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NOTRE-DAME.

AUTHOR’S PREFACE.

Some years ago, while visiting the
Cathedral of Notre-Dame, or, to speak
more properly, exploring every corner of
it, the au.™or of this book discovered, in a
dark cornex ‘n oneof the towers, this word,
in Greek c&pital letters, engraven upon
the wall—

’ANA'I'KH.

These characters, black with age and
deeply cut into the stone, with certain
peculiarities of form and posture belong-
ing to the Gothic calligraphy, as if to de-
clare that they had been traced there by
some hand of the middle ages—and, above
all, the dismal and fatal meaning they
conveyed—struck the author forcibly.

He asked himself, he strove to imagine,
what suffering spirit it might be, who had
determined not to quit this life without
stamping this memento of crime or mis-
. fortune on the walls of the old cathedral.

Since then the wall has been washed
over, or scraped—I remember not which—
and the inscription has disappeared. For
thus it is that the wonderful churches of
the middle ages have been dealt with for
two hundred years past. Mutilation at-
tacks them in every direction, from within
as well as from without, the priest smears

them over—the architect scrapes them—

then come the people and demolish them.

Thus, excepting only the frail memory
here preserved of it by the author of this
book, nothing now remains of the mysteri-
ous word engraven in the gloomy tower
of Notre-Dame—nothing of the unknown
destiny which it so mournfully recorded.
The man who wrote that word upon the
wall, passed away several centuries ago
from among men—the word, in its turn,
has passed away from the walls of the
thurch—the church itself will soon, per-
haps, pass away from the face of the earth.

It is upon the text of that word that this
ook has been written.

BOOK 1

CHAPTER 1.
THE GREAT HALL.

EXACTLY three hundred and forty-eight
years, six months and nineteen days have
passed away since the Parisians were
awakened by the noise of all the bells
within the triple walls of the city, the
university, and the town, ringing a full .
peal. Yet the 6th of January, 1482, was
not a day of which history has preserved
any record. There was nothing remark-
able in the event which thus put'in agita-
tion so early in the morning the bells and
the good people of Paris. It was neither
an assault of Picards or of Burgundiauns;
nor a shrine carried in procession; nor a
revolt of scholars in the vigne de Laas, nor
an entry of their most dread lord the king ;
nor a grand hanging up of thieves, male.
and female, at the Justice de Paris.
Neither was it the sudden arrival, so
frequent in the fifteenth century, of some
ambassador and his train, all covered with
lace and plumes. Scarcely two days had
elapsed since the last cavalcade of this sort,
that of the Flemish envoys commissioned
to conclude the marriage treaty between
the Dauphin and Margaret of Flanders,
had made its entry into Paris, to the great
annoyance of Monsieur le Cardinal de
Bourbon, who, to please the king, had
been obliged to give a gracious reception
to that rude train of Flemish burgomas-
ters, and entertain them at his Hotel de
Bourbon, with one of the rude dramatic
exhibitions of the time, while a beating
rain drenched the magnificent tapestry at
his door. l -

But on the 6th of January, that which
set in motion the whole populaire of Paris,
as old Jean de Troyes. phrases it, was the
double holiday, united since time im-

(%)



6 VICTOR HUGO’S WORKS.

memorial, of the jour des rois, or festival
of the kings, and the féfe des fous, or festi-
val of fools.

On that day, then, the last of the Christ-
mas holidays, in 1482, a bonfire was to be
made in the Place de Greéve, a maypole
planted at the Chapelle de Braque, and a
mystery performed at the Palais de Jus-
tice. Proclamation to that effect had been
made the day before, by sound of trumpet,
at the crossings of the streets, by the pro-
vost’s meny dressed in fine hacqueton, or
sleeveless frocks, of violet colored camlet,
with large white crosses on the breast.

The crowd of people accordingly took
their way in the morning from all quarters
of the town, leaving their houses and shops
shut up, toward one of the three places ap-
pointed. Each one had made his choice,
for the bonfire, the maypole, or the mys-
tery. It must be said, however, to the
praise of the ancient good sense of the
Parisian cockneys, that the greater part
of the multitude directed their steps to-
ward the bonfire, which was perfectly sea-
.sonable, or toward the mystery, which
2“:" was to be performed in the Grande Salle,
or great hall of the Palais de Justice, well
roofed and windowed ; judiciously leaving
the poor ill-dressed maypole to shiver all
alone, under a January sky, in the ceme-
tery of the Chapelle de Braque.

The people flocked chiefly into the ap-
proaches of the Palais de Justice, because
1t was known that the Flemish ambassa-
dors, who had arrived the day but one be-
fore, intended to be present at the per-
formance of the mystery and the election
of the Fools’ Pope, which was likewise to
take place in the Grande Salie.

It was no easy matter, on the day with
which our narrative opens, for a person to
make his way into that great hall, although
it was then reputed to be the largest single
apartment in the world—whence its popu-
lar designation as La Grande Salle, the
great hall par excellence. It is true that
Sauval had not yet measured the great
hall of the castle of Montargis. The open
space in front of the Palais, thronged with
people, presented to the gazers from the
windows the appearance of a sea, into
which five or six streets, like the mouths

e~

of so many rivers, were cvery moment .dis-
charging fresh floods of human heads.
The waves of this multitude, incessantly
swelling, broke against the angles of the
houses, which projected here and there
like so many promontories, into the irregu-
larly-shaped basin of the Place. In the
center of the high Gothic front of the
Palais, the great steps, incessantly as-
cended and descended by a double stream,
which, after being broken by the inter-
mediate perron or staircase leading from
the basement story, spread in broad waves
over its two lateral declivities—the great
steps, we say, poured their stream inces-
santly into the Place, like a cascade into a
lake. The shouts, the peals of laughter,
the clattering of those thousands of feet,
made all together a great noise and clamor.
From time to time -this noise and clamor
were redoubled ; the stream which carried
all the multitude toward the steps of en-
trance was checked, disturbed, and thrown
into an eddy. This was occasioned by the
thrust of some archer, or the horse of some
one of the provost’s sergeants, prancing
about to restore order, which admirable
expedient the prev6té has handed down to
the connétablie, the connétablie to the maré-
chaussée, and the maréchaussée to our gen-
darmerie of Paris. A
At the doors, at the casements and small
round attic windows, and on the roofs,
swarmed thousands of goodly bourgeois
faces, looking calmly and soberly at the
Palais or at the crowd, and exhibiting a

.most perfect satisfaction ; for many of the

good people of Paris are quite content with
the spectacle of the spectators—nay, even
a wall behind which something is going on
is to them an object of no small mterest.

If it could be given to us to mingld, in
imagination, among those Parisians of the
fifteenth century, and to enter along with
them, all thrust about, squeezed, and
elbowed by the crowd, into that immense¢
hall of the Palais, which was found so
small on the 6th of January, 1842, the
spectacle would have both interest and
attraction for us, for we should find around
us the most striking kind of novelty, that
of great antiquity brought suddenly bel‘m e
the eye.
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‘With the reader’s permission we will
endeavor to retrace, in idea, the impres-
sion which he would have received in
crossing with us the threshold of that
great hall, amidst that motley throng in
surcoat, hacqueton, and cotte-hardie.

And first of all our cars are filled with
the buzzing of the multitude, and our eyes
dazzled by the objects around us. Over
- our head is a double vault of Gothic groin-
ing, lined with carved wainscoting, painted
azure, and sprinkled with. golden fleurs-
de-lis. Under our feet, a pavement of
black and white marble in alternate
squares. A few paces from us, an enorm-
ous pillar—then another—then another,
making, in all, seven pillars in the length
of the hall, supporting, in a central line,
the internal extremities of the double
vaulting. Around the four first pillars
are little shops or stalls, all glittering with
glass and trinkets; and around the three
last are oaken benches, worn and polished
by the breeches of the pleaders and the
gowns of the procureurs. Around the
hall, along the lofty walls, between the
doors, between the windows, between the
pillars, we behold the interminable range
of the statues of all the Frech kings, from
Praramond downward ; the rois fainéans,
or do-nothing kings, with their eyes upon
the ground and their arms hanging down ;
the valiant and battling kings, with their
faces and hands boldly lifted up to heaven.
Then, in the long pointed windows, glows
painted glass of a thousand colors; at the
large entrances of the hall are rich doors
finely carved; and the whole—vaults,
pillars, walls, cornices, and door-cases,
wainscoting, doors, and statues—are
splendidly illuminated from top to bottom
with blue and gold which, already a little
tarnished at the period to which we have
carried ourselves back, had almost entirely
disappeared under dust and cobwebs in the
year of grace 1549, in which the early
Parisian antiquary, Du Breuil, stilk
admired it by tradition. .

Let the reader now imagine that’
immense oblong hall, made visible by the
wan light of a January day, and entered
by a motley and noisy crowd, pouring
along by the walls and circling round the

pillars ; and he will at once have a general
idea of the scene, of which we will endeavor
to point out more precisely the curious
particulars.

It is certain that if Ravaillac had not
assassinated Henry IV., there would have
been no documents relative to the trial of
Ravaillac deposited in the registry of the
Palais de Justice, no accomplices interested
in causing the disappearance of the said
documents, and therefore no incendiaries
obliged, for want of any better expedient,
to burn the registry for the sake of burn-
ing the documents, and to burn the Palais
de Justice for the sake of burning the
registry—in- short, no fire of 1618. The
whole Palais would have been still stand-
ing, with its old Grande Salle; we might
have said to the reader: ‘“You have only
to go to Paris and see it;’’ and so neither
we should have been under the necessity
of writing, nor he of reading, any deserip-
tion of it whatever. All which, proves
this very novel truth—that great events
have incalculable consequences.

It is indeed very possible that Ravaillac’s
accomplices had nothing at all to do with
the fire of 1618, 'We have two other very
plausible explanations of it. The first is,
the great fiery- star, a foot broad and
half a yard high, which, as every Parisian
knows, fell from the sky right upon the
Palais, on the 7th of March, just after
midnight.

The other is, this noble quatrain of the
old humorist Theophile :

‘Certes, ce fut un triste jeu
Quand & Paris dame Justice,
Pour avoir mange trop d’epice,

Se mit tout le palais en feu.”*

‘Whatever may be thought of this triple
explanation, politicial, physical, and
poetical, of the conflagration of the Palais
de Justice in 1618; the fact of which
unfortunately there is no doubt, is the
conflagration itself. Owing to that catas-
trophe, and above all to the divers succes-
sive restorations which have made away
with what it had spared, there now remains
very little of that original residence of the

* This stanza is unfortunately not translatable.
The sense depends on a play of words, the word
epice signifying “spice” and also fees.—TRANS.
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kings of France, of that palace the elder
sister of the Louvre, and so ancient even
in the time of Philippe-le-Bel, that it was
then sought to discover the traces of the
magnificent buildings erected there by
King Robert, and described by Helgaldus.
Nearly all has disappeared. What has
become of the chancery chamber? What
of the garden in which St. Louis admin-
istered justice, ¢“clad in a cotte of camlet,
a surcoat of tiretaine without sleeves, and
over it a mantel of black sendal, lying
upon carpets with Joinville ?”> Where is
the chamber of the Emperor Sigismund ?—
that of Charles IV.?—that of Jean-sans-
Terre? Where is the staircase from which
Charles VI. promulgated his edict of par-
don >—the flag-stone on which Marcel, in
the presence of the Dauphin, murdered
Robert de Clermont and the Marshal de
Champagne ?—the wicket at which the
bulls of the anti-pope Benedict were torn,
and through which the bearers of them
set out on their return coped and mitred in
derision, and thus making the amende
honorable through all Paris?—and the
great hall itself, with its gildings, its
azure, its pointed arches, its pillars, its
immense vaults all variegated with carv-
ingP—and the gilded chamber?—and the
stone lion which knelt at its door, with his
head bowed down and his tail between his
legs, like the lions of Solomon’s throne, in
the posture of humiliation appropriate to
Strength in the presence of Justice P—and
the rich doors ?—and the beautiful stained
glass 7—and the carved iron-work, the
perfection of which discouraged Bis-
cornette >—and the delicate cabinet-work
of Du Hancey? ‘“What has time, what
has man done with all those wonders?”’
asks our author. ‘¢ What has been given
us in exchange for all this, for all that
Gaulish history, for all that Gothic art?
In art we have the heavy, lowering arches
of M. de Brosse, the awkward architect
of the Portail Saint-Gervais; and as for
history, we have the gabbling reminis-
cences of the great pillar, still resounding
with the prattle of the Patrus. Here is
not much to boast of. Let us go back to
the real Grand Salle of the real old Palais.”

The two extremities of that vast paral-

lelogram were occupied, the one by the
famous marble table of a single piece, so
long, so broad, and so thick that, say the
old court-rolls in a style which might have
given an appetite to Rabelais’ Gargantua,.
““never was there such a slice of marble
seen in the world,”—the other by the
chapel in which the reigning king, Louis
XI., had caused his own figure to be
sculptured kneeling before the Virgin, and
into which he had conveyed, regardless
that he was leaving two niches empty in
the file of the royal statues, those of Char-
lemagne and St. Louis, two saints whom,
as kings of France, he supposed to be very
influential in heaven. This chapel, which
was still quite new, having scarcely been
built six years, was all in that charming
taste of delicate® architecture, miraculous
sculpture, and bold and exquisite carving,
which characterizes the close of the Gothic
era, and which we find perpetuated through
the first half of the sixteenth century in
the fantastic fairy-work of the period of
the revival. The little pierced rosace or
rose-shaped window above the entrance of
the chapel was, in particular, a master-
piece of grace and lightness; it had almost
the airiness of lace. In the middle of the
hall, opposite to the great door, an estrade
or short projecting gallery, covered with
gold brocade, fixed against the wall, and a
private entrance to which has been con-
trived by means of a funnel window of the
gilded chamber, had been erected for the
Flemish envoys and the other personages
invited to the performance of the mystery.

It was upon the marble table that, ac-
cording to custom, this exhibition was to
take place. It had been prepared for that
purpose early in the morning; and the
rich slab of marble, scrawled all over by
the heels of the lawyers’ clerks, supported
a high wooden frame-work, the upper sur-
face of which, visible from every part of
the hall, was to form the stage, while its
interior, hidden by drapery, was to serve
the actors as a dressing-room. A ladder,
placed with great simplicity, outside, es-
tablished a communication between the
stage and the dressing-room, serving alike
for entrance and for exit. No character
ever so unexpected, no turn of events, no
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stroke of stage effect, but had to ascend
this ladder. Inmocent and venerable in-
fancy of the art and of machinery !

Four sergeants of the bailitf of the Palais,
the appointed guardians of all the popular
pleasures, whether on holidays or on execu-
tion days, stood on duty at the four corners
of the marble table.

The piece was not to commence until the
swelfth stroke of noon from the great clock
of the Palais. This was undoubtedly

hought very late for a theatrical perform-
ance; but it had been necessary to consult
the convenience of the ambassadors.

Now all this multitude had been waiting
since the early morning. A good many of
these worthy people, in the greatness of
their curiosity, had stood shlverlng since
daybreak before the grea,]; steps of the
Palais ; some even affirmed that they had
lain ail night against the great door, to be
sure of getting in first. The crowd was
growing denser every moment; and, like
a body of water overflowing its borders,

-began to ascend the walls, to squeeze
. round the pillars, to inundate the archi-
traves, the cornices, the window-cases,
-every architectural or scriptural projec-
tion. The general impatience and uncom-
fortableness, the freedom allowed by a
licentious holiday, the quarrels incessantly
produced by the pressure of some sharp
_elbow or iron heel, and the wearisomeness
of long expectation, infused, long before
the hour at which the ambassadors were
to arrive, a tone of sourness and bitterness
into the clamors of this shut-up, squeezed,
trodden and stifled multitude. Nothing
was heard but complaints and impreca-
tions against the Flemings—the prevét des
marchands—the Cardinal de Bourbon—the
. bailiff of the Palais—the Lady Marguerite
d’Autriche—the sergeants of the wand—
the cold—the heat—the bad weather—the
Bishop of Paris—the fools’ pope—the pil-
lars—the  statues—a door shut here—a
window open there—all to the great amuse-
ment of the tribes of scholars from the Uni-
versity, and of lackeys from all quarters,
scattered among the crowd, who mingled
up with this mass of dissatisfaction all
their mischievous tricks and jests, thus
goading, as it were, the general ill-humor.

Amongst others, there was a group of
these merry devils, who, after bursting
out the glass of a window, had boldly
seated themselves upon the entablature,
and from thence cast their looks and their
railleries by turns within and without the
hall, upon the internal and the external
crowd. By their mimic gestures, their
peals of lJaughter, and the jocoseness with
which they exchanged calls with their
comrades the whole length of the hall, it
was evident enough that those young
clerks did not share the weariness and ex-
haustion of the rest of the asseniblage,
and that they very well knew how, for
their own particular enjoyment, to extract
from what was already under their eyes an
entertainment which enabled them to wait
patiently for the other.

¢ Upon my soul, it’s you, Joannes Frollo
de Molendino,”” shouted one of them to a
little light-complexioned fellow, with a
pretty, roguish face, clinging to the foliage
of one of the capitals; “rightly are you
called John of the Mill, for your arms and

legs look very much like the sails. How
long have you been here? ”’
‘“ By the devil’s mercy,”” answered

Jehan Frollo, commonly called Du Moulin,
or of the Mill, ““above four hours; and
I’'m in good hopes that they’ll be deducted
from my time in purgatory. I heard the
King of Sicily’s eight chanters strike up
the first verse of the high mass of seven
hours, in the Sainte Chapelle.”

“Fine chanters, truly,” returned the
other, ¢ with voices still sharper than the
points of their caps. Before founding a
mass in honor of £t. John, it would have
been as well if the king had inquired
whether St. John be fond of hearing Latin
droned out with a Provencgal accent.”

“It was all for the sake of employing
those cursed chanters of the King of Sicily
that he did it,”” screamed an old woman
in the crowd beneath the window. ‘ What
think you of a thousand livres parisis for a
mass, and charged, too, upon the farm of
the salt-water fish of the fish-market of
Paris!”

““Peace, old woman !’ replied a portly
personage, who was stopping his nose at
the side of the fish-seller; it was quite
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necessary to found a mass. Would you
have had the king fall sick again ? ”’

‘“Bravely spoken, Sir Gilles Lecornu,
master furrier to the king’s wardrobe!”’
cried the little scholar clinging to the
capitdl.

A burst of laughter from the whole tribe
of the scholars greeted the unlucky name
of the poor furrier to the king’s wardrobe.

“Lecornu! Gilles Lecornu!’’ said some.

“ Cornutus et hirsutus,” answered an-
other.

¢Oh, to be sure,”” continued the little
imp at the top of the pillar; ¢ what have
they to laugh at? Is not worthy Gilles
Lecornu brother to Maitre Jehan Lecornu,
provost of the king’s household, son of
Maitre Mahiet Lecornu, first porter of the
Bois de Vincennes—all citizens of Paris—
all married, from father to son?”’

This grave appeal redoubled their gay-
ety. The fat furrier, without answering a
word, strove to escape the looks fixed upon
him from all sides ; but he exerted himsell
in vain, for all his efforts served only to
wedge more solidly between the shoulders
of his neighbors his great apoplectic face,
purple with anger and vexation.

One of these neighbors, however, fat,
short and reverend looking, like himself,
at length raised his voice on his behalf.

¢ Abominable!”” he exclaimed,  that
scholars should talk thus to a townsman.
In my time they would have been first
beaten with a fagot and then burned with
it.”’

At this the whole tribe burst out afresh.

““Hollo! who sings that stave! who’s
that ill-boding screech-owl? *’

“Oh! Isee who it is,” said one; ““it’s
Maitre Andry Musnier.”’

‘¢ Because he’s one of the four sworn
booksellers to the University,”” said the
other.

¢ All goes by fours in that shop,’” cried
a third; ¢ there are four nations, the
four faculties, the four attorneys, and the
four booksellers.”’

“ Well, then,” resumed Jehan Frollo,
“we must play four hundred devils with
them all.””

¢‘Musniér, we’ll burn thy books.”

¢ Musnier, we’ll beat thy lackey.”
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¢ Musnier, we’ll kiss thy wife——""

“The good fat Mademoiselle Oud-
arde—"’

““Who's as fresh and buxom as if she
were a widow.”’

