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CHAPTER 1




  The Great Hall




  One morning, three hundred and forty-eight years, six months and nineteen days ago, the Parisians were awakened by a grand peal from all the bells, within the triple enclosure

  of the City, the University and the Town.




  Yet the 6th of January, 1482, was not a day of which history has preserved any record. There was nothing remarkable in the event that so early in the morning set in commotion the bells and the

  bourgeois of Paris. It was neither a sudden attack made by Picards or by Burgundians, nor a shrine carried in procession, nor a student fight in the city of Laas; nor the entry of ‘our most

  dread lord the king’; nor even a goodly stringing up of thieves, male and female, on the Place de la Justice. Nor was it a sudden arrival, so common in the fifteenth century, of some

  ambassador and his train, all belaced and beplumed. Only about two days ago, indeed, the last cavalcade of this kind, Flemish envoys commissioned to conclude the marriage treaty between the young

  dauphin and Margaret of Flanders, had made entry into Paris, to the great annoyance of Cardinal Bourbon. To please the king, his eminence had undertaken to give gracious reception to the rough

  crowd of Flemish burgomasters, and to entertain them at his Hôtel de Bourbon with a ‘very fine morality, burletta and farce’, whilst a beating rain was all the time drenching his

  magnificent tapestries at his portals.




  But on this 6th of January, what ‘set in motion the whole populaire of Paris’, as Jehan of Troyes, the old chronicler, phrases it, was the fact of its being a double

  holiday, united since time immemorial – the Epiphany, or Feast of the Kings, and the Fête des Fous, or Feast of the Fools. To celebrate such a day there was to be a bonfire

  kindled on the Place de Grève, a maypole raised at the Chapelle de Braque, and a mystery performed in the Palace of Justice. Proclamation had been made the evening before, to the sound of

  the trumpet, in all the public squares by the provost’s men in fine coats of purple camlet, with great white crosses on the breast.




  Crowds of people had accordingly been flocking all the morning, their houses and shops shut up, from all quarters of the town towards one of the three places appointed. Everyone had made his

  selection – the bonfire, the maypole, or the mystery. Thanks to the good common sense so characteristic of the Parisian sightseers, the greater part of the multitude directed their steps

  either towards the bonfire, which was quite in season, or towards the mystery which was to be performed in the Grande Salle, or great hall of the Palace of Justice, well roofed and well sheltered

  – wisely leaving the poor, ill-garlanded maypole to shiver all alone under a January sky in the cemetery of the Chapelle de Braque.




  The greatest crowds, however, were to be found on the approaches to the Palace of Justice, because it was known that the Flemish ambassadors, who had arrived two days previously, intended to be

  present, not only at the performance of the mystery, but also at the election of the Fools’ Pope, which was likewise to take place in the Great Hall.




  On that day it was no easy matter to make one’s way into the Great Hall, then and long afterwards considered to be the largest covered apartment in the world. The open square in front of

  the palace, thronged with people, presented to the gazers from the windows the aspect of a sea into which five or six streets, like the mouths of so many rivers, every moment discharged fresh

  floods of human heads. The waves of this deluge, constantly increasing, broke against the angles of the houses that projected here and there, like so many promontories, into the irregularly shaped

  basin of the square. In the centre of the high Gothic façade of the palace, the great triple-faced staircase, continually ascended and descended by the restless multitudes, with currents

  breaking on the intermediate landing or streaming over the two lateral slopes, flowed like a waterfall tumbling into a lake. In the square itself, the noise made by the shouting, laughing, tramping

  of these thousands of feet, great as it was, was redoubled every now and then, as something occurred to check, disturb or eddy the stream that surged towards the great staircase. At one time it was

  an archer clubbing somebody; at another it was the prancing horse of a provost’s sergeant kicking right and left – the regular good old way to establish order, handed down from the

  provostry to the constabulary, from the constabulary to the marshalcy, and from the marshalcy to the gendarmerie of our Paris of today.




  At the doors, at the windows, at the skylights, and on the roofs, swarmed thousands of good-natured bourgeois faces, looking calmly and quietly at the palace, at the crowd, and asking nothing

  more to look at; for many honest Paris folks are quite content with gazing at the gazers, and can even regard a wall with intense interest when they think there is something going on behind it.




  If we, men of 1830, could possibly mingle in imagination with those Parisians of the fifteenth century, and enter with them, pulled, elbowed, crushed, into the Great Hall, that proved so small

  on this 6th January, 1482, we should witness a spectacle at once interesting and charming, where everything would be so very old as to appear perfectly new.




  If the reader consent, we shall cross the threshold of the Great Hall together. Let me endeavour to reproduce the impression made on his senses as we struggle through the surging crowd in frock,

  smock, jerkin, doublet, and every conceivable dress of the period.




