roy­al hab­it­a­tions, the Louvre, the Palace, the Bastille, the Tour­nelles, but simply sei­gnori­al res­id­ences, the Petit-Bour­bon, the Hôtel de Sens, the Hôtel d’Angoulême, etc., had bat­tle­ments on their walls, and ma­chic­ol­a­tions over their doors. Churches were guarded by their sanc­tity. Some, among the num­ber Notre-Dame, were for­ti­fied. The Ab­bey of Saint-Ger­main-des-Prés was cas­tel­lated like a baroni­al man­sion, and more brass ex­pen­ded about it in bom­bards than in bells. Its fort­ress was still to be seen in 1610. Today, barely its church re­mains.

			Let us re­turn to Notre-Dame.

			When the first ar­range­ments were com­pleted, and we must say, to the hon­or of vag­a­bond dis­cip­line, that Clop­in’s or­ders were ex­ecuted in si­lence, and with ad­mir­able pre­ci­sion, the worthy chief of the band, moun­ted on the para­pet of the church square, and raised his hoarse and surly voice, turn­ing to­wards Notre-Dame, and bran­dish­ing his torch whose light, tossed by the wind, and veiled every mo­ment by its own smoke, made the red­dish façade of the church ap­pear and dis­ap­pear be­fore the eye.

			“To you, Louis de Beau­mont, bish­op of Par­is, coun­sel­lor in the Court of Par­lia­ment, I, Clop­in Trouille­fou, king of Thunes, grand Coësre, prince of Ar­got, bish­op of fools, I say: Our sis­ter, falsely con­demned for ma­gic, hath taken refuge in your church, you owe her asylum and safety. Now the Court of Par­lia­ment wishes to seize her once more there, and you con­sent to it; so that she would be hanged to­mor­row in the Grève, if God and the out­casts were not here. If your church is sac­red, so is our sis­ter; if our sis­ter is not sac­red, neither is your church. That is why we call upon you to re­turn the girl if you wish to save your church, or we will take pos­ses­sion of the girl again and pil­lage the church, which will be a good thing. In token of which I here plant my ban­ner, and may God pre­serve you, bish­op of Par­is.”

			Quasimodo could not, un­for­tu­nately, hear these words uttered with a sort of sombre and sav­age majesty. A vag­a­bond presen­ted his ban­ner to Clop­in, who planted it sol­emnly between two pav­ing-stones. It was a pitch­fork from whose points hung a bleed­ing quarter of car­ri­on meat.

			That done, the King of Thunes turned round and cast his eyes over his army, a fierce mul­ti­tude whose glances flashed al­most equally with their pikes. After a mo­ment­ary pause—“For­ward, my Sons!” he cried; “to work, lock­smiths!”

			Thirty bold men, square shouldered, and with pick-lock faces, stepped from the ranks, with ham­mers, pin­cers, and bars of iron on their shoulders. They betook them­selves to the prin­cip­al door of the church, as­cen­ded the steps, and were soon to be seen squat­ting un­der the arch, work­ing at the door with pin­cers and levers; a throng of vag­a­bonds fol­lowed them to help or look on. The el­ev­en steps be­fore the portal were covered with them.

			But the door stood firm. “The dev­il! ’tis hard and ob­stin­ate!” said one. “It is old, and its gristles have be­come bony,” said an­oth­er. “Cour­age, com­rades!” re­sumed Clop­in. “I wager my head against a dip­per that you will have opened the door, res­cued the girl, and de­spoiled the chief al­tar be­fore a single beadle is awake. Stay! I think I hear the lock break­ing up.”

			Clop­in was in­ter­rup­ted by a fright­ful up­roar which re­soun­ded be­hind him at that mo­ment. He wheeled round. An enorm­ous beam had just fallen from above; it had crushed a dozen vag­a­bonds on the pave­ment with the sound of a can­non, break­ing in ad­di­tion, legs here and there in the crowd of beg­gars, who sprang aside with cries of ter­ror. In a twink­ling, the nar­row pre­cincts of the church par­vis were cleared. The lock­smiths, al­though pro­tec­ted by the deep vaults of the portal, aban­doned the door and Clop­in him­self re­tired to a re­spect­ful dis­tance from the church.

			“I had a nar­row es­cape!” cried Je­han. “I felt the wind, of it, tête-de-boeuf! but Pierre the Slaughter­er is slaughtered!”

			It is im­possible to de­scribe the as­ton­ish­ment mingled with fright which fell upon the ruf­fi­ans in com­pany with this beam.

			They re­mained for sev­er­al minutes with their eyes in the air, more dis­mayed by that piece of wood than by the king’s twenty thou­sand arch­ers.

			“Satan!” muttered the Duke of Egypt, “this smacks of ma­gic!”

			“ ’Tis the moon which threw this log at us,” said An­dry the Red.

			“Call the moon the friend of the Vir­gin, after that!” went on François Chante­prune.

			“A thou­sand popes!” ex­claimed Clop­in, “you are all fools!” But he did not know how to ex­plain the fall of the beam.

			Mean­while, noth­ing could be dis­tin­guished on the façade, to whose sum­mit the light of the torches did not reach. The heavy beam lay in the middle of the en­clos­ure, and groans were heard from the poor wretches who had re­ceived its first shock, and who had been al­most cut in twain, on the angle of the stone steps.

			The King of Thunes, his first amazement passed, fi­nally found an ex­plan­a­tion which ap­peared plaus­ible to his com­pan­ions.

			“Throat of God! are the can­ons de­fend­ing them­selves? To the sack, then! to the sack!”

			“To the sack!” re­peated the rabble, with a furi­ous hur­rah. A dis­charge of cross­bows and hack­buts against the front of the church fol­lowed.

			At this det­on­a­tion, the peace­able in­hab­it­ants of the sur­round­ing houses woke up; many win­dows were seen to open, and night­caps and hands hold­ing candles ap­peared at the case­ments.

			“Fire at the win­dows,” shouted Clop­in. The win­dows were im­me­di­ately closed, and the poor bour­geois, who had hardly had time to cast a frightened glance on this scene of gleams and tu­mult, re­turned, per­spir­ing with fear to their wives, ask­ing them­selves wheth­er the witches’ sab­bath was now be­ing held in the par­vis of Notre-Dame, or wheth­er there was an as­sault of Bur­gun­di­ans, as in ’64. Then the hus­bands thought of theft; the wives, of rape; and all trembled.

			“To the sack!” re­peated the thieves’ crew; but they dared not ap­proach. They stared at the beam, they stared at the church. The beam did not stir, the edi­fice pre­served its calm and deser­ted air; but some­thing chilled the out­casts.

			“To work, lock­smiths!” shouted Trouille­fou. “Let the door be forced!”

			No one took a step.

			“Beard and belly!” said Clop­in, “here be men afraid of a beam.”

			An old lock­smith ad­dressed him—

			“Cap­tain, ’tis not the beam which both­ers us, ’tis the door, which is all covered with iron bars. Our pin­cers are power­less against it.”

			“What more do you want to break it in?” de­man­ded Clop­in.

			“Ah! we ought to have a bat­ter­ing ram.”

			The King of Thunes ran boldly to the for­mid­able beam, and placed his foot upon it: “Here is one!” he ex­claimed; “ ’tis the can­ons who send it to you.” And, mak­ing a mock­ing sa­lute in the dir­ec­tion of the church, “Thanks, can­ons!”

			This piece of bravado pro­duced its ef­fects—the spell of the beam was broken. The vag­a­bonds re­covered their cour­age; soon the heavy joist, raised like a feath­er by two hun­dred vig­or­ous arms, was flung with fury against the great door which they had tried to bat­ter down. At the sight of that long beam, in the half-light which the in­fre­quent torches of the brig­ands spread over the Place, thus borne by that crowd of men who dashed it at a run against the church, one would have thought that he be­held a mon­strous beast with a thou­sand feet at­tack­ing with lowered head the gi­ant of stone.

			At the shock of the beam, the half metal­lic door soun­ded like an im­mense drum; it was not burst in, but the whole cathed­ral trembled, and the deep­est cav­it­ies of the edi­fice were heard to echo.

			At the same mo­ment, a shower of large stones began to fall from the top of the façade on the as­sail­ants.

			“The dev­il!” cried Je­han, “are the towers shak­ing their bal­us­trades down on our heads?”

			But the im­pulse had been giv­en, the King of Thunes had set the ex­ample. Evid­ently, the bish­op was de­fend­ing him­self, and they only battered the door with the more rage, in spite of the stones which cracked skulls right and left.

			It was re­mark­able that all these stones fell one by one; but they fol­lowed each oth­er closely. The thieves al­ways felt two at a time, one on their legs and one on their heads. There were few which did not deal their blow, and a large lay­er of dead and wounded lay bleed­ing and pant­ing be­neath the feet of the as­sail­ants who, now grown furi­ous, re­placed each oth­er without in­ter­mis­sion. The long beam con­tin­ued to be­labor the door, at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, like the clap­per of a bell, the stones to rain down, the door to groan.

			The read­er has no doubt di­vined that this un­ex­pec­ted res­ist­ance which had ex­as­per­ated the out­casts came from Quasimodo.

			Chance had, un­for­tu­nately, favored the brave deaf man.

			When he had des­cen­ded to the plat­form between the towers, his ideas were all in con­fu­sion. He had run up and down along the gal­lery for sev­er­al minutes like a mad­man, sur­vey­ing from above, the com­pact mass of vag­a­bonds ready to hurl it­self on the church, de­mand­ing the safety of the gypsy from the dev­il or from God. The thought had oc­curred to him of as­cend­ing to the south­ern bel­fry and sound­ing the alarm, but be­fore he could have set the bell in mo­tion, be­fore Mar­ie’s voice could have uttered a single clam­or, was there not time to burst in the door of the church ten times over? It was pre­cisely the mo­ment when the lock­smiths were ad­van­cing upon it with their tools. What was to be done?

			All at once, he re­membered that some ma­sons had been at work all day re­pair­ing the wall, the tim­ber-work, and the roof of the south tower. This was a flash of light. The wall was of stone, the roof of lead, the tim­ber-work of wood. (That prodi­gious tim­ber-work, so dense that it was called “the forest.”)

			Quasimodo hastened to that tower. The lower cham­bers were, in fact, full of ma­ter­i­als. There were piles of rough blocks of stone, sheets of lead in rolls, bundles of laths, heavy beams already notched with the saw, heaps of plaster.

			Time was press­ing. The pikes and ham­mers were at work be­low. With a strength which the sense of danger in­creased ten­fold, he seized one of the beams—the longest and heav­iest; he pushed it out through a loop­hole, then, grasp­ing it again out­side of the tower, he made it slide along the angle of the bal­us­trade which sur­rounds the plat­form, and let it fly in­to the abyss. The enorm­ous tim­ber, dur­ing that fall of a hun­dred and sixty feet, scrap­ing the wall, break­ing the carvings, turned many times on its centre, like the arm of a wind­mill fly­ing off alone through space. At last it reached the ground, the hor­rible cry arose, and the black beam, as it re­boun­ded from the pave­ment, re­sembled a ser­pent leap­ing.

			Quasimodo be­held the out­casts scat­ter at the fall of the beam, like ashes at the breath of a child. He took ad­vant­age of their fright, and while they were fix­ing a su­per­sti­tious glance on the club which had fallen from heav­en, and while they were put­ting out the eyes of the stone saints on the front with a dis­charge of ar­rows and buck­shot, Quasimodo was si­lently pil­ing up plaster, stones, and rough blocks of stone, even the sacks of tools be­long­ing to the ma­sons, on the edge of the bal­us­trade from which the beam had already been hurled.

			Thus, as soon as they began to bat­ter the grand door, the shower of rough blocks of stone began to fall, and it seemed to them that the church it­self was be­ing de­mol­ished over their heads.

			Any one who could have be­held Quasimodo at that mo­ment would have been frightened. In­de­pend­ently of the pro­jectiles which he had piled upon the bal­us­trade, he had col­lec­ted a heap of stones on the plat­form it­self. As fast as the blocks on the ex­ter­i­or edge were ex­hausted, he drew on the heap. Then he stooped and rose, stooped and rose again with in­cred­ible activ­ity. His huge gnome’s head bent over the bal­us­trade, then an enorm­ous stone fell, then an­oth­er, then an­oth­er. From time to time, he fol­lowed a fine stone with his eye, and when it did good ex­e­cu­tion, he said, “Hum!”

			Mean­while, the beg­gars did not grow dis­cour­aged. The thick door on which they were vent­ing their fury had already trembled more than twenty times be­neath the weight of their oaken bat­ter­ing-ram, mul­ti­plied by the strength of a hun­dred men. The pan­els cracked, the carved work flew in­to splin­ters, the hinges, at every blow, leaped from their pins, the planks yawned, the wood crumbled to powder, ground between the iron sheath­ing. For­tu­nately for Quasimodo, there was more iron than wood.

			Nev­er­the­less, he felt that the great door was yield­ing. Al­though he did not hear it, every blow of the ram re­ver­ber­ated sim­ul­tan­eously in the vaults of the church and with­in it. From above he be­held the vag­a­bonds, filled with tri­umph and rage, shak­ing their fists at the gloomy façade; and both on the gypsy’s ac­count and his own he en­vied the wings of the owls which flit­ted away above his head in flocks.

			His shower of stone blocks was not suf­fi­cient to re­pel the as­sail­ants.

			At this mo­ment of an­guish, he no­ticed, a little lower down than the bal­us­trade whence he was crush­ing the thieves, two long stone gut­ters which dis­charged im­me­di­ately over the great door; the in­tern­al ori­fice of these gut­ters ter­min­ated on the pave­ment of the plat­form. An idea oc­curred to him; he ran in search of a fag­ot in his bell­ringer’s den, placed on this fag­ot a great many bundles of laths, and many rolls of lead, mu­ni­tions which he had not em­ployed so far, and hav­ing ar­ranged this pile in front of the hole to the two gut­ters, he set it on fire with his lan­tern.

			Dur­ing this time, since the stones no longer fell, the out­casts ceased to gaze in­to the air. The ban­dits, pant­ing like a pack of hounds who are for­cing a boar in­to his lair, pressed tu­mul­tu­ously round the great door, all dis­figured by the bat­ter­ing ram, but still stand­ing. They were wait­ing with a quiver for the great blow which should split it open. They vied with each oth­er in press­ing as close as pos­sible, in or­der to dash among the first, when it should open, in­to that op­u­lent cathed­ral, a vast reser­voir where the wealth of three cen­tur­ies had been piled up. They re­minded each oth­er with roars of ex­ulta­tion and greedy lust, of the beau­ti­ful sil­ver crosses, the fine copes of bro­cade, the beau­ti­ful tombs of sil­ver gilt, the great mag­ni­fi­cences of the choir, the dazzling fest­ivals, the Christ­masses spark­ling with torches, the East­ers spark­ling with sun­shine—all those splen­did sol­em­neties wherein chan­deliers, ci­bori­ums, tab­er­nacles, and reliquar­ies, stud­ded the al­tars with a crust of gold and dia­monds. Cer­tainly, at that fine mo­ment, thieves and pseudo suf­fer­ers, doc­tors in steal­ing, and vag­a­bonds, were think­ing much less of de­liv­er­ing the gypsy than of pil­la­ging Notre-Dame. We could even eas­ily be­lieve that for a goodly num­ber among them la Es­mer­alda was only a pre­text, if thieves needed pre­texts.

			All at once, at the mo­ment when they were group­ing them­selves round the ram for a last ef­fort, each one hold­ing his breath and stiff­en­ing his muscles in or­der to com­mu­nic­ate all his force to the de­cis­ive blow, a howl more fright­ful still than that which had burst forth and ex­pired be­neath the beam, rose among them. Those who did not cry out, those who were still alive, looked. Two streams of melted lead were fall­ing from the sum­mit of the edi­fice in­to the thick­est of the rabble. That sea of men had just sunk down be­neath the boil­ing met­al, which had made, at the two points where it fell, two black and smoking holes in the crowd, such as hot wa­ter would make in snow. Dy­ing men, half con­sumed and groan­ing with an­guish, could be seen writh­ing there. Around these two prin­cip­al streams there were drops of that hor­rible rain, which scattered over the as­sail­ants and entered their skulls like gim­lets of fire. It was a heavy fire which over­whelmed these wretches with a thou­sand hail­stones.

			The out­cry was heartrend­ing. They fled pell-mell, hurl­ing the beam upon the bod­ies, the bold­est as well as the most tim­id, and the par­vis was cleared a second time.

			All eyes were raised to the top of the church. They be­held there an ex­traordin­ary sight. On the crest of the highest gal­lery, high­er than the cent­ral rose win­dow, there was a great flame rising between the two towers with whirl­winds of sparks, a vast, dis­ordered, and furi­ous flame, a tongue of which was borne in­to the smoke by the wind, from time to time. Be­low that fire, be­low the gloomy bal­us­trade with its tre­foils show­ing darkly against its glare, two spouts with mon­ster throats were vomit­ing forth un­ceas­ingly that burn­ing rain, whose sil­very stream stood out against the shad­ows of the lower façade. As they ap­proached the earth, these two jets of li­quid lead spread out in sheaves, like wa­ter spring­ing from the thou­sand holes of a wa­ter­ing-pot. Above the flame, the enorm­ous towers, two sides of each of which were vis­ible in sharp out­line, the one wholly black, the oth­er wholly red, seemed still more vast with all the im­mens­ity of the shad­ow which they cast even to the sky.

			Their in­nu­mer­able sculp­tures of demons and dragons as­sumed a lugubri­ous as­pect. The rest­less light of the flame made them move to the eye. There were griffins which had the air of laugh­ing, gar­goyles which one fan­cied one heard yelp­ing, sala­man­ders which puffed at the fire, tarasques61 which sneezed in the smoke. And among the mon­sters thus roused from their sleep of stone by this flame, by this noise, there was one who walked about, and who was seen, from time to time, to pass across the glow­ing face of the pile, like a bat in front of a candle.

			Without doubt, this strange beacon light would awaken far away, the wood­cut­ter of the hills of Bicêtre, ter­ri­fied to be­hold the gi­gant­ic shad­ow of the towers of Notre-Dame quiv­er­ing over his heaths.

			A ter­ri­fied si­lence en­sued among the out­casts, dur­ing which noth­ing was heard, but the cries of alarm of the can­ons shut up in their cloister, and more un­easy than horses in a burn­ing stable, the furt­ive sound of win­dows hast­ily opened and still more hast­ily closed, the in­tern­al hurly-burly of the houses and of the Hôtel-Dieu, the wind in the flame, the last death-rattle of the dy­ing, and the con­tin­ued crack­ling of the rain of lead upon the pave­ment.

			In the mean­while, the prin­cip­al vag­a­bonds had re­tired be­neath the porch of the Gonde­laur­i­er man­sion, and were hold­ing a coun­cil of war.

			The Duke of Egypt, seated on a stone post, con­tem­plated the phant­asmagor­ic­al bon­fire, glow­ing at a height of two hun­dred feet in the air, with re­li­gious ter­ror. Clop­in Trouille­fou bit his huge fists with rage.

			“Im­possible to get in!” he muttered between his teeth.

			“An old, en­chanted church!” grumbled the aged Bo­hemi­an, Math­i­as Hun­gadi Sp­ic­ali.

			“By the Pope’s whiskers!” went on a sham sol­dier, who had once been in ser­vice, “here are church gut­ters spit­ting melted lead at you bet­ter than the ma­chic­ol­a­tions of Lec­toure.”

			“Do you see that de­mon passing and re­passing in front of the fire?” ex­claimed the Duke of Egypt.

			“Pardieu, ’tis that damned bell­ringer, ’tis Quasimodo,” said Clop­in.

			The Bo­hemi­an tossed his head. “I tell you, that ’tis the spir­it Sab­n­ac, the grand mar­quis, the de­mon of for­ti­fic­a­tions. He has the form of an armed sol­dier, the head of a li­on. Some­times he rides a hideous horse. He changes men in­to stones, of which he builds towers. He com­mands fifty le­gions ’Tis he in­deed; I re­cog­nize him. Some­times he is clad in a hand­some golden robe, figured after the Turk­ish fash­ion.”

			“Where is Bel­lev­igne de l’Étoile?” de­man­ded Clop­in.

			“He is dead.”

			An­dry the Red laughed in an idi­ot­ic way: “Notre-Dame is mak­ing work for the hos­pit­al,” said he.

			“Is there, then, no way of for­cing this door,” ex­claimed the King of Thunes, stamp­ing his foot.

			The Duke of Egypt poin­ted sadly to the two streams of boil­ing lead which did not cease to streak the black façade, like two long dis­taffs of phos­phor­us.

			“Churches have been known to de­fend them­selves thus all by them­selves,” he re­marked with a sigh. “Saint-Sophia at Con­stantinople, forty years ago, hurled to the earth three times in suc­ces­sion, the cres­cent of Ma­hom, by shak­ing her domes, which are her heads. Guil­laume de Par­is, who built this one was a ma­gi­cian.”

			“Must we then re­treat in pi­ti­ful fash­ion, like high­way­men?” said Clop­in. “Must we leave our sis­ter here, whom those hooded wolves will hang to­mor­row.”

			“And the sac­risty, where there are wag­on-loads of gold!” ad­ded a vag­a­bond, whose name, we re­gret to say, we do not know.

			“Beard of Ma­hom!” cried Trouille­fou.

			“Let us make an­oth­er tri­al,” re­sumed the vag­a­bond.

			Math­i­as Hun­gadi shook his head.

			“We shall nev­er get in by the door. We must find the de­fect in the ar­mor of the old fairy; a hole, a false postern, some joint or oth­er.”

			“Who will go with me?” said Clop­in. “I shall go at it again. By the way, where is the little schol­ar Je­han, who is so en­cased in iron?”

			“He is dead, no doubt,” someone replied; “we no longer hear his laugh.”

			The King of Thunes frowned: “So much the worse. There was a brave heart un­der that iron­mon­gery. And Mas­ter Pierre Grin­goire?”

			“Cap­tain Clop­in,” said An­dry the Red, “he slipped away be­fore we reached the Pont-aux-Changeurs.”

			Clop­in stamped his foot. “Gueule-Dieu! ’twas he who pushed us on hith­er, and he has deser­ted us in the very middle of the job! Cow­ardly chat­ter­er, with a slip­per for a hel­met!”

			“Cap­tain Clop­in,” said An­dry the Red, who was gaz­ing down Rue du Par­vis, “yon­der is the little schol­ar.”

			“Praised be Pluto!” said Clop­in. “But what the dev­il is he drag­ging after him?”

			It was, in fact, Je­han, who was run­ning as fast as his heavy out­fit of a Palad­in, and a long lad­der which trailed on the pave­ment, would per­mit, more breath­less than an ant har­nessed to a blade of grass twenty times longer than it­self.

			“Vic­tory! Te Deum!” cried the schol­ar. “Here is the lad­der of the long­shore­men of Port Saint-Landry.”

			Clop­in ap­proached him.

			“Child, what do you mean to do, corne-dieu! with this lad­der?”

			“I have it,” replied Je­han, pant­ing. “I knew where it was un­der the shed of the lieu­ten­ant’s house. There’s a wench there whom I know, who thinks me as hand­some as Cu­pido. I made use of her to get the lad­der, and I have the lad­der, Pasque-Ma­hom! The poor girl came to open the door to me in her shift.”

			“Yes,” said Clop­in, “but what are you go­ing to do with that lad­der?”

			Je­han gazed at him with a ma­li­cious, know­ing look, and cracked his fin­gers like castanets. At that mo­ment he was sub­lime. On his head he wore one of those over­loaded hel­mets of the fif­teenth cen­tury, which frightened the en­emy with their fanci­ful crests. His bristled with ten iron beaks, so that Je­han could have dis­puted with Nestor’s Ho­mer­ic ves­sel the re­doubt­able title of δεκέμβολος.

			“What do I mean to do with it, au­gust king of Thunes? Do you see that row of statues which have such idi­ot­ic ex­pres­sions, yon­der, above the three portals?”

			“Yes. Well?”

			“ ’Tis the gal­lery of the kings of France.”

			“What is that to me?” said Clop­in.

			“Wait! At the end of that gal­lery there is a door which is nev­er fastened oth­er­wise than with a latch, and with this lad­der I as­cend, and I am in the church.”

			“Child, let me be the first to as­cend.”

			“No, com­rade, the lad­der is mine. Come, you shall be the second.”

			“May Beelze­bub strangle you!” said surly Clop­in, “I won’t be second to any­body.”

			“Then find a lad­der, Clop­in!”

			Je­han set out on a run across the Place, drag­ging his lad­der and shout­ing: “Fol­low me, lads!”

			In an in­stant the lad­der was raised, and propped against the bal­us­trade of the lower gal­lery, above one of the lat­er­al doors. The throng of vag­a­bonds, ut­ter­ing loud ac­clam­a­tions, crowded to its foot to as­cend. But Je­han main­tained his right, and was the first to set foot on the rungs. The pas­sage was tol­er­ably long. The gal­lery of the kings of France is today about sixty feet above the pave­ment. The el­ev­en steps of the flight be­fore the door, made it still high­er. Je­han moun­ted slowly, a good deal in­com­moded by his heavy ar­mor, hold­ing his cross­bow in one hand, and cling­ing to a rung with the oth­er. When he reached the middle of the lad­der, he cast a mel­an­choly glance at the poor dead out­casts, with which the steps were strewn. “Alas!” said he, “here is a heap of bod­ies worthy of the fifth book of the Ili­ad!” Then he con­tin­ued his as­cent. The vag­a­bonds fol­lowed him. There was one on every rung. At the sight of this line of cuir­assed backs, un­du­lat­ing as they rose through the gloom, one would have pro­nounced it a ser­pent with steel scales, which was rais­ing it­self erect in front of the church. Je­han who formed the head, and who was whist­ling, com­pleted the il­lu­sion.

			The schol­ar fi­nally reached the bal­cony of the gal­lery, and climbed over it nimbly, to the ap­plause of the whole vag­a­bond tribe. Thus mas­ter of the cit­adel, he uttered a shout of joy, and sud­denly hal­ted, pet­ri­fied. He had just caught sight of Quasimodo con­cealed in the dark, with flash­ing eye, be­hind one of the statues of the kings.

			Be­fore a second as­sail­ant could gain a foothold on the gal­lery, the for­mid­able hunch­back leaped to the head of the lad­der, without ut­ter­ing a word, seized the ends of the two up­rights with his power­ful hands, raised them, pushed them out from the wall, bal­anced the long and pli­ant lad­der, loaded with vag­a­bonds from top to bot­tom for a mo­ment, in the midst of shrieks of an­guish, then sud­denly, with su­per­hu­man force, hurled this cluster of men back­ward in­to the Place. There was a mo­ment when even the most res­ol­ute trembled. The lad­der, launched back­wards, re­mained erect and stand­ing for an in­stant, and seemed to hes­it­ate, then wavered, then sud­denly, de­scrib­ing a fright­ful arc of a circle eighty feet in ra­di­us, crashed upon the pave­ment with its load of ruf­fi­ans, more rap­idly than a draw­bridge when its chains break. There arose an im­mense im­prec­a­tion, then all was still, and a few mu­til­ated wretches were seen, crawl­ing over the heap of dead.

			A sound of wrath and grief fol­lowed the first cries of tri­umph among the be­siegers. Quasimodo, im­pass­ive, with both el­bows propped on the bal­us­trade, looked on. He had the air of an old, bushy-headed king at his win­dow.