““The devil take you 1 muttered Maitre
Andry Musnier.

¢ Maitre Andry,” said Jehan, still hang-
ing by the capital, ‘“hold your tongue, or
I’ll drop upon your head.”

Maitre Andry looked up, seemed to cal-
culate for a moment the height of the
pillar and the weight of the young rogue,
multiplied in his mind that height by the
square of the velocity, and was silent.

Jehan, being thus master of the field,
continued triumphantly—

“Yes, I would do it, though I am
brother to an arch deacon.”

“ Fine fellows, in truth, are our gentle-
men of the University, not even to have
taken care that our privileges were
respectied on a day like this: for here are
2 maypole and a bonfire in the Town; a
mystery, a.fools’ pope, and Flemish am-
bassadors, in the City ; and in the Univer-
sity, nothing at all!”’

““ And yet the Place Maubert is large
enough,’” observed one of the young clerks
posted in the recess of the window.

““Down with the rector, the electors,
and the attorneys !’ cried Joannes.

¢ We must make a bonfire to-night in
the Champ-Gaillard,”” continued the other,
“ with Maitre Andry’s books.”

““ And the desks of the scribes,” said
his neighbor.

‘¢ And the wands of the beadles ”

¢¢ And the spitting-boxes of the deans.”

¢ And the buffets of the attorneys.”

¢ And the tubs of the electors.”

¢ And the rector’s stools.”

‘ Down, then,’” said little Jehan, wind-
ing up the stave, ‘“down with Maitre
Andry, the beadles, and the scribe
theologians, the physicians, and the decre-
tists—the attorneys, the electors, and the
rector I”’

‘¢ Ah! then the world is at end,” mut-
tered Maitre Andry, stopping his ears.

¢ Apropos ! the rector himself ! here he
comes through the Place !’ cried one of
those in the window-case.
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They all now strove to turn themselves
toward the Place.

“Is it really our venerable rector,
Maitre Thibaut ?’’ asked Jehan Frollo du
Moulin, who, as he was clinging to one of
the internal pillars, could not see what
was passing outside. .

“Yes, yes,” answered all the rest, ‘it

.is he—he himself-—Maitre Thibaut, the
rector.”

It was. in fact, the rector and all the
dignitaries going in procession to meet the
ambassadors, and crossing at that moment
the Place of the Palais. The scholars, all
crowded together at the window, greeted
them as they passed by with sarcasms and
ironical plaudits. The rector, marching
at the head of his band, received the first
broadside, and it was a rough one.

“ Good-day, monsieur le recteur ! Hollo !

, good-day to you!”’

“How has the old gambler contrived to
be here ? has he really quitted his dice ?”’

“How he goes trotting along on his
inule—its ears are not so long as his.”

“Hollo! good-day to you, monsieur le

.recteur Thibaut! ZTybalde aleator /—Ah'!
you old noodle ! you old gamester!”’

"¢ God preserve you ! did you often throw
twelve last night ? ”’

“Oh! what a scarecrow countenance ;
all blue -and battered through his love of
dice and gaming.”

“ Where are you going to now, Thibaut,
Tybalde aa dados—turning your back on
the University and trotting toward the
town ?”’

““ No doubt he’s going to seek a lodging
" in the Rue Thibautodé,” cried Jehan du
Moulin. ’ i

The whole gang repeated the pun with a
voice of thunder and a furious clapping of
hands.

“You are going to seek lodgings in the
Rue Thibautodé, aren’t you, monsieur le

recteur, the devil’s own gamester ? >’

"Then came the turn of the other dig-
nitaries.

¢ Down with the beadles! dewn with the
mace-bearers!”’

“Tell me, Robin Poussepaln, who’s that
man there?”’

* It’s Gilbert de Sullly, Gilbertus de
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Soliaco, chancellor of the college of Au-
tun.”

“Here, take my shoe—you’re better
placed than I am—throw 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 six white geese that Ste.
Genevieve gave to the Town for the fief
of Roogny.”

“Down with the physicians!”’

“ Down with the disputations, cardinal,
and quadlibetary!”’

““ Here goes my cap at yon chancellor
of Saint Geneviéve—I owe him a grudge.”

“True—and he gave my place in the
nation of Normandy to little Ascanio
Falzaspada, belonging to the province of
Bourges, because he’s an Italian.”

“Tt’s an injustice!”” exclaimed all the
scholars.

““Ho, there! Maitre Joachim de Lade-
hors! Ho! Louis Dalmille! Ho! Lam-
bert Hoctement ! ”’

““The devil smother the attorney of the
nation of Germany!”’

‘“ And the chaplains of the Sainte Cha-
pelle, with their gray amices, cum funicis
grisis 27’

 Sew de pellibus grisis fourratis.”

‘““Hollo! the masters of arts! All the
fine black copes; all  the fine red
copes!”’

“ That makes the rector a fine tail ! ’’ -

“Tt might be a doge of Venlce going to
marry the sea.’

“Now, again, Jehan ! the canons of St.
Geneviéve 17’ )

““The devil take all the canons to-
gether!”’

¢ Abbé Claude Choart! Doctor Claude
Choart, are you seeking Marie-la-Gif-
farde?”’

¢“She’s in the Rue de Glatigny.”

‘¢ She’s making the bed for the king of
the ribalds.”

¢“She’s paying her four deniers, quatuor
denarios.”

¢ Aut wnum bombum.”

““Would you have her pay you in the
nose?”’

¢ Comrades, there goes Maitre Simon
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Sanguin, elector of Picardy, with his wife
mounted behind him.”’

¢ Post equitem sedet atre cura.”

¢ Courage, Maitre Simon !’ -

¢ Grood-day to you, monsieur 1’électeur.”

¢ Gtood-night, madame ’électrice.”

“Now, aren’t they happy, to be seeing
all that?’ said Joannes de Molendino,
with a sigh, from his perch on the capital.

Meanwhile the sworn bookseller to the
University, Maitre Andry Musnier, whis-
pered in the ear of the Kking’s furrier,
Maitre Gilles Lecornu:

«T tell vou, monsieur, the world’s at an
end. Never were there seen such break-
ings-out of the scholars! It's the accursed
inventions of the age that are ruining
everything—the artillery—the serpentines
—the bombards—and, above all, the print-
ing-press, that German pest! No more
manuscripts—no more books! Printing
puts an end to bookselling—the end of the
world is coming ! ”’

¢ 1 see it is, by velvet’s coming so much
into fashion,’” sighed the furrier.

At that moment it struck twelve.

¢““Ha !’ exclaimed the whole crowd,
with one voice of satisfaction.

The scholars held their peace.

Then there was a great shuffling about,
a great movement of feet and heads, a
general detonation of coughing and blow-
ing of noses, each one striving to place
himself to the best advantage for the
spectacle. Then there was a deep silence,
every neck remaining outstretched, every
mouth opened, every eye turned toward
the maible table—but nothing appeared.
The bailiff’s four sergeants still kept their
posts, as stiff and motionless as if they
had been four painted statues. All eyes
then turned toward the gallery reserved
for the Flemish envoys. The door re-
mained shut, and the gallery-empty. The
multitude had been waiting since the early
morning for three things, that is to say,
‘or the hour of noon, for the French em-
bassy, and for the mystery; but only the
first of the three had kept its time.

This was rather too bad.

They waited one—two—three—five min-
utes—a quarter of an hour—but nothing
came. The estrade remained solitary;
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the stage, mute. Meanwhile impatience
was succeeded by displeasure. Angry
words circulated about, though as yet
only in whispers. “The mystery! the
mystery !> was uttered in an undertone.
The heads of the multitude began to fer-
ment. A storm, which as yet only growled,
was agitating the surface of the human
sea. It was our friend Jehan du Moulin
that elicited the first explosion.

“The mystery ! and the devil take the
Flemings !’ cried he, with the whole force
of his lungs, twisting himself, like a ser-
pent, about his pillar.

The multitude clapped their hands.
“The mystery!” they all shouted, “and
let Flanders go to all the devils!”’

“We must have the mystery !”” imme-
diately resumed the scholar; ¢ else, for my
part, I would have us hang up the bailiff
of the Palais by way of play and morality.”’

“Well said!” exclaimed the people,
“and let us begin the hanging with his
sergeants P ”’

A greatacclamation followed. The four
poor devils of sergeants began to turn pale
and look anxiously at each other. The
multitude pressed toward them, and they
already saw the slight wooden balustrade
which separated them from the crowd
bending inwards under the pressure,

The moment was critical.

‘““ Bag them ! bag them !*’ was shouted
from all sides.

At that instant the hangings of the
dressing-room which we have described
above were lifted up to make way for the
advance of a personage, the first sight of
whom sufficed to stop the eager multitude,
and changed their anger into curiosity as
if by enchantment.

¢“Silence! silence !’ was now the cry.

This personage, but little reassured, and
trembling in every limb, came forward to
the edge of the marble table, making a
profusion of bows, which, the nearer he
approached, approximated more and more
to genuflexions.

Tranquillity, however, was almost re-
stored. Only that slight murmur was
heard which is always exhaled from the
silence of a great crowd.

¢ Messieurs les bourgeois,’’ said he, *“and
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mesdemoiselles les bourgeoises; we shall

- have the honor of declaiming and perform-
ing before his eminence monsieur le cardi-
nal, a very fine morality, entitled The
Good Award of our Lady the Virgin Mary.
1 play Jupiter. His eminence is at this
moment accompanying the most honorable
embassy from monsieur the Duke of Aus-
tria, which is just now detained by hearing
the harangue of monsieur the rector of the
University, at the Bandets gate. Assoon
as the most eminent cardinal is arrived,
we shall begin.”

It is certain that nothing less than the
intervention of Jupiter was necessary to
save the four unhappy sergeants of the
bailiff of the Palais. If we had had the
happiness of inventing this very true and
veritable history, and had consequently
been responsible for it before Our Lady of
Criticism, it is not in this place, at all
events, that we should have incurred any
citation against us of the classical precept,
nec Deus intersit, etc. Besides, the costume
of Seigneur Jupiter was a very fine one,
and had contributed not a little to calm
the irritated assemblage by attracting all
their attention, Jupiter was clad in a
brigandine covered with black velvet and
gilt nails; his head-dress was a bicoquet
decorated with silver-gilt buttons; and
but for the rouge and the great beard
which covered each one-half of his face—

but, for the scroll of gilt pasteboard strewed |

with passequilles and stuck all over with
shreds of tinsel, which he carried in his
hand, and in which experienced eyes easily
recognized his thunderbolts—and but for
his flesh-colored feet, sandal-bound with
ribbons & la Grecque—he might have borne
a comparison, for the severity of his aspect,
with a Breton archer of that day, of Mon-
sieur de Berry’s corps.

CHAPTER II.
PIERRE GRINGOIRE.

HowEeVvER, while Jupiter was delivering
his speech, the satisfaction, the admiration
unanimously excited by his costume, were
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dissipated by his words; and when he
arrived at that unlucky conclusion, ‘“as
soon as the most eminent cardinal is
arrived, we shall begin,” his voice was lost
in a thunder of hooting.

‘“Begin directly ! The mystery! the
mystery directly !”’ cried the people. And
abové all the other voices was heard that
of Joannes de Molendino, piercing through
the general uproar, like the sound of the
fife in a charivari at Nimes. Begin
directly !”> squeaked the scholar.

“Down with Jupiter and the Cardinal
de Bourbon !’ vociferated Robin Pousse-
pain and the other young clerks nestling
in the window.

¢ The morality directly !’’ repeated the
crowd immediately ; ‘“ begin ! begin! The
sack and the rope for the players and the
cardinal !’

Poor Jupiter, all haggard, aghast, pale
under his rouge, let fall his thunderbolts,
took his bicoquet in his hand ; then, bow-
ing and trembling, he stammered out:
‘“His eminence the ambassa-

dors the Lady Margaret of -
Flanders .”>—he knew not what
to say. But the fact was, he was afraid

he should be hanged—hanged by the popu-
lace for waiting, or hanged by the cardinal
for not having waited—on either hand he
beheld an abyss. :

Happily, some one came forward to
extricate him and take the responsibility
on himself.

An individual who stood within the

‘balustrade, in the space which it left clear

around the marble table, and whom no
one had yet perceived, so completely was
his long and slender person sheltered from
every visual ray by the diameter of the
pillar against which he had set his back—
this individual, we say, tall, thin, pale,
light complexioned—still young, though
wrinkles were already visible in his fore-
head and his cheeks—with sparkling eyes
and a smiling mouth—clad 'in a garment
of black serge, threadbare with age—

.| approached the marble table, and made a

sign to the poor sufferer; but the other, in
his perturbation, did not observe it.

The new-comer advanced another step
forward.
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¢ Jupiter,” said he, ‘“ my dear Jupiter ! *’

The other did not hear him.

At last the tall, fair man, losing all
patience, shouted in his ear, ¢ Michel
Giborne ! ”

“Who calls me?”’ said Jupiter, as if
starting from a trance.

I do,” answered the other personage.

““Ah!” exclaimed Jupiter.

¢ Begin directly,”” returned the other,
“ satisfy the people, and I take upon my-
self to appease monsieur the bailiff, who
will appease monsieur the cardinal.

Jupiter now took breath. ¢ Messeig-
neurs les bourgeois,”” cried he, at the
utmost stretch of his lungs, to the multi-
tude who continued to hoot him, ‘‘we are
going to begin directly.”

““ Bwoe ! Jupiter ! plaudite, cives !’ cried
the scholars.

“Noél! Noél!” cried the people; that
cry being the burden of a canticle sung in
the churches at Christmas, in honor of the
Nativity, whence, apparently, it was
adopted by the p'opulace as a general mark
of approbation gnd jubilation as long as
the season lasted.

Then followed a deafening clapping of
hands, and the hall still shook with accla-
mations when Jupiter had withdrawn be-
hind his tapestry.

Meanwhile, the unknown, who had so
magically changed the tempest intoa calm,
had modestly retired under the penumbra
of his pillar, and would no doubt have re-

mained there, invisible, and motionless,

and mute as before, if he had not been
drawn from it by two young women, who,
being in the first line of the spectators,
had remarked his colloquy with Michel
Giborne Jupiter.

“ Mafitre,”” said onc of them, beckoning
to him to approach.

“Hush! my dear Liénarde,”’ said her
fair neighbor, pretty, blooming, and quite
courageous by virtue of her holiday attire
—¢“it is not a clerk, it is a layman. You
should not say Maitre, but Messire.”

““Messire ! >’ then said Liénarde.

The unknown approached the balustrade.

““What is your pleasure with me, mes-
demoiselles? > asked he, with an air of
complaisance.
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‘¢ Oh, nothing,”” said Liénarde, all con-
fused. ¢ It’s my neighbor here, Gisquette-
la-Grencienne, that wants to speak to you.”

‘ No, no,” rejoined Gisquette, blushing ;
“it was Liénarde that said ¢ Maitre’ to
you—I only taught her that she ought to
say, Messire.” '

The two girls cast down their eyes.
The gentleman, who felt quite disposed to
enter into conversation with them, looked
at them, smiling ‘* You have nothing to
say to me, then, mesdemoiselles ?

“Oh no, nothing at all,” answered
Gisquette.

¢ No, nothing,” said Liénarde.

The tall, fair young man now made a
step to retire ; but the two curious damsels
were not inclined to let him go so soon.

¢ Messire,”” said (isquette, with the im-
petuosity of water escaping through a
sluice, or a woman taking a resolution,
‘‘ then you're acquainted with that soldier
that’s going to play Our Lady the Virgin
in the mystery ?”’

“You mean the part of Jupiter,” re-
turned the unknown.

¢ Oh, dear, yes,” said Liénarde : * is she
stupid? You’re acquainted with Jupiter,
then ?”’

‘“ With Michel Giborne,”’ answered the
unknown, ‘“yes, madam.’’

“He has a fierce-looking beard,” an-
swered Liénarde.

“ Will it be very fine, what they are all
going to say 7’ asked Gisquette, timidly.

“Very fine, indeed, mademoiselle,” an-
swered the informant without the least
hesitation.

““'What will it be ? ”” said Liénarde.

“The Good Award of Our Lady the
Virgin—a morality, if it please you, made-
moiselle.”’

““ Ah! that’s different,”’ returred Lié-
narde.

A short silence followed, which was
broken by the stranger. ¢ Itisa morality
éntirely new,’’ said he, ‘“ which has never
yet been played.”

“Then it’s not the same,”’ said Gis-
quette, ‘“as what was played two years
ago on the day of the entry of monsieur
the legate, and in which three beautiful
girls performed——"’
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¢ As sirens,”’ interrupted Liénarde.

¢ And quite naked,”’ added the young
man.

Liénarde modestly cast down her eyes.
Gisquette looked at her, and did likewise.
The other continued, smiling, ‘1t was a
very pretty thing to see. But to-day it is
a morality made on purpose for the Lady
of Flanders.”

“Will they sing bergerettes? ’’ asked
Gisquette.

¢ Oh, fie ! ”” said the unknown. ¢ What!
in a morality ! We must not confound
ohe kind of pieces with another. In a
sottie, indeed, it would be quite right.”

“That’s a pity,” rejoined Gisquette.
“That day there were, at the fountain du
Ponceau, savage men and women fighting,
and making different motions, singing lit-
tle motets and bergerettes all the while.”

¢ That which is suitable for a legate,”
said the stranger, very dryly, ‘is not
suitable for a princess.”

¢ And near them,”’ continued Liénarde,
“was playing a number of bass instru-
ments, that gave out wonderful melo-
dies.”

“ And to refresh the passengers,” re-
sumed Gisquette, ‘ the fountain threw out
by three mouths, wine, milk, and hyppo-
crass, and everybody drank that liked.”

“And a little below the Ponceau foun-
tain,”” continued Liénarde, ¢ at the Trinity
fountain, there was a Passion performed
without any speaking.”

“QOh, yes, don’t I remember it!’’ ex-
claimed Gisquette: ¢ God on the cross,
and the two thieves on each side of Him ! ”

Here the young gossips, getting warm
in the recollection of the legate’s entry,
began to talk both at once.

¢¢ And further on, at the Porte-aux-
Peintres, there were other characters very
richly dressed——"’

¢ And do you remember at St. Inno-
cent’s fountain, that huntsman following
a hind, with a ‘great noise of dogs and
hunting-trumpets ? ”’

‘¢ And then at the Bouchere de Paris,
those scaffolds that presem;ed the Bastile
of Dieppe—

‘¢ And when the legate was going by,
you know, (lisquette, that gave the as-
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sault, and the English all had their throats
cut——"’

‘¢ And what fine characters there were
against the Chéatelet gate ! ”’

““ And on the Pont-au-Change, which
was all covered over with carpeting from
one end to the other.”

‘““ And when the legate went over it,
they let fly from the bridge above two
hundred dozen of all kinds of birds.
Wasn’t that a fine sight, Liénarde?”’

“There will be a finer to-day,’’ atlength
interrupted their interlocutor, who seemed
to listen to them with impatience.

““You promise us that this mystery
shall be a fine one,” said Gisquette.

¢ Assuredly,” returned he. And then
he added with peculiar emphasis, ‘“ Mes-
demoiselles, ’tis ./ who am the author of
it.”

‘“ Really !’ said the young woman, all
amazed.

““Yes, really,” answered the poet, brid-
ling up a little—‘¢ that is to say, there are
two of us— Jenan Marchand, who has
sawn the planks and put together the
woodwork of the theatre; and myself,
who have written the piece. My name is
Pierre Gringoire.

The author of the Cid himself could not
have said with a loftier air, “ My name is
Pierre Corneille.”

Our readers may have observed that
some time must already have elapsed
since the moment at which Jupiter retired
behind the drapery, and that at which the
author of the new morality revealed him-
self thus abruptly to the simple admira-
tion of (tisquette and Liénarde. It is
worthy of remark that all that multitude,
who a few minutes before had been so
tumultuous, now waited quietly on the
faith of the player’s promise—an evidence
of this everlasting truth, still daily experi-

-enced in our theatres—that the best means

of making the audience wait patiently is,
to assure them that the performance will
commence immediately.