  At first our ears are stunned with the buzzing, our eyes are dazzled with the glare. Over our heads is the roof, consisting of a double vault of pointed arches, lined with carved wood, painted

  light blue, and sprinkled with golden fleurs-de-lis. Under our feet the marble floor, like a chessboard, is alternated with black and white squares. A few paces from us stands an enormous pillar,

  then another, then a third, seven altogether, extending the whole length of the hall, and supporting the central line that separates the double vaults of the roof. Around the first four are

  dealers’ stands glittering with glass and tinsel ware; around the other three are oaken benches, worn and polished by the gowns of the lawyers and the breeches of those that employ them.

  Everywhere around the building, along the lofty walls, between the doors, between the windows, between the pillars, appears an interminable line of the statues of the kings of France, from

  Pharamond down – the sluggards, with arms pendent and eyes downcast, the warriors, with arms and heads boldly raised on high. In the long Gothic windows, the stained glass shines with a

  thousand colours. In the wide entrances the doors are richly and delicately carved. Everywhere all around – on vaults, pillars, walls, lintels, panels, doors, and statues – glows a rich

  tint of blue and gold, already a little faded, but even seventy years later, in spite of dust and cobwebs, Du Breul, the historian, will see enough to admire it from tradition.




  If the reader now represents to himself this vast hall, visible in the pale light of a January day, filled with a motley and noisy mob drifting along the walls and eddying around the seven

  pillars, he will have some faint idea of the picture in general, whose curious details we shall now try to indicate more precisely.




  It is certain, that if Ravaillac had not assassinated Henry IV, no documents of his trial would have been deposited in the palace registry, no accomplices would have been interested in causing

  the said documents to disappear, no incendiaries would have been obliged, lacking a better method, to burn the registry in order to burn the documents, and to burn the palace in order to burn the

  registry. Therefore there would have been no fire of 1618. The old palace would be still standing, with its Grand Hall, and I could say to my reader, ‘Go and look at it’ – which

  would be a great convenience for us both; saving me from writing, him from reading, my imperfect description. Which goes to prove the novel truth: the results of great events are beyond

  calculation.




  It is true that it is very possible that Ravaillac did not have any accomplices; secondly, that his accomplices, if by chance he had any, had nothing to do with the conflagration of 1618. There

  are two other explanations, both very plausible. According to the first it was set on fire and consumed by a shooting star, a foot wide and two cubits high, that fell on the palace, as everyone

  knows, on the 7th March after midnight. For the second is quoted the quatrain of Théophile:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              

				

                 

                Certes, ce fut un triste jeu




                Quand à Paris Dame Justice,




                Pour avoir mangé trop d’épice,




                Se mit tout le palais en feu.1


				


               


              


            


          


        


      


    


  




  But whatever we may think of this triple explanation, political, physical and poetical, one fact is unfortunately but too true – the burning itself. Thanks to this

  catastrophe, thanks especially to the various successive restorations which effectually finished up whatever little the conflagration had spared, we have hardly any remains today of this first

  abode of the kings of France, of this palace, the elder sister of the Louvre, already so old in the times of Philip the Fair that traces could then be found of the magnificent buildings erected by

  King Robert and described by Helgaldus. Almost every portion of it has disappeared. What has become of the chamber of the chancellery, where St Louis ‘consummated his marriage’? The

  garden where he administered justice ‘clad in a cotte of camlet, a surcoat of tiretaine without sleeves, and over all a mantle of black sendal, reclining upon carpets by the side of

  Joinville’? Where is the chamber of the Emperor Sigismond? That of Charles IV? That of John Lackland? Where is the staircase whence Charles VI proclaimed his gracious amnesty? Where are the

  flagstones on which Marcel murdered, before the young dauphin’s eyes, the Marshals of Normandy and of Champagne? Where is the gate at which anti-pope Benedict’s bull was torn to pieces,

  and from which those who had brought it started on their procession through Paris, coped and mitred in derision, to make amende honorable? Where is the Great Hall itself with its gildings,

  its azure, its pointed arches, its statues, its pillars, its vast vaulted roofs all chequered and variegated with carvings? and the golden chamber? Where is the marble lion, kneeling at the gate,

  like the lions before Solomon’s throne, head down, tail between legs, in the attitude of humility that force should present when before Justice? Where are the beautiful doors, the splendid

  windows? Where the chiselled ironwork that threw Biscornette into despair? Where is Du Hancy’s delicate cabinetwork? What has time, what have men done with these wonders? What has been given

  to us in exchange for all this Gallic history, for all this Gothic art? For art, we have the heavy flat arches of De Brosse, the tasteless architect of the portal of St Gervais; and for history, we

  have the twaddling Souvenirs of the Big Pillar, still resounding with the Patrus’ small gossip. Neither being much to speak of, let us return to the story taking place in the real Great Hall

  of the real old palace.