			As for Je­han Frollo, he was in a crit­ic­al po­s­i­tion. He found him­self in the gal­lery with the for­mid­able bell­ringer, alone, sep­ar­ated from his com­pan­ions by a ver­tic­al wall eighty feet high. While Quasimodo was deal­ing with the lad­der, the schol­ar had run to the postern which he be­lieved to be open. It was not. The deaf man had closed it be­hind him when he entered the gal­lery. Je­han had then con­cealed him­self be­hind a stone king, not dar­ing to breathe, and fix­ing upon the mon­strous hunch­back a frightened gaze, like the man, who, when court­ing the wife of the guard­i­an of a me­na­ger­ie, went one even­ing to a love ren­dez­vous, mis­took the wall which he was to climb, and sud­denly found him­self face to face with a white bear.

			For the first few mo­ments, the deaf man paid no heed to him; but at last he turned his head, and sud­denly straightened up. He had just caught sight of the schol­ar.

			Je­han pre­pared him­self for a rough shock, but the deaf man re­mained mo­tion­less; only he had turned to­wards the schol­ar and was look­ing at him.

			“Ho ho!” said Je­han, “what do you mean by star­ing at me with that sol­it­ary and mel­an­choly eye?”

			As he spoke thus, the young scamp stealth­ily ad­jus­ted his cross­bow.

			“Quasimodo!” he cried, “I am go­ing to change your sur­name: you shall be called the blind man.”

			The shot sped. The feathered vire­ton62 whizzed and entered the hunch­back’s left arm. Quasimodo ap­peared no more moved by it than by a scratch to King Phara­mond. He laid his hand on the ar­row, tore it from his arm, and tran­quilly broke it across his big knee; then he let the two pieces drop on the floor, rather than threw them down. But Je­han had no op­por­tun­ity to fire a second time. The ar­row broken, Quasimodo breath­ing heav­ily, bounded like a grasshop­per, and he fell upon the schol­ar, whose ar­mor was flattened against the wall by the blow.

			Then in that gloom, wherein wavered the light of the torches, a ter­rible thing was seen.

			Quasimodo had grasped with his left hand the two arms of Je­han, who did not of­fer any res­ist­ance, so thor­oughly did he feel that he was lost. With his right hand, the deaf man de­tached one by one, in si­lence, with sin­is­ter slow­ness, all the pieces of his ar­mor, the sword, the dag­gers, the hel­met, the cuir­ass, the leg pieces. One would have said that it was a mon­key tak­ing the shell from a nut. Quasimodo flung the schol­ar’s iron shell at his feet, piece by piece. When the schol­ar be­held him­self dis­armed, stripped, weak, and na­ked in those ter­rible hands, he made no at­tempt to speak to the deaf man, but began to laugh au­da­ciously in his face, and to sing with his in­trep­id heed­less­ness of a child of six­teen, the then pop­u­lar ditty:—

			
				
					“Elle est bi­en ha­billée,
					

					La ville de Cam­brai;
					

					Marafin l’a pillée. …”63
				

			

			He did not fin­ish. Quasimodo was seen on the para­pet of the gal­lery, hold­ing the schol­ar by the feet with one hand and whirl­ing him over the abyss like a sling; then a sound like that of a bony struc­ture in con­tact with a wall was heard, and some­thing was seen to fall which hal­ted a third of the way down in its fall, on a pro­jec­tion in the ar­chi­tec­ture. It was a dead body which re­mained hanging there, bent double, its loins broken, its skull empty.

			A cry of hor­ror rose among the vag­a­bonds.

			“Ven­geance!” shouted Clop­in. “To the sack!” replied the mul­ti­tude. “As­sault! as­sault!”

			There came a tre­mend­ous howl, in which were mingled all tongues, all dia­lects, all ac­cents. The death of the poor schol­ar im­par­ted a furi­ous ar­dor to that crowd. It was seized with shame, and the wrath of hav­ing been held so long in check be­fore a church by a hunch­back. Rage found lad­ders, mul­ti­plied the torches, and, at the ex­pir­a­tion of a few minutes, Quasimodo, in des­pair, be­held that ter­rible ant heap mount on all sides to the as­sault of Notre-Dame. Those who had no lad­ders had knot­ted ropes; those who had no ropes climbed by the pro­jec­tions of the carvings. They hung from each oth­er’s rags. There were no means of res­ist­ing that rising tide of fright­ful faces; rage made these fierce coun­ten­ances ruddy; their clayey brows were drip­ping with sweat; their eyes dar­ted light­nings; all these grim­aces, all these hor­rors laid siege to Quasimodo. One would have said that some oth­er church had des­patched to the as­sault of Notre-Dame its gor­gons, its dogs, its drées, its demons, its most fant­ast­ic sculp­tures. It was like a lay­er of liv­ing mon­sters on the stone mon­sters of the façade.

			Mean­while, the Place was stud­ded with a thou­sand torches. This scene of con­fu­sion, till now hid in dark­ness, was sud­denly flooded with light. The par­vis was resplen­dent, and cast a ra­di­ance on the sky; the bon­fire lighted on the lofty plat­form was still burn­ing, and il­lu­min­ated the city far away. The enorm­ous sil­hou­ette of the two towers, pro­jec­ted afar on the roofs of Par­is, and formed a large notch of black in this light. The city seemed to be aroused. Alarm bells wailed in the dis­tance. The vag­a­bonds howled, panted, swore, climbed; and Quasimodo, power­less against so many en­emies, shud­der­ing for the gypsy, be­hold­ing the furi­ous faces ap­proach­ing ever near­er and near­er to his gal­lery, en­treated heav­en for a mir­acle, and wrung his arms in des­pair.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Re­treat in Which Mon­sieur Louis of France Says His Pray­ers

			
			The read­er has not, per­haps, for­got­ten that one mo­ment be­fore catch­ing sight of the noc­turn­al band of vag­a­bonds, Quasimodo, as he in­spec­ted Par­is from the heights of his bell tower, per­ceived only one light burn­ing, which gleamed like a star from a win­dow on the top­most story of a lofty edi­fice be­side the Porte Saint-Ant­oine. This edi­fice was the Bastille. That star was the candle of Louis XI. King Louis XI had, in fact, been two days in Par­is. He was to take his de­par­ture on the next day but one for his cit­adel of Montilz-les-Tours. He made but sel­dom and brief ap­pear­ance in his good city of Par­is, since there he did not feel about him enough pit­falls, gib­bets, and Scotch arch­ers.

			He had come, that day, to sleep at the Bastille. The great cham­ber five toises64 square, which he had at the Louvre, with its huge chim­neypiece loaded with twelve great beasts and thir­teen great proph­ets, and his grand bed, el­ev­en feet by twelve, pleased him but little. He felt him­self lost amid all this grandeur. This good bour­geois king pre­ferred the Bastille with a tiny cham­ber and couch. And then, the Bastille was stronger than the Louvre.

			This little cham­ber, which the king re­served for him­self in the fam­ous state pris­on, was also tol­er­ably spa­cious and oc­cu­pied the top­most story of a tur­ret rising from the don­jon keep. It was cir­cu­lar in form, car­peted with mats of shin­ing straw, ceiled with beams, en­riched with fleurs-de-lis of gil­ded met­al with in­ter­joists in col­or; wains­coated with rich woods sown with rosettes of white met­al, and with oth­ers painted a fine, bright green, made of or­pi­ment and fine in­digo.

			There was only one win­dow, a long poin­ted case­ment, lat­ticed with brass wire and bars of iron, fur­ther darkened by fine colored panes with the arms of the king and of the queen, each pane be­ing worth two and twenty sols.

			There was but one en­trance, a mod­ern door, with a flat arch, gar­nished with a piece of tapestry on the in­side, and on the out­side by one of those porches of Ir­ish wood, frail edi­fices of cab­in­et­work curi­ously wrought, num­bers of which were still to be seen in old houses a hun­dred and fifty years ago. “Al­though they dis­fig­ure and em­bar­rass the places,” says Sauvel in des­pair, “our old people are still un­will­ing to get rid of them, and keep them in spite of every­body.”

			In this cham­ber, noth­ing was to be found of what fur­nishes or­din­ary apart­ments, neither benches, nor trestles, nor forms, nor com­mon stools in the form of a chest, nor fine stools sus­tained by pil­lars and counter-pil­lars, at four sols a piece. Only one easy arm­chair, very mag­ni­fi­cent, was to be seen; the wood was painted with roses on a red ground, the seat was of ruby Cor­dovan leath­er, or­na­men­ted with long silken fringes, and stud­ded with a thou­sand golden nails. The loneli­ness of this chair made it ap­par­ent that only one per­son had a right to sit down in this apart­ment. Be­side the chair, and quite close to the win­dow, there was a table covered with a cloth with a pat­tern of birds. On this table stood an ink­horn spot­ted with ink, some parch­ments, sev­er­al pens, and a large gob­let of chased sil­ver. A little fur­ther on was a bra­zi­er, a pray­ing stool in crim­son vel­vet, re­lieved with small bosses of gold. Fi­nally, at the ex­treme end of the room, a simple bed of scar­let and yel­low dam­ask, without either tin­sel or lace; hav­ing only an or­din­ary fringe. This bed, fam­ous for hav­ing borne the sleep or the sleep­less­ness of Louis XI, was still to be seen two hun­dred years ago, at the house of a coun­cil­lor of state, where it was seen by old Ma­dame Pil­ou, cel­eb­rated in Cyr­us un­der the name Ar­ri­cidie and of la Mor­ale Vivante.

			Such was the cham­ber which was called “the re­treat where Mon­sieur Louis de France says his pray­ers.”

			At the mo­ment when we have in­tro­duced the read­er in­to it, this re­treat was very dark. The curfew bell had soun­ded an hour be­fore; night was come, and there was only one flick­er­ing wax candle set on the table to light five per­sons vari­ously grouped in the cham­ber.

			The first on which the light fell was a sei­gneur su­perbly clad in breeches and jer­kin of scar­let striped with sil­ver, and a loose coat with half sleeves of cloth of gold with black fig­ures. This splen­did cos­tume, on which the light played, seemed glazed with flame on every fold. The man who wore it had his ar­mori­al bear­ings em­broidered on his breast in vivid col­ors; a chev­ron ac­com­pan­ied by a deer passant. The shield was flanked, on the right by an olive branch, on the left by a deer’s antlers. This man wore in his girdle a rich dag­ger whose hilt, of sil­ver gilt, was chased in the form of a hel­met, and sur­moun­ted by a count’s cor­on­et. He had a for­bid­ding air, a proud mien, and a head held high. At the first glance one read ar­rog­ance on his vis­age; at the second, craft.

			He was stand­ing bare­headed, a long roll of parch­ment in his hand, be­hind the arm­chair in which was seated, his body un­grace­fully doubled up, his knees crossed, his el­bow on the table, a very badly ac­coutred per­son­age. Let the read­er ima­gine in fact, on the rich seat of Cor­dova leath­er, two crooked knees, two thin thighs, poorly clad in black worsted tricot, a body en­vel­oped in a cloak of fus­ti­an, with fur trim­ming of which more leath­er than hair was vis­ible; lastly, to crown all, a greasy old hat of the worst sort of black cloth, bordered with a cir­cu­lar string of leaden fig­ures. This, in com­pany with a dirty skullcap, which hardly al­lowed a hair to es­cape, was all that dis­tin­guished the seated per­son­age. He held his head so bent upon his breast, that noth­ing was to be seen of his face thus thrown in­to shad­ow, ex­cept the tip of his nose, upon which fell a ray of light, and which must have been long. From the thin­ness of his wrinkled hand, one di­vined that he was an old man. It was Louis XI. At some dis­tance be­hind them, two men dressed in gar­ments of Flem­ish style were con­vers­ing, who were not suf­fi­ciently lost in the shad­ow to pre­vent any one who had been present at the per­form­ance of Grin­goire’s mys­tery from re­cog­niz­ing in them two of the prin­cip­al Flem­ish en­voys, Guil­laume Rym, the saga­cious pen­sion­er of Ghent, and Jacques Cop­pen­ole, the pop­u­lar ho­sier. The read­er will re­mem­ber that these men were mixed up in the secret polit­ics of Louis XI. Fi­nally, quite at the end of the room, near the door, in the dark, stood, mo­tion­less as a statue, a vig­or­ous man with thick­set limbs, a mil­it­ary har­ness, with a sur­coat of ar­mori­al bear­ings, whose square face pierced with star­ing eyes, slit with an im­mense mouth, his ears con­cealed by two large screens of flat hair, had some­thing about it both of the dog and the ti­ger.

			All were un­covered ex­cept the king.

			The gen­tle­man who stood near the king was read­ing him a sort of long me­mori­al to which his majesty seemed to be listen­ing at­tent­ively. The two Flem­ings were whis­per­ing to­geth­er.

			“Cross of God!” grumbled Cop­pen­ole, “I am tired of stand­ing; is there no chair here?”

			Rym replied by a neg­at­ive ges­ture, ac­com­pan­ied by a dis­creet smile.

			“Croix-Dieu!” re­sumed Cop­pen­ole, thor­oughly un­happy at be­ing ob­liged to lower his voice thus, “I should like to sit down on the floor, with my legs crossed, like a ho­sier, as I do in my shop.”

			“Take good care that you do not, Mas­ter Jacques.”

			“Ou­ais! Mas­ter Guil­laume! can one only re­main here on his feet?”

			“Or on his knees,” said Rym.

			At that mo­ment the king’s voice was up­lif­ted. They held their peace.

			“Fifty sols for the robes of our valets, and twelve livres for the mantles of the clerks of our crown! That’s it! Pour out gold by the ton! Are you mad, Olivi­er?”

			As he spoke thus, the old man raised his head. The golden shells of the col­lar of Saint-Mi­chael could be seen gleam­ing on his neck. The candle fully il­lu­min­ated his gaunt and mor­ose pro­file. He tore the pa­pers from the oth­er’s hand.

			“You are ru­in­ing us!” he cried, cast­ing his hol­low eyes over the scroll. “What is all this? What need have we of so prodi­gious a house­hold? Two chap­lains at ten livres a month each, and, a chapel clerk at one hun­dred sols! A valet-de-chambre at ninety livres a year. Four head cooks at six score livres a year each! A spit-cook, an herb-cook, a sauce-cook, a but­ler, two sump­ter-horse lack­eys, at ten livres a month each! Two scul­lions at eight livres! A groom of the stables and his two aids at four and twenty livres a month! A port­er, a pastry-cook, a baker, two carters, each sixty livres a year! And the far­ri­er six score livres! And the mas­ter of the cham­ber of our funds, twelve hun­dred livres! And the comp­troller five hun­dred. And how do I know what else? ’Tis ru­in­ous. The wages of our ser­vants are put­ting France to the pil­lage! All the in­gots of the Louvre will melt be­fore such a fire of ex­penses! We shall have to sell our plate! And next year, if God and our Lady (here he raised his hat) lend us life, we shall drink our po­tions from a pew­ter pot!”

			So say­ing, he cast a glance at the sil­ver gob­let which gleamed upon the table. He coughed and con­tin­ued—

			“Mas­ter Olivi­er, the princes who reign over great lord­ships, like kings and em­per­ors, should not al­low sump­tu­ous­ness in their houses; for the fire spreads thence through the province. Hence, Mas­ter Olivi­er, con­sider this said once for all. Our ex­pendit­ure in­creases every year. The thing dis­please us. How, pasque-Dieu! when in ’79 it did not ex­ceed six and thirty thou­sand livres, did it at­tain in ’80, forty-three thou­sand six hun­dred and nine­teen livres? I have the fig­ures in my head. In ’81, sixty-six thou­sand six hun­dred and eighty livres, and this year, by the faith of my body, it will reach eighty thou­sand livres! Doubled in four years! Mon­strous!”

			He paused breath­less, then re­sumed en­er­get­ic­ally—

			“I be­hold around me only people who fat­ten on my lean­ness! you suck crowns from me at every pore.”

			All re­mained si­lent. This was one of those fits of wrath which are al­lowed to take their course. He con­tin­ued—

			“ ’Tis like that re­quest in Lat­in from the gen­tle­men of France, that we should rees­tab­lish what they call the grand charges of the Crown! Charges in very deed! Charges which crush! Ah! gen­tle­men! you say that we are not a king to reign dapi­fero nullo, butic­u­lario nullo! We will let you see, pasque-Dieu! wheth­er we are not a king!”

			Here he smiled, in the con­scious­ness of his power; this softened his bad hu­mor, and he turned to­wards the Flem­ings—

			“Do you see, Gos­sip Guil­laume? the grand warden of the keys, the grand but­ler, the grand cham­ber­lain, the grand sen­eschal are not worth the smal­lest valet. Re­mem­ber this, Gos­sip Cop­pen­ole. They serve no pur­pose, as they stand thus use­less round the king; they pro­duce upon me the ef­fect of the four Evan­gel­ists who sur­round the face of the big clock of the palace, and which Phil­ippe Brille has just set in or­der afresh. They are gilt, but they do not in­dic­ate the hour; and the hands can get on without them.”

			He re­mained in thought for a mo­ment, then ad­ded, shak­ing his aged head—

			“Ho! ho! by our Lady, I am not Phil­ippe Brille, and I shall not gild the great vas­sals anew. Con­tin­ue, Olivi­er.”

			The per­son whom he des­ig­nated by this name, took the pa­pers in­to his hands again, and began to read aloud—

			“To Adam Ten­on, clerk of the warden of the seals of the prov­ost­ship of Par­is; for the sil­ver, mak­ing, and en­grav­ing of said seals, which have been made new be­cause the oth­ers pre­ced­ing, by reas­on of their an­tiquity and their worn con­di­tion, could no longer be suc­cess­fully used, twelve livres parisis.

			“To Guil­laume Frère, the sum of four livres, four sols parisis, for his trouble and salary, for hav­ing nour­ished and fed the doves in the two dove-cots of the Hôtel des Tour­nelles, dur­ing the months of Janu­ary, Feb­ru­ary, and March of this year; and for this he hath giv­en sev­en sex­tiers of bar­ley.

			“To a gray fri­ar for con­fess­ing a crim­in­al, four sols parisis.”

			The king listened in si­lence. From time to time he coughed; then he raised the gob­let to his lips and drank a draught with a grim­ace.

			“Dur­ing this year there have been made by the or­din­ance of justice, to the sound of the trum­pet, through the squares of Par­is, fifty-six pro­clam­a­tions. Ac­count to be reg­u­lated.

			“For hav­ing searched and ran­sacked in cer­tain places, in Par­is as well as else­where, for money said to be there con­cealed; but noth­ing hath been found: forty-five livres parisis.”

			“Bury a crown to un­earth a sou!” said the king.

			“… For hav­ing set in the Hôtel des Tour­nelles six panes of white glass in the place where the iron cage is, thir­teen sols; for hav­ing made and de­livered by com­mand of the king, on the day of the musters, four shields with the es­cut­cheons of the said sei­gneur, en­circled with gar­lands of roses all about, six livres; for two new sleeves to the king’s old doublet, twenty sols; for a box of grease to grease the boots of the king, fif­teen den­iers; a stable newly made to lodge the king’s black pigs, thirty livres parisis; many par­ti­tions, planks, and trap-doors, for the safe­keep­ing of the lions at Saint-Paul, twenty-two livres.”

			“These be dear beasts,” said Louis XI. “It mat­ters not; it is a fine mag­ni­fi­cence in a king. There is a great red li­on whom I love for his pleas­ant ways. Have you seen him, Mas­ter Guil­laume? Princes must have these ter­rif­ic an­im­als; for we kings must have lions for our dogs and ti­gers for our cats. The great be­fits a crown. In the days of the pa­gans of Jupiter, when the people offered the temples a hun­dred ox­en and a hun­dred sheep, the em­per­ors gave a hun­dred lions and a hun­dred eagles. This was wild and very fine. The kings of France have al­ways had roar­ings round their throne. Nev­er­the­less, people must do me this justice, that I spend still less money on it than they did, and that I pos­sess a great­er mod­esty of lions, bears, ele­phants, and leo­pards.—Go on, Mas­ter Olivi­er. We wished to say thus much to our Flem­ish friends.”

			Guil­laume Rym bowed low, while Cop­pen­ole, with his surly mien, had the air of one of the bears of which his majesty was speak­ing. The king paid no heed. He had just dipped his lips in­to the gob­let, and he spat out the bever­age, say­ing: “Foh! what a dis­agree­able po­tion!” The man who was read­ing con­tin­ued:—

			“For feed­ing a ras­cally foot­pad, locked up these six months in the little cell of the flay­er, un­til it should be de­term­ined what to do with him, six livres, four sols.”

			“What’s that?” in­ter­rup­ted the king; “feed what ought to be hanged! Pasque-Dieu! I will give not a sou more for that nour­ish­ment. Olivi­er, come to an un­der­stand­ing about the mat­ter with Mon­sieur d’Es­touteville, and pre­pare me this very even­ing the wed­ding of the gal­lant and the gal­lows. Re­sume.”

			Olivi­er made a mark with his thumb against the art­icle of the “ras­cally foot sol­dier,” and passed on.

			“To Hen­riet Cous­in, mas­ter ex­ecut­or of the high works of justice in Par­is, the sum of sixty sols parisis, to him as­sessed and or­dained by mon­sei­gneur the prov­ost of Par­is, for hav­ing bought, by or­der of the said sieur the prov­ost, a great broad sword, serving to ex­ecute and de­cap­it­ate per­sons who are by justice con­demned for their de­mer­its, and he hath caused the same to be gar­nished with a sheath and with all things thereto ap­per­tain­ing; and hath like­wise caused to be re­poin­ted and set in or­der the old sword, which had be­come broken and notched in ex­ecut­ing justice on Messire Louis de Lux­em­bourg, as will more fully ap­pear …”

			The king in­ter­rup­ted: “That suf­fices. I al­low the sum with great good will. Those are ex­penses which I do not be­grudge. I have nev­er re­gret­ted that money. Con­tin­ue.”

			“For hav­ing made over a great cage …”

			“Ah!” said the king, grasp­ing the arms of his chair in both hands, “I knew well that I came hith­er to this Bastille for some pur­pose. Hold, Mas­ter Olivi­er; I de­sire to see that cage my­self. You shall read me the cost while I am ex­amin­ing it. Messieurs Flem­ings, come and see this; ’tis curi­ous.”

			Then he rose, leaned on the arm of his in­ter­locutor, made a sign to the sort of mute who stood be­fore the door to pre­cede him, to the two Flem­ings to fol­low him, and quit­ted the room.

			The roy­al com­pany was re­cruited, at the door of the re­treat, by men of arms, all loaded down with iron, and by slender pages bear­ing flam­beaux. It marched for some time through the in­teri­or of the gloomy don­jon, pierced with stair­cases and cor­ridors even in the very thick­ness of the walls. The cap­tain of the Bastille marched at their head, and caused the wick­ets to be opened be­fore the bent and aged king, who coughed as he walked.

			At each wick­et, all heads were ob­liged to stoop, ex­cept that of the old man bent double with age. “Hum,” said he between his gums, for he had no longer any teeth, “we are already quite pre­pared for the door of the sep­ulchre. For a low door, a bent pass­er.”

			At length, after hav­ing passed a fi­nal wick­et, so loaded with locks that a quarter of an hour was re­quired to open it, they entered a vast and lofty vaul­ted hall, in the centre of which they could dis­tin­guish by the light of the torches, a huge cu­bic mass of ma­sonry, iron, and wood. The in­teri­or was hol­low. It was one of those fam­ous cages of pris­on­ers of state, which were called “the little daugh­ters of the king.” In its walls there were two or three little win­dows so closely trel­lised with stout iron bars; that the glass was not vis­ible. The door was a large flat slab of stone, as on tombs; the sort of door which serves for en­trance only. Only here, the oc­cu­pant was alive.

			The king began to walk slowly round the little edi­fice, ex­amin­ing it care­fully, while Mas­ter Olivi­er, who fol­lowed him, read aloud the note.

			“For hav­ing made a great cage of wood of sol­id beams, tim­bers and wall-plates, meas­ur­ing nine feet in length by eight in breadth, and of the height of sev­en feet between the par­ti­tions, smoothed and clamped with great bolts of iron, which has been placed in a cham­ber situ­ated in one of the towers of the Bastille Saint-Ant­oine, in which cage is placed and de­tained, by com­mand of the king our lord, a pris­on­er who formerly in­hab­ited an old, de­crep­it, and ruined cage. There have been em­ployed in mak­ing the said new cage, ninety-six ho­ri­zont­al beams, and fifty-two up­right joists, ten wall plates three toises long; there have been oc­cu­pied nine­teen car­penters to hew, work, and fit all the said wood in the court­yard of the Bastille dur­ing twenty days.”

			“Very fine heart of oak,” said the king, strik­ing the wood­work with his fist.

			“There have been used in this cage,” con­tin­ued the oth­er, “two hun­dred and twenty great bolts of iron, of nine feet, and of eight, the rest of me­di­um length, with the row­els, caps and coun­ter­b­ands ap­per­tain­ing to the said bolts; weigh­ing, the said iron in all, three thou­sand, sev­en hun­dred and thirty-five pounds; be­side eight great squares of iron, serving to at­tach the said cage in place with clamps and nails weigh­ing in all two hun­dred and eight­een pounds, not reck­on­ing the iron of the trel­lises for the win­dows of the cham­ber wherein the cage hath been placed, the bars of iron for the door of the cage and oth­er things.”

			“ ’Tis a great deal of iron,” said the king, “to con­tain the light of a spir­it.”

			“The whole amounts to three hun­dred and sev­en­teen livres, five sols, sev­en den­iers.”

			“Pasque-Dieu!” ex­claimed the king.

			At this oath, which was the fa­vor­ite of Louis XI, someone seemed to awaken in the in­teri­or of the cage; the sound of chains was heard, grat­ing on the floor, and a feeble voice, which seemed to is­sue from the tomb was up­lif­ted. “Sire! sire! mercy!” The one who spoke thus could not be seen.

			“Three hun­dred and sev­en­teen livres, five sols, sev­en den­iers,” re­peated Louis XI. The lam­ent­able voice which had pro­ceeded from the cage had frozen all present, even Mas­ter Olivi­er him­self. The king alone wore the air of not hav­ing heard. At his or­der, Mas­ter Olivi­er re­sumed his read­ing, and his majesty coldly con­tin­ued his in­spec­tion of the cage.

			“In ad­di­tion to this there hath been paid to a ma­son who hath made the holes wherein to place the grat­ings of the win­dows, and the floor of the cham­ber where the cage is, be­cause that floor could not sup­port this cage by reas­on of its weight, twenty-sev­en livres four­teen sols parisis.”

			The voice began to moan again.

			“Mercy, sire! I swear to you that ’twas Mon­sieur the Car­din­al d’An­gers and not I, who was guilty of treas­on.”

			“The ma­son is bold!” said the king. “Con­tin­ue, Olivi­er.”

			Olivi­er con­tin­ued—

			“To a join­er for win­dow frames, bed­stead, hol­low stool, and oth­er things, twenty livres, two sols parisis.”

			The voice also con­tin­ued.

			“Alas, sire! will you not listen to me? I protest to you that ’twas not I who wrote the mat­ter to Mon­sei­gneur de Guy­enne, but Mon­sieur le Car­din­al Bal­ue.”

			“The join­er is dear,” quoth the king. “Is that all?”

			“No, sire. To a glazi­er, for the win­dows of the said cham­ber, forty-six sols, eight den­iers parisis.”