However, the scholar Joannes was not
asleep. ‘Hollo!” shouted he suddenly,
amidst the peaceful expectation which had
succeeded the disturbance. ¢ Jupiter!
madame the Virgin! you rowers of the



16

devil’s boat! are you joking to one an-
other? The piece! the piece! Begin! or
we’ll begin again ! '

This was enough. A music of high and
low-keyed instruments now struck up in
the apartment underneath the stage ; the
hangings were lifted up; and four charac-
ters in motley attire, with painted faces,
came out, clambered up the steep ladder
already mentioned, arrived safe upon the
upper platform, and drew up in line before
the audience, whom they saluted with a
profound obeisance, whereupon the sym-
phony was silent, for the mystery was
now really commencing.

The four characters, after receiving
abundant payment for their obeisances in
the plaudits of the multitude, commenced,
amidst a profound silence, the delivery of
@ prologue, which we willingly spare the
reader. However, as still happens in our
own time, the audience paid more atten-
tion to the dresses they wore than to the
parts they were enacting—and in truth
they did right. They were all four dvessed
in gowns half yellow and half white, differ-
ing from each other only in the nature of
the material ; the first being of gold and
silver brocade, the second of silk, and the
third of wool, and the fourth of linen. A The
first character carried in the right hand a
sword ; the second, two golden keys; the
third, a pair of scales, and the fourth a
spade : and in order to assist such indolent
understanding as might not have seen
clearly through the transparency of these
attributes, there might be read in large
black letters worked at the bottom of the
brocade - dress, JE M’APPELLE NOBLESSE
(my name is Nobility); at the bottom of
the silk dress, JE M’ APPELLE CLERGE (my
name is Clergy); at the bottom of the
" woolen dress, JE M’APPELLE MARCHAN-
DISE (my name is Trade); and at the
bottom of the linen garment, JE M’AP-
PELLE LABOR (my name is Tillage). The
_sex of the two male characters, Clergé

and Labor, was clearly indicated to
every judicious spectator by the ecom-
parative shortness of their garments
and the cramignole which they wore
upon their heads; while the two' female
ones, besides that their robes were of
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ampler length, were distinguishable by
their hoods. ,

It would also have argued great per-.
versencss, not to have discovered through’
the poetic drapery of the prologue, that
Labor was married to Merchandise, and
Clergé to Noblesse, and that these two
happy couples possessed in common a
magnificent golden dolphin which they in-
tended to adjudge only to the most beauti-
ful damsel. Accordingly, they were going
all over the world in search of this beauty ;
and after successfully rejecting the Queen
of Golconda, the Princess of Trebizond,
the daughter of the Cham of Tartary, etc.,
etc., Labor and Clergé, Noblesse and
Marchandise, were come to rest them-
selves upon the marble table of the Palais
de Justice, and deliver at the same time
to the worthy auditory as many moral
sentences and maxims as might in that
day be expended upon the members of the
faculty of arts, at the examinations, soph-
isms, determinances, figures, and acts, at
whieh the masters took their degrees.

All this was in truth very fine.

Meanwhile, in all that assemblage upon
which the four allegorical personages
seemed to be striving which could pour
out the most copious floods of metaphor,
no ear was so attentive, no heart so palpi-
tating, po eye so eager, no neck so out-
stretched, as were the eye. ear, neck, and
heart of the author, the poet, the brave
Pierre Gringoire, who a moment before
had been unable to forego the satisfaction
of telling his name to two pretiy girls.

He had returned to the distance of a few
paces from them, behind his pillar; and
there it was that he listened, looked, and
enjoyed. The benevolent plaudits which .
had greeted the opening of his prologue,
were still resounding in his breast; and
he was completely absorbed in that species
of ecstatic contemplation with which a
dramatic author marks his ideas dropping
one by one from the lips of the actor, amid
the silence of a crowded auditory. Happy
Pierre Gringoire!

It pains us to relate it—but this first
ecstasy was very soon disturbed. Searcely
had the lips of Gringoire approached this
intoxicating cup of joy and triumph, be-
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fore a drop of bitterness was cruelly min-
gled in it.

A tattered mendicant who, lost as he

was among the crowd, could receive no
contributions, and who, we may suppose,
had not found sufficieut indemnity in the
pockets of his neighbors, had bethought
himself of finding some conspicuous perch
from which to attract the attention and
the alms of the good people. Accordingly,
while the first lines of the prologue were
delivering, he had hoisted himself up by
_means of the pillars that supported the
reserve estrade, to the cornice which ran
along the bottom of its balustrade; and
there he had seated himself, soliciting the
attention and the pity of the multitude by
the display of his rags, and of a hideous
sore that covered his right arm. How-
ever, he did not utter a word.

The silence which he kept allowed the
prologue to proceed without any distrac-
tion ; and no sensible disorder would have

- occurred but that, as ill luck would have
it, the scholar Joannes espied, from his
own perch upon one of the great pillars,
the beggar and his grimaces. The young
wag was seized with an immoderate fit of
laughter; and, regardless of the interrup-
tion to the performance,.and the disturb-
ance to the general attention, he cried out
in a tone of gayety, ¢ Look at that sham
leper there asking alms !”’

Any one that has ever thrown a stone
into a pond full of frogs, or fired a gun
among a flock of birds, may form an idea
of the effect produced by these unseason-
able words dropped in the midst of the
universal attention fixed upon the heroes
of the mystery. Gringoire started as if
he had felt an electric shock. The prologue
was cut short ; and all heads were turned
tumultuously toward the mendicant; who,
far from being disconcerted, found in this
incident a good opportunity of making a
harvest, and began. to cry out with a dole-
ful look, half shutting his eyes, “ Charity !
if you please.” ,

“Why, on my soul,’”” cried Joannes,

“it’s Clopin Troillefou. Hollo! friend—
so thy sore wasn’t comfortable on thy leg,
that tho1’st put it on thy arm.”

8o saying he threw, with the dexterity
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of a monkey, a small white coin into the
old greasy hat which the beggar held out
with his diseased limb. The beggar re-
ceived without flinching both the alms and
the sarcasm, and continued in a piteous
tone, ¢ Charity ! if you please.”

This episode had considerably distracted
the auditory; and a good many of the
spectators, with Robin Poussepain and all
the clerks at their head, merrily applauded
this whimsical duet which had been struck
up thus unexpectedly in the middle of the
prologue, between the scholar with his
shrill clamorous voice, and the beggar with
his imperturbable drone.

Gringoire was grievously dissatisfied.
Having recovered from his first stupefac-
tion, he was tearing his lungs with crying
out to the four characters on the stage,
“Go on!—what the devill—go on;”’
without even deigning to cast-a look of
disdain upon the two interrupters.

At that moment he felt some one pulling
at the skirt of his coat; he turned round,
not without some little ill-humor, and had
much ado to smile. Nevertheless he found
it necessary to do so, for it was the pretty
arm of (isquette-la-Gencienne, which, ex-
tended through the balustrade, thus solic-
ited his attention.

< Monsieur,”” said the girl, ¢ will they
goon??” -

¢ To be sure,”” answered Gringoire, much
shocked at the question.

¢« Oh, then, messire,”” she resumed,
“would you just have the courtesy to ex-
plain to me——"’

¢ What they are going to say? ’’ inter-
rupted Gringoire. ¢ Well—listen.”

“No,” said Gisquette, ‘‘ but what they
have said already.”

Gringoire started as if touched to the
quick. ‘¢ A plague on the little stapid wit-
less wench ! muttered he, and from that
moment Gisquette was utterly ruined in
his estimation.

Meanwhile the actors had obeyed his in-
junction; and the audiencc, observing
that they were once more trying to make
themselves heard, had again set them-
selves to listen—not, however, without the
loss of many a poetic beauty, in the sord
of soldering that had been made of the

*
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two parts of the piece which had been so
abruptly cut short. Gringoire whispered
to himself this bitter reflection. However,
tranquillity had been gradually restored ;
the scholar held his tongue, the beggar
was counting some coin in his hat, and the
piece had resumed its ascendency.

It was really a very fine composition,
and we really think it might be turned to
some account, even now, by means of a
few modifications. The exposition, rather
long indeed, and rather dry, was simple;
and Gringoire, in the candid sanctuary of
his own judgment, admired its clearness.
As may well be supposed, the four alle-
gorical personages were a little fatigued
with traveling over the three known quar-
ters of the world without finding an op-
portunity of suitably disposing of their
golden dolphin. Hence along eulogy upon
the marvelous fish, with numberless deli-
cate allusions to the young prince betrothed
to Margaret of Flanders—which young
prince was at that time in very dismal
seclusion at Amboise, without the slightest
suspicion that Labor and Clergé, Noblesse
and Marchandise, had just been making
the tour of the world on his account. The
dolphin aforesaid, then, was young, was
handsome, was vigorous, and above all
(magnificent origin of all the royal vir-
tues!) was son of the lion of France.
« Now, I declare,” says our author, ¢ that
this bold metaphor is admirable, and that
dramatic natural history, on a day of alle-
gory and of a royal epithalamium, finds
nothing at all shocking in a dolphin the
son of a lion. On the contrary, it is pre-
cisely those rare and pindaric mixtures
that prove the poet’s enthusiasm. How-
ever, to have disarmed criticism alto-
gether, the poet might have developed
this fine idea in less than two hundred
lines. It is true that the mystery was to
last, according to the order of monsieur
the provost, from noon till four o’clock,
and that it was necessary to say something.
Besides, it was very patiently listened to.

All at once, just in the middle of a fine
quarrel between Mademoiselle Marchan-
dise and Madame Noblesse, at the moment
when Maitre Labor was pronouncing this
wondrous line,
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Beast more triumphant ne’er in woods I've seen,
the door of the reserved gallery, which
had until then been so unseasonably shut,
opened more unseasonably still, and the
stentorian voice of the Awissier, door-
keeper or usher, abruptly announced,
““Son Eminence Monseigneur le Cardinal
de Bourbon ! ”’

\

CHAPTER IIi.
THE CARDINALL.

Poor Gringoire! The noise of all the
great double petards let off on St. John’s
day—the discharge of a score of cracking
arquebusses — the report of that famous
serpentine of the Tour de Billy, which, at
the time of the siege of Paris, on Sunday,
the 29th of September, 1465, killed seven
Burgundians at a shot—the explosion of
all the gunpowder stored up at the Temple
gate—would have split his ears less vio-
lently at that solemn and dramatic mo-
ment, than those few words from the lips
of an usher, ‘“ His Eminence Monseig-
neur le Cardinal de Bourbon.”

Not that Pierre Gringoire either feared
the cardinal or despised him; he was
neither weak enough to do the one, nor
self-sufficient enough to do the other. A
true.eclectic, as he would nowadays be
called, Gringoire was one ol those firm
and elevated spirits, calm and temperate,
who can preserve their composure under
all circumstances—stare tn dimidio rerum—
and who are full of reason and of a liberal
philosophy even while making some ac-
count of cardinals. Invaluable and unin-
terrupted line of philosophers—to whom
wisdom, like another Ariana, seems to
have given a clew, which they have
gone on unwinding from the beginning
of the world through the labyrinth of
human affairs. They are to be found in
all times, and ever the same—that is to
say, ever conforming themselves to the
time. And not to mention our Pierre
Gringoire, who would be their representa-
tive of the fifteenth century if we could
succeed in obtaining for him the distinc-
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tion which he deserves, it was certainly
their spirit which animated Father du
Breul in the sixteenth, when writing these
words of sublime simplicity, worthy of any
age: “Iam a Parisian by my birth-place,
and a parrhisian by my speech; for parr-
hisia in Greek signifies liberty of speech,
which liberty I have used even to mes-
seigneurs the cardinals, uncle and brother
to monseigneur the Prince of Conti, albeit
with respect for their greatness, and with-
out offending any one of their train, and
that is a great deal to say.”

So there was neither hatred for the car-
dinal, nor contempt of his presence, in the
disagreeable impression which it made
upon Pierre Gringoire. On the contrary,
our poet had too much good sense and too
threadbare a frock not to attach a partic-
ular value to the circumstance, that many
an allusion in his prologue, ard in partic-
ular the glorification ef the delphin, son of
the lion of France, would fall upon the ear
of an éminentissime. But interest is not
the ruling motive in the noble nature of
poets. Supposing the entity of a poet to
be represented by the nwinber ten, it is
certain that a chemist, on analyzing and
pharmacopeeizing it, as Rabelais says,
would find it t6 be composed of one part
of self-interest. with nine parts of self-
esteem. Now, at the moment that the
door opened for the entrance of -his emi-
nence, Gringeire’s nine parts of self-
esteem, inffated and expanded by the
breath of popular admiration, were in a
state of prodigious enlargement, quite
overwhelmjng ard smothering that im-
perceptible particle of self-interest which
we just now discriminated in the constitu-
tiom—of . poets—an invaluable ingredient,
by-the-way, a ballast of reality and hu-
manity, without which they would never
touch the earth. It was enjoyment for

_Gringoire to see and feel that an entire
assemblage (of poor creatures, it is true,

but what then ?) were stupefied, petrified,
and asphyxiated by the immeasurable
tirades which burst from every part of his
epihadlamium. We affirm that he himself

sbared the general beatitude; and that,
.ggmitie the reverse of La Fontaine, who, at

the performance of his play of ¢ The Flor-

.’

entine,”” asked, ‘“ What poor wretch has
written that rhapsody ?’’ Gringoire would
willingly have asked the person mnearest
to him, ¢ Whose masterpiece is this?”’
Hence it may be supposed what sort of
effect was produced upon him by the sud-
den and untimely arrival of the cardinal.

All his fears were but too fully realized.
His eminence’s entrance threw the whole
auditory into motion. All eyes were turned
toward the estrade, and there was a gen-
eral buzz: ¢ The cardinal! the cardinal!”’
repeated every tongue. The unfortunate
prologue was cut short a second time.

The cardinal stopped a moment upon
the threshold of the gallery; and while
casting his eyes with great indifference
over the assemblage, the tumult re-
doubled. Everybody wanted to obtain a
better view of him, each one stretching
his neck over his neighbor’s shoulder.

He was in truth an exalted personage,
the sight of whom was worth almost any
other spectacle. Charles, Cardinal de
Bourbon, Archbishop and Count of Lyons,
and Primate of Gaul, was allied both to
Louis XI., through his brother Pierre,
Seigneur of Beaujeu, who had esppuse'd
the king's eldest daughter, and-at the
same time to the Burgundian duke,
Charles-le-Téméraire, through his mother
Agnes of Burgundy. Now, the ruling,
the characteristic, the distinctive feature
in the character of the Primate of Gaul,
was his courtier-like spirit and his devot-
edness to power. Hence, it may well be
supposed in what numberless perplexities
this douhle relationship had involved him,
and among how many temporal shoals his
spiritual bark must have tacked about, to’
have escaped foundering either upon Louis
or upon Charles, the Charybdis and the
Ccylla which had swallowed up the Duke
of Nemours and the Constable of Saint-
Pol. However, Heaven be praised! he
had got happily through his voyage, and
had reached Rome without any cross acci-
dent. But although he was now n port—
and indeed, precisely because he was in
port—Ne never recollected, without a feel-
ing of uneasiness, the various chances of .
his political life, which had so long been
perilous and laborious. So, also, he used
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to say, that the year 1476 had been to him
both a black and white year; meaning
thereby that he had lost in that one year

- his mother, the Duchess of Bourbonnais,
and his cousin, the Duke of Burgundy, and
that one mourning had consoled him for
the other.

However, he was a very worthy man;
he led a joyous cardinal’s life; was wont
to make merry with wine of the royal vin-
tage of Challuau; had no dislike to Ri-
charde-la Gamoise and Thomasse-la-Sail-
larde; gave alms to pretty girls in
preference to old women; and for all these
reasons was in great favor with the good
people of Paris. He always went sur-
rounded by a little court of bishops and
abbots of high lineage, gallant, jovial, and
fond of good eating ; and more than once
had the good devotees of Saint Germain
d’Auxerre, in passing at night under the
windows of the HOb6tel de Bourbon, all
blazing with light, been scandalized by
hearing the same voices which had been
singing vespers to them in the daytime,
striking up, to the sound of glasses, the
bacchanalian sentiment of Benedict X1II.,
the pope who had added a third crown to
to the tiara—DBisbamus papaliter.

No doubt it was this popularity, so
justly acquired, which preserved him at
his entrance from anything like ill recep-
tion on the part of the crowd, who a few
moments before had been so dissatisfied,
and so little disposed to pay respect to a
,cardinal, even on the day when they were
going to elect a pope. But the Parisians
bear little malice ; and besides, by making
the performance begin of their own au-
“thority, the good citizens had had the
better of the cardinal, and this triumph
satisfied them. Moreover, Monsieur le
Cardinal de Bourbon was a handsome man
—he had on a very handsome scarlet gown,
which he wore in excellent style—which is
as much as to say, that he had in his favor
all the women, and, consequently, the
better part 'of the audience. Certainly it
would be both mjustice and bad taste, to
hoot a cardinal for being too late at the
play, when he is a handsome man, and
wears handsomely his scarlet robe.

He entered, then; saluted the company
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with that hereditary smile which the great
have always in readiness for the people;
and stepped slowly towards the feufeuil or
state chair of scarlet velvet placed for his
reception ; looking as if some other matter
occupied his mind. His train—what a
Frenchman might now call his staff—of
bishops and abbots, issued after him upon
the estrade, not without exciting redoubled
tumult and curiosity among the spectators
below. All were busied in pointing them
out, or in telling their names, each one
striving to show that he knew at least
some one of them ; some pointing to the
Bishop of Marseilles (Alaudet, if we
remember right); some to the Primicier
of Dean of St. Denis; others to Robert
de Lespinasse, Abbot of the great neigh-
boring monastery of Saint-Germain-des-
Prés, the libertine brother of a mistress of
Louis XI.—all their names being repeated
with a thousand mistakes and mispronun-
ciations. As for the scholars, they swore.
It was their own day—their feast of fools
—their saturnalia—the annual orgies of
the basoche and the école. No turpitude
but was a matter of right, to be held
sacred that day. And then there were
mad gossips among the growd—Simone
Quatre-livres, Agnés-la-Gadine, Robine
Piedebou. Was it not the least that could
be expected, that they should swear at
their ease, and profane God’s name a lit-
tle, on such a day as that, in such good
company with churchmen and courtezans ?
And accordingly, they made no mincing of
the matter ; but amidst the uproarious ap-
plause a frightful din of blasphemies and
enormities proceeded from all those tongues
let loose, those tongues of clerks and
scholars, tied up all the rest of the year
by the fear of St. Louis’s branding-iron.
Poor St. Louis! how did they banter him
in his own Palais de Justice! Kach one of
them had singled out among the newly-
arrived company some one of the cassocks,
black, gray, white, or violet. As for
Joannes Frollo de Molendino, and his being
brother to an arch-deacon, it was the red
robe that he audaciously assailed, singing
out as loud as he could bawl, and fixing
his shameless eyes upon the cardinal,
“ Cappa repleta merol ”’

A
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- All these particulars, which are thus
clearly detailed for the reader’s edifica-
tion, were so completely drowned in the
general hum of the multitude, that they
were -lost before they could reach the
reserved gallery ; though, indeed, the car-
dinal would have been little moved by
them ; so intimately did the license of the
day belong to the manners of the age.
He had something else to think of, which
pre-occupation appeared in his counte-
nance—another cause of solicitude, which
followed closely behind him and made its
appearance in the gallery almost at the
same time as himself. This was the
Flemish embassy.

Not that he was a profound politician,
or concerned himself about the possible
consequences of the marriage of madame,
his cousin, Margaret of Burgundy, with
monsieur, his cousin, Charles, Dauphin of
Vienne—nor how long the patched-up rec-
onciliation between the Duke of Austria
and the French King might endure—nor
how the King of England would receive
this slight toward his daughter. All that
gave him little anxiety ; and he did honor
every night to the wine of the royal vine-
yard of Chaillot without ever suspecting
that a few flasks of that same wine, re-
vised and corrected a little by the physi-
cian Coictier, and cordially presented to
Edward IV. by Louis XI., might possibly,
some fine morning, rid Louis XT. of Ed-
ward IV. ZLa moult honorée ambassade de
Monsieur le Duc d’Autriche brought none
of these cares to the Cardinal’s mind, but
annoyed him in another respect. 1t was,
in truth, rather too bad, and we have
already said a word or two about it in the
first pages of this volume, that he should
be obliged to give good reception and en-
tertainment—he, Charles de Bourbon—to
obscure burghers; he, a cardinal, to a
pack of scurvy échevins—he, a French-
man and a connoisseur in good living, to
Flemish beer-drinkers—and in public too!
Certes, it was one of the most irksome
parts he had ever gone through for the
bon plaisir of the king.