  The two ends of this gigantic parallelogram were occupied differently. At the west end could be seen the famous marble table, said to be of one single block, and so long, wide and high that

  ‘no other such slice of marble was ever seen in the world’, as is recorded by the old chroniclers in a style that would have given an appetite to Gargantua. The east end contained the

  little chapel lately built by Louis XI, in which he had himself sculpted in stone kneeling before the Virgin, and to which he had also brought, without concerning himself with their two niches thus

  left vacant in the file of royal statues, the statues of Charlemagne and St Louis – two saints whom he supposed to be very much in favour in Heaven as kings of France. The little chapel

  itself, in all the charms of newness – it had hardly been built six years – was characterised all through by the exquisite taste in delicate architecture, wonderful sculpture and fine,

  deep carving, which, ending our Gothic era, is perpetuated to the middle of the sixteenth century in the fairy-like fancies of the Renaissance. The little rosace à jour, in

  particular, a wheel-shaped window over the portal, was a masterpiece of such lightness and elegance that it could be called a star of lace.




  Towards the middle of the hall, opposite the main entrance, a balcony covered with gold brocade, backed by the wall, and accessible by a private entrance from a corridor opening into the gilded

  chamber, had been erected for the special honour of the Flemish envoys and the other grand personages invited to the representation of the mystery.




  This entertainment was to be given, according to ancient customs, on the marble table, where all the preparations had been made since the morning. The thick marble slab, scratched by the heels

  of the Basochians – a famous guild of lawyers’ clerks – supported a solid construction of wood, sufficiently elevated, whose upper surface, high enough to be visible from the

  farthest parts of the hall, was to serve as the stage, while the interior, masked with curtains, was to be the actors’ dressing-room. A ladder, standing artlessly outside, was to connect

  dressing-room and stage, and help exits and entrances by its solid rungs. By this ladder and this only, actor the most unexpected, scene the most entrancing, effect the most telling, was to gain

  access to the stage. Innocent yet venerable infancy of the mechanical resources of theatrical art!




  At each of the four corners of the marble table stood a sergeant of the bailiff of the palace to preserve order. The regular guardians of the people’s amusements, whether on holidays or

  days of execution, there they now stood, stiff and motionless as statues.




  The play was not to begin until the great clock of the palace had struck the last stroke announcing noon. This was, no doubt, rather late for a mystery, but as ambassadors were to be present

  their convenience was to be regarded.




  The majority of the crowd had been waiting all the morning. A good many of these honest sightseers had shivered on the grand staircase at daybreak; some even insisted that they had passed the

  night close to the great doorway so as to make sure of being the first to enter. The crowd, continually increasing, became by degrees too great for the room and, like a river overflowing its banks,

  began to rise along the walls, to swell around the pillars, and even inundate the windowsills, the tops of the columns, the cornices and every projection of the sculptures. As a matter of course,

  impatience, discomfort, weariness, the unrestraint of the occasion, the quarrels continually springing up from unavoidable causes – a sharp elbow, a heavy heel, the long day – all these

  sources of discontent at last began to tell. The noise made by a crowd so squeezed, packed, crushed, trodden on, smothered, began to assume a tone of decided acrimony. Complaints and imprecations

  began to be plainly heard, against the Flemings, the Provost of the Merchants, Cardinal Bourbon, the Governor of the Palace, Margaret of Austria, the sergeants with their rods, the cold, the heat,

  the bad weather, the Bishop of Paris, the Fools’ Pope, the pillars, the statues, this closed door, that open window, the whole to the great amusement of the bands of students and lackeys

  scattered through the crowd, who mingled with all this discontentment their teasing remarks and their malicious suggestions, and pricked the general ill humour with a pin, so to speak.




  There was, amongst others, a group of these joyous rascals who, after breaking the glass of a window, had established themselves boldly upon the entablature, and from there cast their looks and

  their railleries alternately within and without, upon the crowd in the hall and the crowd out of doors. From their mimicry of well-known personages, their flippant remarks exchanged with their

  comrades from one end of the hall to the other, and their uproarious laughter, it was easy to see that these young clerks, far from participating in the general languor or vexation, were enjoying

  themselves heartily by making so much out of one spectacle that they never minded waiting for another.




  ‘Upon my soul, it’s you, Joannes Frollo de Molendino!’ cried a friend in the crowd to a little blond with a pretty and malicious face straddled on an acanthus of the capital of

  one of the lofty columns. ‘Hello! Jack of the windmill! You are well named today, anyway, for your two legs and your two arms keep moving like the four sails that go in the wind. How long

  have you been perched up there?’




  ‘Four hours at least, by the devil’s mercy,’ answered Joannes. ‘I hope they will be put to my credit in purgatory. I heard the beginning of the high mass sung in the Ste

  Chapelle by the King of Sicily’s eight chanters.’




  ‘Sweet chanters they are too!’ cried one of the students, ‘with voices sharper than their pointed caps. Before founding a mass for Monsieur St John, the king would have done

  well to have found out whether Monsieur St John liked Latin psalmody with a Provençal accent.’




  ‘It was all for the sake of employing those cursed chanters of the King of Sicily that he did it,’ screamed bitterly 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 saltwater fish of the fishmarket of Paris!’




  ‘Peace, old woman!’ replied a grave and portly personage, who was stopping his nose at the side of the fishseller; ‘it was quite 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 capital.




  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 another.