			“Have mercy, sire! Is it not enough to have giv­en all my goods to my judges, my plate to Mon­sieur de Torcy, my lib­rary to Mas­ter Pierre Dori­olle, my tapestry to the gov­ernor of the Roussil­lon? I am in­no­cent. I have been shiv­er­ing in an iron cage for four­teen years. Have mercy, sire! You will find your re­ward in heav­en.”

			“Mas­ter Olivi­er,” said the king, “the total?”

			“Three hun­dred sixty-sev­en livres, eight sols, three den­iers parisis.”

			“Notre-Dame!” cried the king. “This is an out­rageous cage!”

			He tore the book from Mas­ter Olivi­er’s hands, and set to reck­on­ing it him­self upon his fin­gers, ex­amin­ing the pa­per and the cage al­tern­ately. Mean­while, the pris­on­er could be heard sob­bing. This was lugubri­ous in the dark­ness, and their faces turned pale as they looked at each oth­er.

			“Four­teen years, sire! Four­teen years now! since the month of April, 1469. In the name of the Holy Moth­er of God, sire, listen to me! Dur­ing all this time you have en­joyed the heat of the sun. Shall I, frail creature, nev­er more be­hold the day? Mercy, sire! Be pi­ti­ful! Clem­ency is a fine, roy­al vir­tue, which turns aside the cur­rents of wrath. Does your majesty be­lieve that in the hour of death it will be a great cause of con­tent for a king nev­er to have left any of­fence un­pun­ished? Be­sides, sire, I did not be­tray your majesty, ’twas Mon­sieur d’An­gers; and I have on my foot a very heavy chain, and a great ball of iron at the end, much heav­ier than it should be in reas­on. Eh! sire! Have pity on me!”

			“Olivi­er,” cried the king, throw­ing back his head, “I ob­serve that they charge me twenty sols a hogshead for plaster, while it is worth but twelve. You will refer back this ac­count.”

			He turned his back on the cage, and set out to leave the room. The miser­able pris­on­er di­vined from the re­mov­al of the torches and the noise, that the king was tak­ing his de­par­ture.

			“Sire! sire!” he cried in des­pair.

			The door closed again. He no longer saw any­thing, and heard only the hoarse voice of the turn­key, singing in his ears this ditty—

			
				
					“Maître Jean Bal­ue,
					

					A perdu la vue
					

					De ses évêchés.
					

					Mon­sieur de Ver­dun.
					

					N’en a plus pas un;
					

					Tous sont dépêchés.”65
				

			

			The king re­as­cen­ded in si­lence to his re­treat, and his suite fol­lowed him, ter­ri­fied by the last groans of the con­demned man. All at once his majesty turned to the Gov­ernor of the Bastille—

			“By the way,” said he, “was there not someone in that cage?”

			“Pardieu, yes sire!” replied the gov­ernor, astoun­ded by the ques­tion.

			“And who was it?”

			“Mon­sieur the Bish­op of Ver­dun.”

			The king knew this bet­ter than any one else. But it was a mania of his.

			“Ah!” said he, with the in­no­cent air of think­ing of it for the first time, “Guil­laume de Har­an­court, the friend of Mon­sieur the Car­din­al Bal­ue. A good dev­il of a bish­op!”

			At the ex­pir­a­tion of a few mo­ments, the door of the re­treat had opened again, then closed upon the five per­son­ages whom the read­er has seen at the be­gin­ning of this chapter, and who re­sumed their places, their whispered con­ver­sa­tions, and their at­ti­tudes.

			Dur­ing the king’s ab­sence, sev­er­al des­patches had been placed on his table, and he broke the seals him­self. Then he began to read them promptly, one after the oth­er, made a sign to Mas­ter Olivi­er who ap­peared to ex­er­cise the of­fice of min­is­ter, to take a pen, and without com­mu­nic­at­ing to him the con­tents of the des­patches, he began to dic­tate in a low voice, the replies which the lat­ter wrote, on his knees, in an in­con­veni­ent at­ti­tude be­fore the table.

			Guil­laume Rym was on the watch.

			The king spoke so low that the Flem­ings heard noth­ing of his dic­ta­tion, ex­cept some isol­ated and rather un­in­tel­li­gible scraps, such as—

			“To main­tain the fer­tile places by com­merce, and the sterile by man­u­fac­tures. … —To show the Eng­lish lords our four bom­bards, Lon­don, Bra­bant, Bourg-en-Bresse, Saint-Omer … —Ar­til­lery is the cause of war be­ing made more ju­di­ciously now. … —To Mon­sieur de Bres­suire, our friend. … —Armies can­not be main­tained without trib­ute, etc.”

			Once he raised his voice—

			“Pasque Dieu! Mon­sieur the King of Si­cily seals his let­ters with yel­low wax, like a king of France. Per­haps we are in the wrong to per­mit him so to do. My fair cous­in of Bur­gundy gran­ted no ar­mori­al bear­ings with a field of gules. The grandeur of houses is as­sured by the in­teg­rity of prerog­at­ives. Note this, friend Olivi­er.”

			Again—

			“Oh! oh!” said he, “What a long mes­sage! What doth our broth­er the em­per­or claim?” And run­ning his eye over the missive and break­ing his read­ing with in­ter­jec­tion: “Surely! the Ger­mans are so great and power­ful, that it is hardly cred­ible—But let us not for­get the old pro­verb: ‘The finest county is Flanders; the finest duchy, Mil­an; the finest king­dom, France.’ Is it not so, Messieurs Flem­ings?”

			This time Cop­pen­ole bowed in com­pany with Guil­laume Rym. The ho­sier’s pat­ri­ot­ism was tickled.

			The last des­patch made Louis XI frown.

			“What is this?” he said, “Com­plaints and fault find­ing against our gar­ris­ons in Pi­cardy! Olivi­er, write with di­li­gence to M. the Mar­shal de Rou­ault:—That dis­cip­line is re­laxed. That the gen­darmes of the un­at­tached troops, the feud­al nobles, the free arch­ers, and the Swiss in­flict in­fin­ite evils on the rus­tics.—That the mil­it­ary, not con­tent with what they find in the houses of the rus­tics, con­strain them with vi­ol­ent blows of cudgel or of lash to go and get wine, spices, and oth­er un­reas­on­able things in the town.—That mon­sieur the king knows this. That we un­der­take to guard our people against in­con­veni­ences, lar­cen­ies and pil­lage.—That such is our will, by our Lady!—That in ad­di­tion, it suits us not that any fid­dler, barber, or any sol­dier var­let should be clad like a prince, in vel­vet, cloth of silk, and rings of gold.—That these van­it­ies are hate­ful to God.—That we, who are gen­tle­men, con­tent ourselves with a doublet of cloth at six­teen sols the ell, of Par­is.—That messieurs the camp-fol­low­ers can very well come down to that, also.—Com­mand and or­dain.—To Mon­sieur de Rou­ault, our friend.—Good.”

			He dic­tated this let­ter aloud, in a firm tone, and in jerks. At the mo­ment when he fin­ished it, the door opened and gave pas­sage to a new per­son­age, who pre­cip­it­ated him­self in­to the cham­ber, cry­ing in af­fright—

			“Sire! sire! there is a sedi­tion of the popu­lace in Par­is!”

			Louis XI’s grave face con­trac­ted; but all that was vis­ible of his emo­tion passed away like a flash of light­ning. He con­trolled him­self and said with tran­quil sever­ity—

			“Gos­sip Jacques, you enter very ab­ruptly!”

			“Sire! sire! there is a re­volt!” re­peated Gos­sip Jacques breath­lessly.

			The king, who had ris­en, grasped him roughly by the arm, and said in his ear, in such a man­ner as to be heard by him alone, with con­cen­trated rage and a side­long glance at the Flem­ings—

			“Hold your tongue! or speak low!”

			The new­comer un­der­stood, and began in a low tone to give a very ter­ri­fied ac­count, to which the king listened calmly, while Guil­laume Rym called Cop­pen­ole’s at­ten­tion to the face and dress of the new ar­rival, to his furred cowl, (cap­u­tia four­rata), his short cape, (epi­to­gia cur­ta), his robe of black vel­vet, which be­spoke a pres­id­ent of the court of ac­counts.

			Hardly had this per­son­age giv­en the king some ex­plan­a­tions, when Louis XI ex­claimed, burst­ing in­to a laugh—

			“In truth? Speak aloud, Gos­sip Coicti­er! What call is there for you to talk so low? Our Lady knoweth that we con­ceal noth­ing from our good friends the Flem­ings.”

			“But sire …”

			“Speak loud!”

			Gos­sip Coicti­er was struck dumb with sur­prise.

			“So,” re­sumed the king—“speak sir—there is a com­mo­tion among the louts in our good city of Par­is?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And which is mov­ing you say, against mon­sieur the bailiff of the Pal­ais-de-Justice?”

			“So it ap­pears,” said the gos­sip, who still stammered, ut­terly astoun­ded by the ab­rupt and in­ex­plic­able change which had just taken place in the king’s thoughts.

			Louis XI con­tin­ued: “Where did the watch meet the rabble?”

			“March­ing from the Grand Tru­an­der­ie, to­wards the Pont-aux-Changeurs. I met it my­self as I was on my way hith­er to obey your majesty’s com­mands. I heard some of them shout­ing: ‘Down with the bailiff of the palace!’ ”

			“And what com­plaints have they against the bailiff?”

			“Ah!” said Gos­sip Jacques, “be­cause he is their lord.”

			“Really?”

			“Yes, sire. They are knaves from the Cour-des-Mir­acles. They have been com­plain­ing this long while, of the bailiff, whose vas­sals they are. They do not wish to re­cog­nize him either as judge or as voy­er?”66

			“Yes, cer­tainly!” re­tor­ted the king with a smile of sat­is­fac­tion which he strove in vain to dis­guise.

			“In all their pe­ti­tions to the Par­lia­ment, they claim to have but two mas­ters. Your majesty and their God, who is the dev­il, I be­lieve.”

			“Eh! eh!” said the king.

			He rubbed his hands, he laughed with that in­ward mirth which makes the coun­ten­ance beam; he was un­able to dis­sim­u­late his joy, al­though he en­deavored at mo­ments to com­pose him­self. No one un­der­stood it in the least, not even Mas­ter Olivi­er. He re­mained si­lent for a mo­ment, with a thought­ful but con­ten­ted air.

			“Are they in force?” he sud­denly in­quired.

			“Yes, as­suredly, sire,” replied Gos­sip Jacques.

			“How many?”

			“Six thou­sand at the least.”

			The king could not re­frain from say­ing: “Good!” he went on—

			“Are they armed?”

			“With scythes, pikes, hack­buts, pick­axes. All sorts of very vi­ol­ent weapons.”

			The king did not ap­pear in the least dis­turbed by this list. Jacques con­sidered it his duty to add—

			“If your majesty does not send prompt suc­cor to the bailiff, he is lost.”

			“We will send,” said the king with an air of false ser­i­ous­ness. “It is well. As­suredly we will send. Mon­sieur the bailiff is our friend. Six thou­sand! They are des­per­ate scamps! Their au­da­city is mar­vel­lous, and we are greatly en­raged at it. But we have only a few people about us to­night. To­mor­row morn­ing will be time enough.”

			Gos­sip Jacques ex­claimed, “In­stantly, sire! there will be time to sack the baili­wick a score of times, to vi­ol­ate the sei­gnory, to hang the bailiff. For God’s sake, sire! send be­fore to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			The king looked him full in the face. “I have told you to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			It was one of those looks to which one does not reply. After a si­lence, Louis XI raised his voice once more—

			“You should know that, Gos­sip Jacques. What was—”

			He cor­rec­ted him­self. “What is the bailiff’s feud­al jur­is­dic­tion?”

			“Sire, the bailiff of the palace has the Rue Calendre as far as the Rue de l’Her­ber­ie, the Place Saint-Michel, and the loc­al­it­ies vul­garly known as the Mur­eaux, situ­ated near the church of Notre-Dame des Champs (here Louis XI raised the brim of his hat), which ho­tels num­ber thir­teen, plus the Cour des Mir­acles, plus the Mal­ad­er­ie, called the Ban­lieue, plus the whole high­way which be­gins at that Mal­ad­er­ie and ends at the Porte Sainte-Jacques. Of these divers places he is voy­er, high, middle, and low, jus­ti­ci­ary, full sei­gneur.”

			“Bless me!” said the king, scratch­ing his left ear with his right hand, “that makes a goodly bit of my city! Ah! mon­sieur the bailiff was king of all that.”

			This time he did not cor­rect him­self. He con­tin­ued dream­ily, and as though speak­ing to him­self—

			“Very fine, mon­sieur the bailiff! You had there between your teeth a pretty slice of our Par­is.”

			All at once he broke out ex­plos­ively, “Pasque-Dieu! What people are those who claim to be voy­ers, jus­ti­ci­ar­ies, lords and mas­ters in our do­mains? who have their tollgates at the end of every field? their gal­lows and their hang­man at every cross­road among our people? So that as the Greek be­lieved that he had as many gods as there were foun­tains, and the Per­sian as many as he be­held stars, the French­man counts as many kings as he sees gib­bets! Pardieu! ’tis an evil thing, and the con­fu­sion of it dis­pleases me. I should greatly like to know wheth­er it be the mercy of God that there should be in Par­is any oth­er lord than the king, any oth­er judge than our par­lia­ment, any oth­er em­per­or than ourselves in this em­pire! By the faith of my soul! the day must cer­tainly come when there shall ex­ist in France but one king, one lord, one judge, one heads­man, as there is in para­dise but one God!”

			He lif­ted his cap again, and con­tin­ued, still dream­ily, with the air and ac­cent of a hunter who is cheer­ing on his pack of hounds: “Good, my people! bravely done! break these false lords! do your duty! at them! have at them! pil­lage them! take them! sack them! … Ah! you want to be kings, mes­sei­gneurs? On, my people on!”

			Here he in­ter­rup­ted him­self ab­ruptly, bit his lips as though to take back his thought which had already half es­caped, bent his pier­cing eyes in turn on each of the five per­sons who sur­roun­ded him, and sud­denly grasp­ing his hat with both hands and star­ing full at it, he said to it: “Oh! I would burn you if you knew what there was in my head.”

			Then cast­ing about him once more the cau­tious and un­easy glance of the fox re-en­ter­ing his hole—

			“No mat­ter! we will suc­cor mon­sieur the bailiff. Un­for­tu­nately, we have but few troops here at the present mo­ment, against so great a popu­lace. We must wait un­til to­mor­row. The or­der will be trans­mit­ted to the City and every­one who is caught will be im­me­di­ately hung.”

			“By the way, sire,” said Gos­sip Coicti­er, “I had for­got­ten that in the first agit­a­tion, the watch have seized two lag­gards of the band. If your majesty de­sires to see these men, they are here.”

			“If I de­sire to see them!” cried the king. “What! Pasque-Dieu! You for­get a thing like that! Run quick, you, Olivi­er! Go, seek them!”

			Mas­ter Olivi­er quit­ted the room and re­turned a mo­ment later with the two pris­on­ers, sur­roun­ded by arch­ers of the guard. The first had a coarse, idi­ot­ic, drunk­en and as­ton­ished face. He was clothed in rags, and walked with one knee bent and drag­ging his leg. The second had a pal­lid and smil­ing coun­ten­ance, with which the read­er is already ac­quain­ted.

			The king sur­veyed them for a mo­ment without ut­ter­ing a word, then ad­dress­ing the first one ab­ruptly—

			“What’s your name?”

			“Gief­froy Pince­bourde.”

			“Your trade.”

			“Out­cast.”

			“What were you go­ing to do in this dam­nable sedi­tion?”

			The out­cast stared at the king, and swung his arms with a stu­pid air.

			He had one of those awk­wardly shaped heads where in­tel­li­gence is about as much at its ease as a light be­neath an ex­tin­guish­er.

			“I know not,” said he. “They went, I went.”

			“Were you not go­ing to out­rageously at­tack and pil­lage your lord, the bailiff of the palace?”

			“I know that they were go­ing to take some­thing from someone. That is all.”

			A sol­dier poin­ted out to the king a bill­hook which he had seized on the per­son of the vag­a­bond.

			“Do you re­cog­nize this weapon?” de­man­ded the king.

			“Yes; ’tis my bill­hook; I am a vine-dress­er.”

			“And do you re­cog­nize this man as your com­pan­ion?” ad­ded Louis XI, point­ing to the oth­er pris­on­er.

			“No, I do not know him.”

			“That will do,” said the king, mak­ing a sign with his fin­ger to the si­lent per­son­age who stood mo­tion­less be­side the door, to whom we have already called the read­er’s at­ten­tion.

			“Gos­sip Tristan, here is a man for you.”

			Tristan l’Hermite bowed. He gave an or­der in a low voice to two arch­ers, who led away the poor vag­a­bond.

			In the mean­time, the king had ap­proached the second pris­on­er, who was per­spir­ing in great drops: “Your name?”

			“Sire, Pierre Grin­goire.”

			“Your trade?”

			“Philo­soph­er, sire.”

			“How do you per­mit your­self, knave, to go and be­siege our friend, mon­sieur the bailiff of the palace, and what have you to say con­cern­ing this pop­u­lar agit­a­tion?”

			“Sire, I had noth­ing to do with it.”

			“Come, now! you wan­ton wretch, were not you ap­pre­hen­ded by the watch in that bad com­pany?”

			“No, sire, there is a mis­take. ’Tis a fatal­ity. I make tra­gedies. Sire, I en­treat your majesty to listen to me. I am a poet. ’Tis the mel­an­choly way of men of my pro­fes­sion to roam the streets by night. I was passing there. It was mere chance. I was un­justly ar­res­ted; I am in­no­cent of this civil tem­pest. Your majesty sees that the vag­a­bond did not re­cog­nize me. I con­jure your majesty—”

			“Hold your tongue!” said the king, between two swal­lows of his ptis­an. “You split our head!”

			Tristan l’Hermite ad­vanced and point­ing to Grin­goire—

			“Sire, can this one be hanged also?”

			This was the first word that he had uttered.

			“Phew!” replied the king, “I see no ob­jec­tion.”

			“I see a great many!” said Grin­goire.

			At that mo­ment, our philo­soph­er was green­er than an olive. He per­ceived from the king’s cold and in­dif­fer­ent mien that there was no oth­er re­source than some­thing very pathet­ic, and he flung him­self at the feet of Louis XI, ex­claim­ing, with ges­tures of des­pair:—

			“Sire! will your majesty deign to hear me. Sire! break not in thun­der over so small a thing as my­self. God’s great light­ning doth not bom­bard a lettuce. Sire, you are an au­gust and, very puis­sant mon­arch; have pity on a poor man who is hon­est, and who would find it more dif­fi­cult to stir up a re­volt than a cake of ice would to give out a spark! Very gra­cious sire, kind­ness is the vir­tue of a li­on and a king. Alas! rig­or only fright­ens minds; the im­petu­ous gusts of the north wind do not make the trav­el­ler lay aside his cloak; the sun, be­stow­ing his rays little by little, warms him in such ways that it will make him strip to his shirt. Sire, you are the sun. I protest to you, my sov­er­eign lord and mas­ter, that I am not an out­cast, thief, and dis­orderly fel­low. Re­volt and brig­and­age be­long not to the out­fit of Apollo. I am not the man to fling my­self in­to those clouds which break out in­to sedi­tious clam­or. I am your majesty’s faith­ful vas­sal. That same jeal­ousy which a hus­band cher­ish­eth for the hon­or of his wife, the re­sent­ment which the son hath for the love of his fath­er, a good vas­sal should feel for the glory of his king; he should pine away for the zeal of this house, for the ag­grand­ize­ment of his ser­vice. Every oth­er pas­sion which should trans­port him would be but mad­ness. These, sire, are my max­ims of state: then do not judge me to be a sedi­tious and thiev­ing ras­cal be­cause my gar­ment is worn at the el­bows. If you will grant me mercy, sire, I will wear it out on the knees in pray­ing to God for you night and morn­ing! Alas! I am not ex­tremely rich, ’tis true. I am even rather poor. But not vi­cious on that ac­count. It is not my fault. Every­one knoweth that great wealth is not to be drawn from lit­er­at­ure, and that those who are best pos­ted in good books do not al­ways have a great fire in winter. The ad­voc­ate’s trade taketh all the grain, and leaveth only straw to the oth­er sci­entif­ic pro­fes­sions. There are forty very ex­cel­lent pro­verbs anent the hole-rid­den cloak of the philo­soph­er. Oh, sire! clem­ency is the only light which can en­light­en the in­teri­or of so great a soul. Clem­ency beareth the torch be­fore all the oth­er vir­tues. Without it they are but blind men grop­ing after God in the dark. Com­pas­sion, which is the same thing as clem­ency, causeth the love of sub­jects, which is the most power­ful body­guard to a prince. What mat­ters it to your majesty, who dazzles all faces, if there is one poor man more on earth, a poor in­no­cent philo­soph­er splut­ter­ing amid the shad­ows of calam­ity, with an empty pock­et which re­sounds against his hol­low belly? Moreover, sire, I am a man of let­ters. Great kings make a pearl for their crowns by pro­tect­ing let­ters. Her­cules did not dis­dain the title of Mus­agetes. Math­i­as Corvin favored Jean de Mon­roy­al, the or­na­ment of math­em­at­ics. Now, ’tis an ill way to pro­tect let­ters to hang men of let­ters. What a stain on Al­ex­an­der if he had hung Ar­is­toteles! This act would not be a little patch on the face of his repu­ta­tion to em­bel­lish it, but a very ma­lig­nant ul­cer to dis­fig­ure it. Sire! I made a very prop­er epi­tha­lami­um for Ma­demois­elle of Flanders and Mon­sei­gneur the very au­gust Dauph­in. That is not a firebrand of re­bel­lion. Your majesty sees that I am not a scrib­bler of no repu­ta­tion, that I have stud­ied ex­cel­lently well, and that I pos­sess much nat­ur­al elo­quence. Have mercy upon me, sire! In so do­ing you will per­form a gal­lant deed to our Lady, and I swear to you that I am greatly ter­ri­fied at the idea of be­ing hanged!”

			So say­ing, the un­happy Grin­goire kissed the king’s slip­pers, and Guil­laume Rym said to Cop­pen­ole in a low tone: “He doth well to drag him­self on the earth. Kings are like the Jupiter of Crete, they have ears only in their feet.” And without troub­ling him­self about the Jupiter of Crete, the ho­sier replied with a heavy smile, and his eyes fixed on Grin­goire: “Oh! that’s it ex­actly! I seem to hear Chan­cel­lor Hugon­et crav­ing mercy of me.”

			When Grin­goire paused at last, quite out of breath, he raised his head trem­blingly to­wards the king, who was en­gaged in scratch­ing a spot on the knee of his breeches with his fin­ger­nail; then his majesty began to drink from the gob­let of ptis­an. But he uttered not a word, and this si­lence tor­tured Grin­goire. At last the king looked at him. “Here is a ter­rible bawl­er!” said, he. Then, turn­ing to Tristan l’Hermite, “Bah! let him go!”

			Grin­goire fell back­wards, quite thun­der­struck with joy.

			“At liberty!” growled Tristan. “Doth not your majesty wish to have him de­tained a little while in a cage?”

			“Gos­sip,” re­tor­ted Louis XI, “think you that ’tis for birds of this feath­er that we cause to be made cages at three hun­dred and sixty-sev­en livres, eight sous, three den­iers apiece? Re­lease him at once, the wan­ton (Louis XI was fond of this word which formed, with Pasque-Dieu, the found­a­tion of his jo­vi­al­ity), and put him out with a buf­fet.”

			“Ugh!” cried Grin­goire, “what a great king is here!”

			And for fear of a counter or­der, he rushed to­wards the door, which Tristan opened for him with a very bad grace. The sol­diers left the room with him, push­ing him be­fore them with stout thwacks, which Grin­goire bore like a true stoic­al philo­soph­er.

			The king’s good hu­mor since the re­volt against the bailiff had been an­nounced to him, made it­self ap­par­ent in every way. This un­wonted clem­ency was no small sign of it. Tristan l’Hermite in his corner wore the surly look of a dog who has had a bone snatched away from him.

			Mean­while, the king thrummed gayly with his fin­gers on the arm of his chair, the March of Pont-Aude­mer. He was a dis­sem­bling prince, but one who un­der­stood far bet­ter how to hide his troubles than his joys. These ex­tern­al mani­fest­a­tions of joy at any good news some­times pro­ceeded to very great lengths thus, on the death, of Charles the Bold, to the point of vow­ing sil­ver bal­us­trades to Saint Mar­tin of Tours; on his ad­vent to the throne, so far as for­get­ting to or­der his fath­er’s ob­sequies.

			“Hé! sire!” sud­denly ex­claimed Jacques Coicti­er, “what has be­come of the acute at­tack of ill­ness for which your majesty had me summoned?”

			“Oh!” said the king, “I really suf­fer greatly, my gos­sip. There is a hiss­ing in my ear and fiery rakes rack my chest.”

			Coicti­er took the king’s hand, and be­gun to feel of his pulse with a know­ing air.

			“Look, Cop­pen­ole,” said Rym, in a low voice. “Be­hold him between Coicti­er and Tristan. They are his whole court. A phys­i­cian for him­self, a heads­man for oth­ers.”

			As he felt the king’s pulse, Coicti­er as­sumed an air of great­er and great­er alarm. Louis XI watched him with some anxi­ety. Coicti­er grew vis­ibly more gloomy. The brave man had no oth­er farm than the king’s bad health. He spec­u­lated on it to the best of his abil­ity.

			“Oh! oh!” he mur­mured at length, “this is ser­i­ous in­deed.”

			“Is it not?” said the king, un­eas­ily.

			“Pulsus cre­ber, an­helans, crep­it­ans, ir­reg­u­lar­is,” con­tin­ued the leech.

			“Pasque-Dieu!”

			“This may carry off its man in less than three days.”

			“Our Lady!” ex­claimed the king. “And the rem­edy, gos­sip?”

			“I am med­it­at­ing upon that, sire.”

			He made Louis XI put out his tongue, shook his head, made a grim­ace, and in the very midst of these af­fect­a­tions—

			“Pardieu, sire,” he sud­denly said, “I must tell you that there is a re­ceiv­er­ship of the roy­al prerog­at­ives va­cant, and that I have a neph­ew.”

			“I give the re­ceiv­er­ship to your neph­ew, Gos­sip Jacques,” replied the king; “but draw this fire from my breast.”

			“Since your majesty is so clem­ent,” replied the leech, “you will not re­fuse to aid me a little in build­ing my house, Rue Saint-An­dré-des-Arcs.”

			“Heugh!” said the king.

			“I am at the end of my fin­ances,” pur­sued the doc­tor; “and it would really be a pity that the house should not have a roof; not on ac­count of the house, which is simple and thor­oughly bour­geois, but be­cause of the paint­ings of Je­han Fourbault, which ad­orn its wains­coat­ing. There is a Di­ana fly­ing in the air, but so ex­cel­lent, so tender, so del­ic­ate, of so in­genu­ous an ac­tion, her hair so well coiffed and ad­orned with a cres­cent, her flesh so white, that she leads in­to tempta­tion those who re­gard her too curi­ously. There is also a Ceres. She is an­oth­er very fair di­vin­ity. She is seated on sheaves of wheat and crowned with a gal­lant gar­land of wheat ears in­ter­laced with salsi­fy and oth­er flowers. Nev­er were seen more amor­ous eyes, more roun­ded limbs, a no­bler air, or a more grace­fully flow­ing skirt. She is one of the most in­no­cent and most per­fect beau­ties whom the brush has ever pro­duced.”

			“Ex­e­cu­tion­er!” grumbled Louis XI, “what are you driv­ing at?”