Howewer, he had so perfectly studied it,
that he turned toward -the door with the
best grace in the world, when the usher
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annouriced in a sonorous voice, ¢ Messieurs
the Envoys of the Duke of Austria!” It
is needless to say that the whole hall did
likewise.

Then appeared, two by two, with a
gravity which strongly contrasted with
the flippant air of the cardinal’s ecclesias-
tical train, the forty-eight ambassadors
from Maximilian of Austria, baving at
their head the reverend father in God,
Jehan, Abbott of Saint-Bertin, chancellor
of the Golden Fleece, and Jacques de Goy,
Sieur Dauby, high bailif of Ghent. A
deep silence now took place in the as-
semblage, a general titter being sup-
pressed, in order to listen to all the un-
couth names and mercantile additions
‘which each one of these personages trans-
mitted with imperturbable gravity to the
usher, who then gave out their names and
callings, pell-mell and with all sorts of
mutilations, to the crowd below. They
were Maitre Loys Roelof, échevin of the
town of Louvain ; Messire Clays d’Etuelde,
échevin of Brussels; Messire Paul de
Baeust, sieur of Voirmizelle, president of
Flanders; Maitre Jehan Coleghens, burgo-
master of the city of Antwerp; Maitre
George de la Moere, principal, échvin of
of the kuere of the city of Ghent; Maitre
Gheldolf vander Hage, principal échevin
of the parchons of the said city; and the
Sieur de Bierbecque, and Jehan Pinnock,
and Jehan Dimaerzelle, etc., etc., etc.,
bailiffs, échevins, and burgomasters —
burgomasters, échevins, and bailiffs—all
stiff, sturdy, drawn-up figures, dressed
out in velvet and damask, and hooded
with black velvet cramignoles decorated
with great tufts of gold thread of Cyprus
—good Flemish heads after all, with severe
and respectable countenances, akin to
those which Rembrandt has made stand
out with such force and gravity from the
.dark background of his picture of ‘* Going
the rounds at night’’ — personages on
every one of whose foreheads it was writ-
ten, that Maximilian of Austria had done
right in ‘“ confiding to the full,”” as his
manifesto expressed it, ‘“in their sense,
valor, experience, loyalty, and good endow-
ments.”’

There was one exception, however, to
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this description ; it was a subtle, intelli-
gent, crafty-looking face—a sort of mix-
ture of the monkey and the diplomatist—
to whom the cardinal made three steps in
advance and a low bow, but who, never-
theless, was called simply Guillaume or
William Rym, counselor and pensionary of
the town of Ghent.

Few persons at the time knew anything
about QGuillaume Rym—a rare genius,
who, in a time of revolution, would have ap-
peared with éclat on the surface of events;
but who, in the fifteenth century, was con-
fined to the practice of covert intrigue and
to ““live in the mines,”” as the Duke de
Saint-Simon expresses it. However, he
was appreciated by the first ¢ miner ™ in
Europe—he was familiarly associated in
the secret operations of Louis XI.—all
which was perfectly unknown to this mul-
titude, who were amazed at the cardinal’s
politeness to that sorry-looking Flemish
bailiff.

CHAPTER IV.
MASTER JACQUES COPPENOLE.

‘WHILE the pensionary of Ghent and his
eminence were exchanging a very low bow,
and a few words in a tone still lower, a
man of lofty stature, large-featured, and
broad - shouldered, presented himself to
enter abreast with Guillauime Rym, look-
ing something like a mastiff dog by the
side of a fox. His bicoquet of felt and his
leathern jerkin were oddly conspicuous
amidst the velvet and silk that surrounded
him. Presuming it to be some groom who
knew not whither he was going, the usher
stopped him with ‘ Hold, friend ! you can’t
pass here.”

The man of the leathern jerkin should-
ered him aside. * What would this fellow
with me ?’’ said he, in a thundering voice,
which drew the attention of the whole hall
to this strange colloquy. ¢‘ Seest thou not
I’m one of them ? ”’

“Your name ? ’’ demanded the usher.

¢« Jacques Coppenole.”’

‘“ Your description? ”’
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“ A hosier, at the sign of the Three
Chains at Ghent.” :

The usher shrank back. To announce
échevins and burgomasters might indeed
be endured—but a hosier !—it was rather
too bad. The cardinal was upon thorns.
All the people were looking and listening.
For two days his eminence had been doing
his utmost to lick these Flemish bears in-
to rather more presentable shape, and this
freak was foo much for him. Meanwhile
Guillaume Rym, with his cunning smile,
went up to the-usher: ‘ Announce Maitre
Jacques Coppenole, clerk to the échevins
of the city of Ghent,”” said he to the officer
in a very low whisper.

¢« Usher,” then said the cardinal aloud,
“announce Maitre Jacques Coppenole,
clerk to the échevins of the illustrious city
of Ghent.”

This was an error. Guillaume Rym, by
himself, would have snatched the difficulty
out of the way ; but Coppenole had heard
the cardinal’s direction. “No.! Croia-
Diew !’ he cried, with his voice of thunder:
¢« Jacques Coppenole, hosier. Dost thou
hear, usher ? Neither more nor Iess.
Croix-Dieu! a hosier—that’s fine enough.
Monsieur the archduke has more than once
looked for his gant in my hose.”

This play upon the word gant, a glove,
pronounced exactly alike Gand or Ghent,
the great manufacturing town in Flanders,
occasioned a burst of laughter and applause
from the people below.

‘We must add that Coppenole was one of
the people, and that the auditory around
him were of the people also; so that the
communication between them and him had
been quick, electric, anc, as it were, on
equal footing. This lofty air which the
Flemish hosier gave himself, by humbling
the courtiers, had stirred in the plebeian
breasts a certain latent feeling of dignity,
which, in the fifteenth century, was as yet
vague and undefined. They beheld one of
their equals in this hosier, who had just
borne himseif so sturdily before the cardi-
nal—a welcome reflection to poor devils
accustomed to pay respect and obedience
to the servants of the sergeants of the’
bailiff of the abbot of Sainte-Geneviéve,
the cardinal’s train-bearer.
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Coppenole made a stiff bow to HKis emi-
nence, who returned the salute of the all-
powerful burgher, formidable to Louis XI.
Then, while Guillaume Rym sage homme et
malicieuz, as Philippe de Comines expresses
it, followed them both with a smile of rail-
‘lery and superiority, they moved each to
his place—the cardinal thoughtful and out
of countenance — Coppenole quite at his
ease, thinking, no doubt, that, after all,
his title of hosier was as good as any
other, and that ‘Mary of Burgundy,
mother of that Margaret for whose mar-
riage he was now treating, would have
feared him less as a cardinal than as a
hosier, for no cardinal would have stirred
up the people of Ghent against the favor-
ites of the daughter of Charles the Rash ;
nor could any cardinal, by a single word,
have fortified the multitude against her
tears and prayers, when the Lady of
Flanders came and supplicated her people
on their behalf, even to the foot of their
scaffold, while the hosier had only had to
raise his leathern elbow to cause both your

heads to be struck off, most illustrious seig-’

neurs, Guy d’Hymbercourt and Chancellor
Guillaume Hugonet.

Yet the poor cardinal had not gone
through all his penance ; he was doomed
to drain the cup of being in such bad com-
pany, even to the dregs.

The reader has doubtless not forgotten
the audacious mendicant, who at the time
of the commencement of the prologue, had
climbed up to the fringes of the gallery
reserved for the cardinal. The arrival of
the illustrious guests had not in the least
disturbed him ; and while the prelates and
the ambassadors were barreling them-
selves up like real Flemish herrings within
the narrow compass of the gallery, he had
put himself quite at his ease, with his legs
bravely crossed upon the architrave. This
piece of insolence was extraordinary; yet
nobody had remarked it at the first mo-
ment, every one’s attention being fixed
elsewhere. He, for his part, took notice
of nothing in the hall ; he was moving his
head backward and forward with the un-
concern of a Neapolitan, repeating, from
time to time, amidst the general hum, and
as if by a mechanical habit, ¢ Charity, if
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you please ! > and indeed, among all pres-
ent, he was probably the only one who
would not have deigned to turn his head
on hearing the altercation between Cop-
penole and the usher. Now it so chanced
that his hosiership of Ghent, with whom
the people already so warmly sympathized,
and upon whom all eyes were fixed, went
and seated himself in the front line of
the gallery, just over the place where the
beggar was sitting; and it excited no
small astonishment to see the Flemish
ambassador, after scrutinizing the fellow
beneath him, give him a friendly slap upon
his ragged shoulder. The beggar turned
round. Surprise, mutual recognition, and
kindly gratulation, were visible in both
faces; then, without giving themselves
the slightest concern about the spectators,
the hosier and the leper fell into conversa-
tion in a low voice, holding each other by
the hand ; while the tattered arm of Clo-
pin Trouillefou, displayed at length upon
the cloth of gold that decorated the gal-
lery, had somewhat the appearance of a
caterpillar upon an orange.

The novelty of this singular scene ex-
cited such noisy mirth among the crowd,
that the cardinal quickly remarked it: he
leaned gently aside; and as, from the
point where he was situated, he caught
only an imperfect glimpse of Trouillefou’s
ignominious garment, he exclaimed, “Mon-
sieur the bailiff of the Palace, throw me
that fellow into the river.”

¢¢ Croix-Dieu ! monseigneur le cardinal,”’
said Coppenole, without leaving hold of
Clopin’s hand, ‘ thisis one of my friends.””

““Noél! Noél!” cried the mob. And
from that moment Maitre Coppenole was
at Paris, as at Ghent, ““in great favor
with the people; for men of great stature
are so,”’” says Philippe de Comines, ‘“ when
they are thus disorderly.”

The cardinal bit his lip. He leaned
toward the Abbot of Sainte Geneviéve,
who sat next him,. and said in a half-
whisper: ¢ Pretty ambassadors, truly,
monsieur the archduke sends us to an-
nounce the Lady Margaret.”

“Your eminence’s politeness,”” returned
the abbot, ‘“is thrown away upon these
Flemish grunters—Margaritas ante porcus.’”
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“Say rather,” rejoined the cardinal,
smiling, *“ porcus ante Margaritam.”

The whole of the little court of church-
men were in ecstasy at this jew de mot.
The cardinal felt a little relieved. He was
now even with Coppenole, for he too had
had his pun applauded.

And now, such of our readers as have
the power of generalizing an image or an
idea, as we say nowadays, will pemit us
to ask them whether they figure to them-
selves quite clearly the spectacle presented,
at the moment at which we give this pause

to their attention, by the vast parallelo- |

gram of the great hall of the Palais.

In the middle of the western side is a
spacious and magnificent gallery, with
drapery of gold brocade, which is entered,
in procession, through a small Gothic door-
way, by a series of grave-looking person-
ages, announced successively by the clam-
orous voice of the usher ; while on the first
benches are already seated a number of
reverend figures wrapped in velvet, ermine,
and scarlet cloth. Below and all about
this gallery, which remains still and stately
—below, in front, and around, are a great
multitude and a great hum of voices. A
t'_.usand looks are cast from the crowd
upon every face in the gallery—a thousand
muttered repetitions are made of every
name. The spectacle is indeed curious and
well worthy the attention of the spectators.
But, at the same time, what is that down
there, quite at the extremity of the hall—
that sort of mountebank stage, with four
puppets in motley upon it, and four others
below ? “And at one side of the stage, who
is that white-faced man in a long black
coat ? Alas! dear reader, it is Pierre
Gringoire with his prologue.

We had all utterly forgotten him; and
that is just what he had apprehended.

From the moment at which the cardinal
entered, Gringoire had been incessantly
exerting himself for the salvation of his
prologue. He had first of all enjoined the
actors to proceed, and elevate their voices;
then, finding that no one listened, he had
stopped them ; and for nearly a quarter of
an hour during which the interruption had
continued, he had been constantly beating
with his foot and gesticulating, calling
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upon Gisquette and Liénarde, and urging
those near him to have the prologue pro-
ceeded with—but all in vain. No one could
be turned aside from the cardinal, the em-
bassy, and the gallery—the sole center of
that vast circle of visual rays. Itisalso
credible, we regret to say it, that the pro- -
logue was beginning to be a little tiresome
to the auditory at the moment that his
eminence’s arrival had made so terrible a
distraction. And after all, in the gallery
itself, as on the marble table, it was still
in fact the same spectacle—the conflict of
Labor with Clergé, of Noblesse with Mar-
chandise ; and many people liked better to
see them in downright reality, living,
breathing, acting, elbowing one another in
plain flesh and blood, in that Flemish em-
bassy, in that episcopal court, under the
cardinal’s robe, under Coppenole’s jerkin,
than tricked out, painted, talked in verse,
and packed up, as it were, in straw, under
the yellow and white gowns in which Grin-
goire had mufiled them.

Nevertheless, when our poet saw tran-
quillity a little restored, he bethought him-
self of a stratagem which might have
saved the performance.

“Monsieur,” said he, turning to one of
the persons nearest him, of fair round
figure, with a patient-looking countenance,
“ suppose they were to begin again?”’

‘“ Begin what ?”’ said the man.

‘“ Why, the mystery,’’ said Gringoire.

¢ Just as you please,’” returned the other.

This demi-approbation was enough for
Gringoire, and taking the affair into his
own hands, he began to call out, confound-
ing himself at the same time as much as
possible with the multitude. ¢ Begin the
mystery again !'—begin again!”’

“The devil!” said Joannes de Molen-
dino; ‘“ what is it they’re singing out at
yon end?”’ for Gringoire made as much
noise as four people. ¢ Tell me, comrades,
isn’t the mystery finished? They want to
begin it again ; that’s not fair.”

““No! no!” cried all the scholars to-
gether, ‘“ down with the mystery !~—down
with it ! ”’

But Gringoire only multiplied himself
the more, and cried out the louder—¢ Be-
gin again l—begin again ! ”’
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These clamors attracted the attention
of the cardinal. * ‘“ Monsieur the bailiff of
the Palais,”” said he to a tall, dark man
standing a few paces from him, ¢ what
possesses those fellows that they make
that infernal noise ? ”’

The bailiff of the Palais was a kind of
amphibious magistrate, a sort of bat of
the judicial order, a sort of compound of
the rat and the bird, of the judge and the
soldier. He approached his eminence, and
with no small apprehension of his dis-
pleasure, he stammered out to him an ex-
planation of the people’s refractoriness—
that noon had arrived before his eminence,
and that the players had been forced to
begin without waiting for his eminence.

The cardinal laughed aloud. ¢ I’faith,”
said he, ‘“ monsieur the rector of the Uni-
versity should e’en have done likewise.
What say you, Maitre Guillaume Rym ? ”’

“ Monseigneur,” answered Rym, ¢ let
us be satisfied with having escaped one-
half of the play. ’Tis so much gained, at
any rate.’

‘““May those rogues go on with thelr
farce ? >’ asked the bailiff.

“ o on—go on,’’ said the cardinal, ¢ ’tis
all the same to me; I will be reading my
breviary the while.”

The bailiff advanced to the edge of the
gallery, and called out, after procuring
silence by a motion of his hand—¢ Towns-
men ! householders ! and inhabitants '—to
satisfy those who desire the play to begin
again, and those who desire it to finish,
his eminence orders that it shall go on.”

Thus both parties were obliged to yield,
although both the author and the auditors
long bore a grudge.on this score against
the cardinal. The characters on the stage
accordingly took up their text where they
had laid it down; and Gringoire hoped
that at least the remainder of his compo-
sition would be listened to, This hope,
however, was soon dispelled, like the rest
of his illusions. Silence had indeed been

somehow or other restored in the audi-

tory; but Gringoire had mnot observed
that, at the moment when the cardinal
had given his order for the continuance of
the play, the gallery was far from being
full, and that subsequently to the arrival
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of the Flemish envoys, there were come
other persons forming part of the -cardi-
nal’s train, whose names and descriptions,
thrown out in the midst of his dialogue by
the intermitted bawling of the usher, made
considerable ravage in it. Only imagine,
indeed, in the midst of a dramatic piece,
the yelp of a doorkeeper, throwing in, be-
tween the two lines of a couplet, and often
between the first half of a line and the .
last, such parentheses as these :

‘“ Maitre Jacques Charmolue, king’s at-
torney in the ecclesiastical court !’

‘““Jehan de Harlay, esquire, keeper of
the office of horseman of the night-watch
of the town of Paris!”’

‘“ Messire Galiot de Genoilhac, knight,
seigneur of Brussac, master of the kmg S
artillery !

“ Maitre Dreux-Raguier, commissioner
of our lord the king’s waters and forests.
in the domains *of France, Champagne,
and Brie ! ”’

“ Messire Louis de Graville, knight,
councillor, and chamberlain to the king,
admiral of France, keeper of the Bois de
Vincennes !’

‘‘ Maitre Denis le Mercier, keeper of the
house of the blind at Paris!” etc., etc.,
ete.

This became insupportable. All this
strange accompaniment, which made it
difficult to follow the tenor of the piece,
was the more provoking to Gringoire, as
he could not disguise from himself that the
interest was going on increasing, and that
nothing was wanting to his composition
but to be listened to. It was, indeed, dif-.
ficult to imagine a plot more ingeniously
or dramatically woven. While the four
personages of the prologue were bewailing
their hopeless perplexity, Venus in person
—vera incessu patuit dea—had presented
herself before them, clad in a fine cotte-
hardie, having blazoned fair upon its front
the ship displayed on the old city escutch-
eon of Paris. She was come to claim for
herself the dolphin promised to the most
beautiful. She was supported by Jupiter,
whose thunder was heard to rumble in the
dressing-room ; and the goddess was about
to bear away the prize—that is, in plain
terms, to espouse monsieur the dauphin—
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when a little girl dressed in white damask,
and carrying a marguerite or daisy in her
hand, a lucid personification of the Lady
of Flanders, had come to contend with
Venus. Here were at once coup-de-thédire
and preparation for the catastrophe. Af-

ter a proper dispute, Venus, Margaret,

and those behind the scenes, had agreed to
refer the matter to the award of the Holy
Virgin. There was another fine part, that
of Don Pedro, King of Mesopotamia ; but
amid so many interruptions it was difficult
to discover what was his share of the ac-
tion. All these personages climbed up the
ladder to the stage. .

But it was all over with the play; not
one of these beauties was felt or under-
stood. It seemed as if, at the cardinal’s
entrance, some invisible and magical
thread had suddenly drawn away every
look from the marble table to the gallery,
from the southern extremity of the hall to
its western side. Nothing could disen-
chant the auditory; all eyes remained
fixed in that direction; and the persons
who successively arrived on that side,
with their cursed names, and their faces,
and their dresses, made a continual diver-
sion. The case was desperate. Kxcept
Gisquette and Liénarde, who turned aside
from time to time when Gringoire pulled
them by the sleeve—except the lusty pa-
tient man that stood near him—no one
listened to, no one looked at, the poor
abandoned morality. Gringoire could see
in the faces of the auditory nothing but
profiles.