  ‘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 Maître Jehan Lecornu, provost of

  the king’s household, son of Maître Mahiet Lecornu, first gatekeeper of the Bois de Vincennes – all citizens of Paris – all married, from father to son?’




  The gaiety redoubled. The stout furrier, without answering a word, strove to escape the looks fixed upon him from all sides; but he exerted himself in vain, for all his efforts served only to

  wedge more solidly between the shoulders of his neighbours his great apoplectic face, purple with anger and vexation.




  At last one of these neighbours, fat, short, and reverend-looking, like himself, raised his voice in his behalf.




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




  At this the whole tribe burst out afresh.




  ‘Hello! who sings that stave? who’s that ill-boding screech-owl?’




  ‘Oh, I know him,’ said one; ‘it’s Maître 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 fêtes, the four attorneys, the four electors, and the four

  booksellers.’




  ‘Well, then,’ resumed Jehan Frollo, ‘we must play four devils with them.’




  ‘Musnier, we’ll burn thy books.’




  ‘Musnier, we’ll beat thy lackey.’




  ‘Musnier, we’ll kiss thy wife – ’




  ‘The good fat Mademoiselle Oudarde – ’




  ‘Who’s as fresh and buxom as if she were a widow.’




  ‘The devil take you!’ growled Maître Andry Musnier.




  ‘Maître Andry,’ said Jehan, still hanging by the capital, ‘hold your tongue, or I’ll drop on your head.’




  Maître Andry looked up, seemed to calculate for a moment the height of the pillar and the weight of the little rogue, multiplied in his mind that height by the square of the velocity, and

  was silent.




  Jehan, master of the field, continued triumphantly –




  ‘Yes, I would do it, though I am brother to an archdeacon.’




  ‘Fine fellows, in truth, are our gentlemen of the University, not even to have taken care that our privileges were respected on a day like this: for here are a maypole and a bonfire in the

  Town; a mystery, a fools’ pope, and Flemish ambassadors, in the City; and in the University, nothing at all!’




  ‘And yet the Place Maubert is large enough,’ observed one of the young clerks posted on the window seat.




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




  ‘We must build a bonfire tonight in the Champ-Gaillard,’ continued the other, ‘with Maître Andry’s books.’




  ‘And the desks of the scribes,’ said his neighbour.




  ‘And the wands of the beadles.’




  ‘And the spitting-boxes of the clans.’




  ‘And the buffets of the attorneys.’




  ‘And the hutches of the electors.’




  ‘And the rector’s stools.’




  ‘Down, then,’ said little Jehan, as counterpoint, ‘down with Maître Andry, the beadles, and the scribes – the theologians, the physicians, and the decretists

  – the attorneys, the electors, and the rector!’




  ‘This is then the end of the world,’ muttered Maître Andry, stopping his ears.




  ‘Apropos! the rector himself! here he comes through the place!’ cried one of those in the window seat.




  Everyone now strove to turn towards the place.




  ‘Is it really our venerable rector, Maître 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 – Maître Thibaut, the rector.’




  It was, in fact, the rector and all the dignitaries of the University going in procession to meet the ambassadors, and crossing at that moment the Place of the Palace. 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! Hello! 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 mule – its ears are not so long as his.’




  ‘Hello! good-day to you, monsieur le recteur Thibaut! Tybalde aleator! – Ah! you old imbecile! you old gambler!’




  ‘God preserve you! Did you often throw double-six last night?’




  ‘Oh! what a scarecrow countenance; leaden, wrinkled and battered through his love of dice and gaming.’




  ‘Where are you going to now, Thibaut, Tybalde ad dados – turning your back on the University and trotting towards the town?’




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




  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 dignitaries.




  ‘Down with the beadles! down with the mace-bearers!’




  ‘Tell me, Robin Poussepain, who’s that man there?’




  ‘It’s Gilbert de Suilly, Gilbertus de Soliaco, chancellor of the college of Autun.’




  ‘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 St Geneviève gave to the town for the fief of Roogny.’




  ‘Down with the physicians!’




  ‘Down with the disputations, cardinal, and quad-libetary!’




  ‘Here goes my cap at yon chancellor of St Geneviève – 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.’




  ‘It’s an injustice!’ exclaimed all the scholars. ‘Down with the chancellor of St Geneviève!’




  ‘Ho, there! Maître Joachim de Ladehors! Ho! Louis Dahuille! Ho! Lambert Hoctement!’




  ‘The devil smother the attorney of the nation of Germany!’




  ‘And the chaplains of the Ste Chapelle, with their grey amices, cum tunicis grisis!’




  ‘Seu de pellibus grisis furratis.’




  ‘Hello! the masters of arts! all the fine black copes; all the fine red copes!’




  ‘That makes the rector a fine tail!’




  ‘One would say a doge of Venice going to marry the sea.’




  ‘Now, again, Jehan! the canons of St Geneviève!’




  ‘The devil take the canons!’




  ‘Abbé Claude Choart! Doctor Claude Choart, are you seeking Marie-la-Giffarde?’




  ‘She’s in the Rue de Glatigny.’