			“I must have a roof for these paint­ings, sire, and, al­though ’tis but a small mat­ter, I have no more money.”

			“How much doth your roof cost?”

			“Why a roof of cop­per, em­bel­lished and gilt, two thou­sand livres at the most.”

			“Ah, as­sas­sin!” cried the king, “He nev­er draws out one of my teeth which is not a dia­mond.”

			“Am I to have my roof?” said Coicti­er.

			“Yes; and go to the dev­il, but cure me.”

			Jacques Coicti­er bowed low and said—

			“Sire, it is a re­pel­lent which will save you. We will ap­ply to your loins the great de­fens­ive com­posed of cer­ate, Ar­meni­an bole, white of egg, oil, and vin­eg­ar. You will con­tin­ue your ptis­an and we will an­swer for your majesty.”

			A burn­ing candle does not at­tract one gnat alone. Mas­ter Olivi­er, per­ceiv­ing the king to be in a lib­er­al mood, and judging the mo­ment to be pro­pi­tious, ap­proached in his turn.

			“Sire—”

			“What is it now?” said Louis XI.

			“Sire, your majesty knoweth that Si­mon Rad­in is dead?”

			“Well?”

			“He was coun­cil­lor to the king in the mat­ter of the courts of the treas­ury.”

			“Well?”

			“Sire, his place is va­cant.”

			As he spoke thus, Mas­ter Olivi­er’s haughty face quit­ted its ar­rog­ant ex­pres­sion for a lowly one. It is the only change which ever takes place in a courtier’s vis­age. The king looked him well in the face and said in a dry tone—“I un­der­stand.”

			He re­sumed—

			“Mas­ter Olivi­er, the Mar­shal de Bouci­caut was wont to say, ‘There’s no mas­ter save the king, there are no fishes save in the sea.’ I see that you agree with Mon­sieur de Bouci­caut. Now listen to this; we have a good memory. In ’68 we made you valet of our cham­ber: in ’69, guard­i­an of the fort­ress of the bridge of Saint-Cloud, at a hun­dred livres of Tournay in wages (you wanted them of Par­is). In Novem­ber, ’73, by let­ters giv­en to Ger­geole, we in­sti­tuted you keep­er of the Wood of Vincennes, in the place of Gil­bert Acle, equerry; in ’75, gruy­er67 of the forest of Rouv­ray-lez-Saint-Cloud, in the place of Jacques le Maire; in ’78, we gra­ciously settled on you, by let­ters pat­ent sealed doubly with green wax, an in­come of ten livres parisis, for you and your wife, on the Place of the Mer­chants, situ­ated at the School Saint-Ger­main; in ’79, we made you gruy­er of the forest of Sen­art, in place of that poor Je­han Da­iz; then cap­tain of the Château of Loches; then gov­ernor of Saint-Quentin; then cap­tain of the bridge of Meu­lan, of which you cause your­self to be called comte. Out of the five sols fine paid by every barber who shaves on a fest­iv­al day, there are three sols for you and we have the rest. We have been good enough to change your name of Le Mauvais (The Evil), which re­sembled your face too closely. In ’76, we gran­ted you, to the great dis­pleas­ure of our no­bil­ity, ar­mori­al bear­ings of a thou­sand col­ors, which give you the breast of a pea­cock. Pasque-Dieu! Are not you sur­feited? Is not the draught of fishes suf­fi­ciently fine and mi­ra­cu­lous? Are you not afraid that one sal­mon more will make your boat sink? Pride will be your ru­in, gos­sip. Ru­in and dis­grace al­ways press hard on the heels of pride. Con­sider this and hold your tongue.”

			These words, uttered with sever­ity, made Mas­ter Olivi­er’s face re­vert to its in­solence.

			“Good!” he muttered, al­most aloud, “ ’tis easy to see that the king is ill today; he giv­eth all to the leech.”

			Louis XI far from be­ing ir­rit­ated by this petu­lant in­sult, re­sumed with some gen­tle­ness, “Stay, I was for­get­ting that I made you my am­bas­sad­or to Ma­dame Mar­ie, at Ghent. Yes, gen­tle­men,” ad­ded the king turn­ing to the Flem­ings, “this man hath been an am­bas­sad­or. There, my gos­sip,” he pur­sued, ad­dress­ing Mas­ter Olivi­er, “let us not get angry; we are old friends. ’Tis very late. We have ter­min­ated our labors. Shave me.”

			Our read­ers have not, without doubt, waited un­til the present mo­ment to re­cog­nize in Mas­ter Olivi­er that ter­rible Figaro whom Provid­ence, the great maker of dra­mas, mingled so artist­ic­ally in the long and bloody com­edy of the reign of Louis XI. We will not here un­der­take to de­vel­op that sin­gu­lar fig­ure. This barber of the king had three names. At court he was po­litely called Olivi­er le Daim (the Deer); among the people Olivi­er the Dev­il. His real name was Olivi­er le Mauvais.

			Ac­cord­ingly, Olivi­er le Mauvais re­mained mo­tion­less, sulk­ing at the king, and glan­cing askance at Jacques Coicti­er.

			“Yes, yes, the phys­i­cian!” he said between his teeth.

			“Ah, yes, the phys­i­cian!” re­tor­ted Louis XI, with sin­gu­lar good hu­mor; “the phys­i­cian has more cred­it than you. ’Tis very simple; he has taken hold upon us by the whole body, and you hold us only by the chin. Come, my poor barber, all will come right. What would you say and what would be­come of your of­fice if I were a king like Chilper­ic, whose ges­ture con­sisted in hold­ing his beard in one hand? Come, gos­sip mine, ful­fil your of­fice, shave me. Go get what you need there­for.”

			Olivi­er per­ceiv­ing that the king had made up his mind to laugh, and that there was no way of even an­noy­ing him, went off grumbling to ex­ecute his or­ders.

			The king rose, ap­proached the win­dow, and sud­denly open­ing it with ex­traordin­ary agit­a­tion—

			“Oh! yes!” he ex­claimed, clap­ping his hands, “yon­der is a red­ness in the sky over the City. ’Tis the bailiff burn­ing. It can be noth­ing else but that. Ah! my good people! here you are aid­ing me at last in tear­ing down the rights of lord­ship!”

			Then turn­ing to­wards the Flem­ings: “Come, look at this, gen­tle­men. Is it not a fire which gloweth yon­der?”

			The two men of Ghent drew near.

			“A great fire,” said Guil­laume Rym.

			“Oh!” ex­claimed Cop­pen­ole, whose eyes sud­denly flashed, “that re­minds me of the burn­ing of the house of the Sei­gneur d’Hym­ber­court. There must be a goodly re­volt yon­der.”

			“You think so, Mas­ter Cop­pen­ole?” And Louis XI’s glance was al­most as joy­ous as that of the ho­sier. “Will it not be dif­fi­cult to res­ist?”

			“Cross of God! Sire! Your majesty will dam­age many com­pan­ies of men of war there­on.”

			“Ah! I! ’tis dif­fer­ent,” re­turned the king. “If I willed.”

			The ho­sier replied hardily—

			“If this re­volt be what I sup­pose, sire, you might will in vain.”

			“Gos­sip,” said Louis XI, “with the two com­pan­ies of my un­at­tached troops and one dis­charge of a ser­pent­ine, short work is made of a popu­lace of louts.”

			The ho­sier, in spite of the signs made to him by Guil­laume Rym, ap­peared de­term­ined to hold his own against the king.

			“Sire, the Swiss were also louts. Mon­sieur the Duke of Bur­gundy was a great gen­tle­man, and he turned up his nose at that rabble rout. At the battle of Grand­son, sire, he cried: ‘Men of the can­non! Fire on the vil­lains!’ and he swore by Saint-George. But Ad­voy­er Schar­nachtal hurled him­self on the hand­some duke with his battle-club and his people, and when the glit­ter­ing Bur­gun­di­an army came in con­tact with these peas­ants in bull hides, it flew in pieces like a pane of glass at the blow of a pebble. Many lords were then slain by low­born knaves; and Mon­sieur de Château-Guy­on, the greatest sei­gneur in Bur­gundy, was found dead, with his gray horse, in a little marsh mead­ow.”

			“Friend,” re­turned the king, “you are speak­ing of a battle. The ques­tion here is of a mutiny. And I will gain the up­per hand of it as soon as it shall please me to frown.”

			The oth­er replied in­dif­fer­ently—

			“That may be, sire; in that case, ’tis be­cause the people’s hour hath not yet come.”

			Guil­laume Rym con­sidered it in­cum­bent on him to in­ter­vene—

			“Mas­ter Cop­pen­ole, you are speak­ing to a puis­sant king.”

			“I know it,” replied the ho­sier, gravely.

			“Let him speak, Mon­sieur Rym, my friend,” said the king; “I love this frank­ness of speech. My fath­er, Charles the Sev­enth, was ac­cus­tomed to say that the truth was ail­ing; I thought her dead, and that she had found no con­fess­or. Mas­ter Cop­pen­ole un­de­ceiv­eth me.”

			Then, lay­ing his hand fa­mil­iarly on Cop­pen­ole’s shoulder—

			“You were say­ing, Mas­ter Jacques?”

			“I say, sire, that you may pos­sibly be in the right, that the hour of the people may not yet have come with you.”

			Louis XI gazed at him with his pen­et­rat­ing eye—

			“And when will that hour come, mas­ter?”

			“You will hear it strike.”

			“On what clock, if you please?”

			Cop­pen­ole, with his tran­quil and rus­tic coun­ten­ance, made the king ap­proach the win­dow.

			“Listen, sire! There is here a don­jon keep, a bel­fry, can­nons, bour­geois, sol­diers; when the bel­fry shall hum, when the can­nons shall roar, when the don­jon shall fall in ru­ins amid great noise, when bour­geois and sol­diers shall howl and slay each oth­er, the hour will strike.”

			Louis’s face grew sombre and dreamy. He re­mained si­lent for a mo­ment, then he gently pat­ted with his hand the thick wall of the don­jon, as one strokes the haunches of a steed.

			“Oh! no!” said he. “You will not crumble so eas­ily, will you, my good Bastille?”

			And turn­ing with an ab­rupt ges­ture to­wards the sturdy Flem­ing—

			“Have you nev­er seen a re­volt, Mas­ter Jacques?”

			“I have made them,” said the ho­sier.

			“How do you set to work to make a re­volt?” said the king.

			“Ah!” replied Cop­pen­ole, “ ’tis not very dif­fi­cult. There are a hun­dred ways. In the first place, there must be dis­con­tent in the city. The thing is not un­com­mon. And then, the char­ac­ter of the in­hab­it­ants. Those of Ghent are easy to stir in­to re­volt. They al­ways love the prince’s son; the prince, nev­er. Well! One morn­ing, I will sup­pose, someone enters my shop, and says to me: ‘Fath­er Cop­pen­ole, there is this and there is that, the Demois­elle of Flanders wishes to save her min­is­ters, the grand bailiff is doub­ling the im­post on shagreen, or some­thing else,’—what you will. I leave my work as it stands, I come out of my ho­sier’s stall, and I shout: ‘To the sack?’ There is al­ways some smashed cask at hand. I mount it, and I say aloud, in the first words that oc­cur to me, what I have on my heart; and when one is of the people, sire, one al­ways has some­thing on the heart. Then people troop up, they shout, they ring the alarm bell, they arm the louts with what they take from the sol­diers, the mar­ket people join in, and they set out. And it will al­ways be thus, so long as there are lords in the sei­gnor­ies, bour­geois in the bourgs, and peas­ants in the coun­try.”

			“And against whom do you thus rebel?” in­quired the king; “against your bailiffs? against your lords?”

			“Some­times; that de­pends. Against the duke, also, some­times.”

			Louis XI re­turned and seated him­self, say­ing, with a smile—

			“Ah! here they have only got as far as the bailiffs.”

			At that in­stant Olivi­er le Daim re­turned. He was fol­lowed by two pages, who bore the king’s toi­let art­icles; but what struck Louis XI was that he was also ac­com­pan­ied by the prov­ost of Par­is and the che­va­lier of the watch, who ap­peared to be in con­sterna­tion. The spite­ful barber also wore an air of con­sterna­tion, which was one of con­tent­ment be­neath, how­ever. It was he who spoke first.

			“Sire, I ask your majesty’s par­don for the calam­it­ous news which I bring.”

			The king turned quickly and grazed the mat on the floor with the feet of his chair—

			“What does this mean?”

			“Sire,” re­sumed Olivi­er le Daim, with the ma­li­cious air of a man who re­joices that he is about to deal a vi­ol­ent blow, “ ’tis not against the bailiff of the courts that this pop­u­lar sedi­tion is dir­ec­ted.”

			“Against whom, then?”

			“Against you, sire?”

			The aged king rose erect and straight as a young man—

			“Ex­plain your­self, Olivi­er! And guard your head well, gos­sip; for I swear to you by the cross of Saint-Lô that, if you lie to us at this hour, the sword which severed the head of Mon­sieur de Lux­em­bourg is not so notched that it can­not yet sever yours!”

			The oath was for­mid­able; Louis XI had only sworn twice in the course of his life by the cross of Saint-Lô.

			Olivi­er opened his mouth to reply.

			“Sire—”

			“On your knees!” in­ter­rup­ted the king vi­ol­ently. “Tristan, have an eye to this man.”

			Olivi­er knelt down and said coldly—

			“Sire, a sor­ceress was con­demned to death by your court of par­lia­ment. She took refuge in Notre-Dame. The people are try­ing to take her from thence by main force. Mon­sieur the prov­ost and mon­sieur the che­va­lier of the watch, who have just come from the ri­ot, are here to give me the lie if this is not the truth. The popu­lace is be­sieging Notre-Dame.”

			“Yes, in­deed!” said the king in a low voice, all pale and trem­bling with wrath. “Notre-Dame! They lay siege to our Lady, my good mis­tress in her cathed­ral!—Rise, Olivi­er. You are right. I give you Si­mon Rad­in’s charge. You are right. ’Tis I whom they are at­tack­ing. The witch is un­der the pro­tec­tion of this church, the church is un­der my pro­tec­tion. And I thought that they were act­ing against the bailiff! ’Tis against my­self!”

			Then, rendered young by fury, he began to walk up and down with long strides. He no longer laughed, he was ter­rible, he went and came; the fox was changed in­to a hy­ena. He seemed suf­foc­ated to such a de­gree that he could not speak; his lips moved, and his flesh­less fists were clenched. All at once he raised his head, his hol­low eye ap­peared full of light, and his voice burst forth like a clari­on: “Down with them, Tristan! A heavy hand for these ras­cals! Go, Tristan, my friend! slay! slay!”

			This erup­tion hav­ing passed, he re­turned to his seat, and said with cold and con­cen­trated wrath—

			“Here, Tristan! There are here with us in the Bastille the fifty lances of the Vicomte de Gif, which makes three hun­dred horse: you will take them. There is also the com­pany of our un­at­tached arch­ers of Mon­sieur de Château­pers: you will take it. You are prov­ost of the mar­shals; you have the men of your prov­ost­ship: you will take them. At the Hôtel Saint-Pol you will find forty arch­ers of mon­sieur the dauph­in’s new guard: you will take them. And, with all these, you will hasten to Notre-Dame. Ah! messieurs, louts of Par­is, do you fling yourselves thus against the crown of France, the sanc­tity of Notre-Dame, and the peace of this com­mon­wealth! Ex­term­in­ate, Tristan! ex­term­in­ate! and let not a single one es­cape, ex­cept it be for Mont­fauc­on.”

			Tristan bowed. “ ’Tis well, sire.”

			He ad­ded, after a si­lence, “And what shall I do with the sor­ceress?”

			This ques­tion caused the king to med­it­ate.

			“Ah!” said he, “the sor­ceress! Mon­sieur d’Es­touteville, what did the people wish to do with her?”

			“Sire,” replied the prov­ost of Par­is, “I ima­gine that since the popu­lace has come to tear her from her asylum in Notre-Dame, ’tis be­cause that im­pun­ity wounds them, and they de­sire to hang her.”

			The king ap­peared to re­flect deeply: then, ad­dress­ing Tristan l’Hermite, “Well! gos­sip, ex­term­in­ate the people and hang the sor­ceress.”

			“That’s it,” said Rym in a low tone to Cop­pen­ole, “pun­ish the people for will­ing a thing, and then do what they wish.”

			“Enough, sire,” replied Tristan. “If the sor­ceress is still in Notre-Dame, must she be seized in spite of the sanc­tu­ary?”

			“Pasque-Dieu! the sanc­tu­ary!” said the king, scratch­ing his ear. “But the wo­man must be hung, nev­er­the­less.”

			Here, as though seized with a sud­den idea, he flung him­self on his knees be­fore his chair, took off his hat, placed it on the seat, and gaz­ing de­voutly at one of the leaden am­u­lets which loaded it down, “Oh!” said he, with clasped hands, “our Lady of Par­is, my gra­cious pat­ron­ess, par­don me. I will only do it this once. This crim­in­al must be pun­ished. I as­sure you, ma­dame the vir­gin, my good mis­tress, that she is a sor­ceress who is not worthy of your ami­able pro­tec­tion. You know, ma­dame, that many very pi­ous princes have over­stepped the priv­ileges of the churches for the glory of God and the ne­ces­sit­ies of the State. Saint Hugues, bish­op of Eng­land, per­mit­ted King Ed­ward to hang a witch in his church. Saint-Louis of France, my mas­ter, trans­gressed, with the same ob­ject, the church of Mon­sieur Saint-Paul; and Mon­sieur Al­phonse, son of the king of Jer­u­s­alem, the very church of the Holy Sep­ulchre. Par­don me, then, for this once. Our Lady of Par­is, I will nev­er do so again, and I will give you a fine statue of sil­ver, like the one which I gave last year to Our Lady of Écouys. So be it.”

			He made the sign of the cross, rose, donned his hat once more, and said to Tristan—

			“Be di­li­gent, gos­sip. Take Mon­sieur Château­pers with you. You will cause the toc­sin to be soun­ded. You will crush the popu­lace. You will seize the witch. ’Tis said. And I mean the busi­ness of the ex­e­cu­tion to be done by you. You will render me an ac­count of it. Come, Olivi­er, I shall not go to bed this night. Shave me.”

			Tristan l’Hermite bowed and de­par­ted. Then the king, dis­miss­ing Rym and Cop­pen­ole with a ges­ture—

			“God guard you, messieurs, my good friends the Flem­ings. Go, take a little re­pose. The night ad­vances, and we are near­er the morn­ing than the even­ing.”

			Both re­tired and gained their apart­ments un­der the guid­ance of the cap­tain of the Bastille. Cop­pen­ole said to Guil­laume Rym—

			“Hum! I have had enough of that cough­ing king! I have seen Charles of Bur­gundy drunk, and he was less ma­lig­nant than Louis XI when ail­ing.”

			“Mas­ter Jacques,” replied Rym, “ ’tis be­cause wine renders kings less cruel than does bar­ley wa­ter.”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Little Sword in Pock­et

			
			On emer­ging from the Bastille, Grin­goire des­cen­ded the Rue Saint-Ant­oine with the swift­ness of a run­away horse. On ar­riv­ing at the Baudoy­er gate, he walked straight to the stone cross which rose in the middle of that place, as though he were able to dis­tin­guish in the dark­ness the fig­ure of a man clad and cloaked in black, who was seated on the steps of the cross.

			“Is it you, mas­ter?” said Grin­goire.

			The per­son­age in black rose.

			“Death and pas­sion! You make me boil, Grin­goire. The man on the tower of Saint-Ger­vais has just cried half-past one o’clock in the morn­ing.”

			“Oh,” re­tor­ted Grin­goire, “ ’tis no fault of mine, but of the watch and the king. I have just had a nar­row es­cape. I al­ways just miss be­ing hung. ’Tis my pre­des­tin­a­tion.”

			“You lack everything,” said the oth­er. “But come quickly. Have you the pass­word?”

			“Fancy, mas­ter, I have seen the king. I come from him. He wears fus­ti­an breeches. ’Tis an ad­ven­ture.”

			“Oh! dis­taff of words! what is your ad­ven­ture to me! Have you the pass­word of the out­casts?”

			“I have it. Be at ease. ‘Little sword in pock­et.’ ”

			“Good. Oth­er­wise, we could not make our way as far as the church. The out­casts bar the streets. For­tu­nately, it ap­pears that they have en­countered res­ist­ance. We may still ar­rive in time.”

			“Yes, mas­ter, but how are we to get in­to Notre-Dame?”

			“I have the key to the tower.”

			“And how are we to get out again?”

			“Be­hind the cloister there is a little door which opens on the Ter­rain and the wa­ter. I have taken the key to it, and I moored a boat there this morn­ing.”

			“I have had a beau­ti­ful es­cape from be­ing hung!” Grin­goire re­peated.

			“Eh, quick! come!” said the oth­er.

			Both des­cen­ded to­wards the city with long strides.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Château­pers to the Res­cue

			
			The read­er will, per­haps, re­call the crit­ic­al situ­ation in which we left Quasimodo. The brave deaf man, as­sailed on all sides, had lost, if not all cour­age, at least all hope of sav­ing, not him­self (he was not think­ing of him­self), but the gypsy. He ran dis­trac­tedly along the gal­lery. Notre-Dame was on the point of be­ing taken by storm by the out­casts. All at once, a great gal­lop­ing of horses filled the neigh­bor­ing streets, and, with a long file of torches and a thick column of cava­liers, with free reins and lances in rest, these furi­ous sounds de­bouched on the Place like a hur­ricane—

			“France! France! cut down the louts! Château­pers to the res­cue! Prov­ost­ship! Prov­ost­ship!”

			The frightened vag­a­bonds wheeled round.

			Quasimodo who did not hear, saw the na­ked swords, the torches, the irons of the pikes, all that cav­alry, at the head of which he re­cog­nized Cap­tain Phoe­bus; he be­held the con­fu­sion of the out­casts, the ter­ror of some, the dis­turb­ance among the bravest of them, and from this un­ex­pec­ted suc­cor he re­covered so much strength, that he hurled from the church the first as­sail­ants who were already climb­ing in­to the gal­lery.

			It was, in fact, the king’s troops who had ar­rived. The vag­a­bonds be­haved bravely. They de­fen­ded them­selves like des­per­ate men. Caught on the flank, by the Rue Saint-Pierre-aux-Boeufs, and in the rear through the Rue du Par­vis, driv­en to bay against Notre-Dame, which they still as­sailed and Quasimodo de­fen­ded, at the same time be­siegers and be­sieged, they were in the sin­gu­lar situ­ation in which Comte Henri Har­court, Taurin­um ob­sessor idem et ob­ses­sus, as his epi­taph says, found him­self later on, at the fam­ous siege of Tur­in, in 1640, between Prince Thomas of Sa­voy, whom he was be­sieging, and the Mar­quis de Leg­anez, who was block­ad­ing him.

			The battle was fright­ful. There was a dog’s tooth for wolf’s flesh, as P. Math­ieu says. The king’s cava­liers, in whose midst Phoe­bus de Château­pers bore him­self vali­antly, gave no quarter, and the slash of the sword dis­posed of those who es­caped the thrust of the lance. The out­casts, badly armed, foamed and bit with rage. Men, wo­men, chil­dren, hurled them­selves on the crup­pers and the breasts of the horses, and hung there like cats, with teeth, fin­ger nails and toe nails. Oth­ers struck the arch­ers’ in the face with their torches. Oth­ers thrust iron hooks in­to the necks of the cava­liers and dragged them down. They slashed in pieces those who fell.

			One was no­ticed who had a large, glit­ter­ing scythe, and who, for a long time, mowed the legs of the horses. He was fright­ful. He was singing a ditty, with a nas­al in­ton­a­tion, he swung and drew back his scythe in­cess­antly. At every blow he traced around him a great circle of severed limbs. He ad­vanced thus in­to the very thick­est of the cav­alry, with the tran­quil slow­ness, the lolling of the head and the reg­u­lar breath­ing of a har­vester at­tack­ing a field of wheat. It was Clop­in Trouille­fou. A shot from an ar­que­bus laid him low.

			In the mean­time, win­dows had been opened again. The neigh­bors hear­ing the war cries of the king’s troops, had mingled in the af­fray, and bul­lets rained upon the out­casts from every story. The Par­vis was filled with a thick smoke, which the mus­ketry streaked with flame. Through it one could con­fusedly dis­tin­guish the front of Notre-Dame, and the de­crep­it Hôtel-Dieu with some wan in­val­ids gaz­ing down from the heights of its roof all checkered with dormer win­dows.

			At length the vag­a­bonds gave way. Wear­i­ness, the lack of good weapons, the fright of this sur­prise, the mus­ketry from the win­dows, the vali­ant at­tack of the king’s troops, all over­whelmed them. They forced the line of as­sail­ants, and fled in every dir­ec­tion, leav­ing the Par­vis en­cumbered with dead.

			When Quasimodo, who had not ceased to fight for a mo­ment, be­held this rout, he fell on his knees and raised his hands to heav­en; then, in­tox­ic­ated with joy, he ran, he as­cen­ded with the swift­ness of a bird to that cell, the ap­proaches to which he had so in­trep­idly de­fen­ded. He had but one thought now; it was to kneel be­fore her whom he had just saved for the second time.

			When he entered the cell, he found it empty.
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				I

				The Little Shoe

			
			La Es­mer­alda was sleep­ing at the mo­ment when the out­casts as­sailed the church.

			Soon the ever-in­creas­ing up­roar around the edi­fice, and the un­easy bleat­ing of her goat which had been awakened, had roused her from her slum­bers. She had sat up, she had listened, she had looked; then, ter­ri­fied by the light and noise, she had rushed from her cell to see. The as­pect of the Place, the vis­ion which was mov­ing in it, the dis­order of that noc­turn­al as­sault, that hideous crowd, leap­ing like a cloud of frogs, half seen in the gloom, the croak­ing of that hoarse mul­ti­tude, those few red torches run­ning and cross­ing each oth­er in the dark­ness like the met­eors which streak the misty sur­faces of marshes, this whole scene pro­duced upon her the ef­fect of a mys­ter­i­ous battle between the phantoms of the witches’ sab­bath and the stone mon­sters of the church. Im­bued from her very in­fancy with the su­per­sti­tions of the Bo­hemi­an tribe, her first thought was that she had caught the strange be­ings pe­cu­li­ar to the night, in their deeds of witch­craft. Then she ran in ter­ror to cower in her cell, ask­ing of her pal­let some less ter­rible night­mare.

			But little by little the first va­pors of ter­ror had been dis­sip­ated; from the con­stantly in­creas­ing noise, and from many oth­er signs of real­ity, she felt her­self be­sieged not by spectres, but by hu­man be­ings. Then her fear, though it did not in­crease, changed its char­ac­ter. She had dreamed of the pos­sib­il­ity of a pop­u­lar mutiny to tear her from her asylum. The idea of once more re­cov­er­ing life, hope, Phoe­bus, who was ever present in her fu­ture, the ex­treme help­less­ness of her con­di­tion, flight cut off, no sup­port, her aban­don­ment, her isol­a­tion—these thoughts and a thou­sand oth­ers over­whelmed her. She fell upon her knees, with her head on her bed, her hands clasped over her head, full of anxi­ety and tremors, and, al­though a gypsy, an id­olat­er, and a pa­gan, she began to en­treat with sobs, mercy from the good Chris­ti­an God, and to pray to our Lady, her host­ess. For even if one be­lieves in noth­ing, there are mo­ments in life when one is al­ways of the re­li­gion of the temple which is nearest at hand.