‘With what bitterness did he see all his
fabric of poetry and of glory thus falling
to pieces! Only to think that this multi-
tude had been on the point of rebelling
against monsieur the bailiff through their
impatience to hear his composition: and
now that they had it, they cared nothing
about it—that same performance which
had begun amid such unanimous acclama-
tion! Everlasting ebb and flow of the
popular favor! Only to think, that they
had been near hanging the bailiff’s ser-
geants !'—what would he not have given
to have recalled that blissful moment !
However, the usher’s brutal monologue
ceased at length; everybody had arrived :
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so that Gringoire took breath; and the
actors were going on bravely, when all at
once Maitre Coppenole, the hosier, got
upon his legs, and Gringoire heard him
deliver, in the midst of the universal at-
tention to his piece, this abominable har-
angue :

¢¢ Messieurs the bourgeois and hobereaux
of Paris—Croix-Dieu! I know not what
we’re doing here. I do indeed see, down
in that corner, upon that stage, some peo-
ple who look as if they wanted to fight.
I know not whether that be what you call
a mystery; but I do know it’s not amus-
ing. They belabor one another with their
tongues, but that’s all. For this quarter
of an hour I’ve been waiting to see the
first blow—but nothing comes—they’re
cowards, and maul one another only with
foul words. You should have had boxers
from London or Rotterdam ; and then in-
deed we should have had hard knocks,
which you might have heard the length of
this hall—but those creatures there are
quite pitiful. They should at least give us
a morris-dance or some other piece of
mummery. This is not what I was told it
was to be—I’d been promised a feast of
fools with an election of a pope. We at
Ghent, too, have our fools’ pope; and in
that, Croix-Dieu! we’re behind nobody.
But we do thus :—a mob gets together, as
here for instance; then each in his turn

goes and puts his head through a hole and -

makes faces at the others; he that makes
the ugliest face according to general accla-
mation, is -chosen pope. That’s our way,
and it’s very diverting. Shall we make
your pope after the fashion of my country ?
At any rate it will not be so tiresome as
listening to those babblers. If they’ve a
mind to come and try their hands at face-
making, they shall have their turn. What
say you, my masters? Here’s a droll
sample enough of both sexes to give us a
right hearty Flemish laugh, and we can
show ugly phizzes enow to give us hopes

of a fine grinning match.”

Gringoire would fain have replied, but
amazement, resentment, and indignation
deprived him of utterance. Besides, the
motion made, by the popular hosier was
received with such enthusiasm by those
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townsfolk flattered at being called hobe-
' reaux (a term in that day somewhat ap-
proaching to a gentleman as now used in
England in addressing a mixed multitude,
though in this day it is no longer used
complimentarily), that all resistance would
have been unavailing. All that could now
be done was to go with the stream. Grin-
goire hid his face with both his hands, not
being so fortunate as to possess a mantle
wherewith to veil his countenance like the
Agamemnon of Timanthes.

CHAPTER V.
QUASIMODO, THE HUNCHBACK.

IN the twinkling of an eye, everything
was ready for putting Coppenole’s idea in-
to execution. Townspeople, scholars, and
basochians had all set themselves to work.
The small chapel, situated opposite to the
marble table, was fixed upon to be the
scene of the grinning match. The glass
being broken out of one the divisions of
the pretty rose-shaped window over the
door-way, left open a circle of stone through
which it was agreed that the candidates
should pass their heads. To get up to it
they had only to climb upon two casks
which had been laid hold of somewhere or
other, and set one upon another just as it
happened. It was settled that each candi-
date, whether man or woman (for they
might make a she-pope), in order to leave
fresh and entire the_ impression of their
grin, should cover their face and keep
themselves unseen in the chapel until the
moment of making their appearance at the
hole. In a moment the chapel was filled
with competitors, and the door was closed
upon them.

Coppenole, from his place in the gallery,
ordered everything, directed everything,
arranged everything. During the noisy
applause that followed his proposal, the
cardinal, no less out of countenance than
Gringoire himself, had, on pretext of busi-
ness, and of the hour of vespers, retired
with all his suite ; while the crowd, among
whom his arrival had caused so strong a
sensation, seemed not 1o be in the slightest
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degree interested by his departure. Guil-
laume Rym was the only one who re-
marked the discomfiture of his eminence.
The popular attention, like the sun, pur-
sued its revolution; after setting out at
one end of the hall, it had stayed for awhile
at the middle of it, and was now at the
other end. The marble table, the brocaded
gallery, had each had its season of interest;
and it was now the turn of Louis XL.’s
chapel. The field was henceforward clear
for every sort of extravagance ; the Flem-
ings and the mob had it all to themselves.

The grinning commenced. The first
face that appeared at the hole, with eye-
lids turned up with red, a mouth gaping
like the swallow of an ox, and a forehead
wrinkled in large folds like our hussar
boots in the time of the Empire, excited
such an inextinguishable burst of laughter,
that Homer would have taken all those
boors for gods. Nevertheless the Grand
Salle was anything but an Olympus, as no
one could better testify than Gringoire’s
own poor Jupiter. A second face, and a
third, succeeded—then another—then an:
other—the spectators each time laughing
and stamping with their feet with re-
doubled violence. There was in this spec-
tacle a certain peculiar whirling of the
brain—a certain power of intoxication and
fascination—of which it is difficult to give
an idea to the reader of the present day,
and the frequenter of our modern drawing-
rooms. Imagine a series of visages, pre-
senting in succession every geometrical
figure, from the triangle to the trapezium,
from the cone to the polyhedron—every
human expression, from that of anger to
that of lust—évery age, from the wrinkles
of the new-born infant to those of extreme
old age—every religious phanicsm, from
Faunus to Beelzebub—every animal pro-
file, from the jowl to the beak, from the
snout to the muzzle. Figure to yourself
all the grotesque heads carved on the Pont-
Neuf, those nightmares petrified under the
hand of Germain Pilon, taking life and
breath, and coming one after another to
look you in the face with flaming eyes—all
the masks of a Venetian carnival passing
successively before your eyeglass—in short,
a sort of human kaleidoscope.
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The orgie became more and more Flem-
ish. Teniers himself would have given but
a very imperfectidea of it. Imagine, if you
can, the ‘“battle” of Salvator Rosa bac-
chanalized. There was no longer any dis-
tinction of scholars, ambassadors, towns-
people, men, or women. There was now
neither Clopin Trouillefou, nor Giles Le-
cornu, nor Marie Quatre-Livres, nor
Robin Poussepain. All was confounded in
the common license. The Grande Salle
had become, as it were, one vast furnace
of audacity and joviality, in which every
mouth was a shout, every eye a flash,
every face a grin, every figure a gesticu-
lation—all was bellowing and roaring.
The strange visages that came one after
another to grind their teeth at the broken
window, were like so many fresh brands
cast upon the fire; and from all that effer-
vescent raultitude there escaped, as the ex-
halation of the furnace, a humming noise,
like the buzzing of the wings of ten thou-
sand gnats.

“Curse me,”’ cries one, “if ever I saw
anything like that.”

¢ Only look at that phiz,” cries another.

“It’s good for nothing.”

¢ Let’s have another.”

“ Gtuillemette Maugerepuis, just look at
that pretty bull’s head—it wants nothing
but horns. It can’t be thy husband.”

¢ Here comes another.”

¢‘ Bless the pope! what sort of a grin’s
that ?”

‘“Hollo! that’s not fair.
show nothing but your face.”

You must

““That devil, Perette Calebotte! That
must be one of her tricks.”’

¢ Noél! noél!”

“Oh! I’'m smothered !’

‘““There’s one that can’t get his ears

through ”’— etec., etc.

‘We must, however, do justice to our
friend Jehan. Inthe midst of this infernal
revel, he was still to be seen at the top of
his pillar like a ship-boy on a top-sail. He
was exerting himself with incredible fury.
His mouth was wide open, and there is-
sued from it a cry which, however, was
not audible—not that it was drowned by
the general clamor, all intense as that was
—Dbut because, no doubt, it attained the
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utmost limit of perceptible sharp sounds,
of the twelve thousand vibrations of Sau-
veur, or the eight thousand of Biot.

As for Gringoire—as soon as the first
moment of depression was over, he had re-
sumed his self-possession. He had hard-
ened himself against adversity. ¢ Go on,”
he had said for the third time to his play-
ers—*‘‘ go on, you talking machines,”” then
pacing with great strides before the mar-
ble table, he felt some temptation to go
and take his turn at the hole in the chapel-
window, if only to have the pleasure of
making faces at the ungrateful people.
‘¢ But no—that would be unworthy of us—
no revenge—let us struggle to the last,”
muttered he to himself—¢‘ the power of
poetry over the people is great—I will
bring them back. We will see which of
the two shall prevail—grinning, or the
belles-lettres.”’

Alas! he was left the sole spectator of
his piece.

This was worse than before ; forinstead
of profiles, he now saw nothing but backs.

We mistake. The big, patient man
whom he had already consulted at one
critical moment had remained with his
face toward the stage; as for Gisquette
and Liénarde, they had deserted long ago.

Gringoire was touched to the soul by
the fidelity of his only remaining specta
tor ; he went up to and accosted him, giv-
ing him at the same time a slight shake of
the arm, for the good man had leaned him-
self against the balustrade, and was tak-
ing a gentle nap. ,

““ Mounsieur,”” said Gringoire, I thank
you.”

“ Monsieur,” answered the big man
with a yawn, ¢ what for ? >

‘1 see what annoys you,”” returned the
poet; ¢ all that noise prevents you from
hearing as you could wish; but make
yourself easy—your name shall go down
to posterity. Will you please to favor
me with your name ? ”’

‘“ Renauld Chéateau, seal-keeper of the
Chéatelet of Paris, at your service.”

‘ Monsieur,”” said Gringoire, ‘ you are
here the sole representative of the Muses.”’

““You are too polite, monsieur,” an-
swered the seal-keeper of the Chatelet.
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““You are the only one,”” continued
Gringoire, ‘“ who has given suitable at-
tention to the piece. What do you think
of it?”

“ Why — why,” returned the portly
magistrate, but half awake—¢it’s very
diverting indeed.”’

Gringoire was obliged to content him-
self with this eulogy ; for a thunder of ap-
plause, mingled with a prodigious excla-
mation, cut short their conversation. The
fool’s pope was at last elected.

““Noél! noél! noél!” cried the people
from all sides.

It was indeed a miraculous grin that
now beamed through the circular aper-
ture. After all ‘the figures, pentagonal,
hexagonal, and heteroclite, which had suc-
ceeded each other at the round holé, with-
out realizing that idea of the grotesque
which had formed itself in the imagination
of the people excited by the orgie, it re-
quired nothing less to gain their suffrages
than the sublitwe grin which had just
dazzled the assemblage. Maitre Coppe-
nole himself applauded ; and Clopin Trouil-
lefou, who had been a candidate (and God
knows his - visage could attain an intensity
of ugliness) acknowledged himself to be
outdone. We shall do likewise. We shall
not attempt to give the reader an idea of
that tetrahedron nose —- that horse-shoe
mouth—that small left eye overshadowed
by a red bushy brow, while the right eye
disappeared entirely under an enormous
wart — of those straggling teeth with
breaches here and there like the battle-
m:nts of a fortress—of that horny lip,
over which one of those teeth projected
like the tusk of an elephant — of that
forked chin—and, above all, of the expres-
sion diffused over the whole—that mixture
of malice, astonishment, and melancholy.
Let the reader, if he can, figure to himself
this combination.

The acclamation was unanimous; the

* crowd rushed toward the chapel, and the

blessed pope of the fools was led out in tri-
umph. And now the surprise and admira-
tion of the people rose still higher, for they
found the wondrous grin to be nothing but
his ordinary face.

Or rather, his whole person was a grim-
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ace. His large head, all bristling with
red hair—between his shoulders an enor-
mous hump, to which he had a correspond-
ing projection in front—a framework of
thighs and legs, so strangely gone astray
that they could touch one another only at
the knees, and when viewed in front,
looked like two pairs of sickles brought
together at the handles—sprawling feet—
monstrous hands—and yet, with all that
deformity, a certain gait denoting formid-
able vigor, agility and courage—a strange
exception to the everlasting rule which
prescribes that strength, like beauty, shall
result from harmony. Such was the pope
whom the fools had just chosen. He
looked like a giant that had been broken
and awkwardly mended.

‘When this sort of cyclop appeared on
the threshold of the chapel, motionless,
squat, and almost as broad as he was
high—squared by the base, as a great
man has expressed it—the populace, by
his coat half red and half violet, figured
over with little silver bells, and still more
by the perfection of his ugliness—the pop-
ulace recognized him at once, and ex-
claimed with one voice: ‘* It’s Quasimodo
the ringer! It’s Quasimodo the :unch-
back of Notre-Dame! Quasirzcéo the
one-eyed ! Quasimodo the bandy-legged !
Noél! noél!”” The poor devil, it seems,
had a choice of surnames.

¢ All ye pregnant women get out of the
way !’ cried the scholars.

‘“And all that want to be so,”” added
Joannes.

The women, in fact, hid their faces.

¢ Oh, the horrid baboon !’ said one.

¢ As mischievous as he’s ugly,”” added
another.

“It’s the devil!”’ cried a third.

¢ ’ve the misfortune to live near Notre-
Dame; and at night I hear him scrambling
in the gutter.”’ :

““ With the cats.”

‘“ He’s constantly upon our roofs.”’

‘““He’s cast spells at us down the chim-
neys.”’

“ The other night he came and grinned
at me through my attic window. I thought
it was a man. I was in such a fright!””

““T’m sure he goes to meet the witches
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—he once left a broomstick on my |

leads.”

¢ Oh, the-shocking face of the hunch-
back!”’

¢ Oh, the horrid creature!”

The men, on the contrary, were de-
lighted, and made great applause.

Quasimodo, the object of the tumult,
kept standing in the doorway of the chapel,
gloomy and grave, letting himself be ad-
mired.

One of the scholars (Robin Poussepain,
we believe) came and laughed in his face,
rather too near him. Quasimodo quietly
took him by the waist and threw him half-
a-score yards off among the crowd, without
uttering a word.

Maitre Coppenole, wondering, now went
up to him. ‘¢ Croix-Dieu! Holy Father!
why, thou hast the prettiest ugliness I
ever saw in my life! Thou wouldst de-
serve to be pope at Rome as well as at
Paris.”

So saying, he clapped his hand merrily
upon the other’s shoulder. Quasimodo
stirred not an inch. Coppenole continued :
“Thou art a fellow whom I long to feast
with, though it should cost me a new
douzain of twelve livres tournois. What
say’st thou to it ?”’

Quasimodo made no answer.

¢ Croix-Dieu!”’ cried the hosier, * art
thou deaf ? ”

He was indeed deaf.

However, he began to be impatient at
Coppenole’s motions, and he all at once
turned toward him with so formidable a
grinding of his teeth, that the Flemish
giant recoiled like a bull-dog before a cat.

A circle of terror and respect was thne
made round the strange personage, the
radius of which was at least fifteen geo-
metrical paces. And an old woman ex-
plained to Maitre Coppenole that Quasi-
modo was deaf.

¢ Deaf ?”’ cried the hosier, with his bois-
terous Flemish laugh. ¢ Croix-Dieu! then
he’s a pope complete !

“Ha! I know him,”’ cried Jehan, who
was at last come down from his capital to
have a nearer look at the new pope: ¢ it’s
my brother the archdeacon’s ringer. Good-
day to you, Quasimodo.”
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““What a devil of a man,’”’ said Robin
Poussepain, who was all bruised with his
fall. ‘He shows himself—and you see .
he’s a hunchback. He walks—and you
see he’s bow-legged. He looks at you—-
and you see he’s short of an eye. You
talk to him—and you find he’s deaf. Why,
what does the Polyphemus do with his
tongue? ”’.

¢“ He talks when he likes,’’ said the old
woman. ‘‘ He’s lost his hearing with ring-
ing the bells. He’s not dumb.”

““ No—he’s that perfection short,” ob-
served Jehan.

““ And he’s an eye too many,” added
Robin Poussepain.

¢ No, no,” said Jehan, judiciously; ‘a
one-eyed man is much more incomplete
than a blind man, for he knows what it is
that’s wanting.”

Meanwhile, all the beggars, all the lack-
eys, all the cut-purses, together with the
scholars, had gone in procession to fetch
from the wardrobe of the basoche, the
pasteboard tiara and the mock robe appro-
priated to the Fools’ Pope. Quasimodo
allowed himself to be arrayed in them
without a frown, and with a sort of proud
docility. They then seated him upon a
parti-colored chair. Twelve officers of the
brotherhood of Fools, laying hold of the
poles that were attached to it, hoisted him
upon their shoulders; and a sort of bitter
and disdainful joy seemed to spread itself
over the sullen face of the cyclops when he
beheld under his deformed feet all those
heads of good-looking and well-shaped
men. Then the whole bawling and tat-
tered procession set out to make, accord-
ing to custom, the internal circuit of the
galleries of the Palais, before parading
through the streets. ’

CHAPTER VI
ESMERALDA.

‘WE are delighted to have to inform our
readers that during all this scene Grin-
goire and his piece had held out. His
actors, goaded on by himself, had not dis-
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continued the enacting of his pla;}, nor had

" he ceased to listen to it ; he had taken his
.part in the uproar, and was determined to

go to the end, not despairing of a return of
public attention. This gleam of hope re-
vived when he saw Quasimodo, Coppenole,
ahd the deafening train of the Fools’ Pope
taarch with great clamor out of the hall,
while the rest of the crowd rushed eagerly
after them. ¢ Good!”’ said he to himself
—~¢“there go all the disturbers at last!”’
But, unfortunately, all the disturbers made
the whole assemblage ; and in a twinkling
the great hall was empty.

It is true there still remained a few
spectators, some scattered about, and
others grouped around the pillars—wom-
en, old men, and children—weary and ex-
hausted with the squeezing and the clamor.
A few of the scholars, too, still remained,
mounted on the entablature of the win-
dows, and looking out into the Place.

‘““Well,” thought Gringoire, ¢ here are
still enow of them to hear the end of my
mystery. They are few, but they are a

. chosen, a lettered audience.”

But a moment afterward, a symphony
which was to have had the greatest effect
at the arrival of the Holy Virgin, was
missing. (Gringoire discovered that his
music had been carried off by the proces-
sion of the Fools’ Pope. ‘ Pass it over,”

said he, stoically.

He approached a group of townspeople
who seemed to him to be talking about his
piece, and caught the following fragment
of their conversation :

““ Maitre Cheneteau, you know the Ho-

-tel de Navarre, which belonged to Mon-

sieur de Nemours ? ”’

¢ Oh, yes—opposite to the Chapelle de
Braque.”

“ Well—the Government have just let it
to Guillaume Alixandre, heraldry-painter,
for six livres eight sols parisis a year.”

“ How rents are rising ! ”’

“So!” said Gringoire, with a sigh—
‘but the others are listening.”

¢ Comrades !’ suddenly cried-one of the
young fellows at the windows, ‘‘ La Hs-
meralda ! La Esmeralda in the Place!”’

This word produced a magical effect.
All who remained in the hall rushed toward

‘his catastrophe was cut off.

| gin, not at all.

the windows, climbing up the walls to see,
and repeating, ‘“La Esmeralda! la HEs-
meralda !”> At the same time was heard
a great noise of applauses outside.

‘““ What is the meaning of La Esmer-
alda ?”’ said Gringoire, clasping his hands
in despair. ““ Ah, my God! itseems to be
the turn of the windows now !”’

He returned toward the marble table,
and saw that the performance was inter-
rupted. It was precisely the moment at
which Jupiter was to enter with his thun-
der. But Jupiter remained motionless akb
the foot of the stage.

¢ Michel Giborne!” cried the irritated
poet, ¢ what are you doing there ? is that
your part P—go up, I say.”

““Alas!” exclaimed Jupiter, ¢ one of
the scholars has just taken away the lad-
der.”

Gringoire looked. It was but too true.
All communication between his plot and
“The fel-
low !”” muttered he; ‘and why did he
take that ladder?”

““To go and see La Hsmeralda,” cried
Jupiter, in a piteous tone. ¢ He came and
said, ¢ Here’s a ladder that nobody’s us-
ing; > and away he went with it.”

This was the finishing blow. Gringoire
received it with resignation. ¢ The devil
take you all!’’ said he to the players;
““and if they pay me, I’ll pay you.”

Then he made his retreat, hanging his
head, indeed, but still the last in the field,
like a general who has fought well. And
as he descended the winding stairs of the
Palais, ¢“ What a fine drove of asses and
dolts are these Parisians !’ grumbled he.
“ They come to hear a mystery, and pay
no attention to it. They’ve attended to
everybody else—to Clopin Trouillefou—to
the cardinal—to Coppenole—to Quasimodo
—to the devil I—but to our Lady, the Vir-
If I’d known it, I’d have
given you Virgin Mary, I dare say, you
wretched cockneys! And then, for me to
come here to see faces, and see nothing
but backs —to be a poet, and have the
success of an apothecary ! True it is that
Homerus begged his bread through the
villages of Greece, and that Naso died in
exile among the Muscovites. But the
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devil flay me if I understand what they
mean with their Esmeralda. Of what
language can that word be ?—it must be
Egyptian !’