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




  ‘She’s paying her four deniers, quattuor denarios.’




  ‘Aut unum bombum.’




  ‘Would you have her pay you in the nose?’




  ‘Comrades, there goes Maître Simon Sanguin, elector of Picardy, with his wife on the pillion.’




  ‘Post equitem sedet atra cura.’




  ‘Stoutly, Maître Simon!’




  ‘Good-day, monsieur l’électeur.’




  ‘Good-night, madame l’électrice.’




  ‘Now, aren’t they happy, to be seeing all that?’ sighed Joannes de Molendino, still from his perch on the capital.




  Meanwhile the sworn bookseller to the University, Maître Andry Musnier, whispered in the ear of the king’s furrier, Maître Gilles Lecornu: ‘I tell you, monsieur, the

  world’s at an end. Never were there seen such breakings-out of the students! It’s the accursed inventions of the age that are ruining everything – the artillery – the

  serpentines – the bombards – and, above all, the printing-press, that other German pest! No more manuscripts – no more books! Printing puts an end to bookselling – the end

  of the world is at hand!’




  ‘I can see it by velvets 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 became quiet.




  Then there was a great shuffling about, a great movement of feet and heads, a general detonation of coughing and blowing of noses; each one arranged himself, posted himself to the best

  advantage, raised himself on his toes. Then there was a deep silence, every neck remaining outstretched, every mouth open, every eye turned towards the marble 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 towards the gallery reserved for the Flemish

  envoys. The door remained shut, and the gallery empty. The multitude had been waiting since the early morning for three things, that is to say, for the hour of noon, for the Flemish embassy, and

  for the mystery; but only the first of the three had arrived on time.




  This was really too bad.




  They waited one – two – three – five minutes, a quarter of an hour – but nothing came. The gallery remained empty; the stage, mute. Meanwhile impatience was succeeded by

  displeasure. Angry words began to circulate, though as yet only in whispers. ‘The mystery! the mystery!’ was uttered in an undertone. The heads of the multitude began to ferment. A

  storm, which as yet only growled, was agitating the surface of that 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 serpent, 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 immediately!’ resumed the scholar; ‘or my advice is that we hang the bailiff of the palace in the way of comedy and morality.’




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




  A great acclamation followed. The four poor devils of sergeants began to turn pale and look anxiously at each other. The multitude pressed towards 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, giving passage to a personage, the mere sight of whom sufficed to stop the eager multitude, and

  changed their anger into curiosity as if by enchantment.




  ‘Silence! silence!’ was the cry from all sides.




  The personage, but little reassured, and trembling in every limb, advanced to the edge of the marble table, making a profusion of bows, which, the nearer he approached, approximated more and

  more to genuflexions.




  Calm, however, was gradually restored. Only that slight murmur was heard which is always exhaled from the silence of a great crowd.




  ‘Messieurs les bourgeois,’ said he, ‘and mesdemoiselles les bourgeoises, we shall have the honour of declaiming and performing before his eminence monsieur le cardinal, a very

  fine morality, entitled The Good Judgement of Madame the Virgin Mary. I play Jupiter. His eminence is at this moment accompanying the most honourable embassy from monsieur the Duke of

  Austria, which is at this moment detained by hearing the harangue of monsieur the rector of the University, at the Baudets gate. As soon 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 palace. If we had had the happiness of inventing this 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. Furthermore, the costume of Seigneur Jupiter was very fine, and had contributed not a little to quiet the irritated assemblage by attracting all

  their attention. Jupiter was clad in a brigandine covered with black velvet and gilded nails; his head-dress was a helmet ornamented 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 sprinkled with spangles and stuck all over with shreds of tinsel, which he carried in his hand, and in

  which experienced eyes easily recognised his thunderbolts – and but for his flesh-coloured feet, sandal-bound à la Grecque – he might have borne a comparison, for the

  severity of his aspect, with a Breton archer of the corps of Monsieur de Berry.










  
CHAPTER 2




  



  Pierre Gringoire





  While, however, Jupiter was delivering his harangue, the satisfaction, the admiration unanimously excited by his costume, were dissipated by his words; and when he arrived at

  that unhappy conclusion, ‘as soon as the most eminent cardinal is arrived, we shall begin’, his voice was lost in a thunder of hooting.




  ‘Begin immediately! The mystery! the mystery at once!’ cried the people. And above 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 Poussepain and the other young clerks perched in the window.




  ‘The morality directly!’ repeated the crowd immediately; ‘go on! go on! The sack and the rope for the actors and the cardinal!’




  Poor Jupiter, haggard, frightened, pale under his rouge, let fall his thunderbolts, took his helmet in his hand; then, bowing and trembling, he stammered: ‘His eminence – the

  ambassadors – Madame Margaret of Flanders’ – he knew not what to say.




  The fact was, he was afraid he should be hanged – hanged by the populace for waiting, or hanged by the cardinal for not having waited – on either hand he beheld an abyss, that is to

  say, a gallows.




  Happily, someone came forward to extricate him and assume the responsibility.