			She re­mained thus pros­trate for a very long time, trem­bling in truth, more than pray­ing, chilled by the ever-closer breath of that furi­ous mul­ti­tude, un­der­stand­ing noth­ing of this out­burst, ig­nor­ant of what was be­ing plot­ted, what was be­ing done, what they wanted, but fore­see­ing a ter­rible is­sue.

			In the midst of this an­guish, she heard someone walk­ing near her. She turned round. Two men, one of whom car­ried a lan­tern, had just entered her cell. She uttered a feeble cry.

			“Fear noth­ing,” said a voice which was not un­known to her, “it is I.”

			“Who are you?” she asked.

			“Pierre Grin­goire.”

			This name re­as­sured her. She raised her eyes once more, and re­cog­nized the poet in very fact. But there stood be­side him a black fig­ure veiled from head to foot, which struck her by its si­lence.

			“Oh!” con­tin­ued Grin­goire in a tone of re­proach, “Djali re­cog­nized me be­fore you!”

			The little goat had not, in fact, waited for Grin­goire to an­nounce his name. No soon­er had he entered than it rubbed it­self gently against his knees, cov­er­ing the poet with caresses and with white hairs, for it was shed­ding its hair. Grin­goire re­turned the caresses.

			“Who is this with you?” said the gypsy, in a low voice.

			“Be at ease,” replied Grin­goire. “ ’Tis one of my friends.” Then the philo­soph­er set­ting his lan­tern on the ground, crouched upon the stones, and ex­claimed en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally, as he pressed Djali in his arms—

			“Oh! ’tis a grace­ful beast, more con­sid­er­able no doubt, for it’s neat­ness than for its size, but in­geni­ous, subtle, and lettered as a gram­mari­an! Let us see, my Djali, hast thou for­got­ten any of thy pretty tricks? How does Mas­ter Jacques Char­molue? …”

			The man in black did not al­low him to fin­ish. He ap­proached Grin­goire and shook him roughly by the shoulder.

			Grin­goire rose.

			“ ’Tis true,” said he: “I for­got that we are in haste. But that is no reas­on mas­ter, for get­ting furi­ous with people in this man­ner. My dear and lovely child, your life is in danger, and Djali’s also. They want to hang you again. We are your friends, and we have come to save you. Fol­low us.”

			“Is it true?” she ex­claimed in dis­may.

			“Yes, per­fectly true. Come quickly!”

			“I am will­ing,” she stammered. “But why does not your friend speak?”

			“Ah!” said Grin­goire, “ ’tis be­cause his fath­er and moth­er were fant­ast­ic people who made him of a ta­cit­urn tem­pera­ment.”

			She was ob­liged to con­tent her­self with this ex­plan­a­tion. Grin­goire took her by the hand; his com­pan­ion picked up the lan­tern and walked on in front. Fear stunned the young girl. She al­lowed her­self to be led away. The goat fol­lowed them, frisk­ing, so joy­ous at see­ing Grin­goire again that it made him stumble every mo­ment by thrust­ing its horns between his legs.

			“Such is life,” said the philo­soph­er, every time that he came near fall­ing down; “ ’tis of­ten our best friends who cause us to be over­thrown.”

			They rap­idly des­cen­ded the stair­case of the towers, crossed the church, full of shad­ows and solitude, and all re­ver­ber­at­ing with up­roar, which formed a fright­ful con­trast, and emerged in­to the court­yard of the cloister by the red door. The cloister was deser­ted; the can­ons had fled to the bish­op’s palace in or­der to pray to­geth­er; the court­yard was empty, a few frightened lack­eys were crouch­ing in dark corners. They dir­ec­ted their steps to­wards the door which opened from this court upon the Ter­rain. The man in black opened it with a key which he had about him. Our read­ers are aware that the Ter­rain was a tongue of land en­closed by walls on the side of the City and be­long­ing to the chapter of Notre-Dame, which ter­min­ated the is­land on the east, be­hind the church. They found this en­clos­ure per­fectly deser­ted. There was here less tu­mult in the air. The roar of the out­casts’ as­sault reached them more con­fusedly and less clam­or­ously. The fresh breeze which fol­lows the cur­rent of a stream, rustled the leaves of the only tree planted on the point of the Ter­rain, with a noise that was already per­cept­ible. But they were still very close to danger. The nearest edi­fices to them were the bish­op’s palace and the church. It was plainly evid­ent that there was great in­tern­al com­mo­tion in the bish­op’s palace. Its shad­owy mass was all fur­rowed with lights which flit­ted from win­dow to win­dow; as, when one has just burned pa­per, there re­mains a sombre edi­fice of ashes in which bright sparks run a thou­sand ec­cent­ric courses. Be­side them, the enorm­ous towers of Notre-Dame, thus viewed from be­hind, with the long nave above which they rise cut out in black against the red and vast light which filled the Par­vis, re­sembled two gi­gant­ic and­irons of some cyc­lopean fire-grate.

			What was to be seen of Par­is on all sides wavered be­fore the eye in a gloom mingled with light. Rem­brandt has such back­grounds to his pic­tures.

			The man with the lan­tern walked straight to the point of the Ter­rain. There, at the very brink of the wa­ter, stood the worm-eaten re­mains of a fence of posts lat­ticed with laths, where­on a low vine spread out a few thin branches like the fin­gers of an out­spread hand. Be­hind, in the shad­ow cast by this trel­lis, a little boat lay con­cealed. The man made a sign to Grin­goire and his com­pan­ion to enter. The goat fol­lowed them. The man was the last to step in. Then he cut the boat’s moor­ings, pushed it from the shore with a long boat-hook, and, seiz­ing two oars, seated him­self in the bow, row­ing with all his might to­wards mid­stream. The Seine is very rap­id at this point, and he had a good deal of trouble in leav­ing the point of the is­land.

			Grin­goire’s first care on en­ter­ing the boat was to place the goat on his knees. He took a po­s­i­tion in the stern; and the young girl, whom the stranger in­spired with an in­defin­able un­eas­i­ness, seated her­self close to the poet.

			When our philo­soph­er felt the boat sway, he clapped his hands and kissed Djali between the horns.

			“Oh!” said he, “now we are safe, all four of us.”

			He ad­ded with the air of a pro­found thinker, “One is in­debted some­times to for­tune, some­times to ruse, for the happy is­sue of great en­ter­prises.”

			The boat made its way slowly to­wards the right shore. The young girl watched the un­known man with secret ter­ror. He had care­fully turned off the light of his dark lan­tern. A glimpse could be caught of him in the ob­scur­ity, in the bow of the boat, like a spectre. His cowl, which was still lowered, formed a sort of mask; and every time that he spread his arms, upon which hung large black sleeves, as he rowed, one would have said they were two huge bat’s wings. Moreover, he had not yet uttered a word or breathed a syl­lable. No oth­er noise was heard in the boat than the splash­ing of the oars, mingled with the rip­pling of the wa­ter along her sides.

			“On my soul!” ex­claimed Grin­goire sud­denly, “we are as cheer­ful and joy­ous as young owls! We pre­serve the si­lence of Py­thagoreans or fishes! Pasque-Dieu! my friends, I should greatly like to have someone speak to me. The hu­man voice is mu­sic to the hu­man ear. ’Tis not I who say that, but Didymus of Al­ex­an­dria, and they are il­lus­tri­ous words. As­suredly, Didymus of Al­ex­an­dria is no me­diocre philo­soph­er.—One word, my lovely child! say but one word to me, I en­treat you. By the way, you had a droll and pe­cu­li­ar little pout; do you still make it? Do you know, my dear, that par­lia­ment hath full jur­is­dic­tion over all places of asylum, and that you were run­ning a great risk in your little cham­ber at Notre-Dame? Alas! the little bird tro­chylus maketh its nest in the jaws of the cro­codile.—Mas­ter, here is the moon re­appear­ing. If only they do not per­ceive us. We are do­ing a laud­able thing in sav­ing ma­demois­elle, and yet we should be hung by or­der of the king if we were caught. Alas! hu­man ac­tions are taken by two handles. That is branded with dis­grace in one which is crowned in an­oth­er. He ad­mires Cicero who blames Ca­t­il­ine. Is it not so, mas­ter? What say you to this philo­sophy? I pos­sess philo­sophy by in­stinct, by nature, ut apes geo­metri­am.—Come! no one an­swers me. What un­pleas­ant moods you two are in! I must do all the talk­ing alone. That is what we call a mono­logue in tragedy.—Pasque-Dieu! I must in­form you that I have just seen the king, Louis XI, and that I have caught this oath from him—Pasque-Dieu! They are still mak­ing a hearty howl in the city.—’Tis a vil­lain­ous, ma­li­cious old king. He is all swathed in furs. He still owes me the money for my epi­tha­lami­um, and he came with­in a nick of hanging me this even­ing, which would have been very in­con­veni­ent to me.—He is nig­gardly to­wards men of mer­it. He ought to read the four books of Salvi­en of Co­logne, Ad­versus Av­ari­tiam. In truth! ’Tis a paltry king in his ways with men of let­ters, and one who com­mits very bar­bar­ous cruel­ties. He is a sponge, to soak money raised from the people. His sav­ing is like the spleen which swel­leth with the lean­ness of all the oth­er mem­bers. Hence com­plaints against the hard­ness of the times be­come mur­murs against the prince. Un­der this gentle and pi­ous sire, the gal­lows crack with the hung, the blocks rot with blood, the pris­ons burst like over full bel­lies. This king hath one hand which grasps, and one which hangs. He is the pro­cur­at­or of Dame Tax and Mon­sieur Gib­bet. The great are de­spoiled of their dig­nit­ies, and the little in­cess­antly over­whelmed with fresh op­pres­sions. He is an ex­or­bit­ant prince. I love not this mon­arch. And you, mas­ter?”

			The man in black let the gar­rulous poet chat­ter on. He con­tin­ued to struggle against the vi­ol­ent and nar­row cur­rent, which sep­ar­ates the prow of the City and the stem of the is­land of Notre-Dame, which we call today the Isle St. Louis.

			“By the way, mas­ter!” con­tin­ued Grin­goire sud­denly. “At the mo­ment when we ar­rived on the Par­vis, through the en­raged out­casts, did your rev­er­ence ob­serve that poor little dev­il whose skull your deaf man was just crack­ing on the rail­ing of the gal­lery of the kings? I am near sighted and I could not re­cog­nize him. Do you know who he could be?”

			The stranger answered not a word. But he sud­denly ceased row­ing, his arms fell as though broken, his head sank on his breast, and la Es­mer­alda heard him sigh con­vuls­ively. She shuddered. She had heard such sighs be­fore.

			The boat, aban­doned to it­self, floated for sev­er­al minutes with the stream. But the man in black fi­nally re­covered him­self, seized the oars once more and began to row against the cur­rent. He doubled the point of the Isle of Notre Dame, and made for the land­ing-place of the Port au Foin.

			“Ah!” said Grin­goire, “yon­der is the Bar­beau man­sion.—Stay, mas­ter, look: that group of black roofs which make such sin­gu­lar angles yon­der, above that heap of black, fibrous grimy, dirty clouds, where the moon is com­pletely crushed and spread out like the yolk of an egg whose shell is broken.—’Tis a fine man­sion. There is a chapel crowned with a small vault full of very well carved en­rich­ments. Above, you can see the bell tower, very del­ic­ately pierced. There is also a pleas­ant garden, which con­sists of a pond, an avi­ary, an echo, a mall, a labyrinth, a house for wild beasts, and a quant­ity of leafy al­leys very agree­able to Venus. There is also a ras­cal of a tree which is called ‘the lewd,’ be­cause it favored the pleas­ures of a fam­ous prin­cess and a con­stable of France, who was a gal­lant and a wit.—Alas! we poor philo­soph­ers are to a con­stable as a plot of cab­bages or a radish bed to the garden of the Louvre. What mat­ters it, after all? hu­man life, for the great as well as for us, is a mix­ture of good and evil. Pain is al­ways by the side of joy, the spondee by the dac­tyl.—Mas­ter, I must re­late to you the his­tory of the Bar­beau man­sion. It ends in tra­gic fash­ion. It was in 1319, in the reign of Phil­ippe V, the longest reign of the kings of France. The mor­al of the story is that the tempta­tions of the flesh are per­ni­cious and ma­lig­nant. Let us not rest our glance too long on our neigh­bor’s wife, how­ever grat­i­fied our senses may be by her beauty. For­nic­a­tion is a very lib­ertine thought. Adul­tery is a pry­ing in­to the pleas­ures of oth­ers—Ohé! the noise yon­der is re­doub­ling!”

			The tu­mult around Notre-Dame was, in fact, in­creas­ing. They listened. Cries of vic­tory were heard with tol­er­able dis­tinct­ness. All at once, a hun­dred torches, the light of which glittered upon the hel­mets of men at arms, spread over the church at all heights, on the towers, on the gal­ler­ies, on the fly­ing but­tresses. These torches seemed to be in search of some­thing; and soon dis­tant clam­ors reached the fu­git­ives dis­tinctly:—“The gypsy! the sor­ceress! death to the gypsy!”

			The un­happy girl dropped her head upon her hands, and the un­known began to row furi­ously to­wards the shore. Mean­while our philo­soph­er re­flec­ted. He clasped the goat in his arms, and gently drew away from the gypsy, who pressed closer and closer to him, as though to the only asylum which re­mained to her.

			It is cer­tain that Grin­goire was en­dur­ing cruel per­plex­ity. He was think­ing that the goat also, “ac­cord­ing to ex­ist­ing law,” would be hung if re­cap­tured; which would be a great pity, poor Djali! that he had thus two con­demned creatures at­tached to him; that his com­pan­ion asked no bet­ter than to take charge of the gypsy. A vi­ol­ent com­bat began between his thoughts, in which, like the Jupiter of the Ili­ad, he weighed in turn the gypsy and the goat; and he looked at them al­tern­ately with eyes moist with tears, say­ing between his teeth:

			“But I can­not save you both!”

			A shock in­formed them that the boat had reached the land at last. The up­roar still filled the city. The un­known rose, ap­proached the gypsy, and en­deavored to take her arm to as­sist her to alight. She re­pulsed him and clung to the sleeve of Grin­goire, who, in his turn, ab­sorbed in the goat, al­most re­pulsed her. Then she sprang alone from the boat. She was so troubled that she did not know what she did or whith­er she was go­ing. Thus she re­mained for a mo­ment, stunned, watch­ing the wa­ter flow past; when she gradu­ally re­turned to her senses, she found her­self alone on the wharf with the un­known. It ap­pears that Grin­goire had taken ad­vant­age of the mo­ment of de­barca­tion to slip away with the goat in­to the block of houses of the Rue Gren­i­er-sur-l’Eau.

			The poor gypsy shivered when she be­held her­self alone with this man. She tried to speak, to cry out, to call Grin­goire; her tongue was dumb in her mouth, and no sound left her lips. All at once she felt the stranger’s hand on hers. It was a strong, cold hand. Her teeth chattered, she turned paler than the ray of moon­light which il­lu­min­ated her. The man spoke not a word. He began to as­cend to­wards the Place de Grève, hold­ing her by the hand.

			At that mo­ment, she had a vague feel­ing that des­tiny is an ir­res­ist­ible force. She had no more res­ist­ance left in her, she al­lowed her­self to be dragged along, run­ning while he walked. At this spot the quay as­cen­ded. But it seemed to her as though she were des­cend­ing a slope.

			She gazed about her on all sides. Not a single passerby. The quay was ab­so­lutely deser­ted. She heard no sound, she felt no people mov­ing save in the tu­mul­tu­ous and glow­ing city, from which she was sep­ar­ated only by an arm of the Seine, and whence her name reached her, mingled with cries of “Death!” The rest of Par­is was spread around her in great blocks of shad­ows.

			Mean­while, the stranger con­tin­ued to drag her along with the same si­lence and the same rapid­ity. She had no re­col­lec­tion of any of the places where she was walk­ing. As she passed be­fore a lighted win­dow, she made an ef­fort, drew up sud­denly, and cried out, “Help!”

			The bour­geois who was stand­ing at the win­dow opened it, ap­peared there in his shirt with his lamp, stared at the quay with a stu­pid air, uttered some words which she did not un­der­stand, and closed his shut­ter again. It was her last gleam of hope ex­tin­guished.

			The man in black did not ut­ter a syl­lable; he held her firmly, and set out again at a quick­er pace. She no longer res­isted, but fol­lowed him, com­pletely broken.

			From time to time she called to­geth­er a little strength, and said, in a voice broken by the un­even­ness of the pave­ment and the breath­less­ness of their flight, “Who are you? Who are you?” He made no reply.

			They ar­rived thus, still keep­ing along the quay, at a tol­er­ably spa­cious square. It was the Grève. In the middle, a sort of black, erect cross was vis­ible; it was the gal­lows. She re­cog­nized all this, and saw where she was.

			The man hal­ted, turned to­wards her and raised his cowl.

			“Oh!” she stammered, al­most pet­ri­fied, “I knew well that it was he again!”

			It was the priest. He looked like the ghost of him­self; that is an ef­fect of the moon­light, it seems as though one be­held only the spectres of things in that light.

			“Listen!” he said to her; and she shuddered at the sound of that fatal voice which she had not heard for a long time. He con­tin­ued speak­ing with those brief and pant­ing jerks, which be­token deep in­tern­al con­vul­sions. “Listen! we are here. I am go­ing to speak to you. This is the Grève. This is an ex­treme point. Des­tiny gives us to one an­oth­er. I am go­ing to de­cide as to your life; you will de­cide as to my soul. Here is a place, here is a night bey­ond which one sees noth­ing. Then listen to me. I am go­ing to tell you. … In the first place, speak not to me of your Phoe­bus. (As he spoke thus he paced to and fro, like a man who can­not re­main in one place, and dragged her after him.) Do not speak to me of him. Do you see? If you ut­ter that name, I know not what I shall do, but it will be ter­rible.”

			Then, like a body which re­cov­ers its centre of grav­ity, he be­came mo­tion­less once more, but his words be­trayed no less agit­a­tion. His voice grew lower and lower.

			“Do not turn your head aside thus. Listen to me. It is a ser­i­ous mat­ter. In the first place, here is what has happened.—All this will not be laughed at. I swear it to you.—What was I say­ing? Re­mind me! Oh!—There is a de­cree of Par­lia­ment which gives you back to the scaf­fold. I have just res­cued you from their hands. But they are pur­su­ing you. Look!”

			He ex­ten­ded his arm to­ward the City. The search seemed, in fact, to be still in pro­gress there. The up­roar drew near­er; the tower of the lieu­ten­ant’s house, situ­ated op­pos­ite the Grève, was full of clam­ors and light, and sol­diers could be seen run­ning on the op­pos­ite quay with torches and these cries, “The gypsy! Where is the gypsy! Death! Death!”

			“You see that they are in pur­suit of you, and that I am not ly­ing to you. I love you.—Do not open your mouth; re­frain from speak­ing to me rather, if it be only to tell me that you hate me. I have made up my mind not to hear that again.—I have just saved you.—Let me fin­ish first. I can save you wholly. I have pre­pared everything. It is yours at will. If you wish, I can do it.”

			He broke off vi­ol­ently. “No, that is not what I should say!”

			As he went with hur­ried step and made her hurry also, for he did not re­lease her, he walked straight to the gal­lows, and poin­ted to it with his fin­ger—

			“Choose between us two,” he said, coldly.

			She tore her­self from his hands and fell at the foot of the gib­bet, em­bra­cing that fu­ner­eal sup­port, then she half turned her beau­ti­ful head, and looked at the priest over her shoulder. One would have said that she was a Holy Vir­gin at the foot of the cross. The priest re­mained mo­tion­less, his fin­ger still raised to­ward the gib­bet, pre­serving his at­ti­tude like a statue. At length the gypsy said to him—

			“It causes me less hor­ror than you do.”

			Then he al­lowed his arm to sink slowly, and gazed at the pave­ment in pro­found de­jec­tion.

			“If these stones could speak,” he mur­mured, “yes, they would say that a very un­happy man stands here.”

			He went on. The young girl, kneel­ing be­fore the gal­lows, en­vel­oped in her long flow­ing hair, let him speak on without in­ter­rup­tion. He now had a gentle and plaint­ive ac­cent which con­tras­ted sadly with the haughty harsh­ness of his fea­tures.

			“I love you. Oh! how true that is! So noth­ing comes of that fire which burns my heart! Alas! young girl, night and day—yes, night and day I tell you—it is tor­ture. Oh! I suf­fer too much, my poor child. ’Tis a thing de­serving of com­pas­sion, I as­sure you. You see that I speak gently to you. I really wish that you should no longer cher­ish this hor­ror of me.—After all, if a man loves a wo­man, ’tis not his fault!—Oh, my God!—What! So you will nev­er par­don me? You will al­ways hate me? All is over then. It is that which renders me evil, do you see? and hor­rible to my­self.—You will not even look at me! You are think­ing of some­thing else, per­chance, while I stand here and talk to you, shud­der­ing on the brink of etern­ity for both of us! Above all things, do not speak to me of the of­ficer!—I would cast my­self at your knees, I would kiss not your feet, but the earth which is un­der your feet; I would sob like a child, I would tear from my breast not words, but my very heart and vi­tals, to tell you that I love you;—all would be use­less, all!—And yet you have noth­ing in your heart but what is tender and mer­ci­ful. You are ra­di­ant with the most beau­ti­ful mild­ness; you are wholly sweet, good, pi­ti­ful, and charm­ing. Alas! You cher­ish no ill will for any one but me alone! Oh! what a fatal­ity!”

			He hid his face in his hands. The young girl heard him weep­ing. It was for the first time. Thus erect and shaken by sobs, he was more miser­able and more sup­pli­ant than when on his knees. He wept thus for a con­sid­er­able time.

			“Come!” he said, these first tears passed, “I have no more words. I had, how­ever, thought well as to what you would say. Now I tremble and shiver and break down at the de­cis­ive mo­ment, I feel con­scious of some­thing su­preme en­vel­op­ing us, and I stam­mer. Oh! I shall fall upon the pave­ment if you do not take pity on me, pity on your­self. Do not con­demn us both. If you only knew how much I love you! What a heart is mine! Oh! what deser­tion of all vir­tue! What des­per­ate aban­don­ment of my­self! A doc­tor, I mock at sci­ence; a gen­tle­man, I tar­nish my own name; a priest, I make of the missal a pil­low of sen­su­al­ity, I spit in the face of my God! all this for thee, en­chant­ress! to be more worthy of thy hell! And you will not have the apostate! Oh! let me tell you all! more still, some­thing more hor­rible, oh! Yet more hor­rible! …”

			As he uttered these last words, his air be­came ut­terly dis­trac­ted. He was si­lent for a mo­ment, and re­sumed, as though speak­ing to him­self, and in a strong voice—

			“Cain, what hast thou done with thy broth­er?”

			There was an­oth­er si­lence, and he went on—

			“What have I done with him, Lord? I re­ceived him, I reared him, I nour­ished him, I loved him, I id­ol­ized him, and I have slain him! Yes, Lord, they have just dashed his head be­fore my eyes on the stone of thine house, and it is be­cause of me, be­cause of this wo­man, be­cause of her.”

			His eye was wild. His voice grew ever weak­er; he re­peated many times, yet, mech­an­ic­ally, at tol­er­ably long in­ter­vals, like a bell pro­long­ing its last vi­bra­tion: “Be­cause of her.—Be­cause of her.”

			Then his tongue no longer ar­tic­u­lated any per­cept­ible sound; but his lips still moved. All at once he sank to­geth­er, like some­thing crum­bling, and lay mo­tion­less on the earth, with his head on his knees.

			A touch from the young girl, as she drew her foot from un­der him, brought him to him­self. He passed his hand slowly over his hol­low cheeks, and gazed for sev­er­al mo­ments at his fin­gers, which were wet, “What!” he mur­mured, “I have wept!”

			And turn­ing sud­denly to the gypsy with un­speak­able an­guish—

			“Alas! you have looked coldly on at my tears! Child, do you know that those tears are of lava? Is it in­deed true? Noth­ing touches when it comes from the man whom one does not love. If you were to see me die, you would laugh. Oh! I do not wish to see you die! One word! A single word of par­don! Say not that you love me, say only that you will do it; that will suf­fice; I will save you. If not—oh! the hour is passing. I en­treat you by all that is sac­red, do not wait un­til I shall have turned to stone again, like that gib­bet which also claims you! Re­flect that I hold the des­tinies of both of us in my hand, that I am mad—it is ter­rible—that I may let all go to de­struc­tion, and that there is be­neath us a bot­tom­less abyss, un­happy girl, whith­er my fall will fol­low yours to all etern­ity! One word of kind­ness! Say one word! only one word!”

			She opened her mouth to an­swer him. He flung him­self on his knees to re­ceive with ad­or­a­tion the word, pos­sibly a tender one, which was on the point of is­su­ing from her lips. She said to him, “You are an as­sas­sin!”

			The priest clasped her in his arms with fury, and began to laugh with an ab­om­in­able laugh.

			“Well, yes, an as­sas­sin!” he said, “and I will have you. You will not have me for your slave, you shall have me for your mas­ter. I will have you! I have a den, whith­er I will drag you. You will fol­low me, you will be ob­liged to fol­low me, or I will de­liv­er you up! You must die, my beauty, or be mine! be­long to the priest! be­long to the apostate! be­long to the as­sas­sin! this very night, do you hear? Come! joy; kiss me, mad girl! The tomb or my bed!”

			His eyes sparkled with im­pur­ity and rage. His lewd lips reddened the young girl’s neck. She struggled in his arms. He covered her with furi­ous kisses.

			“Do not bite me, mon­ster!” she cried. “Oh! the foul, odi­ous monk! leave me! I will tear out thy ugly gray hair and fling it in thy face by the hand­ful!”

			He reddened, turned pale, then re­leased her and gazed at her with a gloomy air. She thought her­self vic­tori­ous, and con­tin­ued—

			“I tell you that I be­long to my Phoe­bus, that ’tis Phoe­bus whom I love, that ’tis Phoe­bus who is hand­some! you are old, priest! you are ugly! Be­gone!”

			He gave vent to a hor­rible cry, like the wretch to whom a hot iron is ap­plied. “Die, then!” he said, gnash­ing his teeth. She saw his ter­rible look and tried to fly. He caught her once more, he shook her, he flung her on the ground, and walked with rap­id strides to­wards the corner of the Tour-Ro­land, drag­ging her after him along the pave­ment by her beau­ti­ful hands.

			On ar­riv­ing there, he turned to her—

			“For the last time, will you be mine?”

			She replied with em­phas­is—

			“No!”

			Then he cried in a loud voice—

			“Gu­d­ule! Gu­d­ule! here is the gypsy! take your ven­geance!”

			The young girl felt her­self seized sud­denly by the el­bow. She looked. A flesh­less arm was stretched from an open­ing in the wall, and held her like a hand of iron.

			“Hold her well,” said the priest; “ ’tis the gypsy es­caped. Re­lease her not. I will go in search of the ser­geants. You shall see her hanged.”

			A gut­tur­al laugh replied from the in­teri­or of the wall to these bloody words—“Hah! hah! hah!”—The gypsy watched the priest re­tire in the dir­ec­tion of the Pont Notre-Dame. A caval­cade was heard in that dir­ec­tion.

			The young girl had re­cog­nized the spite­ful re­cluse. Pant­ing with ter­ror, she tried to dis­en­gage her­self. She writhed, she made many starts of agony and des­pair, but the oth­er held her with in­cred­ible strength. The lean and bony fin­gers which bruised her, clenched on her flesh and met around it. One would have said that this hand was riv­eted to her arm. It was more than a chain, more than a fet­ter, more than a ring of iron, it was a liv­ing pair of pin­cers en­dowed with in­tel­li­gence, which emerged from the wall.