BOOK IIL

CHAPTER I.

FROM CHARYBDIS INTO SCYLLA.

THE night comes on early in January.
The streets were already growing dark
when Gringoire quitted the Palias. This
nightfall pleased him; he longed to reach
some obscure and solitary alley, that he
might there meditate at his ease, and that

the philosopher might lay the first unction

to the wound of the poet. Besides, phi-
losophy was now his only refuge; for he
knew not where to find a lodging for the
night. After the signal miscarriage -of
his first dramatic attempt, he dared not
return to that which he occupied in the
Rue Grenier-sur-’Eau, opposite to the
Port-au-Foin ; having relied upon what
the provost was to give him for his epitha-
lamium to enable him to pay to Maitre
Guillaume Doulx-Sire, farmer of the duty
upon cloven -footed beasts brought into
Paris, the six months’ rent which he owed
him ; that i1s to say, twelve sols parisis,
twelve times the value of all he possessed
in the world, including his breeches, his
shirt and his bicoquet hat. After consid-
ering, then, for a moment, provisionally
sheltered under the wicket-gate of the
prison belonging to the treasurer of the
Sainte-Chapelle, as to what place of lodg-
ing he should select for the night, all the
pavements of Paris being at his service,
he recollected having espied, the week be-
fore, in the Rue de la Savaterie, at the
door of a counselor to the parliament, a
footstone for mounting on mule-back, and
having said to himself that this stone
might serve upon occasion as an excellent
pillow for a beggar or a poet. He thanked
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Providence for having sent him this happy
idea ; but as he was preparing to cross the
Place du Palais in order to reach the tor-
tuous labyrinth of the City, formed by the
windings of all-those sister streets, the
Rue de la Barillerie, Rue de la Vieille-
Draperie, Rue de la Savaterie, Rue de da
Juiverie, e*c., which are yet standing,
with their houses of nine stories, he suw
the procession of the Fools’ Pope, which
was also issuing from the Palais, and
rushing across the Place with loud cries,
with great glare of torches, and with
Gringoire’s own band of music. The sight
revived his anguish, and he fled away
from it. In the bitterness of his dramatic
misadventure, everything which recalled
to his mind the festival of the day irritated
his wound, and made it bleed afresh.

He turned to cross the Point Saint-
Michel, but found boys runring up and
down it with squibs and crackers.

““ A plague on the fireworks!” said
Gringoire; and he turned back upon the
Pont-au-Change. There were attached to
the front of the houses at the entrance of
the bridge, three drapels or pieces of
painted cloth, representing the king, the
dauphin, and Margaret of Flanders, and
six smaller pieces of drapelets, on which
were portrayed the Duke of Austria.
and the Cardinal de Bourbon, and Mon-
sieur de Beaujeu, and Madame Jeanne of
France, and Monsieur the bastard of Bour-
bon, and we know not who besides, all
lighted by torches—and a crowd stood
admiring them.

¢ Happy painter, Jeanne Fourbault !
said Gringoire with a heavy sigh; and he
turned his back upon the drapels and
drapelets. A street lay before him ; and -
it seemed so dark and forsaken, that he
hoped there to forget all his mental suf-
ferings by escaping every ray of the illum-
inations, and he plunged down it accord-
ingly. He had not gone far before he
struck his foot against some obstacle ; he
stumbled and fell. It was the bundle of
may which the clerks of the basoche had
placed in the morning at the door of a
president of the parliament in honor of the
day. Gringoire bore this new accident
heroically ; he arose, and reached the

N
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water-side. After leaving behind him the
Tournelle Civile and the Tour Criminelle,
andrpassing along by the great wall of the
king’s gardens, on that unpaved strand in
which he sank to the ankles in mud, he
arrived at the western point of the City,
angd gazed for some time upon the small
island of the Passeur-aux-Vaches, or ferry-
man of the cows, which has since disap-
peared under the brazen horse and the
esplanade of the Pont-Neuf. The islet
appeared to his eyes in the darkness as a
black mass beyond the narrow stream of
whitish water which separated him from
it. He could discern upon it, by the rays
of a small glimmering light, a sort of hut
in the form of a beehive, in which the
ferryman sheltered himself during the
night.

¢“Happy ferryman!” thought Grin-
goire, ‘ thou dreamest not of glory ! thou
writest not epithalamiums!—what are
royal marriages, of Duchesses of Bur-
gundy, to thee! Thou knowest no Mar-
guerites, but the daisies which thy April
greensward gives thy cows to crop !—
while I, a poet, am hooted—and shiver—
and owe twelve sous—and my shoe-sole is

" so transparent that thou mightest use it to

glaze thy lantern! I thank thee, ferry-
man.! thy cabin gives rest to my eyes,
and makes me forget Paris ! ”’

He was awakened from his almost lyric
ecstasy by a great double St. John’s
rocket (so called from the custom of dis-
charging it on St. John’s day) which sud-
denly issued from the blessed cabin. It
was the ferryman himself, taking his share
in the festivities of the day, and letting off
his firework.

This rocket made Gringoire’s hair stand

- on end.

¢ Oh, cursed holiday !”’ cried he, ¢ wilt
thou follow me everywhere—oh, my God !

even to the ferryman’s hut ? ”’

Then he looked upon the Seine at his
feet, and felt a horrible temptation.
“Oh!” said he, “how gladly would I
drown myself—if the water were not so
cold ! ”’
. Then he took a desperate resolution. It
was—since he found that he could not
'2ape the fools’ pope, Jehan Fourbault’s
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paintings, the bundles of may, the squibs
and the rockets—to plunge boldly into the
very heart of the illumination, and go to
the Place de Gréve. ‘

““ At least,” thought he, ‘I shall per-
haps get a brand there to warm my fin-
gers; and I shall manage to sup on some
morsel from the three great chests of
sugar plums that will have been set out
there on the public sideboard of the town.”’

CHAPTER II
THE PLACE DE GREVE.

THERE now remains but a very small
and scarcely perceptible vestige of the
Place de Gréve, such as it existed formerly ;
and that is, the charming turret which oc-
cupies the northern angle of the Place,
and which, alfeady buried under the
ignoble washing which encrusts the deli-
cate lines of its carving, will soon, perhaps,
have totally disappeared, under that in-
crease of new houses which is so rapidly
consuming all the old fronts in Paris.

Those who, like ourselves, never pass
over the Place de Gréve without casting a
look of pity and sympathy on this poor
turret, squeezed between two paltry
houses of the time of Louis XV., can
easily reconstruct in their mind’s eye the
assemblage of edifices to which it belonged,
and thus imagine themselves in the old
Grothic Place of the fifteenth century.

It was then, as now, an irregular square, -
bounded on one side by the quay, and on
the three others by a series of lofty houses,
narrow and gloomy. In the daytime you
might admire the variety of these build-
ings, all carved in stone or in wood, and
already presenting complete specimens of
the various kinds of domestic architecture
of the Middle Ages, going back from the
fifteenth to the eleventh century—from the
perpendicular window which was beginning
to supersede the Gothic, to the circular
arch which the Gothic had supplanted, and
which still occupied underneath it the first
story of that ancient house of the Tour-
Rolland or Roland’s Tower, at the angle

-
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of the Place adjoining to the Seine, on the
side of the Rue de la Tannerie. By night,
nothing was distinguishable of that mass
of buildings but the black indentation of
their line of gables, extending its range of
acute angles round three sides of the Place.
For it is one of the essential differences
between the towns of that day and those
of the present, that now it is the fronts of
the houses that look to the squares and
streets, but then it was the backs. For
two centuries past they have been turned
fairly round.

In the center of the: eastern side of the
Place rose a heavy and heterogeneous pile
formed by three masses of buildings in
juxtaposition. The whole was called by
three several names, expressing its history,
its purpose, and its architecture; it was
called the Maison-au-Dauphin, or Dauphin’s
House, because Charles V., when dauphin,
had lived in it—the Marchandise, because
it was used as the Hotel-de-Ville, or Town
House—and the Maison-aux-Piliers (domus
ad piloria) or Pillared House, on account of
a series of large pillars which supported
its three stories. The Town had there all
that a good town like Paris wants; a
chapel to pray in; a plaidoyer, or court-
room, for holding magisterial sittings;
and, on occasion, reprimanding the king’s
officers ; and, at the top of all, a magazine
stored with artillery and ammunition.
For the good people of Paris, well know-
ing that it was not sufficient, in every emer-
gency, to plead and to pray for the fran-
chises of their city, had always in reserve,
in the garrets of the Hotel-de-Ville, some
few good rusty arquebusses or other.

La Gréve (as this ancient square was
familiarly and elliptically called) had then
that sinister aspect which it still derives
from the execrable ideas which it awakens
and from the gloomy-looking Hotel-de-
Ville,. of Dominique Bocador’s erection,
which has taken the place of the Maison-
aux-Piliers. It must be observed that a
permanent gibbet and pillory, a justice
and an échelle, as they were then called,

_erected side by side in the middle of the
square, contributed not a little to make the
passenger avert his eyes from this fatal
spot, where so many beings in full life and
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health had suffered their last agony; and

which was to give birth, fifty years later,
to that St. Vallier’s fever, as it was called,
that terror of the scaffold, the most mon-
strous of all maladies, because it is inflicted
not by the hand of God, but by that of
man. . -
‘Tt is consolatory,’”’ here observes our
author, ‘ to reflect that the punishment of
death, which, three centuries back, still
encumbered with its iron wheels, with its
stone gibbets, with all its apparatus for
execution permanently fixed in the ground,
the Gréve, the Halles, the Place Dauphine,
the Croix du Trahoir, the Mairché aux
Pourceaux, or Hog Market, the hideous
Montfaucon, the Barriére des Sergens, the
Place aux Chats, the Porte Saint-Denis, -
Champeaux, the Porte Baudcts, the Porte
Saint-Jacques—not to mention the innu-
merable échelles of the provosts, of the
bishop, of the chapters, of the abbots, of
the priors having justice—not to mention

the judicial drownings in the River Seine -

—it is consolatory to reflect that now,
after losing, one after another, every piece
of her panoply— her profusion of executions
—her refined and fanciful torments—her
torture, for applying which she made afresh
every five years a bed of leather in the
Grand-Chételet—this old queen of feudal
society, nearly thrust out of our laws and
of our towns, tracked from code to code,
driven from place to place, now possesses,
in our vast metropolis of Paris, but one
dishonored corner of the Gréve—but one
miserable guillotine—stealthy—anxious—
ashamed—which seems always afraid of
being taken in the fact, so quickly does it
disappear after giving its blow.”

CHAPTER IIL

BESOS PARA GOLPES.

‘WHEN Pierre Gringoire arrived at the
Place de Gréve, he was in a shiver. He
had gone over the Pont-aux-Meuniers, or
Miller’s Bridge, to avoid the crowd on the -
Pont-au-Change and Jehan Fourbault’s
drapelets ; but the wheels of all the

|
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op’s mills had splashed him as he went by,
so that his coat was wet through; and he
thought that the fate of his piece had ren-
dered him yet more chilly. Accordingly,
he hastened toward the bonfire which was
burning magnificently in the middle of
the Place, but a considerable crowd en-
circled it.

““You damned Parisians!’’ said he to

himself (for Gringoire, like a true dramatic
poet, was subject to monologues), ¢ so,
now you keep me from the fire! And yet
I’ve some occasion for a chimney-corner.
My shoes let in wet—and then, all those
cursed mills have been raining upon me.
The devil take the Bishop of Paris with his
mills! I wonder what a bishop can do with
a mill! Does he expect, from being a
bishop, to turn miller? If he only wants
.my malediction to do so, I heartily give it
him, and his cathedral, and his mills! Let
us see, now, if any of those cockneys will
stand aside. What are they doing there
all this while? Warming themselves—a
fine pleasure, truly ! Looking at a hun-
dred logs burning—a fine sight, to be
sure!”’
- On looking nearer, however, he perceived
that the circle was much wider than was
requisite to warm themselves comfortably
at the bonfire, and that this concourse of
spectators were not attracted solely by the
beauty of a hundred blazing logs.

In a wide space left clear between the
fire and the crowd, a young girl was danc-
ing. Whether she was a human being, a
fairy, or an angel, was what Gringoire,
skeptical philosopher and ironical poet as
he was, could not at the first moment de-
cide, so much was he fascinated by this
dazzling vision.

She was not tall, but the elasticity of
her slender shape made her appear so.
She was brown ; but it was evident that,
in the daylight, her complexion would have
that golden glow seen upon the women of
Andalusia and of the Roman States. Her
small foot, too, was Andalusian; for it
was at once tight and easy in its light and
graceful shoe. She was dancing, turning,
whirling upon an old Persian carpet spread
negligently under her feet ; and each time
that, in turning round, her radiant coun-
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tenance passed before you, her large black
eyes seemed to flash upon you.

Around, every look was fixed upon her,
every mouth was open; and, indeed, while
she was dancing thus, to the sound of the
tambourine which her two round and deli-
cate arms lifted aloft above her head—
slender, fragile, brisk, as a wasp in the
sunshine—with her golden corset without
a plait—her parti-colored skirt swelling
out below her slender waist—her bare
shoulders—her fine-formed legs, of which
her dress gave momentary glimpses—her
black hair and her sparkling eyes—she
looked like something more than human.

“Truly,” thought Gringoire, *“’tis a
salamander—a nymph—a goddess—a bac-
chante of Mount Meenalus ! ”’

At that moment one of the braids of the
salamander’s hair came undone, and a
small piece of brass that had been attached
to it rolled upon the ground.

¢ Ah! no,” said he, ““it’s a gypsy.”” All
the illusion had disappeared.

She resumed her dance. She took up
from the ground two swords, the points of
which she supported upon her forehead,
making them turn in one direction while
she turned in the other. It was indeed no
other than a gypsy. Yet, disenchanted
as Gringoire found himself, the scene,
taken altogether, was not without its
charm, not without its magic. The bonfire
cast upon her a red flaring light, which
flickered brightly upon the circle of faces
of the crowd and the brown forehead of the
girl, and, at the extremities of the Place
threw a pale reflection, mingled with the
wavering of their shadows—on one side,
upon the old, dark, wrinkled front of the
Maison-aux-Piliers—on the other, upon the
stone arms of the gibbet.

Among the thousand visages which this
light tinged with scarlet, there was one
which seemed to be more than all the rest
absorbed in the contemplation of the dan-
cer. It was the face of a man, austere,
calm, and sombre. This man, whose dress
was hidden by the crowd that surrounded
him, seemed to be not more than thirty-
five years of age; yet he was bald, having
only a few thin tufts of hair about his
temples, which were already gray; his
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broad and high forehead was beginning to
be furrowed with wrinkles ; but in his deep-
sunken eyes there shone an extraordinary
youth, an ardent animation, a depth of
passion. He kept them constantly fixed
upon the gypsy; and while the sportive
girl of sixteen was dancing and bounding
to the delight of all, his revery seemed to
grow more and more gloomy. .From time
to time a smile and a sigh encountered
each other on his lips, but the smile was
yet more dismal than the sigh.

The girl, having at length danced her-
self quite out of breath, stopped, and the
people applauded with fondness.

“Djali!” cried the gypsy.

Gringoire then saw come up to her a
little white she-goat, lively, brisk, and
glossy, with gilt horns, gilt feet, and a
gilt collar, which he had not before ob-
served ; as, until that moment it had been
lying squat upon one corner of the carpet,
looking at his mistress dance.

“Djali,” said the dancer, “it’s your
turn now";’’ and sitting down, she grace-
fully held out her tambourine to the goat.
¢ Djali,” she continued, ‘‘ what month of
the year is this ? ”

The animal lifted its fore foot and struck
one stroke upon the tambourine. It was,
in fact, the first month of the year. The
crowd applauded.

“Djali!”’ resumed the girl, turning her
tambourine another way, ‘what day of
the month is it,? ,

Djali lifted her little golden foot, and
struck six times upon the tambourine.

¢ Djali!” said the gypsy, each time al-
tering the position of the tambourine,
‘“what hour of the day isit?”

Djali struck seven strokes, and at that
very moment the clock of the Maison-aux-
Piliers struck seven. The people were
wonderstruck.

‘“ There is witchcraft in all that,” said
a sinister voice in the crowd. It was that
of the bald man who had his eyes con-
stantly upon the gypsy.

She shuddered and turned away. But
the plaudits burst forth and smothered
the sullen exclamation. Indeed, they so
completely effaced it from her mind, that
she continued to interrogate her goat.
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“Djali!” said she, ‘“how does Maitre
Guichard Grand-Remy, captain of the
town pistoliers, go in the procession at
Candlemas ?

Djali reared up on her hind legs and be-
gan to bleat, marching at the same time
with. so seemly a gravity that the whole
circle of spectators burst into a laugh at
this mimicry of the self-interested devotion
of the captain of pistoliers.

¢ Djali!” resumed the girl, emboldened
by this increased success, ‘‘how does
Maitre Jacques Charmolue, the king’s at-
torney in the ecclesiastical court—how
does he preach?”

The goat sat down upon his posteriors
and began to bleat, shaking its fore-paws
after so strange a fashion, that, with the
exception of the bad French and worse
Latin of the preacher, it was Jacques
Charmolue to the life, gesture, accent, and
attitude; and the crowd applauded with
all their might.

“Sacrilege ! profanation!’’ cried the
voice of the bald-headed man.

The gypsy turned away once more.
““Ah!” said she, ““it’s that odious man
Then putting out her lower lip beyond her
upper, she made a little pouting grimace
which seemed familiar to her, turned upon
her heel, and began to collect in her tam-
bourine the contributions of the multitude.

All sorts of small coins, grands blancs,
petits blancs, targes, liards & 1’aigle, were
now showered upon her. In taking her
round, she all at once came before Grin-
goire; and as he, in perfect absence of
mind, put his hand into his pocket, she
stopped, expecting something. ‘ Diable!”’
exclaimed the poet, finding at the bottom
of his pocket the reality, that is to say,
nothing at all; the pretty girl standing
before him all the while, looking at him
with her large eyes, holding out her tam-
bourine, and waiting. Gringoire perspired
profusely. Had all Peru been in his pocket,
he would assuredly have given it to the
dancer ; but Gringoire had not Peru in his
pocket—nor, indeed, was America yet dis-
covered.

Fortunately an unexpected incident came
to his relief. ¢ Wilt thou be gone, thou
Egyptian locust?”’ cried a harsh voice
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from the darkest corner of the Place. The
girl turned away affrighted. This was not
the voice of the bald-headed man; it was
the voice of a woman—it was one, too, of
devotion and of malice.

However, this cry, which frightened the
gypsy, highly delighted a troop of chil-
dren that were rambling about there.
“It’s the recluse of the Tour-Rolland,”
cried they with inordinate bursts of laugh-
ter—¢ it’s the sachette that’s scolding.
Hasn’t she had her supper? Let’s carry
her something from the town sideboard.”
And they all ran toward the Maison-aux-
Piliers.

Meanwhile, Gringoire availed himself of
this disturbance of the dancer to disappear
among the crowd. The shouts of the chil-
dren reminded him that he too had not
supped. He therefore hastened to the
public buffet or sideboard. But the little
rogues had better legs than he, and when
he arrived they had cleared the table.
They had not even left one wretched cam-
ichon at five sous the pound. There was
nothing now against the wall, but the
light fleurs-de-lys intermingled with rose-
trees painted there in 1434 by Mathieu
Biterne; and they offered but a meager
supper-

’Tis an unpleasant thing, after going
without one’s dinner, to go to bed supper-
less. ’Tis less gratifying still, to go with-
out one’s supper, and not know where to
‘go to bed. Yet so it was with Gringoire.
‘Without food, without lodging, he found

- himself pressed by Necessity on every side,
and he thought Necessity very ungracious.
He hLad Jong discovered this truth—that
Jupiter created man in a fit of misan-
thropy, and that throughout the life of the
wisest man his destiny keeps his philoso-
phy in a state of siege. For his own part,
he had never found the blockade so com-
plete. He heard his stomiach sound a par-
ley, and he thought it very ill ordained,
that his evil destiny should reduce his phi-
losophy by simple starvation. He was
sinking more and more deeply into this
melancholy revery, when he was suddenly
startled from it by the sound of a fantas-
tically warbling voice. It was the young

gypsy singing.
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Her voice had the same character as her
dance and as her beauty. Ithad an unde-
finable charm—something clear, sonorous,
aérial—winged, as it were. There was a
continued succession of swells, of melodies,
of unexpected falls—then simple strains,
interspersed with sharp and whistling
notes—then a running over the gamut
that would have bewildered a nightingale,
yet ever harmonious—then soft octave un-
dulations, which rose and fell like the
bosom of the youthful songstress. The
expression of her fine countenance followed
with singular flexibility every capricious
variation of her song, from the wildest in-
spiration to the most chastened dignity.
She seemed now all frolic, and now all
majesty.