  An individual who stood within the railing, 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 forehead and his cheeks – with sparkling eyes and a smiling mouth – clad in a garment of black serge, threadbare and shining 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 newcomer advanced another step forward.




  ‘Jupiter,’ said he, ‘my dear Jupiter!’




  The other did not hear him.




  At last, the tall, fair man, losing all patience, shouted almost under his nose, ‘Michel Giborne!’




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




  ‘I do,’ answered the personage clad in black.




  ‘Ah!’ exclaimed Jupiter.




  ‘Begin directly,’ returned the other; ‘satisfy the people, and I take upon myself to appease monsieur the bailiff, who will appease monsieur the cardinal.’




  Jupiter now took breath. ‘Messeigneurs les bourgeois,’ cried he, at the utmost stretch of his lungs, to the multitude who continued to hoot him, ‘we are going to begin

  directly.’




  ‘Evoe! Jupiter! plaudite, cives!’ cried the scholars.




  ‘Hooray! Hooray!’ cried the people.




  Then followed a deafening clapping of hands, and the hall still shook with acclamations when Jupiter had withdrawn behind his tapestry.




  Meanwhile, the unknown, who had so magically changed the ‘tempest into calm’, as says our old and dear Corneille, had modestly retired into the penumbra of his pillar, and would no

  doubt have remained 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.




  ‘Maître,’ said one of them, beckoning to him to approach.




  ‘Hush! my dear Liénarde,’ said her fair neighbour, pretty, blooming, and quite courageous by virtue of her holiday attire – ‘it is not a clerk, it is a layman. You

  should not say Maître, but – Messire.’




  ‘Messire!’ then said Liénarde.




  The unknown approached the balustrade.




  ‘What is your pleasure with me, mesdemoiselles?’ asked he impressively.




  ‘Oh, nothing,’ said Liénarde, all confused. ‘It’s my neighbour here, Gisquette la Gencienne, that wants to speak to you.’




  ‘No, no,’ rejoined Gisquette, blushing; ‘it was Liénarde that said Maître to you – I only told her that she should say Messire.’




  The two girls cast down their eyes. The gentleman, who asked nothing better than to enter into conversation, looked at them, smiling: ‘You have nothing to say to me, then,

  mesdemoiselles?’




  ‘Oh, no, nothing at all,’ answered Gisquette.




  ‘Nothing,’ said Liénarde.




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




  ‘Messire,’ said Gisquette, with the impetuosity of water escaping through a sluice, or a woman taking a resolution, ‘you then know this soldier who is going to play Madame the

  Virgin in the mystery?’




  ‘You mean the role of Jupiter,’ returned the unknown.




  ‘Oh, dear, yes,’ said Liénarde; ‘is she not stupid! You are acquainted with Jupiter, then?’




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




  ‘He has a grand beard!’ answered Liénarde.




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




  ‘Very fine indeed, mademoiselle,’ answered the informant without the least hesitation.




  ‘What will it be?’ asked Liénarde.




  ‘The Good Award of Madame the Virgin – a morality, if it please you, mademoiselle.’




  ‘Ah! that’s different,’ returned Liénarde.




  A short silence followed, which was broken by the stranger. ‘It is a morality entirely new,’ said he, ‘which has never yet been played.’




  ‘Then is it not the same,’ said Gisquette, ‘as was played two years ago on the day of the entry of monsieur the legate, and in which three beautiful girls performed –

  ’




  ‘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, ‘It was a very pretty thing to see. But today it is a morality made on

  purpose for the Lady of Flanders.’




  ‘Will they sing pastorals?’ asked Gisquette.




  ‘Oh, fie!’ said the unknown. ‘What! in a morality! We must not confound one kind of piece with another. In a shepherd’s song, indeed, it would be quite right.’




  ‘That’s a pity,’ rejoined Gisquette. ‘That day there were, at the fountain of Ponceau, savage men and women scrambling and making gestures, singing catches, couplets and

  pastorals.’




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




  ‘And near them,’ continued Liénarde, ‘played a number of bass instruments, that gave out wonderful melodies.’




  ‘And to refresh the passengers,’ resumed Gisquette, ‘the fountain threw out, by three mouths, wine, milk, and hippocras, and everybody drank that liked.’




  ‘And a little below the Ponceau fountain,’ continued Liénarde, ‘at the Trinity, there was a Passion performed without speech.’




  ‘Oh, yes, how I remember!’ exclaimed Gisquette; ‘Our Lord on the cross, and the two thieves on each side of Him!’




  Here the young gossips, warming in the recollection of the legate’s entry, talked both at once.




  ‘And further on, at the Artists’ gate, there were other characters very richly habited – ’




  ‘And do you remember, at St Innocent’s fountain, that huntsman following a hind, with a great noise of dogs and hunting horns? – ’




  ‘And then at the meat-market, those scaffolds that represented the Bastile of Dieppe – ’




  ‘And when the legate was going by, you know, Gisquette, they gave the assault, and the English all had their throats cut – ’




  ‘And what fine characters there were over by the Châtelet gate!’