			She fell back against the wall ex­hausted, and then the fear of death took pos­ses­sion of her. She thought of the beauty of life, of youth, of the view of heav­en, the as­pects of nature, of her love for Phoe­bus, of all that was van­ish­ing and all that was ap­proach­ing, of the priest who was de­noun­cing her, of the heads­man who was to come, of the gal­lows which was there. Then she felt ter­ror mount to the very roots of her hair and she heard the mock­ing laugh of the re­cluse, say­ing to her in a very low tone: “Hah! hah! hah! you are go­ing to be hanged!”

			She turned a dy­ing look to­wards the win­dow, and she be­held the fierce face of the sacked nun through the bars.

			“What have I done to you?” she said, al­most life­less.

			The re­cluse did not reply, but began to mumble with a sing­song ir­rit­ated, mock­ing in­ton­a­tion: “Daugh­ter of Egypt! daugh­ter of Egypt! daugh­ter of Egypt!”

			The un­happy Es­mer­alda dropped her head be­neath her flow­ing hair, com­pre­hend­ing that it was no hu­man be­ing she had to deal with.

			All at once the re­cluse ex­claimed, as though the gypsy’s ques­tion had taken all this time to reach her brain—“ ‘What have you done to me?’ you say! Ah! what have you done to me, gypsy! Well! listen.—I had a child! you see! I had a child! a child, I tell you!—a pretty little girl!—my Ag­nès!” she went on wildly, kiss­ing some­thing in the dark.—“Well! do you see, daugh­ter of Egypt? they took my child from me; they stole my child; they ate my child. That is what you have done to me.”

			The young girl replied like a lamb—

			“Alas! per­chance I was not born then!”

			“Oh! yes!” re­turned the re­cluse, “you must have been born. You were among them. She would be the same age as you! so!—I have been here fif­teen years; fif­teen years have I suffered; fif­teen years have I prayed; fif­teen years have I beat my head against these four walls—I tell you that ’twas the gypsies who stole her from me, do you hear that? and who ate her with their teeth.—Have you a heart? ima­gine a child play­ing, a child suck­ing; a child sleep­ing. It is so in­no­cent a thing!—Well! that, that is what they took from me, what they killed. The good God knows it well! Today, it is my turn; I am go­ing to eat the gypsy.—Oh! I would bite you well, if the bars did not pre­vent me! My head is too large!—Poor little one! while she was asleep! And if they woke her up when they took her, in vain she might cry; I was not there!—Ah! gypsy moth­ers, you de­voured my child! come see your own.”

			Then she began to laugh or to gnash her teeth, for the two things re­sembled each oth­er in that furi­ous face. The day was be­gin­ning to dawn. An ashy gleam dimly lighted this scene, and the gal­lows grew more and more dis­tinct in the square. On the oth­er side, in the dir­ec­tion of the bridge of Notre-Dame, the poor con­demned girl fan­cied that she heard the sound of cav­alry ap­proach­ing.

			“Madam,” she cried, clasp­ing her hands and fall­ing on her knees, dishevelled, dis­trac­ted, mad with fright; “madam! have pity! They are com­ing. I have done noth­ing to you. Would you wish to see me die in this hor­rible fash­ion be­fore your very eyes? You are pi­ti­ful, I am sure. It is too fright­ful. Let me make my es­cape. Re­lease me! Mercy. I do not wish to die like that!”

			“Give me back my child!” said the re­cluse.

			“Mercy! Mercy!”

			“Give me back my child!”

			“Re­lease me, in the name of heav­en!”

			“Give me back my child!”

			Again the young girl fell; ex­hausted, broken, and hav­ing already the glassy eye of a per­son in the grave.

			“Alas!” she faltered, “you seek your child, I seek my par­ents.”

			“Give me back my little Ag­nès!” pur­sued Gu­d­ule. “You do not know where she is? Then die!—I will tell you. I was a wo­man of the town, I had a child, they took my child. It was the gypsies. You see plainly that you must die. When your moth­er, the gypsy, comes to re­claim you, I shall say to her: ‘Moth­er, look at that gib­bet!’—Or, give me back my child. Do you know where she is, my little daugh­ter? Stay! I will show you. Here is her shoe, all that is left me of her. Do you know where its mate is? If you know, tell me, and if it is only at the oth­er end of the world, I will crawl to it on my knees.”

			As she spoke thus, with her oth­er arm ex­ten­ded through the win­dow, she showed the gypsy the little em­broidered shoe. It was already light enough to dis­tin­guish its shape and its col­ors.

			“Let me see that shoe,” said the gypsy, quiv­er­ing. “God! God!”

			And at the same time, with her hand which was at liberty, she quickly opened the little bag or­na­men­ted with green glass, which she wore about her neck.

			“Go on, go on!” grumbled Gu­d­ule, “search your de­mon’s am­u­let!”

			All at once, she stopped short, trembled in every limb, and cried in a voice which pro­ceeded from the very depths of her be­ing: “My daugh­ter!”

			The gypsy had just drawn from the bag a little shoe ab­so­lutely sim­il­ar to the oth­er. To this little shoe was at­tached a parch­ment on which was in­scribed this charm—

			
				
					Quand le pareil ret­rouver­as
					

					Ta mère te tendras les bras.68
				

			

			Quick­er than a flash of light­ning, the re­cluse had laid the two shoes to­geth­er, had read the parch­ment and had put close to the bars of the win­dow her face beam­ing with ce­les­ti­al joy as she cried—

			“My daugh­ter! my daugh­ter!”

			“My moth­er!” said the gypsy.

			Here we are un­equal to the task of de­pict­ing the scene. The wall and the iron bars were between them. “Oh! the wall!” cried the re­cluse. “Oh! to see her and not to em­brace her! Your hand! your hand!”

			The young girl passed her arm through the open­ing; the re­cluse threw her­self on that hand, pressed her lips to it and there re­mained, bur­ied in that kiss, giv­ing no oth­er sign of life than a sob which heaved her breast from time to time. In the mean­while, she wept in tor­rents, in si­lence, in the dark, like a rain at night. The poor moth­er poured out in floods upon that ad­ored hand the dark and deep well of tears, which lay with­in her, and in­to which her grief had filtered, drop by drop, for fif­teen years.

			All at once she rose, flung aside her long gray hair from her brow, and without ut­ter­ing a word, began to shake the bars of her cage cell, with both hands, more furi­ously than a li­on­ess. The bars held firm. Then she went to seek in the corner of her cell a huge pav­ing stone, which served her as a pil­low, and launched it against them with such vi­ol­ence that one of the bars broke, emit­ting thou­sands of sparks. A second blow com­pletely shattered the old iron cross which bar­ri­caded the win­dow. Then with her two hands, she fin­ished break­ing and re­mov­ing the rus­ted stumps of the bars. There are mo­ments when wo­man’s hands pos­sess su­per­hu­man strength.

			A pas­sage broken, less than a minute was re­quired for her to seize her daugh­ter by the middle of her body, and draw her in­to her cell. “Come let me draw you out of the abyss,” she mur­mured.

			When her daugh­ter was in­side the cell, she laid her gently on the ground, then raised her up again, and bear­ing her in her arms as though she were still only her little Ag­nès, she walked to and fro in her little room, in­tox­ic­ated, frantic, joy­ous, cry­ing out, singing, kiss­ing her daugh­ter, talk­ing to her, burst­ing in­to laughter, melt­ing in­to tears, all at once and with vehe­mence.

			“My daugh­ter! my daugh­ter!” she said. “I have my daugh­ter! here she is! The good God has giv­en her back to me! Ha you! come all of you! Is there any one there to see that I have my daugh­ter? Lord Je­sus, how beau­ti­ful she is! You have made me wait fif­teen years, my good God, but it was in or­der to give her back to me beau­ti­ful.—Then the gypsies did not eat her! Who said so? My little daugh­ter! my little daugh­ter! Kiss me. Those good gypsies! I love the gypsies!—It is really you! That was what made my heart leap every time that you passed by. And I took that for hatred! For­give me, my Ag­nès, for­give me. You thought me very ma­li­cious, did you not? I love you. Have you still the little mark on your neck? Let us see. She still has it. Oh! you are beau­ti­ful! It was I who gave you those big eyes, ma­demois­elle. Kiss me. I love you. It is noth­ing to me that oth­er moth­ers have chil­dren; I scorn them now. They have only to come and see. Here is mine. See her neck, her eyes, her hair, her hands. Find me any­thing as beau­ti­ful as that! Oh! I prom­ise you she will have lov­ers, that she will! I have wept for fif­teen years. All my beauty has de­par­ted and has fallen to her. Kiss me.”

			She ad­dressed to her a thou­sand oth­er ex­tra­vag­ant re­marks, whose ac­cent con­sti­tuted their sole beauty, dis­ar­ranged the poor girl’s gar­ments even to the point of mak­ing her blush, smoothed her silky hair with her hand, kissed her foot, her knee, her brow, her eyes, was in rap­tures over everything. The young girl let her have her way, re­peat­ing at in­ter­vals and very low and with in­fin­ite ten­der­ness, “My moth­er!”

			“Do you see, my little girl,” re­sumed the re­cluse, in­ter­spers­ing her words with kisses, “I shall love you dearly? We will go away from here. We are go­ing to be very happy. I have in­her­ited some­thing in Re­ims, in our coun­try. You know Re­ims? Ah! no, you do not know it; you were too small! If you only knew how pretty you were at the age of four months! Tiny feet that people came even from Eper­nay, which is sev­en leagues away, to see! We shall have a field, a house. I will put you to sleep in my bed. My God! my God! who would be­lieve this? I have my daugh­ter!”

			“Oh, my moth­er!” said the young girl, at length find­ing strength to speak in her emo­tion, “the gypsy wo­man told me so. There was a good gypsy of our band who died last year, and who al­ways cared for me like a nurse. It was she who placed this little bag about my neck. She al­ways said to me: ‘Little one, guard this jew­el well! ’Tis a treas­ure. It will cause thee to find thy moth­er once again. Thou wearest thy moth­er about thy neck.’—The gypsy pre­dicted it!”

			The sacked nun again pressed her daugh­ter in her arms.

			“Come, let me kiss you! You say that pret­tily. When we are in the coun­try, we will place these little shoes on an in­fant Je­sus in the church. We cer­tainly owe that to the good, holy Vir­gin. What a pretty voice you have! When you spoke to me just now, it was mu­sic! Ah! my Lord God! I have found my child again! But is this story cred­ible? Noth­ing will kill one—or I should have died of joy.”

			And then she began to clap her hands again and to laugh and to cry out: “We are go­ing to be so happy!”

			At that mo­ment, the cell re­soun­ded with the clang of arms and a gal­lop­ing of horses which seemed to be com­ing from the Pont Notre-Dame, amid ad­van­cing farther and farther along the quay. The gypsy threw her­self with an­guish in­to the arms of the sacked nun.

			“Save me! save me! moth­er! they are com­ing!”

			“Oh, heav­en! what are you say­ing? I had for­got­ten! They are in pur­suit of you! What have you done?”

			“I know not,” replied the un­happy child; “but I am con­demned to die.”

			“To die!” said Gu­d­ule, stag­ger­ing as though struck by light­ning; “to die!” she re­peated slowly, gaz­ing at her daugh­ter with star­ing eyes.

			“Yes, moth­er,” replied the frightened young girl, “they want to kill me. They are com­ing to seize me. That gal­lows is for me! Save me! save me! They are com­ing! Save me!”

			The re­cluse re­mained for sev­er­al mo­ments mo­tion­less and pet­ri­fied, then she moved her head in sign of doubt, and sud­denly giv­ing vent to a burst of laughter, but with that ter­rible laugh which had come back to her—

			“Ho! ho! no! ’tis a dream of which you are telling me. Ah, yes! I lost her, that las­ted fif­teen years, and then I found her again, and that las­ted a minute! And they would take her from me again! And now, when she is beau­ti­ful, when she is grown up, when she speaks to me, when she loves me; it is now that they would come to de­vour her, be­fore my very eyes, and I her moth­er! Oh! no! these things are not pos­sible. The good God does not per­mit such things as that.”

			Here the caval­cade ap­peared to halt, and a voice was heard to say in the dis­tance—

			“This way, Messire Tristan! The priest says that we shall find her at the Rat-Hole.” The noise of the horses began again.

			The re­cluse sprang to her feet with a shriek of des­pair. “Fly! fly! my child! All comes back to me. You are right. It is your death! Hor­ror! Mal­edic­tions! Fly!”

			She thrust her head through the win­dow, and with­drew it again hast­ily.

			“Re­main,” she said, in a low, curt, and lugubri­ous tone, as she pressed the hand of the gypsy, who was more dead than alive. “Re­main! Do not breathe! There are sol­diers every­where. You can­not get out. It is too light.”

			Her eyes were dry and burn­ing. She re­mained si­lent for a mo­ment; but she paced the cell hur­riedly, and hal­ted now and then to pluck out hand­fuls of her gray hairs, which she af­ter­wards tore with her teeth.

			Sud­denly she said: “They draw near. I will speak with them. Hide your­self in this corner. They will not see you. I will tell them that you have made your es­cape. That I re­leased you, i’ faith!”

			She set her daugh­ter (down for she was still car­ry­ing her), in one corner of the cell which was not vis­ible from without. She made her crouch down, ar­ranged her care­fully so that neither foot nor hand pro­jec­ted from the shad­ow, un­tied her black hair which she spread over her white robe to con­ceal it, placed in front of her her jug and her pav­ing stone, the only art­icles of fur­niture which she pos­sessed, ima­gin­ing that this jug and stone would hide her. And when this was fin­ished she be­came more tran­quil, and knelt down to pray. The day, which was only dawn­ing, still left many shad­ows in the Rat-Hole.

			At that mo­ment, the voice of the priest, that in­fernal voice, passed very close to the cell, cry­ing—

			“This way, Cap­tain Phoe­bus de Château­pers.”

			At that name, at that voice, la Es­mer­alda, crouch­ing in her corner, made a move­ment.

			“Do not stir!” said Gu­d­ule.

			She had barely fin­ished when a tu­mult of men, swords, and horses hal­ted around the cell. The moth­er rose quickly and went to post her­self be­fore her win­dow, in or­der to stop it up. She be­held a large troop of armed men, both horse and foot, drawn up on the Grève.

			The com­mand­er dis­moun­ted, and came to­ward her.

			“Old wo­man!” said this man, who had an at­ro­cious face, “we are in search of a witch to hang her; we were told that you had her.”

			The poor moth­er as­sumed as in­dif­fer­ent an air as she could, and replied—

			“I know not what you mean.”

			The oth­er re­sumed, “Tête Dieu! What was it that frightened arch­deac­on said? Where is he?”

			“Mon­sei­gneur,” said a sol­dier, “he has dis­ap­peared.”

			“Come, now, old mad­wo­man,” began the com­mand­er again, “do not lie. A sor­ceress was giv­en in charge to you. What have you done with her?”

			The re­cluse did not wish to deny all, for fear of awaken­ing sus­pi­cion, and replied in a sin­cere and surly tone—

			“If you are speak­ing of a big young girl who was put in­to my hands a while ago, I will tell you that she bit me, and that I re­leased her. There! Leave me in peace.”

			The com­mand­er made a grim­ace of dis­ap­point­ment. “Don’t lie to me, old spectre!” said he. “My name is Tristan l’Hermite, and I am the king’s gos­sip. Tristan the Her­mit, do you hear?” He ad­ded, as he glanced at the Place de Grève around him, “ ’Tis a name which has an echo here.”

			“You might be Satan the Her­mit,” replied Gu­d­ule, who was re­gain­ing hope, “but I should have noth­ing else to say to you, and I should nev­er be afraid of you.”

			“Tête-Dieu,” said Tristan, “here is a crone! Ah! So the witch girl hath fled! And in which dir­ec­tion did she go?” Gu­d­ule replied in a care­less tone—

			“Through the Rue du Mouton, I be­lieve.”

			Tristan turned his head and made a sign to his troop to pre­pare to set out on the march again. The re­cluse breathed freely once more.

			“Mon­sei­gneur,” sud­denly said an arch­er, “ask the old elf why the bars of her win­dow are broken in this man­ner.”

			This ques­tion brought an­guish again to the heart of the miser­able moth­er. Nev­er­the­less, she did not lose all pres­ence of mind.

			“They have al­ways been thus,” she stammered.

			“Bah!” re­tor­ted the arch­er, “only yes­ter­day they still formed a fine black cross, which in­spired de­vo­tion.”

			Tristan cast a side­long glance at the re­cluse.

			“I think the old dame is get­ting con­fused!”

			The un­for­tu­nate wo­man felt that all de­pended on her self-pos­ses­sion, and, al­though with death in her soul, she began to grin. Moth­ers pos­sess such strength.

			“Bah!” said she, “the man is drunk. ’Tis more than a year since the tail of a stone cart dashed against my win­dow and broke in the grat­ing. And how I cursed the carter, too.”

			“ ’Tis true,” said an­oth­er arch­er, “I was there.”

			Al­ways and every­where people are to be found who have seen everything. This un­ex­pec­ted testi­mony from the arch­er re-en­cour­aged the re­cluse, whom this in­ter­rog­at­ory was for­cing to cross an abyss on the edge of a knife. But she was con­demned to a per­petu­al al­tern­at­ive of hope and alarm.

			“If it was a cart which did it,” re­tor­ted the first sol­dier, “the stumps of the bars should be thrust in­wards, while they ac­tu­ally are pushed out­wards.”

			“Hé! hé!” said Tristan to the sol­dier, “you have the nose of an in­quis­it­or of the Châtelet. Reply to what he says, old wo­man.”

			“Good heav­ens!” she ex­claimed, driv­en to bay, and in a voice that was full of tears in des­pite of her ef­forts, “I swear to you, mon­sei­gneur, that ’twas a cart which broke those bars. You hear the man who saw it. And then, what has that to do with your gypsy?”

			“Hum!” growled Tristan.

			“The dev­il!” went on the sol­dier, flattered by the prov­ost’s praise, “these frac­tures of the iron are per­fectly fresh.”

			Tristan tossed his head. She turned pale.

			“How long ago, say you, did the cart do it?”

			“A month, a fort­night, per­haps, mon­sei­gneur, I know not.”

			“She first said more than a year,” ob­served the sol­dier.

			“That is sus­pi­cious,” said the prov­ost.

			“Mon­sei­gneur!” she cried, still pressed against the open­ing, and trem­bling lest sus­pi­cion should lead them to thrust their heads through and look in­to her cell; “mon­sei­gneur, I swear to you that ’twas a cart which broke this grat­ing. I swear it to you by the an­gels of para­dise. If it was not a cart, may I be etern­ally damned, and I re­ject God!”

			“You put a great deal of heat in­to that oath;” said Tristan, with his in­quis­it­ori­al glance.

			The poor wo­man felt her as­sur­ance van­ish­ing more and more. She had reached the point of blun­der­ing, and she com­pre­hen­ded with ter­ror that she was say­ing what she ought not to have said.

			Here an­oth­er sol­dier came up, cry­ing—

			“Mon­sieur, the old hag lies. The sor­ceress did not flee through the Rue de Mouton. The street chain has re­mained stretched all night, and the chain guard has seen no one pass.”

			Tristan, whose face be­came more sin­is­ter with every mo­ment, ad­dressed the re­cluse—

			“What have you to say to that?”

			She tried to make head against this new in­cid­ent,

			“That I do not know, mon­sei­gneur; that I may have been mis­taken. I be­lieve, in fact, that she crossed the wa­ter.”

			“That is in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion,” said the prov­ost, “and it is not very likely that she would wish to re-enter the city, where she was be­ing pur­sued. You are ly­ing, old wo­man.”

			“And then,” ad­ded the first sol­dier, “there is no boat either on this side of the stream or on the oth­er.”

			“She swam across,” replied the re­cluse, de­fend­ing her ground foot by foot.

			“Do wo­men swim?” said the sol­dier.

			“Tête Dieu! old wo­man! You are ly­ing!” re­peated Tristan an­grily. “I have a good mind to aban­don that sor­ceress and take you. A quarter of an hour of tor­ture will, per­chance, draw the truth from your throat. Come! You are to fol­low us.”

			She seized on these words with avid­ity.

			“As you please, mon­sei­gneur. Do it. Do it. Tor­ture. I am will­ing. Take me away. Quick, quick! let us set out at once!—Dur­ing that time,” she said to her­self, “my daugh­ter will make her es­cape.”

			“ ’S death!” said the prov­ost, “what an ap­pet­ite for the rack! I un­der­stand not this mad­wo­man at all.”

			An old, gray-haired ser­geant of the guard stepped out of the ranks, and ad­dress­ing the prov­ost—

			“Mad in sooth, mon­sei­gneur. If she re­leased the gypsy, it was not her fault, for she loves not the gypsies. I have been of the watch these fif­teen years, and I hear her every even­ing curs­ing the Bo­hemi­an wo­men with end­less im­prec­a­tions. If the one of whom we are in pur­suit is, as I sup­pose, the little dan­cer with the goat, she de­tests that one above all the rest.”

			Gu­d­ule made an ef­fort and said—

			“That one above all.”

			The un­an­im­ous testi­mony of the men of the watch con­firmed the old ser­geant’s words to the prov­ost. Tristan l’Hermite, in des­pair at ex­tract­ing any­thing from the re­cluse, turned his back on her, and with un­speak­able anxi­ety she be­held him dir­ect his course slowly to­wards his horse.

			“Come!” he said, between his teeth, “March on! let us set out again on the quest. I shall not sleep un­til that gypsy is hanged.”

			But he still hes­it­ated for some time be­fore mount­ing his horse. Gu­d­ule pal­pit­ated between life and death, as she be­held him cast about the Place that un­easy look of a hunt­ing dog which in­stinct­ively feels that the lair of the beast is close to him, and is loath to go away. At length he shook his head and leaped in­to his saddle. Gu­d­ule’s hor­ribly com­pressed heart now dilated, and she said in a low voice, as she cast a glance at her daugh­ter, whom she had not ven­tured to look at while they were there, “Saved!”

			The poor child had re­mained all this time in her corner, without breath­ing, without mov­ing, with the idea of death be­fore her. She had lost noth­ing of the scene between Gu­d­ule and Tristan, and the an­guish of her moth­er had found its echo in her heart. She had heard all the suc­cess­ive snap­pings of the thread by which she hung sus­pen­ded over the gulf; twenty times she had fan­cied that she saw it break, and at last she began to breathe again and to feel her foot on firm ground. At that mo­ment she heard a voice say­ing to the prov­ost: “Cor­b­oeuf! Mon­sieur le Pre­vôt, ’tis no af­fair of mine, a man of arms, to hang witches. The rabble of the popu­lace is sup­pressed. I leave you to at­tend to the mat­ter alone. You will al­low me to re­join my com­pany, who are wait­ing for their cap­tain.”

			The voice was that of Phoe­bus de Château­pers; that which took place with­in her was in­ef­fable. He was there, her friend, her pro­tect­or, her sup­port, her refuge, her Phoe­bus. She rose, and be­fore her moth­er could pre­vent her, she had rushed to the win­dow, cry­ing—

			“Phoe­bus! aid me, my Phoe­bus!”

			Phoe­bus was no longer there. He had just turned the corner of the Rue de la Couteller­ie at a gal­lop. But Tristan had not yet taken his de­par­ture.

			The re­cluse rushed upon her daugh­ter with a roar of agony. She dragged her vi­ol­ently back, dig­ging her nails in­to her neck. A tigress moth­er does not stand on trifles. But it was too late. Tristan had seen.

			“Hé! hé!” he ex­claimed with a laugh which laid bare all his teeth and made his face re­semble the muzzle of a wolf, “two mice in the trap!”

			“I sus­pec­ted as much,” said the sol­dier.

			Tristan clapped him on the shoulder—

			“You are a good cat! Come!” he ad­ded, “where is Hen­riet Cous­in?”

			A man who had neither the gar­ments nor the air of a sol­dier, stepped from the ranks. He wore a cos­tume half gray, half brown, flat hair, leath­er sleeves, and car­ried a bundle of ropes in his huge hand. This man al­ways at­ten­ded Tristan, who al­ways at­ten­ded Louis XI. “Friend,” said Tristan l’Hermite, “I pre­sume that this is the sor­ceress of whom we are in search. You will hang me this one. Have you your lad­der?”

			“There is one yon­der, un­der the shed of the Pil­lar-House,” replied the man. “Is it on this justice that the thing is to be done?” he ad­ded, point­ing to the stone gib­bet.

			“Yes.”

			“Ho, hé!” con­tin­ued the man with a huge laugh, which was still more bru­tal than that of the prov­ost, “we shall not have far to go.”

			“Make haste!” said Tristan, “you shall laugh af­ter­wards.”

			In the mean­time, the re­cluse had not uttered an­oth­er word since Tristan had seen her daugh­ter and all hope was lost. She had flung the poor gypsy, half dead, in­to the corner of the cel­lar, and had placed her­self once more at the win­dow with both hands rest­ing on the angle of the sill like two claws. In this at­ti­tude she was seen to cast upon all those sol­diers her glance which had be­come wild and frantic once more. At the mo­ment when Ren­net Cous­in ap­proached her cell, she showed him so sav­age a face that he shrank back.

			“Mon­sei­gneur,” he said, re­turn­ing to the prov­ost, “which am I to take?”

			“The young one.”

			“So much the bet­ter, for the old one seemeth dif­fi­cult.”

			“Poor little dan­cer with the goat!” said the old ser­geant of the watch.

			Ren­net Cous­in ap­proached the win­dow again. The moth­er’s eyes made his own droop. He said with a good deal of timid­ity—

			“Madam”—

			She in­ter­rup­ted him in a very low but furi­ous voice—

			“What do you ask?”

			“It is not you,” he said, “it is the oth­er.”

			“What oth­er?”

			“The young one.”

			She began to shake her head, cry­ing—

			“There is no one! there is no one! there is no one!”

			“Yes, there is!” re­tor­ted the hang­man, “and you know it well. Let me take the young one. I have no wish to harm you.”

			She said, with a strange sneer—

			“Ah! so you have no wish to harm me!”

			“Let me have the oth­er, madam; ’tis mon­sieur the prov­ost who wills it.”

			She re­peated with a look of mad­ness—

			“There is no one here.”

			“I tell you that there is!” replied the ex­e­cu­tion­er. “We have all seen that there are two of you.”

			“Look then!” said the re­cluse, with a sneer. “Thrust your head through the win­dow.”

			The ex­e­cu­tion­er ob­served the moth­er’s fin­ger­nails and dared not.

			“Make haste!” shouted Tristan, who had just ranged his troops in a circle round the Rat-Hole, and who sat on his horse be­side the gal­lows.

			Ren­net re­turned once more to the prov­ost in great em­bar­rass­ment. He had flung his rope on the ground, and was twist­ing his hat between his hands with an awk­ward air.

			“Mon­sei­gneur,” he asked, “where am I to enter?”

			“By the door.”

			“There is none.”

			“By the win­dow.”

			“ ’Tis too small.”

			“Make it lar­ger,” said Tristan an­grily. “Have you not pick­axes?”

			The moth­er still looked on stead­fastly from the depths of her cav­ern. She no longer hoped for any­thing, she no longer knew what she wished, ex­cept that she did not wish them to take her daugh­ter.