The words that she sang were in Span-
ish, a language unintelligible to Gringoire,
and which scemed to be unknown to her-
self, so little did the expression which she
gave in singing correspond with the sense
of the words. For instance, she gave
these four lines, from an old ballad of the
time of the Moors, with the most sportive

gayety— .

Un cofre de gran riqueza
Hallaron dentro un pilar;
Dentro del, nuevas banderas
Con figuras de espantar.

And then, a moment after, at the tone
which she gave to this stanza—

. Alarabes de cavallo
Sin poderse menear,
Con espadas, y a los cuellos
Ballestas de buen echar.

Gringoire felt the tears come to his eyes.
Yet joyfulness predominated in her tones,
and she seemed to warble, like a bird,
from pure lightness of heart.

The gypsy’s song had disturbed Grin-
goire’s revery, but it was as the swan dis-
turbs the water. He listened to it with a
sort” of ravishment and forgetfulness of
everything else. It was the first moment,
for several hours, in which he felt no suf-
fering.

The moment was a short one, the same
female voice which had interrupted the
gypsy’s dance, now interrupted her song.
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¢ 'Wilt thou be silent, thou hell cricket ? ”’
it cried, still from the same dark corner of
the Place.

The poor cricket stopped short, and
Gringoire stopped his ears. “Oh!” he
cried, ¢ thou cursed, broken-toothed saw,
that comest to break the lyre !’

The rest of the bystanders murmured
like himself. ¢ The devil take the sach-
ette | 7’ cried some of them. And the old
invisible disturber might have found cause
to repent of her attacks upon the gypsy,
had not their attention been diverted at
that moment by the procession of the
Fools’ Pope, which, after traversing many
a street, was now debouching upon the
Place de Greve, with all its torches and
all its clamor.

The procession, which our readers have
seen take its departure from the Palais,
had organized itself on the way, and been
recruited with all the ragamuffins, the
unemployed thieves, and disposable vaga-
bonds in Paris, so that when it reached
the Gréve it presented a most respectable
aspect.

First of all marched the tribes of Egypt.
The Duke of Egypt was at their head, with
his counts on foot, holding his bridle and
stirrup ; behind them came the Egyptians,
men and women, pell-mell, with their little
children squalling upon their shoulders ;
all of them, duke, counts, and people, cov-
ered with rags and tinsel. Then followed
the kingdom of Argot, that is, all the rest
of the vagabond community, arranged in
bands according to the order of their dig-
nities, the moines or monks walking first.
Thus marched on, four abreast, with the
different insignia of their degrees in that
strange faculty, most of them crippled in
some way or other—some limping, some
with only one hand—the courtaux de bou-
tanche, the coquillarts, the hubins, the
sabouleux, the calots, the francmitoux,
the polissons, the piétres, the capons, the
malingreux, the rifodés, the marcandiers,
the narquois, the orphelins, the archisup-
pots, the cagoux—denominations enough
to have wearied Homer himself to enu-
merate, and some explanation of which will
occur as we proceed. It was with some
difficulty that you could discern, in the

VICTOR HUGO’S WORKS.

center of the band of cagoux and archisup-
pots, the King of Argot himself, the grand-
coésre, as he was called, sitting squat in a
little wagon drawn by two large dogs.
After the nation of the Argotiers came
the empire of Galilee. Guillaume Rous-
seau, Emperor of the empire of Galilee,
walked majestically in his robe of purple
stained with wine, preceded by mummers
dancing warlike dances, and surrounded
by his mace-bearers, his suppdts, and the
clerks of the chambre des comptes. Lastly
came the members of the basoche, with
their garlanded majy-poles, their black
gowns, their music, worthy of a witches’
meeting, and their great candles of yellow
wax. In the center of this latter crowd,
the great officers of the brotherhood of
Fools bore upon their shoulders a oran-
card, or chair carried upon poles, more
loaded with wax-tapers than was the shrine
of Ste. Geneviéve in time of pestilence;
and upon this chair shone, crosicered, and
mitred, the new Fools’ Pope, the ringer of
Notre-Dame, Quasimodo the hunchback.
Each division of this grotesque pro-
cession had its particular music. The
Hgyptians sounded their balafos and their
African tambourines. The Argotiers, a
very unmusical race, had advanced no
further than the viol, the bugle-horn, and
the Gothic rubebbe of the twelfth century.
The empire of Galilee had not made much
greater progress. You could but just
distinguish in its music some wretched
rebeck of the infancy of the art still con-
fined to the re, la, mi. But it was around
the Fools’ Pope that were displayed, in
magnificent discordance, all the musical
riches of the age; there were rebeck
trebles, rebeck tenors, and rebeck counter-
tenors; not to mention the flutes and the
cuivres. Alas! our readers will recollect
that it was poor Gringoire’s orchestra.
¥ It is not easy to give an idea of the ex-
pression of proud and beatific satisfaction,
to which the melancholy and hideous vis-
age of Quasimodo had attained in the
journey from the Palais to the Gréve. It
was the first feeling of self-love that he
had ever enjoyed. He had hitherto ex-
nerienced nothing but humiliation, disdain
for his condition, disgust for his person
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So that, deaf as he was, he nevertheless
relished, like a true pope, the acclamations
of that crowd whom he hated because he
felt himself hated by them. What though
his people were a people of fools, an assem-
blage of cripples, thieves, and beggars—
still they were a people, and he was a
sovereign. And he took in earnest all the
ironical applause and mock reverence
which they gave him; with which, at the

same time, we must not forget to observe:
that there was mingled, in the minds of:

the crowd, a degree of fear perfectly real;

bow-legged, he was active; though deaf,
he was malicious—three qualities which

. have the effect of moderating ridicule.

However, that the new Pope of the
Fools analyzed the feelings which he ex-
perienced, and those which he inspired, we
by no means imagine. The spirit that was
lodged in that misshapen body, was neces-
sarily itself incomplete and dull of hearing ;
so that what it felt at that moment was to
itself absolutely vague, indistinct, and con-
fused. Only, joy beamed through, and
pride predominated. Around that dismal
and unhappy countenance there was a per-
fect radiance.

It. was, therefore, not without surprise
and dread that all at once, at the moment
when Quasimodo, in that state of demi-
intoxication, was passing triumphantly
before the Maison-aux-Piliers, a man was
seen to issue from the crowd, and, with an

angry gesture, snatch from his hands his
crosier of giit wood, the ensign of his mock
papacy.

The person who had this temerity was
the man with the bald forehead, who, the
moment before, standing in the crowd that
encircled the gypsy, had chilled the poor
girl’s blood with his words of menace and
hatred. He was in an ecclesiastical dress.
The moment he stood forth from the crowd,
he was recognized by Gringoire, who had
not before observed him. ¢ What!” said
he, with a cry of astonishment. “ Why,
’tis my master in Hermes, Dom Claude
Frollo, the archdeacon! What the devil
can he want with that one-eyed brute?
He’s going to get himself devoured !”

Indeed, a cry of terror proceeded from
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the multitude. The formidable Quasimodo
had leaped down from his chair; and the
women turned away their eyes, that they
might not see him tear the archdeacon to
pieces.

He made one bound up to the priest,
looked in his face, and then fell upon his
knees before him. The priest snatched his
tiara from his head, broke his crosier, and
rent his tinsel cope. Quasimodo remained
upon his knees, bowed down his head, and
clasped his hands. They then entered into

| a strange dialogue of signs and gestures,
for the hunchback was strong; though

for neither of them uttered a word; the
priest erect, angry, threatening, imperi-
ous; Quasimodo prostrate, humble, sup-
pliant. And yet it is certain that Quasi-
modo could have crushed the priest with a
single grip. At last the priest, roughly
shaking Quasimodo’s powerful shoulder,

‘made him a sign to rise and follow him,

and Quasimodo rose accordingly. .

Then the brotherhood of Fools, their
first amazement being over, offered to de-
fend their pope, thus abruptly dethroned.
The Egyptians, the Argotiers, and all the
Basoche, came yelping round the priest.
But Quasimodo, placing himself before the
priest, put the muscles of his athletic fists
in play, and faced the assailants, gnashing
his teeth like an enraged tiger. The priest
resumed his sombre gravity, made a sign
to Quasimodo and withdrew in silence.
Quasimodo walked before him, scattering
the crowd as he passed along.

‘When they had made their way through
the populace and across the Place, the
mob of the curious and the idle offered to
follow them. Quasimodo then placed him-
self in the rear, and followed the archdea-
con backwards, looking squat, snarling,
monstrous, shaggy, gathering up his limbs,
licking his tusks, growling like a wild beast,
and impressing immense vibrations on the
crowd by a mere look or gesture.

At length they both plunged down a
dark narrow street, into which no one
ventured after them; so etfectually was
its entrance barred by the mere image of
Quasimodo gnashing his teeth.

¢« All this is wonderful enough,” said
Gringoire to himself, ¢ but where the devil
shall I find a supper ?”’

2



CHAPTER IV.

THE DANGER OF FOLLOWING A PRETTY
WOMAN IN THE STREETS BY NIGHT.

GRINGOIRE, at a venture, had set him-
self to follow the gypsy girl. He had seen
her, with her goat, turn down the Rue de
{a Contellerie; and, accordingly, he turned
. into the Rue de la Contellerie likewise—
““Why not ? ’’ said he to himself.

As a practical philosopher of the streets
of Paris, Gringoire had remarked that
nothing is more favorable to a state of
revery than to follow a pretty woman
without knowing whither she is going.
In this voluntary abdication of one’s free-
will—in this fancy subjecting itself to the
fancy of another, while that other is totally
unconscious of it—there is a mixture of fan-
tastic independence with blind obedience,
a something intermediate between slavery
and freedom, which was pleasing to the
mind of Gringoire, a mind essentially
mixed, undecided, and complex—holding
the medium between all extremes—in con-
stant suspense amongst all human propen-
sities, and neutralizing one of them by
another. He likened himself with satis-
faction to the tomb of Mahomet, attracted
by the two lodestones in opposite direc-
tions, and hesitating eternally betiween the
top and the bottom, between the roof and
the pavement, between fall and ascension,
between the zenith and the nadir.

Had Gringoire been living in our time,
what a fine medium, what a juste milieu,
he would have kept between the classic
and the romantic! But he was not prim-
itive enough to live three hundred years;
and ’tis really a pity. His absence leaves
a void which, in these days of ours, is but
too sensibly felt.

However, for thus following the passen-

gers through the streets, especially the|

female ones, which Gringoire readily did,
there is nothing that better disposes a man
than not to know where to go to bed.

He walked along, therefore, all pensive,
behind the young girl, who quickened her
step, making her pretty little four-footed
companion trot beside her, as she saw the
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erns shutting up, the only shops that ha.d
been opened that day. ¢ After all,” he
half thought to himself, ‘¢ she must have a
lodging somewhere — the gypsy women
have good hearts—who knows? ’—And
there were some points of suspension about
which he went on weaving this web in his
mind — certain very flattering ideas, or
shadows of ideas.

Meanwhile, at intervals, as he passed by
the last groups of bourgeois closing their
doors, he caught some fragment of their
conversation which snapped the thread of
his pleasing hypotheses.

Now, it was two old men accosting each
other.

¢ Maitre Thibaut Fernicle, do you know,
it’s very cold ? ”’

(Gringoire had known it ever since the
winter had set in.)

““Yes, indeed, Maitre Boniface Disome.
Are we going to have such a winter as we
had three years ago, in the year ’80, when
wood rose to eight sols a load, think
you?”’

“Bah! it’s nothing at all, Maitre Thi-
baut, to the winter of 1407, when 1t froze
from Martinmas to Candlemas—and so
sharp that the ink in the pen in the par-
liament’s registrar’s hands froze, in the
Grande Chambre, at every three words—
which interrupted the registering of the
judgments!”’

Then farther on, there were two good
female neighbors, talking to each other
through their windows with candles in
their hands that glimmered through the
fog.

“ Has your husband told you of the mis-
hap, Mademoiseile 1la Boudrague ? ”’

““No, Mademoiselle Turquant, what is
it?”’

““The horse of Monsieur Giles (Godin,
notary at the Chétalet, took frighi. at the
Flemings and their procession, and ran
over Maitre Philipot Avrillot, lay-brother
of the Celestines.” '

“Did it indeed ? ”’

“ Yes, indeed.” _

¢ A paltry hack-horse, too! That was
rather too bad—had it been a cavalry
horse, now, it would not have been so

towuspeople reaching home, and the tav-| much amiss.”
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And the windows were shut again. But
Gringoire had completely lost the thread
of his ideas.

Luckily, he soon found it again, and
easily pieced it together, at the sight of
the gypsy girl and of Djali, who were stilt
trotting on before him, two slender, deli-

cate, and charming creatures, whose small

. feet, pretty figures, and graceful motions
he gazed at with admiration, almost con-
founding- them together in his contempla-
tion; their common intelligence and mu-
tual affection seeming those of two young
girls; while for their light, quick, grace-
ful step, they might have been both young
hinds.

Meanwhile, the streets were every mo-
-ment becoming darker and more solitary.
The curfew had long ceased to ring, and
now it was only at long intervals that a
‘person passed you on the pavement, or a
light was to be seen at a window. Grin-

goire, in following the gypsy, had involved

himself in that inextricable labyrinth of
alleys, courts, and crossings which sur-
rounds the ancient sepulchre of the Holy
Innocents, and may be compared to a skein
of thread raveled by the playing of a kit-
ten. ¢ Very illogical streets, in truth!”
muttered Gringoire, quite lost in the
thousand windings which seemed to be
everlastingly turning back upon them-
selves, but through which the girl followed
a track that seemed to be well known to
her, and with a pace of increasing rapidity.
For his own part, he would have been per-
fectly ignorant as to his ‘“ whereabout,”
had he not observed, at the bend of a
street, the octagonal mass of the pillory
of the Halles, the perforated top of which
traced its dark outline upon a solitary
patch of light yet visible in a window of
the Rue Verdelet. :

A few minutes before, his step had at-
tracted the girl’s attention: she had sev-
eral times turned her head towards him,
as if with uneasiness: once, too, she had
stopped short; had availed herself of a ray
of light that escaped from a half-open
bakehouse, to survey him steadily from
head to foot; then, when she had taken
that glance, Gringoire had observed her
make that little mow which he had already
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remarked, and she had gone on without
more ado.

This same little mow furnished Gringoire
with a subject of reflection. There cer-
tainly was disdain and mockery in that
pretty little grimace. So that he was be-
ginning to hang down his head, to count -
the paving-stones, and to follow the girl
at a rather greater distance; when, just
after she had made a turn into a street
which took her for a moment out of his
sight, he heard her utter a piercing shriek.

He quickened his pace. The street was
quite dark. However, a twist of tow
steeped in oil, which was burning in a sort
of iron cage, at the foot of a statue of the
Virgin at the corner of the street, enabled
Gringoire to discern the gypsy struggling
in the arms of two men, who were endeav-
oring to stifle her cries, while the poor lit-
tle goat, all wild with affright, hung down
its head, bleating.

“ Hither! hither ! gentlemen of the
watch!”’ cried Gringoire; and he ad-
vanced bravely. One of the men who had
laid hold of the girl, turned toward him.
It was the formidable visage of Quasimodo.
Gringoire did not fly—but he did not ad-
vance another step.

Quasimodo came up to him, threw him
four paces off upon the pavement with a
backstroke of his hand, and plunged rapid-
ly into the darkness, bearing off the girl,
her figure dropping over his arm almost
as flexibly as a silken scarf. His com-
panion followed him, and the poor goat
ran behind with its plaintive bleat.

“ Murder ! murder !”’ cried the unfortu-
nate gypsy. )

¢ Stand, there! you scoundrels! and let
that wench go!’’ was all at once heard in
a voice of thunder, from a horseman, who
suddenly made his appearance from the
neighboring crossway.

It was a captain of that description of
household troops which were still called
archers (from the cross-bows which they
carried before the invention of fire-arms),
armed cap-a-pie, with his espadon, or great
two-edged sword in his hand. He snatched
the gypsy from the grasp of the amazed
Quasimodo, laid her across his saddle;
and, at the moment when the redoubtable
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hunchback, having recovered from his sur-
prise, was rushing upon him to seize his
prey a second time, fifteen or sixteen arch-
ers, who followed close upon their captain,
made their appearance, each brandishing
his broadsword. They were a detachment
-going the counter-watch, by order of Mes-
sire Robert d’Estouteville, keeper of the
provostry of Paris.

Quasimodo was surrounded, seized and
bound. He roared, he foamed, he bit;
and had it been daylight, no doubt his
visage alone, rendered yet more hideous by
rage, would have put the whole detach-
ment to flight. But, being in the dark,
he was disarmed of his most formidable
weapon, his ugliness. His companion had
disappeared during the struggle.

The gypsy girl gracefully gained her
seat upon the officer’s saddle ; leaned both
her hands upon the young man’s shoulders,
and looked fixedly at him for a few sec-
onds, as if delighted with his fine counte-
nance and the effectual succor he had
rendered her. Then speaking first, and
making her sweet voice still sweeter, she
said to him, ‘“ Monsieur le gendarme, what
is your name ?”’

¢ Captain Pheebus de Chateaupers, at
your service, my fair one,’” said the officer,
drawing himself up.

“ Thank you,” said she.

And while Captain Pheebus was curling
his moustache & le Bourguignonne, she
glided down from the horse like an arrow
falling to the ground, and fled with the
speed of lightning.

“ Nombril du Pape!”’ exclaimed the
captain, while he made them tighten the
bands upon the limbs of Quasimodo, “I’d
rather have kept the wench.”’

““Why, captain,”” said one of the gen-'

darmes, ‘““what would you have? The
linnet is flown—we’ve made sure of the
bat.”

CHAPTER V.
SEQUEL OF THE DANGERS.

GRINGOIRE, quite stunned with his fall,
had remained stretched upon the pave-
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ment before the good Virgin of the corner
of the street. By degrees, however, he
recovered his senses. At first, he was for
some minutes in a sort of half-somnolent
revery, which was not altogether dis-
agreeable, and in which the airy figures of
the gypsy and the goat were confounded
in his imagination with the weight of
Quasimodo’s fist.
ings, however, was of short duration. A
very lively impression of cold upon that
part of his body which was in contact with
the ground, -suddenly awoke him, and
brought back his mind to the surface.
‘““ Whence is this coolness that I feel ¥’
said he hastily to himself. He then per-
ceived that he lay somewhere about the
middle of the gutter.

“The devil take the humpbacked Cy-
clop !’ grumbled he, and he strove to get
up. But he was too much stunned, and
too much bruised ; so that he was forced
to remain where he was. Having, how-
ever, the free use of his hand, he stopped
his nose, and resigned himself to his situa-
tion.

“ The mud of Paris,’”” thought he (for he
now believed it to be decided that the ken-
nel was to be his lodging :

Et que faire en un gite & moins que 1’on ne songe ?)

‘““the mud of Paris is particularly offen-
sive. It must contain a large proportion
of volatile and nitrous salts. Such too is
the opinion of Maitre Nicholas Flamel and
the hermetics.”