  ‘And on the Pont-au-Change, which was all hung with cloth from one end to the other.’




  ‘And when the legate crossed over, they let fly from the bridge above two hundred dozen of all kinds of birds. Was that not a fine sight, Liénarde?’




  ‘There will be a finer today,’ at length interrupted their interlocutor, who seemed to listen to them with impatience.




  ‘You promise us that this shall be a fine mystery,’ said Gisquette.




  ‘Without doubt,’ returned he. And then he added, with peculiar emphasis, ‘Mesdemoiselles, I it is who am the author of it.’




  ‘Say you so!’ cried the young women, open-mouthed.




  ‘Yes, in truth,’ answered the poet, bridling a little – ‘that is to say, there are two of us – Jehan Marchand, who has sawn the planks and put together the

  framework of the theatre; and I, who have written the piece. My name is Pierre Gringoire.’




  The author of Le Cid himself could not have more proudly said, ‘My name is Pierre Corneille.’




  The reader 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

  himself thus abruptly to the simple admiration of Gisquette and Liénarde. It is worthy of remark that all that assemblage, 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 noted in our theatres – that the best means of making the audience wait patiently is to

  assure them that the performance is about to begin.




  However, the schoolboy Joannes was not asleep. ‘Hello!’ shouted he suddenly, amidst the peaceful expectation which had succeeded the disturbance. ‘Jupiter! Madame the Virgin!

  you devil’s boatmen! are you joking with one another? The piece! the piece! Begin! or it is we who will begin again!’




  This was enough. A music of high- and low-keyed instruments now struck up underneath the stage; the hangings were lifted, and four characters in motley attire, with painted faces, issued forth,

  clambered up the steep ladder already mentioned, and reaching the upper platform, drew up in line before the audience, whom they saluted with a profound obeisance, whereupon the musical sounds

  ceased and the mystery began.




  The four characters, after receiving abundant payment for their salutations in the plaudits of the multitude, commenced, amidst a profound silence, the delivery of a prologue, which we gladly

  spare the reader. However, as is still the case in our own time, the audience paid more attention to the gowns they wore than to the parts they were enacting – and in truth they did right.

  They were all four clad in robes half yellow and half white, differing 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 coarse linen. 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 minds 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 gown, My name is Nobility;

  at the bottom of the silken one, My name is Clergy; at the bottom of the woollen, My name is Trade; and at the bottom of the linen garment, My name is Labour. The sex of the two male characters was

  clearly indicated to every judicious spectator by the comparative shortness of their garments and the caps which they wore upon their heads; while the two female characters, besides that their

  robes were of ampler length, were distinguishable by their hoods.




  One would also have been very dull not to have discovered through the poetic drapery of the prologue, that labour was married to trade, and clergy to nobility, and that these two happy couples

  possessed in common a magnificent golden dolphin which they intended to adjudge only to the most beautiful damsel. Accordingly, they were going over the world in search of this beauty; and after

  successively rejecting the Queen of Golconda, the Princess of Trebizond, the daughter of the Cham of Tartary, etc., etc.; labour and clergy, nobility and trade, were come to rest themselves upon

  the marble table of the Palace of 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, sophisms, determinances, figures and acts, at which the masters took their degrees.




  All this was truly 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

  palpitating, no eye so eager, no neck so outstretched, 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 forgo the joy

  of telling his name to two fair damsels.




  He had retired 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 still

  resounded in his breast; and he was completely absorbed in that species of ecstatic contemplation with which a dramatic author marks his ideas falling one by one from the lips of the actor, amid

  the silence of a crowded auditory. Happy Pierre Gringoire!




  It pains us to relate, this first ecstasy was very soon disturbed. Scarcely had Gringoire’s lips approached this intoxicating cup of joy and triumph before a drop of bitterness was cruelly

  mingled 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 sufficient indemnity in the pockets of his neighbours, had

  bethought himself of roosting on some conspicuous perch from which to attract the attention and the alms of the good people. Accordingly, during the first lines of the prologue, he had hoisted

  himself up by means of the pillars that supported the reserved gallery, 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. He did not, however, utter a word.




  His silence allowed the prologue to proceed without any distraction – and no noticeable disorder would have occurred had not, as ill luck would have it, the boy Joannes espied, from his

  perch at the top of one of the great pillars, the beggar and his grimaces. The young wag burst into an immoderate fit of laughter; and, regardless of the interruption to the performance, and the

  disturbance of the general attention, cried out in a tone of gaiety, ‘See now! The mangy beggar there asking alms!’




  Anyone 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 unseasonable words dropped in the midst of

  the universal attention. Gringoire started as if he had felt an electric shock. The prologue stopped short; and all heads were turned tumultuously towards the mendicant, who, far from being

  disconcerted, found in this incident a good opportunity of reaping a harvest, and began to cry out with a doleful whine, half shutting his eyes, ‘Charity! if you please.’