			Ren­net Cous­in went in search of the chest of tools for the night man, un­der the shed of the Pil­lar-House. He drew from it also the double lad­der, which he im­me­di­ately set up against the gal­lows. Five or six of the prov­ost’s men armed them­selves with picks and crow­bars, and Tristan betook him­self, in com­pany with them, to­wards the win­dow.

			“Old wo­man,” said the prov­ost, in a severe tone, “de­liv­er up to us that girl quietly.”

			She looked at him like one who does not un­der­stand.

			“Tête Dieu!” con­tin­ued Tristan, “why do you try to pre­vent this sor­ceress be­ing hung as it pleases the king?”

			The wretched wo­man began to laugh in her wild way.

			“Why? She is my daugh­ter.”

			The tone in which she pro­nounced these words made even Hen­riet Cous­in shud­der.

			“I am sorry for that,” said the prov­ost, “but it is the king’s good pleas­ure.”

			She cried, re­doub­ling her ter­rible laugh—

			“What is your king to me? I tell you that she is my daugh­ter!”

			“Pierce the wall,” said Tristan.

			In or­der to make a suf­fi­ciently wide open­ing, it suf­ficed to dis­lodge one course of stone be­low the win­dow. When the moth­er heard the picks and crow­bars min­ing her fort­ress, she uttered a ter­rible cry; then she began to stride about her cell with fright­ful swift­ness, a wild beasts’ habit which her cage had im­par­ted to her. She no longer said any­thing, but her eyes flamed. The sol­diers were chilled to the very soul.

			All at once she seized her pav­ing stone, laughed, and hurled it with both fists upon the work­men. The stone, badly flung (for her hands trembled), touched no one, and fell short un­der the feet of Tristan’s horse. She gnashed her teeth.

			In the mean­time, al­though the sun had not yet ris­en, it was broad day­light; a beau­ti­ful rose col­or en­livened the an­cient, de­cayed chim­neys of the Pil­lar-House. It was the hour when the earli­est win­dows of the great city open joy­ously on the roofs. Some work­men, a few fruit-sellers on their way to the mar­kets on their asses, began to tra­verse the Grève; they hal­ted for a mo­ment be­fore this group of sol­diers clustered round the Rat-Hole, stared at it with an air of as­ton­ish­ment and passed on.

			The re­cluse had gone and seated her­self by her daugh­ter, cov­er­ing her with her body, in front of her, with star­ing eyes, listen­ing to the poor child, who did not stir, but who kept mur­mur­ing in a low voice, these words only, “Phoe­bus! Phoe­bus!” In pro­por­tion as the work of the de­mol­ish­ers seemed to ad­vance, the moth­er mech­an­ic­ally re­treated, and pressed the young girl closer and closer to the wall. All at once, the re­cluse be­held the stone (for she was stand­ing guard and nev­er took her eyes from it), move, and she heard Tristan’s voice en­cour­aging the work­ers. Then she aroused from the de­pres­sion in­to which she had fallen dur­ing the last few mo­ments, cried out, and as she spoke, her voice now rent the ear like a saw, then stammered as though all kind of mal­edic­tions were press­ing to her lips to burst forth at once.

			“Ho! ho! ho! Why this is ter­rible! You are ruf­fi­ans! Are you really go­ing to take my daugh­ter? Oh! the cow­ards! Oh! the hang­man lack­eys! the wretched, black­guard as­sas­sins! Help! help! fire! Will they take my child from me like this? Who is it then who is called the good God?”

			Then, ad­dress­ing Tristan, foam­ing at the mouth, with wild eyes, all brist­ling and on all fours like a fe­male pan­ther—

			“Draw near and take my daugh­ter! Do not you un­der­stand that this wo­man tells you that she is my daugh­ter? Do you know what it is to have a child? Eh! lynx, have you nev­er lain with your fe­male? have you nev­er had a cub? and if you have little ones, when they howl have you noth­ing in your vi­tals that moves?”

			“Throw down the stone,” said Tristan; “it no longer holds.”

			The crow­bars raised the heavy course. It was, as we have said, the moth­er’s last bul­wark.

			She threw her­self upon it, she tried to hold it back; she scratched the stone with her nails, but the massive block, set in move­ment by six men, es­caped her and glided gently to the ground along the iron levers.

			The moth­er, per­ceiv­ing an en­trance ef­fected, fell down in front of the open­ing, bar­ri­cad­ing the breach with her body, beat­ing the pave­ment with her head, and shriek­ing with a voice rendered so hoarse by fa­tigue that it was hardly aud­ible—

			“Help! fire! fire!”

			“Now take the wench,” said Tristan, still im­pass­ive.

			The moth­er gazed at the sol­diers in such for­mid­able fash­ion that they were more in­clined to re­treat than to ad­vance.

			“Come, now,” re­peated the prov­ost. “Here you, Ren­net Cous­in!”

			No one took a step.

			The prov­ost swore—

			“Tête de Christ! my men of war! afraid of a wo­man!”

			“Mon­sei­gneur,” said Ren­net, “do you call that a wo­man?”

			“She has the mane of a li­on,” said an­oth­er.

			“Come!” re­peated the prov­ost, “the gap is wide enough. Enter three abreast, as at the breach of Pon­toise. Let us make an end of it, death of Ma­hom! I will make two pieces of the first man who draws back!”

			Placed between the prov­ost and the moth­er, both threat­en­ing, the sol­diers hes­it­ated for a mo­ment, then took their res­ol­u­tion, and ad­vanced to­wards the Rat-Hole.

			When the re­cluse saw this, she rose ab­ruptly on her knees, flung aside her hair from her face, then let her thin flayed hands fall by her side. Then great tears fell, one by one, from her eyes; they flowed down her cheeks through a fur­row, like a tor­rent through a bed which it has hol­lowed for it­self.

			At the same time she began to speak, but in a voice so sup­plic­at­ing, so gentle, so sub­missive, so heartrend­ing, that more than one old con­vict-ward­er around Tristan who must have de­voured hu­man flesh wiped his eyes.

			“Mes­sei­gneurs! messieurs the ser­geants, one word. There is one thing which I must say to you. She is my daugh­ter, do you see? my dear little daugh­ter whom I had lost! Listen. It is quite a his­tory. Con­sider that I knew the ser­geants very well. They were al­ways good to me in the days when the little boys threw stones at me, be­cause I led a life of pleas­ure. Do you see? You will leave me my child when you know! I was a poor wo­man of the town. It was the Bo­hemi­ans who stole her from me. And I kept her shoe for fif­teen years. Stay, here it is. That was the kind of foot which she had. At Re­ims! La Chante­fleur­ie! Rue Folle-Peine! Per­chance, you knew about that. It was I. In your youth, then, there was a merry time, when one passed good hours. You will take pity on me, will you not, gen­tle­men? The gypsies stole her from me; they hid her from me for fif­teen years. I thought her dead. Fancy, my good friends, be­lieved her to be dead. I have passed fif­teen years here in this cel­lar, without a fire in winter. It is hard. The poor, dear little shoe! I have cried so much that the good God has heard me. This night he has giv­en my daugh­ter back to me. It is a mir­acle of the good God. She was not dead. You will not take her from me, I am sure. If it were my­self, I would say noth­ing; but she, a child of six­teen! Leave her time to see the sun! What has she done to you? noth­ing at all. Nor have I. If you did but know that she is all I have, that I am old, that she is a bless­ing which the Holy Vir­gin has sent to me! And then, you are all so good! You did not know that she was my daugh­ter; but now you do know it. Oh! I love her! Mon­sieur, the grand prov­ost. I would prefer a stab in my own vi­tals to a scratch on her fin­ger! You have the air of such a good lord! What I have told you ex­plains the mat­ter, does it not? Oh! if you have had a moth­er, mon­sei­gneur! you are the cap­tain, leave me my child! Con­sider that I pray you on my knees, as one prays to Je­sus Christ! I ask noth­ing of any one; I am from Re­ims, gen­tle­men; I own a little field in­her­ited from my uncle, Mahiet Pra­don. I am no beg­gar. I wish noth­ing, but I do want my child! oh! I want to keep my child! The good God, who is the mas­ter, has not giv­en her back to me for noth­ing! The king! you say the king! It would not cause him much pleas­ure to have my little daugh­ter killed! And then, the king is good! she is my daugh­ter! she is my own daugh­ter! She be­longs not to the king! she is not yours! I want to go away! we want to go away! and when two wo­men pass, one a moth­er and the oth­er a daugh­ter, one lets them go! Let us pass! we be­long in Re­ims. Oh! you are very good, messieurs the ser­geants, I love you all. You will not take my dear little one, it is im­possible! It is ut­terly im­possible, is it not? My child, my child!”

			We will not try to give an idea of her ges­tures, her tone, of the tears which she swal­lowed as she spoke, of the hands which she clasped and then wrung, of the heart­break­ing smiles, of the swim­ming glances, of the groans, the sighs, the miser­able and af­fect­ing cries which she mingled with her dis­ordered, wild, and in­co­her­ent words. When she be­came si­lent Tristan l’Hermite frowned, but it was to con­ceal a tear which welled up in his ti­ger’s eye. He conquered this weak­ness, how­ever, and said in a curt tone—

			“The king wills it.”

			Then he bent down to the ear of Ren­net Cous­in, and said to him in a very low tone—

			“Make an end of it quickly!” Pos­sibly, the re­doubt­able prov­ost felt his heart also fail­ing him.

			The ex­e­cu­tion­er and the ser­geants entered the cell. The moth­er offered no res­ist­ance, only she dragged her­self to­wards her daugh­ter and threw her­self bod­ily upon her. The gypsy be­held the sol­diers ap­proach. The hor­ror of death re­an­im­ated her—

			“Moth­er!” she shrieked, in a tone of in­des­crib­able dis­tress, “Moth­er! they are com­ing! de­fend me!”

			“Yes, my love, I am de­fend­ing you!” replied the moth­er, in a dy­ing voice; and clasp­ing her closely in her arms, she covered her with kisses. The two ly­ing thus on the earth, the moth­er upon the daugh­ter, presen­ted a spec­tacle worthy of pity.

			Ren­net Cous­in grasped the young girl by the middle of her body, be­neath her beau­ti­ful shoulders. When she felt that hand, she cried, “Heuh!” and fain­ted. The ex­e­cu­tion­er who was shed­ding large tears upon her, drop by drop, was about to bear her away in his arms. He tried to de­tach the moth­er, who had, so to speak, knot­ted her hands around her daugh­ter’s waist; but she clung so strongly to her child, that it was im­possible to sep­ar­ate them. Then Ren­net Cous­in dragged the young girl out­side the cell, and the moth­er after her. The moth­er’s eyes were also closed.

			At that mo­ment, the sun rose, and there was already on the Place a fairly nu­mer­ous as­sembly of people who looked on from a dis­tance at what was be­ing thus dragged along the pave­ment to the gib­bet. For that was Prov­ost Tristan’s way at ex­e­cu­tions. He had a pas­sion for pre­vent­ing the ap­proach of the curi­ous.

			There was no one at the win­dows. Only at a dis­tance, at the sum­mit of that one of the towers of Notre-Dame which com­mands the Grève, two men out­lined in black against the light morn­ing sky, and who seemed to be look­ing on, were vis­ible.

			Ren­net Cous­in paused at the foot of the fatal lad­der, with that which he was drag­ging, and, barely breath­ing, with so much pity did the thing in­spire him, he passed the rope around the lovely neck of the young girl. The un­for­tu­nate child felt the hor­rible touch of the hemp. She raised her eye­lids, and saw the flesh­less arm of the stone gal­lows ex­ten­ded above her head. Then she shook her­self and shrieked in a loud and heartrend­ing voice: “No! no! I will not!” Her moth­er, whose head was bur­ied and con­cealed in her daugh­ter’s gar­ments, said not a word; only her whole body could be seen to quiver, and she was heard to re­double her kisses on her child. The ex­e­cu­tion­er took ad­vant­age of this mo­ment to hast­ily loose the arms with which she clasped the con­demned girl. Either through ex­haus­tion or des­pair, she let him have his way. Then he took the young girl on his shoulder, from which the charm­ing creature hung, grace­fully bent over his large head. Then he set his foot on the lad­der in or­der to as­cend.

			At that mo­ment, the moth­er who was crouch­ing on the pave­ment, opened her eyes wide. Without ut­ter­ing a cry, she raised her­self erect with a ter­rible ex­pres­sion; then she flung her­self upon the hand of the ex­e­cu­tion­er, like a beast on its prey, and bit it. It was done like a flash of light­ning. The heads­man howled with pain. Those near by rushed up. With dif­fi­culty they with­drew his bleed­ing hand from the moth­er’s teeth. She pre­served a pro­found si­lence. They thrust her back with much bru­tal­ity, and no­ticed that her head fell heav­ily on the pave­ment. They raised her, she fell back again. She was dead.

			The ex­e­cu­tion­er, who had not loosed his hold on the young girl, began to as­cend the lad­der once more.

		
	
		
			
				II

				“La Creatura Bella Bi­anco Vestita”69

			
			When Quasimodo saw that the cell was empty, that the gypsy was no longer there, that while he had been de­fend­ing her she had been ab­duc­ted, he grasped his hair with both hands and stamped with sur­prise and pain; then he set out to run through the en­tire church seek­ing his Bo­hemi­an, howl­ing strange cries to all the corners of the walls, strew­ing his red hair on the pave­ment. It was just at the mo­ment when the king’s arch­ers were mak­ing their vic­tori­ous en­trance in­to Notre-Dame, also in search of the gypsy. Quasimodo, poor, deaf fel­low, aided them in their fatal in­ten­tions, without sus­pect­ing it; he thought that the out­casts were the gypsy’s en­emies. He him­self con­duc­ted Tristan l’Hermite to all pos­sible hid­ing-places, opened to him the secret doors, the double bot­toms of the al­tars, the rear sac­ris­tries. If the un­for­tu­nate girl had still been there, it would have been he him­self who would have de­livered her up.

			When the fa­tigue of find­ing noth­ing had dis­heartened Tristan, who was not eas­ily dis­cour­aged, Quasimodo con­tin­ued the search alone. He made the tour of the church twenty times, length and breadth, up and down, as­cend­ing and des­cend­ing, run­ning, call­ing, shout­ing, peep­ing, rum­ma­ging, ran­sack­ing, thrust­ing his head in­to every hole, push­ing a torch un­der every vault, des­pair­ing, mad. A male who has lost his fe­male is no more roar­ing nor more hag­gard.

			At last when he was sure, per­fectly sure that she was no longer there, that all was at an end, that she had been snatched from him, he slowly moun­ted the stair­case to the towers, that stair­case which he had as­cen­ded with so much eager­ness and tri­umph on the day when he had saved her. He passed those same places once more with droop­ing head, voice­less, tear­less, al­most breath­less. The church was again deser­ted, and had fallen back in­to its si­lence. The arch­ers had quit­ted it to track the sor­ceress in the city. Quasimodo, left alone in that vast Notre-Dame, so be­sieged and tu­mul­tu­ous but a short time be­fore, once more betook him­self to the cell where the gypsy had slept for so many weeks un­der his guard­i­an­ship.

			As he ap­proached it, he fan­cied that he might, per­haps, find her there. When, at the turn of the gal­lery which opens on the roof of the side aisles, he per­ceived the tiny cell with its little win­dow and its little door crouch­ing be­neath a great fly­ing but­tress like a bird’s nest un­der a branch, the poor man’s heart failed him, and he leaned against a pil­lar to keep from fall­ing. He ima­gined that she might have re­turned thith­er, that some good geni­us had, no doubt, brought her back, that this cham­ber was too tran­quil, too safe, too charm­ing for her not to be there, and he dared not take an­oth­er step for fear of des­troy­ing his il­lu­sion. “Yes,” he said to him­self, “per­chance she is sleep­ing, or pray­ing. I must not dis­turb her.”

			At length he summoned up cour­age, ad­vanced on tip­toe, looked, entered. Empty. The cell was still empty. The un­happy deaf man walked slowly round it, lif­ted the bed and looked be­neath it, as though she might be con­cealed between the pave­ment and the mat­tress, then he shook his head and re­mained stu­pefied. All at once, he crushed his torch un­der his foot, and, without ut­ter­ing a word, without giv­ing vent to a sigh, he flung him­self at full speed, head fore­most against the wall, and fell faint­ing on the floor.

			When he re­covered his senses, he threw him­self on the bed and rolling about, he kissed frantic­ally the place where the young girl had slept and which was still warm; he re­mained there for sev­er­al mo­ments as mo­tion­less as though he were about to ex­pire; then he rose, drip­ping with per­spir­a­tion, pant­ing, mad, and began to beat his head against the wall with the fright­ful reg­u­lar­ity of the clap­per of his bells, and the res­ol­u­tion of a man de­term­ined to kill him­self. At length he fell a second time, ex­hausted; he dragged him­self on his knees out­side the cell, and crouched down fa­cing the door, in an at­ti­tude of as­ton­ish­ment.

			He re­mained thus for more than an hour without mak­ing a move­ment, with his eye fixed on the deser­ted cell, more gloomy, and more pens­ive than a moth­er seated between an empty cradle and a full coffin. He uttered not a word; only at long in­ter­vals, a sob heaved his body vi­ol­ently, but it was a tear­less sob, like sum­mer light­ning which makes no noise.

			It ap­pears to have been then, that, seek­ing at the bot­tom of his lonely thoughts for the un­ex­pec­ted ab­duct­or of the gypsy, he thought of the arch­deac­on. He re­membered that Dom Claude alone pos­sessed a key to the stair­case lead­ing to the cell; he re­called his noc­turn­al at­tempts on the young girl, in the first of which he, Quasimodo, had as­sisted, the second of which he had pre­ven­ted. He re­called a thou­sand de­tails, and soon he no longer doubted that the arch­deac­on had taken the gypsy. Nev­er­the­less, such was his re­spect for the priest, such his grat­it­ude, his de­vo­tion, his love for this man had taken such deep root in his heart, that they res­isted, even at this mo­ment, the talons of jeal­ousy and des­pair.

			He re­flec­ted that the arch­deac­on had done this thing, and the wrath of blood and death which it would have evoked in him against any oth­er per­son, turned in the poor deaf man, from the mo­ment when Claude Frollo was in ques­tion, in­to an in­crease of grief and sor­row.

			At the mo­ment when his thought was thus fixed upon the priest, while the day­break was whiten­ing the fly­ing but­tresses, he per­ceived on the highest story of Notre-Dame, at the angle formed by the ex­tern­al bal­us­trade as it makes the turn of the chancel, a fig­ure walk­ing. This fig­ure was com­ing to­wards him. He re­cog­nized it. It was the arch­deac­on.

			Claude was walk­ing with a slow, grave step. He did not look be­fore him as he walked, he was dir­ect­ing his course to­wards the north­ern tower, but his face was turned aside to­wards the right bank of the Seine, and he held his head high, as though try­ing to see some­thing over the roofs. The owl of­ten as­sumes this ob­lique at­ti­tude. It flies to­wards one point and looks to­wards an­oth­er. In this man­ner the priest passed above Quasimodo without see­ing him.

			The deaf man, who had been pet­ri­fied by this sud­den ap­par­i­tion, be­held him dis­ap­pear through the door of the stair­case to the north tower. The read­er is aware that this is the tower from which the Hôtel-de-Ville is vis­ible. Quasimodo rose and fol­lowed the arch­deac­on.

			Quasimodo as­cen­ded the tower stair­case for the sake of as­cend­ing it, for the sake of see­ing why the priest was as­cend­ing it. Moreover, the poor bell­ringer did not know what he (Quasimodo) should do, what he should say, what he wished. He was full of fury and full of fear. The arch­deac­on and the gypsy had come in­to con­flict in his heart.

			When he reached the sum­mit of the tower, be­fore emer­ging from the shad­ow of the stair­case and step­ping upon the plat­form, he cau­tiously ex­amined the po­s­i­tion of the priest. The priest’s back was turned to him. There is an open­work bal­us­trade which sur­rounds the plat­form of the bell tower. The priest, whose eyes looked down upon the town, was rest­ing his breast on that one of the four sides of the bal­us­trades which looks upon the Pont Notre-Dame.

			Quasimodo, ad­van­cing with the tread of a wolf be­hind him, went to see what he was gaz­ing at thus.

			The priest’s at­ten­tion was so ab­sorbed else­where that he did not hear the deaf man walk­ing be­hind him.

			Par­is is a mag­ni­fi­cent and charm­ing spec­tacle, and es­pe­cially at that day, viewed from the top of the towers of Notre-Dame, in the fresh light of a sum­mer dawn. The day might have been in Ju­ly. The sky was per­fectly se­rene. Some tardy stars were fad­ing away at vari­ous points, and there was a very bril­liant one in the east, in the bright­est part of the heav­ens. The sun was about to ap­pear; Par­is was be­gin­ning to move. A very white and very pure light brought out vividly to the eye all the out­lines that its thou­sands of houses present to the east. The gi­ant shad­ow of the towers leaped from roof to roof, from one end of the great city to the oth­er. There were sev­er­al quar­ters from which were already heard voices and noisy sounds. Here the stroke of a bell, there the stroke of a ham­mer, bey­ond, the com­plic­ated clat­ter of a cart in mo­tion.

			Already sev­er­al columns of smoke were be­ing belched forth from the chim­neys scattered over the whole sur­face of roofs, as through the fis­sures of an im­mense sul­phur­ous crater. The river, which ruffles its wa­ters against the arches of so many bridges, against the points of so many is­lands, was waver­ing with sil­very folds. Around the city, out­side the ram­parts, sight was lost in a great circle of fleecy va­pors through which one con­fusedly dis­tin­guished the in­def­in­ite line of the plains, and the grace­ful swell of the heights. All sorts of float­ing sounds were dis­persed over this half-awakened city. To­wards the east, the morn­ing breeze chased a few soft white bits of wool torn from the misty fleece of the hills.

			In the Par­vis, some good wo­men, who had their milk jugs in their hands, were point­ing out to each oth­er, with as­ton­ish­ment, the sin­gu­lar dilap­id­a­tion of the great door of Notre-Dame, and the two so­lid­i­fied streams of lead in the crevices of the stone. This was all that re­mained of the tem­pest of the night. The bon­fire lighted between the towers by Quasimodo had died out. Tristan had already cleared up the Place, and had the dead thrown in­to the Seine. Kings like Louis XI are care­ful to clean the pave­ment quickly after a mas­sacre.

			Out­side the bal­us­trade of the tower, dir­ectly un­der the point where the priest had paused, there was one of those fant­ast­ic­ally carved stone gut­ters with which Goth­ic edi­fices bristle, and, in a crevice of that gut­ter, two pretty wall­flowers in blos­som, shaken out and viv­i­fied, as it were, by the breath of air, made frol­ic­some sa­luta­tions to each oth­er. Above the towers, on high, far away in the depths of the sky, the cries of little birds were heard.

			But the priest was not listen­ing to, was not look­ing at, any­thing of all this. He was one of the men for whom there are no morn­ings, no birds, no flowers. In that im­mense ho­ri­zon, which as­sumed so many as­pects about him, his con­tem­pla­tion was con­cen­trated on a single point.

			Quasimodo was burn­ing to ask him what he had done with the gypsy; but the arch­deac­on seemed to be out of the world at that mo­ment. He was evid­ently in one of those vi­ol­ent mo­ments of life when one would not feel the earth crumble. He re­mained mo­tion­less and si­lent, with his eyes stead­ily fixed on a cer­tain point; and there was some­thing so ter­rible about this si­lence and im­mob­il­ity that the sav­age bell­ringer shuddered be­fore it and dared not come in con­tact with it. Only, and this was also one way of in­ter­rog­at­ing the arch­deac­on, he fol­lowed the dir­ec­tion of his vis­ion, and in this way the glance of the un­happy deaf man fell upon the Place de Grève.

			Thus he saw what the priest was look­ing at. The lad­der was erec­ted near the per­man­ent gal­lows. There were some people and many sol­diers in the Place. A man was drag­ging a white thing, from which hung some­thing black, along the pave­ment. This man hal­ted at the foot of the gal­lows.

			Here some­thing took place which Quasimodo could not see very clearly. It was not be­cause his only eye had not pre­served its long range, but there was a group of sol­diers which pre­ven­ted his see­ing everything. Moreover, at that mo­ment the sun ap­peared, and such a flood of light over­flowed the ho­ri­zon that one would have said that all the points in Par­is, spires, chim­neys, gables, had sim­ul­tan­eously taken fire.

			Mean­while, the man began to mount the lad­der. Then Quasimodo saw him again dis­tinctly. He was car­ry­ing a wo­man on his shoulder, a young girl dressed in white; that young girl had a noose about her neck. Quasimodo re­cog­nized her.

			It was she.

			The man reached the top of the lad­der. There he ar­ranged the noose. Here the priest, in or­der to see the bet­ter, knelt upon the bal­us­trade.

			All at once the man kicked away the lad­der ab­ruptly, and Quasimodo, who had not breathed for sev­er­al mo­ments, be­held the un­happy child dangling at the end of the rope two fathoms above the pave­ment, with the man squat­ting on her shoulders. The rope made sev­er­al gyr­a­tions on it­self, and Quasimodo be­held hor­rible con­vul­sions run along the gypsy’s body. The priest, on his side, with out­stretched neck and eyes start­ing from his head, con­tem­plated this hor­rible group of the man and the young girl—the spider and the fly.

			At the mo­ment when it was most hor­rible, the laugh of a de­mon, a laugh which one can only give vent to when one is no longer hu­man, burst forth on the priest’s liv­id face.

			Quasimodo did not hear that laugh, but he saw it.

			The bell­ringer re­treated sev­er­al paces be­hind the arch­deac­on, and sud­denly hurl­ing him­self upon him with fury, with his huge hands he pushed him by the back over in­to the abyss over which Dom Claude was lean­ing.

			The priest shrieked: “Dam­na­tion!” and fell.

			The spout, above which he had stood, ar­res­ted him in his fall. He clung to it with des­per­ate hands, and, at the mo­ment when he opened his mouth to ut­ter a second cry, he be­held the for­mid­able and aven­ging face of Quasimodo thrust over the edge of the bal­us­trade above his head.

			Then he was si­lent.

			The abyss was there be­low him. A fall of more than two hun­dred feet and the pave­ment.

			In this ter­rible situ­ation, the arch­deac­on said not a word, uttered not a groan. He merely writhed upon the spout, with in­cred­ible ef­forts to climb up again; but his hands had no hold on the gran­ite, his feet slid along the blackened wall without catch­ing fast. People who have as­cen­ded the towers of Notre-Dame know that there is a swell of the stone im­me­di­ately be­neath the bal­us­trade. It was on this re­treat­ing angle that miser­able arch­deac­on ex­hausted him­self. He had not to deal with a per­pen­dic­u­lar wall, but with one which sloped away be­neath him.

			Quasimodo had but to stretch out his hand in or­der to draw him from the gulf; but he did not even look at him. He was look­ing at the Grève. He was look­ing at the gal­lows. He was look­ing at the gypsy.

			The deaf man was lean­ing, with his el­bows on the bal­us­trade, at the spot where the arch­deac­on had been a mo­ment be­fore, and there, nev­er de­tach­ing his gaze from the only ob­ject which ex­is­ted for him in the world at that mo­ment, he re­mained mo­tion­less and mute, like a man struck by light­ning, and a long stream of tears flowed in si­lence from that eye which, up to that time, had nev­er shed but one tear.

			Mean­while, the arch­deac­on was pant­ing. His bald brow was drip­ping with per­spir­a­tion, his nails were bleed­ing against the stones, his knees were flayed by the wall.