This word hermetics reminded him of
the Archdeacon Claude Frollo. He re-
flected on the scene of violence of which he
had just before had a glimpse; that he
had seen the gypsy struggling between
two men; that Quasimodo had a com-
panion with him; and the sullen and
haughty countenance of the archdeacon
floated confusedly in his recollection.
““That would be strange,’”’ thought he;
and then, with this datum and upon this
basis, he began to rear the fantastic frame-
work of hypothesis, that house of cards of
the philosophers ; then suddenly returning
once more to reality, ¢ Oh, I freeze !’ he
cried. ‘

- The position was in fact becoming less

This state of his feel- .
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and less tenable. KEach particle of water
in the channel carried off a particle of
caloric from the loins of Gringoire ; and
an equality of temperature between his
body and the fluid that ran under it was
beginning to establish itself without
mercy.

All at once he was assailed by an annoy-
ance of quite a different nature. A troop
of children, of those little barefooted sav-
ages that have in all times run about the
streets of Paris, with the everlasting name
of gamins, ‘“and who,” says our author,
““when we were children also, used to
throw stones at us all as we were leaving
school in the evening, because our trowsers
were not torn,”’—a swarm of these young
rogues ran to the crossway where Grin-
goire was lying, laughing and shouting in
a manner that showed very little concern
about the sleep of the neighbors. They
were dragging after them some sort of a
shapeless pack; and the noise of their
wooden shoes alone were enough to waken

the dead. Gringoire, who was not quite |-

dead yet, half raised himself up.

‘“ Hollo ! Hennequin Dandéche ! Hollo !
Jehan Princebourde ! ”’ cried they as loud
as they could bawl; ¢ old Eustache Mou-
bon, the old ironseller at the corner is just
dead. We’ve got his straw mattress, and
we’re going ‘to make a bonfire with it.
This is the Flamings’ day ! ”’

And so saying, they threw down the mat-
tress precisely upon Gringoire, whom they
had come up to without perceiving him.
At the same time one of them took a
handful of straw, and went to.light it at
the Blessed Virgin’s torch.

“Mort - Christ!”’ muttered Gringoire,
“am I now going to be too hot ?”’

The moment was critical. He was
about to be fixed between fire and water.
He made a supernatural effort, such as a
coiner might have made in trying to
escape when they were going to boil him
to death. He xrose up, threw back the
mattress upon the gamins, and took to his
heels.

“Holy Virgin!” cried the boys, ““it’s
the old ironseller’s ghost ! > And they ran
away.

The mattress remained master of the
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field. Those judicious historians, Belle-
forét, Father Le Juge, and Corrozet,
assure us that the next morning it was
taken up with great solemnity by the
clergy of that part of the town, and car-
ried in great pomp to the treasury »f
Sainte-Opportune’s church, where until the
year 1789, the sacristan drew a very hand-
some income from the great miracle
worked by the statue of the Virgin at the
corner of the Rue Mauconseil, which, by
its presence alone, in the memorable night
between the 6th and the 7th of January,
1482, had exorcised the deceased Jehan
Moubon, who, to cheat the devil, had,
when dying, slyly hidden his soul within
his mattress.

CHAPTER VI
THE BROKEN LEG.

AFTER running for some time as fast as
his legs would carry him, without knowing
whither, whisking round many a corner,
striding over many a gutter, traversing
many a court and alley, seeking flight and
passage through all the meanders of the

old pavement of the Halles, exploring

what are called in the elegant Latin of the
charters fofa wvia, cheminum, et viarie,
our poet all at once made a halt, first be-
cause he was out of breath, and then be-
cause a dilemma had suddenly arisen in
his mind. ‘¢ It seems to me, Maitre Pierre
Gringoire,”” said he to himself, applying
his finger to his forehead, * that you are
running all this while like a brainless fel-
low that you are. The little rogues were
no less afraid of you than you were of
them—it seems to me, I say, that you
heard the clatter of their wooden shoes
running away southward while you were
running away northward. Now, one of
two things must have taken place; either
they have run away, and then the mat-
tress which they must have forgotten in
their fright is precisely that hospitable
couch after which you have been hunting
ever since the morning, and which the
Lady Virgin miraculously sends you to
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reward you for having composed, in honor
of her, a morality, accompanied with tri-
umphs and mummeries—or the boys have
not run away, and in that case they will
have set a light to the mattress, and that
will be exactly the excellent fire that
you’re in want of, to comfort, warm, and
dry you. In either case —good bed or
good fire—the mattress is a present from
heaven. The ever-blessed Virgin Mary
that stands at the corner of the Rue Mau-
conseil, perhaps caused Jehan Moubon to
die for the very purpose ; and ’tis folly in
you to scamper away at such a rate, like a
Picard running from a Frenchman, leav-
ing behind you what you are ‘running for-
ward to seek—Dblockhead that you are!”’

Then he began to retrace his steps, and
ferreting about to diccover where he was
~snuffing the wind, and laying down his
ears—he strove to find his way back to the
blessed mattress—but in vain. All was
intersections of houses, courts, and cluster-
ing streets, amongst which he incessantly
doubted and hesitated, more entangled in
that strange network of dark alleys than
he would have been in the labyrinth of the
Hotel des Tournelles itself. At length he
lost patience, and vehemently exclaimed,
¢“ A curse upon the crossings! the devil
himself has made them after the image of
his pitchfork!”’

This exclamation relieved him a little ;
and a sort of reddish reflection, which he
at that moment discovered at the end of a
long and very narrow street, completed
the restoration of his courage. < God be
praised,” said he, ‘“there it is! There is
my blazing mattress!’ And, likening
himself to the pilot foundering in the night-
time, ‘¢ Salve,”” added he, piously, ¢ salve,
maris stelle! >’

Did he address this fragment of a litany
to the Holy Virgin, or to the straw mat-
tress? We really can not say.

He had no sooner advanced a few paces
down the long street or lane, which was on
a declivity, unpaved, descending quicker
and becoming more miry the farther he
proceeded, than he observed something
very singular. The street was not quite
solitary ; for here and there were to be
seen crawling in it, certain vague, shape-
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less masses, all moving toward the light
which was flickering at the end of the
street ; like those heavy insects which
drag themselves along at night, from one
blade of grass to another, toward a shep-
herd’s fire.

Nothing makes a man soadventurous as
an empty stomach. Gringoire went for-
ward, and soon came up with that one of
the larvee which seemed to be dragging it-
self along most indolently after the others.
On approaching it, he found that it was
nothing other than a miserable stump of a
man, without legs or thighs, jumping
along upon his two hands, like a mutilated
father-long-legs with only two of its feet
remaining. The moment he came up to
this sort of spider with a human face, it
lifted up to him a lamentable voice: ‘“ La
buona mancia, signor ! la buona mancia!”’

“The devil take thee !’ said Gringoire,
‘“and me along with thee, if I know what
you mean.” And he passed on. .

He came up to another of these ambula-
tory masses, and examined it. It was a
cripple, both legless and armless, after
such a manner that the complicated ma-
chinery of crutches and wooden legs that
supported him made him look for all the .
world like a mason’s scaffolding walking
along. Gringoire, being fond of noble and
classical similes, compared him, in his
mind, to the living tripod of Vulcan.

This living tripod saluted him as he went
by ; but staying his hat just at the height
of Gringoire’s chin, after the manner of a
shaving dish, and shouting in his ears,
“Senor Cabarellero, para <omprar un pedaso
de pan!”’

‘¢ Tt appears,’’ said Gringoire, ¢ that this
one talks too; but it’s a barbarous lan-
guage, and he’s more lucky than I am if he
understands it.”> Then striking his fore-
head through a sudden transition of idea:
‘“ Apropos | what the devil did they mean
this morning with their Esmeralda ? ”’

He resolved to double his pace; but for
the third time something blocked up the
way. Thissomething, or rather this some-
body, was a blind man, a little man, with
a bearded Jewish face, who, rowing in the
space about him with a great stick, and
towed along by a great dog, snuffled out
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to him with a Hungarian acceat, ‘ Facitote
caritatem ! ”’

“QOh, come!” said Pierre Gringoire,
““here is one at last that talks a Christian
language. Truly, I must have a most
almsgiving mien, that they should just ask
charity of me in the present extenuated
state of my purse. My friend,” said he,
- turning to the blind man, ¢ last week I

sold my last shirt ; that is to say, as you.

understand no language but that of Cicero,
Vendidi hebdomade nuper transitd meam witi-
mam chemisam.’’

Then, turning his back upon the blind
man, he went forward on his way. But
the blind man quickened his pace at the
" same time ; and now, also, the cripple and

the stump came up in great haste, with
great clatter of the platter that carried
one of them, and the crutches that carried
the other. Then all three, shoving one an-
- other aside at the heels of poor Gringoire,
began to sing him their several staves :
¢ Caritatem ! >’ sang the blind man.
¢ La buona mancia! >’ sang the stump.
And the man of the wooden legs took up
the stave with, ¢ Un pedasode pan!”’
Gringoire stopped his ears.
tower of Babel!’’ he cried.
He began to run. The blind man ran.
The wooden legs ran. The stump ran.
And then, as he advanced still farther
down the street, stump men, wooden-
legged men, and blind men came swarm-
ing around him—and one-handed men, and
one-eyed men, and lepers with their sores
. —some coming out of the houses, some
from the little adjacent streets, some from
the cellar-holes—howling, bellowing, yelp-
ing—all hobbling along, making their way
toward the light, and wallowing in the
mire like so many slugs after the rain.

Gringoire, still followed by his three per-
secutors, and not well knowing what was
to come of all this, walked on affrighted
among the others, turning aside the limp-
ers, striding oyer the stumpies, his feet en-
tangled in that ant-hill of cripples, like the
English captain who found himself beset
by a legion of crabs.

The idea just occurred to him of trying
to retrace his steps. But it was too late ;
all this army had closed upon his rear, and
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his three beggars were still upon him.
He went on, therefore, urged forward at
once by that irresistible flood, by fear, and
by a dizziness which made it all seem to
him like a sort of horrible dream.

At last he reached the extremity of the
street. It opened into’an extensive place,
in which a thousand scattered lights were
waving in the thick gloom of the night.
Gringoire threw himself into it, hoping to
escape by the speed of his legs from the
three deformed specters that had fixed
themselves upon him.

“ Onde vas, hombre 2’ cried the wooden
legs, throwing aside his scaffolding, and
running after him with as good a pair of
legs as ever measured a geometrical pace
upon the pavement of Paris. Meanwhile
the stump-man, erect upon his feet, clap-
ped his heavy iron-sheathed platter upon
his head, while the blind man stared him
in the face with great, flaming eyes.

““Where am I?” said the terrified poet.

“ In the Court of Miracles,’’ answered a
fourth specter who had accosted them.

¢ On my soul,” returned Gringoire, <1
do indeed find here that the blind see and
the lame walk—but where is the Sav-
iour? ”’

They answered him with a burst of
laughter of a sinister kind. ,

The poor poet cast his eyes around him.
He was, in fact, in that same terrible Cour
des Miracles, or Cours of Miracles, into
which no honest man had ever penetrated
at such an hour—a magic circle, in which
the officers of the Chételet and the ser-
geants of the provosery, when they ven-
tured thither, disappeared in morsels—the
city of the thieves—a hideous wen on the
face of Paris—a sink from whence escaped
every morning, and to which returned to
stagnate every night, that stream of vice,
mendicity and vagrancy which ever flows
through the streets of a capital—a mon-
strous hive, into which all the petty hor-
nets of society returned each evening with
their booty—a lying hospital, in which the
gypsy, the unfrocked monk, the abandoned
scholar—the worthless of every nation,
Spaniards, Italians, Germans—of every
religion, Jews, Christians, Mahometans,
idolaters—covered with simulated sores,
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beggars in the daytime, transformed them-
selves at night into robbers—an immense
dressing-room, in short, in which dressed
and undressed at that period all the actors
in that everlasting drama which robbery,
prostitution, and murder enacted upon the
pavements of Paris.

It was a large open space, irregular and
ill-paved, as was at that time every place
in Paris. Fires, around which strange
groups were gathered, were gleaming here
and there. All was motion and clamor.
There were shrieks of laughter, squalling
of children, and screaming of women. The
arms and heads of this crowd cast a thou-
sand fantastic gestures in dark outline
upon the luminous background. Now and
then, upon the ground, over which the
light of the fires was wavering, inter-
mingled with great undefined shadows,
was seen to pass a dog resembling a man,
or a man resembling a dog. The limits of
the different races and species seemed to be
effaced in this commonwealth as in a pan-
demonium. Men, women, beasts; age,
sex ; health, sickness; all seemed to be in
common among this people; all went to-
gether mingled, confounded, placed one
upon another, each one participating in all.

The weak and wavering rays that
streamed from the fires enabled Gringoire,
amid his perturbation, to distinguish, all
around the extensive enclosure, a hideous
range of old houses, the decayed, shriveled,
and stooping fronts of which, each perfor-
ated by one or two circular attic windows
with lights behind them, seemed to him, in
the dark, like enormous old women’s heads,
ranged in a circle, looking monstrous and
crabbed, and winking upon the diabolical
rebel.

It was like a new world, unknown, un-
heard-of, deformed, creeping, swarming,
fantastic.

Gringoire, growing wilder and wilder
with affright, held by the three mendicants
as by three pairs of pincers and deafened
by a crowd of other vagrants that flocked
barking round him—the unlucky Gringoire
strove to muster presence of mind enough
to recollect whether he was really at a
witches’ sabbath or not; but his efforts
were vain ; the thread of his memory and
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his thoughts was broken ; and, doubting of
everything—floating between what he saw
and what he felt—he put the insoluble
question to himself—“ Am I really in
being ? do I really exist ?”’

At that moment a distinct shout was
raised from the buzzing crowd that sur-
rounded him, of ““ Let's take him to the
king ! let’s take him to the king!”

- “Holy Virgin!” muttered Gringoire,
““the king of this place must surely be a
he-goat !’

“To the king! to the king!”’ repeated
every voice.

They dragged him along, each striving
to fix his talons upon him. But the three
beggars kept their hold, and tore him
away from the others, vociferating, < He
isours!”

The poet’s poor doublet, already in pite-
ous plight, gave up the ghost in this
struggle.

In crossing the horrible place his dizzi-
ness left him. After proceeding a few
paces the feeling of reality had returned to
him. His apprehension began to adapt it-
self to the atmosphere of the place. At
the first moment, from his poet’s head, or
perhaps, indeed, quite simply and prosaic-
ally, from his empty stomach, there had
risen a fume, a vapor, as it were, which,
spreading itself between him and the sur-
rounding objects, had allowed him to sur-
vey them only in the incoherent mist of a
nightmare in that dark shrouding of our
dreams, which distorts every outline, and
clusters the objects together in dispropor-
tioned groups, dilating things into chime-
ras, and human figures into phantoms.
By degrees this hallucination gave way to
a less bewildered and less magnifying state
of vision. The real made its way to his
organs—struck upon his eyes—struck
against his feet—and demolished, piece by
piece, all the frightful poetry with which
he had at first thought himself surrounded.
He could not but perceive at last that he
was walking, not in the Styx, but in the
mud ; that he was elbowed, not by demons
but by thieves; that not his soul, but, in
simple sooth, his life was in danger—see-
ing that he was unaccompanied by that
invaluable conciliator who places himself
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so effectually between the robber and the
honest man—the purse. In short, on ex-
amining the orgie more closely and more
coolly, he found that he descended from
the witches’ revel to the pot-house.

The Court of Miracles was, in truth, no
other than one great public-house—but it
was a public-house, a cabaret, of brigands,
in which blood flowed almost as frequently
as wine.

The spectacle which presented itself to
him when his tattered escort at length
deposited him at the term of its march,
was little adapted to bring back his mind
to poetry, though it were the poetry of
hell. It was more than ever the prosaic
and brutal reality of the tavern. Were
we not writing of the fifteenth century,
we should say that Gringoire had de-
scended from Michael Angelo to Callot.

Round a great fire which was burning
upon a large round flagstone, and the
blaze of which had heated red-hot the
legs of an iron trivet which was empty
for the moment, some worm-eaten tables
were set out here and there, as if by
chance, without the smallest geometrician
of a waiter having condescended to ad-
just their parallelism, or mind that, at
_ least, they should not meet at too unac-
customed angles.  Upon these tables shone
some pots flowing with wine and beer,
around which were grouped a number of
bacchanalian visages, reddened by the fire
and the wine. There was one man with a
fair round belly and a jovial face, noisily
throwlng his arms round a girl of the
town, thick-set and brawny. Then there
was a sort of false soldier, a narguois, as
he was called in the Argotian tongue, who
whistled away while he was undoing the
bandages of his false wound, and unstiffen-
ing his sound and vigorous knee, which
had been bound up since the morning in a
thousand ligatures. On the other hand
there was a malingreux preparing, with
celandine and ox-blood, his jambe de Dieu,
or sore leg, for the morrow. Two tables
higher up, a coquillart, with his complete
pilgrim’s habit (from the eoquilles or
shells of which this denomination arose)
was conning a spiritual song, the' com-
plaint of Sainte-Reine, the psalmody and
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the nasal drone included. In another
place a young hubin was taking a lesson
in epilepsy from an old sabouleux, or hus-
tler, who was teaching him the art of
foaming at the mouth by chewing a piece
of soap; while four or five women thieves,
just by them, were contending, at the
same table, for the possession of a child
stolen in the course of the evening. All
which circumstances, two centuries later,
‘““seemed so laughable at court,” says
Sauval, ‘“that they furnished pastime to
the king, and an opening to the royal ballet
entitled ¢ Night,” which was divided into
four parts, and danced upon the stage of the
Petit Bourbon.”” And ¢ never,” adds an
eye-witness in the year 1653, ¢ were sud-
den metamorphoses of the Court of Mir-
acles more happily represented. Bense-
rade prepared us for them by some very
pleasant verses.” :

The loud laugh everywhere burst forth,
and the obscene song. Kach one let off
his own exclamation, passing his remark,
and swearing, without attending to his
neighbor. The pots rattled, and quarrels
were struck out of their collision, the
smashing of pots thus leading to the tear-
ing of rags. ‘

A large dog, sitting on his tail, was
looking into the fire. There were some
children mingled in this orgie. The stolen
child was crying. Another, a bouncing
boy of four years old, was seated with his
legs dangling upon a bench which was too
high for him, with his chin just above the
table, said not a word. A third was
gravely spreading over the table with his
finger the melted tallow running from a
candle. And a fourth, a very little one,
squatting in the mud, was almost lost in
a great iron pot which he was scraping
with a tile, drawing from it a sound,
enough certainly to have agonized the
most obdurate nerves.

There was a barrel near the fire, and
upon the barrel was seated one of the beg-
gars. This was the king upon his throne.

The three who had possession of Grin-
goire brought him before this cask, and
the whole bacchanalia were silent for a
moment, excepting the caldron tenanted
by the child.
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Gringoire was afraid to breathe or to
lift up his eyes.

¢ Hombre, quita tu sombrero!’’ said one of
the three fellows who had told of him ; and
before he could understand what that
meant, another of them had taken off his
hat—a wretched covering, it is true, but
still of use on a day of sunshine or a day
of rain. Gringoire heaved a sigh.

Meanwhile the king, from the top of his
barrel, put the interrogatory, ‘“ What is
this rascal ?”’

Gringoire started. This voice, though
speaking in a tone of menace, reminded
him of another voice which that very
morning had struck the first blow at his
mystery, by droning out in the midst of
the audience, ‘¢ Charity, if you please!”’
He raised his eyes—it was indeed Clopin
Trouillefou. )

Clopin Trouillefou, arrayed in his regal
ensigns, had not one rag more or less upon
him. His sore on the arm had indeed dis-
appeared. He held in his hand one of
those whips with lashes of whitleather,
which were, at that time, used by the ser-
geants of the wand to drive back the
crowd, and were called boullayes. Hehad
upon his head a sort of coiffure formed
into a circle and closed at the top; but it
was difficult to distinguish whether it was
a child’s cushion or a king's crown, the
two things are so much alike. .

However, Gringoire, without knowing
why, had felt some revival of hope on
recognizing in the king of the Court of
Miracles his cursed beggar of the Grand
Salle. ‘“Maitre,”” stammered he, “——
Monseigneur——Sire——How must I call
you ? 7’ said he at last, having mounted to
his utmost stretch of ascent, and neither
knowing how to mount higher nor how to
come down again.

¢t Monseigneur— Y our Majesty—or Com