			He heard his cas­sock, which was caught on the spout, crack and rip at every jerk that he gave it. To com­plete his mis­for­tune, this spout ended in a leaden pipe which bent un­der the weight of his body. The arch­deac­on felt this pipe slowly giv­ing way. The miser­able man said to him­self that, when his hands should be worn out with fa­tigue, when his cas­sock should tear asun­der, when the lead should give way, he would be ob­liged to fall, and ter­ror seized upon his very vi­tals. Now and then he glanced wildly at a sort of nar­row shelf formed, ten feet lower down, by pro­jec­tions of the sculp­ture, and he prayed heav­en, from the depths of his dis­tressed soul, that he might be al­lowed to fin­ish his life, were it to last two cen­tur­ies, on that space two feet square. Once, he glanced be­low him in­to the Place, in­to the abyss; the head which he raised again had its eyes closed and its hair stand­ing erect.

			There was some­thing fright­ful in the si­lence of these two men. While the arch­deac­on ag­on­ized in this ter­rible fash­ion a few feet be­low him, Quasimodo wept and gazed at the Grève.

			The arch­deac­on, see­ing that all his ex­er­tions served only to weak­en the fra­gile sup­port which re­mained to him, de­cided to re­main quiet. There he hung, em­bra­cing the gut­ter, hardly breath­ing, no longer stir­ring, mak­ing no longer any oth­er move­ments than that mech­an­ic­al con­vul­sion of the stom­ach, which one ex­per­i­ences in dreams when one fan­cies him­self fall­ing. His fixed eyes were wide open with a stare. He lost ground little by little, nev­er­the­less, his fin­gers slipped along the spout; he be­came more and more con­scious of the feeble­ness of his arms and the weight of his body. The curve of the lead which sus­tained him in­clined more and more each in­stant to­wards the abyss.

			He be­held be­low him, a fright­ful thing, the roof of Saint-Jean le Rond, as small as a card fol­ded in two. He gazed at the im­press­ive carvings, one by one, of the tower, sus­pen­ded like him­self over the pre­cip­ice, but without ter­ror for them­selves or pity for him. All was stone around him; be­fore his eyes, gap­ing mon­sters; be­low, quite at the bot­tom, in the Place, the pave­ment; above his head, Quasimodo weep­ing.

			In the Par­vis there were sev­er­al groups of curi­ous good people, who were tran­quilly seek­ing to di­vine who the mad­man could be who was amus­ing him­self in so strange a man­ner. The priest heard them say­ing, for their voices reached him, clear and shrill: “Why, he will break his neck!”

			Quasimodo wept.

			At last the arch­deac­on, foam­ing with rage and des­pair, un­der­stood that all was in vain. Nev­er­the­less, he col­lec­ted all the strength which re­mained to him for a fi­nal ef­fort. He stiffened him­self upon the spout, pushed against the wall with both his knees, clung to a crevice in the stones with his hands, and suc­ceeded in climb­ing back with one foot, per­haps; but this ef­fort made the leaden beak on which he res­ted bend ab­ruptly. His cas­sock burst open at the same time. Then, feel­ing everything give way be­neath him, with noth­ing but his stiffened and fail­ing hands to sup­port him, the un­for­tu­nate man closed his eyes and let go of the spout. He fell.

			Quasimodo watched him fall.

			A fall from such a height is sel­dom per­pen­dic­u­lar. The arch­deac­on, launched in­to space, fell at first head fore­most, with out­spread hands; then he whirled over and over many times; the wind blew him upon the roof of a house, where the un­for­tu­nate man began to break up. Nev­er­the­less, he was not dead when he reached there. The bell­ringer saw him still en­deavor to cling to a gable with his nails; but the sur­face sloped too much, and he had no more strength. He slid rap­idly along the roof like a loosened tile, and dashed upon the pave­ment. There he no longer moved.

			Then Quasimodo raised his eyes to the gypsy, whose body he be­held hanging from the gib­bet, quiv­er­ing far away be­neath her white robe with the last shud­der­ings of an­guish, then he dropped them on the arch­deac­on, stretched out at the base of the tower, and no longer re­tain­ing the hu­man form, and he said, with a sob which heaved his deep chest—“Oh! all that I have ever loved!”

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Mar­riage of Phoe­bus

			
			To­wards even­ing on that day, when the ju­di­ciary of­ficers of the bish­op came to pick up from the pave­ment of the Par­vis the dis­lo­cated corpse of the arch­deac­on, Quasimodo had dis­ap­peared.

			A great many ru­mors were in cir­cu­la­tion with re­gard to this ad­ven­ture. No one doubted but that the day had come when, in ac­cord­ance with their com­pact, Quasimodo, that is to say, the dev­il, was to carry off Claude Frollo, that is to say, the sor­cer­er. It was pre­sumed that he had broken the body when tak­ing the soul, like mon­keys who break the shell to get at the nut.

			This is why the arch­deac­on was not in­terred in con­sec­rated earth.

			Louis XI died a year later, in the month of Au­gust, 1483.

			As for Pierre Grin­goire, he suc­ceeded in sav­ing the goat, and he won suc­cess in tragedy. It ap­pears that, after hav­ing tasted as­tro­logy, philo­sophy, ar­chi­tec­ture, her­met­ics—all van­it­ies, he re­turned to tragedy, vain­est pur­suit of all. This is what he called “com­ing to a tra­gic end.” This is what is to be read, on the sub­ject of his dra­mat­ic tri­umphs, in 1483, in the ac­counts of the “Or­din­ary”: “To Je­han Marchand and Pierre Grin­goire, car­penter and com­poser, who have made and com­posed the mys­tery made at the Châtelet of Par­is, at the entry of Mon­sieur the Leg­ate, and have ordered the per­son­ages, clothed and dressed the same, as in the said mys­tery was re­quired; and like­wise, for hav­ing made the scaf­fold­ings thereto ne­ces­sary; and for this deed—one hun­dred livres.”

			Phoe­bus de Château­pers also came to a tra­gic end. He mar­ried.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Mar­riage of Quasimodo

			
			We have just said that Quasimodo dis­ap­peared from Notre-Dame on the day of the gypsy’s and of the arch­deac­on’s death. He was not seen again, in fact; no one knew what had be­come of him.

			Dur­ing the night which fol­lowed the ex­e­cu­tion of la Es­mer­alda, the night men had de­tached her body from the gib­bet, and had car­ried it, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, to the cel­lar of Mont­fauc­on.

			Mont­fauc­on was, as Sauval says, “the most an­cient and the most su­perb gib­bet in the king­dom.” Between the fau­bourgs of the Temple and Saint Mar­tin, about a hun­dred and sixty toises from the walls of Par­is, a few bow shots from La Cour­til­le, there was to be seen on the crest of a gentle, al­most im­per­cept­ible em­in­ence, but suf­fi­ciently el­ev­ated to be seen for sev­er­al leagues round about, an edi­fice of strange form, bear­ing con­sid­er­able re­semb­lance to a Celt­ic crom­lech, and where also hu­man sac­ri­fices were offered.

			Let the read­er pic­ture to him­self, crown­ing a lime­stone hil­lock, an ob­long mass of ma­sonry fif­teen feet in height, thirty wide, forty long, with a gate, an ex­tern­al rail­ing and a plat­form; on this plat­form six­teen enorm­ous pil­lars of rough hewn stone, thirty feet in height, ar­ranged in a colon­nade round three of the four sides of the mass which sup­port them, bound to­geth­er at their sum­mits by heavy beams, whence hung chains at in­ter­vals; on all these chains, skel­et­ons; in the vi­cin­ity, on the plain, a stone cross and two gib­bets of sec­ond­ary im­port­ance, which seemed to have sprung up as shoots around the cent­ral gal­lows; above all this, in the sky, a per­petu­al flock of crows; that was Mont­fauc­on.

			At the end of the fif­teenth cen­tury, the for­mid­able gib­bet which dated from 1328, was already very much dilap­id­ated; the beams were worm-eaten, the chains rus­ted, the pil­lars green with mould; the lay­ers of hewn stone were all cracked at their joints, and grass was grow­ing on that plat­form which no feet touched. The monu­ment made a hor­rible pro­file against the sky; es­pe­cially at night when there was a little moon­light on those white skulls, or when the breeze of even­ing brushed the chains and the skel­et­ons, and swayed all these in the dark­ness. The pres­ence of this gib­bet suf­ficed to render gloomy all the sur­round­ing places.

			The mass of ma­sonry which served as found­a­tion to the odi­ous edi­fice was hol­low. A huge cel­lar had been con­struc­ted there, closed by an old iron grat­ing, which was out of or­der, in­to which were cast not only the hu­man re­mains, which were taken from the chains of Mont­fauc­on, but also the bod­ies of all the un­for­tu­nates ex­ecuted on the oth­er per­man­ent gib­bets of Par­is. To that deep char­nel-house, where so many hu­man re­mains and so many crimes have rot­ted in com­pany, many great ones of this world, many in­no­cent people, have con­trib­uted their bones, from Enguer­rand de Marigni, the first vic­tim, and a just man, to Ad­mir­al de Coligni, who was its last, and who was also a just man.

			As for the mys­ter­i­ous dis­ap­pear­ance of Quasimodo, this is all that we have been able to dis­cov­er.

			About eight­een months or two years after the events which ter­min­ate this story, when search was made in that cav­ern for the body of Olivi­er le Daim, who had been hanged two days pre­vi­ously, and to whom Charles VIII had gran­ted the fa­vor of be­ing bur­ied in Saint Laurent, in bet­ter com­pany, they found among all those hideous car­casses two skel­et­ons, one of which held the oth­er in its em­brace. One of these skel­et­ons, which was that of a wo­man, still had a few strips of a gar­ment which had once been white, and around her neck was to be seen a string of ad­réz­arach beads with a little silk bag or­na­men­ted with green glass, which was open and empty. These ob­jects were of so little value that the ex­e­cu­tion­er had prob­ably not cared for them. The oth­er, which held this one in a close em­brace, was the skel­et­on of a man. It was no­ticed that his spin­al column was crooked, his head seated on his shoulder blades, and that one leg was short­er than the oth­er. Moreover, there was no frac­ture of the ver­teb­rae at the nape of the neck, and it was evid­ent that he had not been hanged. Hence, the man to whom it had be­longed had come thith­er and had died there. When they tried to de­tach the skel­et­on which he held in his em­brace, he fell to dust.

		
	
		
			
				Note

				Ad­ded to the Defin­it­ive Edi­tion

			
			It is by mis­take that this edi­tion was an­nounced as aug­men­ted by many new chapters. The word should have been un­pub­lished. In fact, if by new, newly made is to be un­der­stood, the chapters ad­ded to this edi­tion are not new. They were writ­ten at the same time as the rest of the work; they date from the same epoch, and sprang from the same thought, they have al­ways formed a part of the ma­nu­script of Notre-Dame de Par­is. Moreover, the au­thor can­not com­pre­hend how fresh de­vel­op­ments could be ad­ded to a work of this char­ac­ter after its com­ple­tion. This is not to be done at will. Ac­cord­ing to his idea, a ro­mance is born in a man­ner that is, in some sort, ne­ces­sary, with all its chapters; a drama is born with all its scenes. Think not that there is any­thing ar­bit­rary in the num­bers of parts of which that whole, that mys­ter­i­ous mi­cro­cosm which you call a drama or a ro­mance, is com­posed. Graft­ing and sol­der­ing take badly on works of this nature, which should gush forth in a single stream and so re­main. The thing once done, do not change your mind, do not touch it up. The book once pub­lished, the sex of the work, wheth­er virile or not, has been re­cog­nized and pro­claimed; when the child has once uttered his first cry he is born, there he is, he is made so, neither fath­er nor moth­er can do any­thing, he be­longs to the air and to the sun, let him live or die, such as he is. Has your book been a fail­ure? So much the worse. Add no chapters to an un­suc­cess­ful book. Is it in­com­plete? You should have com­pleted it when you con­ceived it. Is your tree crooked? You can­not straight­en it up. Is your ro­mance con­sumptive? Is your ro­mance not cap­able of liv­ing? You can­not sup­ply it with the breath which it lacks. Has your drama been born lame? Take my ad­vice, and do not provide it with a wooden leg.

			Hence the au­thor at­taches par­tic­u­lar im­port­ance to the pub­lic know­ing for a cer­tainty that the chapters here ad­ded have not been made ex­pressly for this re­print. They were not pub­lished in the pre­ced­ing edi­tions of the book for a very simple reas­on. At the time when Notre-Dame de Par­is was prin­ted the first time, the ma­nu­script of these three chapters had been mis­laid. It was ne­ces­sary to re­write them or to dis­pense with them. The au­thor con­sidered that the only two of these chapters which were in the least im­port­ant, ow­ing to their ex­tent, were chapters on art and his­tory which in no way in­terfered with the ground­work of the drama and the ro­mance, that the pub­lic would not no­tice their loss, and that he, the au­thor, would alone be in pos­ses­sion of the secret. He de­cided to omit them, and then, if the whole truth must be con­fessed, his in­dol­ence shrunk from the task of re­writ­ing the three lost chapters. He would have found it a short­er mat­ter to make a new ro­mance.

			Now the chapters have been found, and he avails him­self of the first op­por­tun­ity to re­store them to their place.

			This now, is his en­tire work, such as he dreamed it, such as he made it, good or bad, dur­able or fra­gile, but such as he wishes it.

			These re­covered chapters will pos­sess no doubt, but little value in the eyes of per­sons, oth­er­wise very ju­di­cious, who have sought in “Notre-Dame de Par­is” only the drama, the ro­mance. But there are per­chance, oth­er read­ers, who have not found it use­less to study the aes­thet­ic and philo­soph­ic thought con­cealed in this book, and who have taken pleas­ure, while read­ing “Notre-Dame de Par­is,” in un­rav­el­ling be­neath the ro­mance some­thing else than the ro­mance, and in fol­low­ing (may we be pardoned these rather am­bi­tious ex­pres­sions), the sys­tem of the his­tor­i­an and the aim of the artist through the cre­ation of the poet.

			For such people es­pe­cially, the chapters ad­ded to this edi­tion will com­plete Notre-Dame de Par­is, if we ad­mit that Notre-Dame de Par­is was worth the trouble of com­plet­ing.

			In one of these chapters on the present dec­ad­ence of ar­chi­tec­ture, and on the death (in his mind al­most in­ev­it­able) of that king of arts, the au­thor ex­presses and de­vel­ops an opin­ion un­for­tu­nately well rooted in him, and well thought out. But he feels it ne­ces­sary to say here that he earn­estly de­sires that the fu­ture may, some day, put him in the wrong. He knows that art in all its forms has everything to hope from the new gen­er­a­tions whose geni­us, still in the germ, can be heard gush­ing forth in our stu­di­os. The grain is in the fur­row, the har­vest will cer­tainly be fine. He merely fears, and the reas­on may be seen in the second volume of this edi­tion, that the sap may have been with­drawn from that an­cient soil of ar­chi­tec­ture which has been for so many cen­tur­ies the best field for art.

			Nev­er­the­less, there are today in the artist­ic youth so much life, power, and, so to speak, pre­des­tin­a­tion, that in our schools of ar­chi­tec­ture in par­tic­u­lar, at the present time, the pro­fess­ors, who are de­test­able, pro­duce, not only un­con­sciously but even in spite of them­selves, ex­cel­lent pu­pils; quite the re­verse of that pot­ter men­tioned by Hor­ace, who dreamed am­phor­ae and pro­duced pots. Cur­rit rota, urcens exit.

			But, in any case, whatever may be the fu­ture of ar­chi­tec­ture, in whatever man­ner our young ar­chi­tects may one day solve the ques­tion of their art, let us, while wait­ing for new monu­ment, pre­serve the an­cient monu­ments. Let us, if pos­sible, in­spire the na­tion with a love for na­tion­al ar­chi­tec­ture. That, the au­thor de­clares, is one of the prin­cip­al aims of this book; it is one of the prin­cip­al aims of his life.

			Notre-Dame de Par­is has, per­haps opened some true per­spect­ives on the art of the Middle Ages, on that mar­vel­lous art which up to the present time has been un­known to some, and, what is worse, misknown by oth­ers. But the au­thor is far from re­gard­ing as ac­com­plished, the task which he has vol­un­tar­ily im­posed on him­self. He has already pleaded on more than one oc­ca­sion, the cause of our an­cient ar­chi­tec­ture, he has already loudly de­nounced many profan­a­tions, many de­moli­tions, many im­pi­et­ies. He will not grow weary. He has prom­ised him­self to re­cur fre­quently to this sub­ject. He will re­turn to it. He will be as in­defatig­able in de­fend­ing our his­tor­ic­al edi­fices as our icon­o­clasts of the schools and academies are eager in at­tack­ing them; for it is a griev­ous thing to see in­to what hands the ar­chi­tec­ture of the Middle Ages has fallen, and in what a man­ner the botch­ers of plaster of the present day treat the ru­in of this grand art, it is even a shame for us in­tel­li­gent men who see them at work and con­tent ourselves with hoot­ing them. And we are not speak­ing here merely of what goes on in the provinces, but of what is done in Par­is at our very doors, be­neath our win­dows, in the great city, in the lettered city, in the city of the press, of word, of thought. We can­not res­ist the im­pulse to point out, in con­clud­ing this note, some of the acts of van­dal­ism which are every day planned, de­bated, be­gun, con­tin­ued, and suc­cess­fully com­pleted un­der the eyes of the artist­ic pub­lic of Par­is, face to face with cri­ti­cism, which is dis­con­cer­ted by so much au­da­city. An arch­bish­op’s palace has just been de­mol­ished, an edi­fice in poor taste, no great harm is done; but in a block with the archiepis­copal palace a bish­op’s palace has been de­mol­ished, a rare frag­ment of the four­teenth cen­tury, which the de­mol­ish­ing ar­chi­tect could not dis­tin­guish from the rest. He has torn up the wheat with the tares; ’tis all the same. They are talk­ing of raz­ing the ad­mir­able chapel of Vincennes, in or­der to make, with its stones, some for­ti­fic­a­tion, which Daumes­nil did not need, how­ever. While the Pal­ais Bour­bon, that wretched edi­fice, is be­ing re­paired at great ex­pense, gusts of wind and equi­noc­tial storms are al­lowed to des­troy the mag­ni­fi­cent painted win­dows of the Sainte-Chapelle. For the last few days there has been a scaf­fold­ing on the tower of Saint Jacques de la Boucher­ie; and one of these morn­ings the pick will be laid to it. A ma­son has been found to build a little white house between the ven­er­able towers of the Pal­ais de-Justice. An­oth­er has been found will­ing to prune away Saint-Ger­main-des-Prés, the feud­al ab­bey with three bell towers. An­oth­er will be found, no doubt, cap­able of pulling down Saint-Ger­main l’Aux­errois. All these ma­sons claim to be ar­chi­tects, are paid by the pre­fec­ture or from the petty budget, and wear green coats. All the harm which false taste can in­flict on good taste, they ac­com­plish. While we write, de­plor­able spec­tacle! one of them holds pos­ses­sion of the Tu­iler­ies, one of them is giv­ing Philibert De­lorme a scar across the middle of his face; and it is not, as­suredly, one of the least of the scan­dals of our time to see with what ef­frontery the heavy ar­chi­tec­ture of this gen­tle­man is be­ing flattened over one of the most del­ic­ate façades of the Renais­sance!

			
				Par­is, Oc­to­ber 20, 1832.

			
		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. The word Goth­ic, in the sense in which it is gen­er­ally em­ployed, is wholly un­suit­able, but wholly con­sec­rated. Hence we ac­cept it and we ad­opt it, like all the rest of the world, to char­ac­ter­ize the ar­chi­tec­ture of the second half of the Middle Ages, where the ogive is the prin­ciple which suc­ceeds the ar­chi­tec­ture of the first peri­od, of which the semi­circle is the fath­er.

			2. Faire le di­able à quatre.

			3. Thibaut au des—Thibaut of the dice.

			4. An old French coin, equal to the two hun­dred and for­ti­eth part of a pound.

			5. Got the first idea of a thing.

			6. The an­cient French “hur­rah.”

			7. A cham­ber of the an­cient par­lia­ment of Par­is.

			8. A blank: an old French coin; six blanks were worth two sous and a half; targe, an an­cient coin of Bur­gundy, a farth­ing.

			9.

			
				
					A cof­fer of great rich­ness
					

					In a pil­lar’s heart they found,
					

					With­in it lay new ban­ners,
					

					With fig­ures to astound.
				

			

			10. Alms.

			11. Give me the means to buy a bit of bread, sir.

			12. A high-toned sharp­er.

			13. Thieves.

			14. L’ar­got.

			15. A small dessert apple, bright red on one side and green­ish-white on the oth­er.

			16. When the gay-plumaged birds grow weary, and the earth—

			17.

			
				
					My fath­er is a bird,
					

					My moth­er is a bird.
					

					I cross the wa­ter without a barque,
					

					I cross the wa­ter without a boat.
					

					My moth­er is a bird,
					

					My fath­er is a bird.
				

			

			18. Time is a de­vour­er; man, more so.

			19. His­toire Gal­licane, liv. II. Peri­ode III fo. 130, p. 1.

			20. This is the same which is called, ac­cord­ing to loc­al­ity, cli­mate, and races, Lom­bard, Sax­on, or Byz­antine. There are four sis­ter and par­al­lel ar­chi­tec­tures, each hav­ing its spe­cial char­ac­ter, but de­rived from the same ori­gin, the round arch.

			
				
					Fa­cies non om­ni­bus una,
					

					Non di­versa tamen, qualem, etc.
				

			

			Their faces not all alike, nor yet dif­fer­ent, but such as the faces of sis­ters ought to be.

			21. This por­tion of the spire, which was of wood­work, is pre­cisely that which was con­sumed by light­ning, in 1823.

			22. The wall walling Par­is makes Par­is mur­mur.

			23. We have seen with sor­row mingled with in­dig­na­tion, that it is the in­ten­tion to in­crease, to re­cast, to make over, that is to say, to des­troy this ad­mir­able palace. The ar­chi­tects of our day have too heavy a hand to touch these del­ic­ate works of the Renais­sance. We still cher­ish a hope that they will not dare. Moreover, this de­moli­tion of the Tu­iler­ies now, would be not only a bru­tal deed of vi­ol­ence, which would make a drunk­en van­dal blush—it would be an act of treas­on. The Tu­iler­ies is not simply a mas­ter­piece of the art of the six­teenth cen­tury, it is a page of the his­tory of the nine­teenth. This palace no longer be­longs to the king, but to the people. Let us leave it as it is. Our re­volu­tion has twice set its seal upon its front. On one of its two façades, there are the can­non­balls of the 10th of Au­gust; on the oth­er, the balls of the 29th of Ju­ly. It is sac­red. Par­is, April 7, 1831. (Note to the fifth edi­tion.)

			24. The tenth month of the French re­pub­lic­an cal­en­dar, from the 19th of June to the 18th of Ju­ly.

			25. An of­fi­cial of Notre-Dame, lower than a be­ne­ficed cler­gy­man, high­er than simple paid chanters.

			26. Hugo II de Bisun­cio, 1326–1332.

			27. This comet against which Pope Calix­tus, uncle of Bor­gia, ordered pub­lic pray­ers, is the same which re­appeared in 1835.

			28. Comptes du do­maine, 1383.

			29. A “queue” was a cask which held a hogshead and a half.

			30. A cap­tain of fifty men.

			31. Ox-eye daisy.

			32. East­er daisy.

			33. A rope for the gal­lows bird! A fag­ot for the ape.

			34. An an­cient Bur­gun­di­an coin.

			35. An an­cient French coin.

			36. Truly, these roast­ings are a stu­pendous thing!

			37. Peter the Slaughter­er; and Baptist Crack-Gos­ling.

			38. An an­cient cop­per coin, the forty-fourth part of a sou or the twelfth part of a farth­ing.

			39. Une vi­elle qui scie une an­se

			40. Cut-Weazand Street.

			41. Cut­throat Street.

			42. The chil­dren of the Petits Car­r­eaux let them­selves be hung like calves.

			43. When the rats eat the cats, the king will be lord of Ar­ras; when the sea which is great and wide, is frozen over at St. John’s tide, men will see across the ice, those who dwell in Ar­ras quit their place.

			44. Vari­et­ies of the cross­bow.

			45. The sub­stance of this ex­or­di­um is con­tained in the pres­id­ent’s sen­tence.

			46. “He that heareth my word and be­lieveth on Him that sent me, hath etern­al life, and hath not come in­to con­dem­na­tion; but is passed from death to life.”

			47. “Out of the belly of hell cried I, and thou heard­est my voice. For thou hadst cast me in­to the deep in the midst of the seas, and the floods com­passed me about.”

			48. “Go now, soul, trem­bling in the bal­ance, and God have mercy upon thee.”

			49. “Lord have mercy upon us.”

			50. “All thy waves and thy bil­lows have gone over me.”

			51. Bark, Grève, grumble, Grève! Spin, spin, my dis­taff, spin her rope for the hang­man, who is whist­ling in the mead­ow. What a beau­ti­ful hempen rope! Sow hemp, not wheat, from Issy to Van­vre. The thief hath not stolen the beau­ti­ful hempen rope. Grumble, Grève, bark, Grève! To see the dis­sol­ute wench hang on the blear-eyed gib­bet, win­dows are eyes.

			52. Look not at the face, young girl, look at the heart. The heart of a hand­some young man is of­ten de­formed. There are hearts in which love does not keep. Young girl, the pine is not beau­ti­ful; it is not beau­ti­ful like the pop­lar, but it keeps its fo­liage in winter. Alas! What is the use of say­ing that? That which is not beau­ti­ful has no right to ex­ist; beauty loves only beauty; April turns her back on Janu­ary. Beauty is per­fect, beauty can do all things, beauty is the only thing which does not ex­ist by halves. The raven flies only by day, the owl flies only by night, the swan flies by day and by night.

			53. Sols neufs: poulets tués.

			54. An ar­row with a pyr­am­id­al head of iron and cop­per spir­al wings, by which a ro­tat­ory mo­tion was com­mu­nic­ated.

			55. A game played on a check­er­board con­tain­ing three con­cent­ric sets of squares, with small stones. The game con­sisted in get­ting three stones in a row.

			56. Good night, fath­er and moth­er, the last cov­er up the fire.

			57. That I will drink no spiced and hon­eyed wine for a year, if I am ly­ing now.

			58. And by the blood of God, I have neither faith nor law, nor fire nor dwell­ing-place, nor king nor God.

			59. Men of the broth­er­hood of slang: thieves.

			60. Cut­throat. Coupe-gueule be­ing the vul­gar word for cut-weazand.

			61. The rep­res­ent­a­tion of a mon­strous an­im­al sol­emnly drawn about in Taras­con and oth­er French towns.

			62. An ar­row with a pyr­am­id­al head of iron and cop­per spir­al wings by which a ro­tat­ory mo­tion was com­mu­nic­ated.

			63. The city of Cam­brai is well dressed. Marafin plundered it.

			64. An an­cient long meas­ure in France, con­tain­ing six feet and nearly five inches Eng­lish meas­ure.

			65. Mas­ter Jean Bal­ue has lost sight of his bish­op­rics. Mon­sieur of Ver­dun has no longer one; all have been killed off.

			66. One in charge of the high­ways.

			67. A lord hav­ing a right on the woods of his vas­sals.

			68. When thou shalt find its mate, thy moth­er will stretch out her arms to thee.

			69. “The beau­ti­ful creature clad in white.” Dante.
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