  ‘I say, on my soul,’ cried Joannes, ‘it’s Clopin Trouillefou. Hello! friend – so thy sore wasn’t comfortable on thy leg, that thou’st changed it to

  thine arm?’




  So saying he threw, with the dexterity of a monkey, a small white coin into the old greasy hat which the beggar held out with his diseased arm. The beggar received without change of expression

  both the alms and the sarcasm, and continued in a piteous tones ‘Charity! if you please.’




  This episode had considerably distracted the audience; and a goodly number of the spectators, with Robin Poussepain and all the clerks leading, merrily applauded this whimsical duet which had

  been struck up thus unexpectedly in the middle of the prologue, between the urchin with his shrill voice, and the beggar with his imperturbable drone.




  Gringoire was grievously displeased. Having recovered from his first stupefaction, he shouted earnestly to the four characters on the stage, ‘Go on – what the devil! – go

  on’; without even deigning to cast a look of disdain at the two interrupters.




  At that moment he felt someone pulling at the skirt of his coat; he turned round, not without some little annoyance, and forced with some difficulty a smile. Nevertheless he found it necessary

  to do so, for it was the pretty arm of Gisquette la Gencienne, which, extended through the balustrade, thus solicited his attention.




  ‘Monsieur,’ said the girl, ‘will they go on?’




  ‘Surely,’ answered Gringoire, shocked at the question.




  ‘Oh, then, messire,’ she resumed, ‘would you have the courtesy to explain to me – ’




  ‘What they are going to say?’ interrupted 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 stupid, witless wench!’ said he between his teeth.




  From that moment Gisquette ceased to exist in his mind.




  Meanwhile the actors had obeyed his injunction; and the audience, observing that they were once again trying to make themselves heard, had set themselves to listen – not, however, without

  having lost certain points of beauty in the soldering together of the two parts of the piece which had been so abruptly cut short, Gringoire reflected bitterly. However, tranquillity had been

  gradually restored; the schoolboy held his tongue, the beggar counted some coin in his hat, and the piece had resumed its sway.




  It was really a very fine composition, and we think it might be turned to some account, even now, by means of a few changes. The performance, rather long indeed, and rather dry, was simple; and

  Gringoire, in the candid sanctuary of his own judgement, admired its clearness. As may well be supposed, the four allegorical personages were a little fatigued with travelling over the three known

  quarters of the world without finding an opportunity of suitably disposing of their golden dolphin. Thereupon followed a long eulogy upon the marvellous fish with numberless delicate 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 Labour and Clergy, Nobility

  and Trade, 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 was son of the lion of France. I declare that

  this bold metaphor is admirable, and that dramatic natural history, on a day of allegory and of a royal epithalamium, finds nothing at all shocking in a dolphin the son of a lion. On the contrary,

  it is precisely those rare and pindaric mixtures that prove the popular enthusiasm. However, to have disarmed criticism altogether, the poet might have developed this fine idea in less than two

  hundred verses. 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. Moreover, it

  was patiently listened to.




  All at once, in the midst of a fine quarrel between Mademoiselle Trade and Madame Nobility, at the moment when Master Labour was pronouncing this predictive line: ‘Beast more triumphant

  ne’er in woods was seen.’ the door of the reserved gallery, which had until then been so inopportunely shut, opened still more inopportunely, and the stentorian voice of the usher,

  abruptly announced, ‘His Eminence Monseigneur, the Cardinal of Bourbon!’


  





  
CHAPTER 3




  The Cardinal




  Poor Gringoire! The noise of all the great double petards let off on St John’s day – the discharge of a score of crooked arquebusses – the report of that

  famous serpentine of the Tour de Billy which, during the siege of Paris, on Sunday, the 29th of September, 1465, killed seven Burgundians at a shot – the explosion of all the gunpowder stored

  at the Temple gate – would have split his ears less violently at that solemn and dramatic moment, than those few words from the lips of an usher, ‘His Eminence Monseigneur, the Cardinal

  of Bourbon.’




  It is not that Pierre Gringoire either feared the cardinal or despised him. He was neither weak enough to do the one, nor presumptuous enough to do the other. A true eclectic, as one would say

  nowadays, Gringoire was one of those firm and elevated spirits, calm and temperate, who can preserve their composure under all circumstances – stare in dimidio rerum – and who

  are full of reason and of a liberal philosophy even while making some account of cardinals. Invaluable and uninterrupted line of philosophers – to whom wisdom, like another Ariadne, seems to

  have given a skein 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 in accord with the times. And not to mention our Pierre Gringoire, who would be their representative of the fifteenth century if we could succeed in obtaining for him the distinction

  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: ‘I am a Parisian by birth,

  and a parrhisian by my speech; for parrhisia in Greek signifies liberty of speech, which liberty I have used even to messeigneurs the cardinals, uncle and brother to monseigneur

  the Prince of Conti, albeit with respect for their greatness, and without giving offence to any of their train, and that is a great deal to say.’




  So there was neither hatred for the cardinal, nor contempt of his presence in the disagreeable impression which he made upon Pierre Gringoire. On the contrary, our poet had too much good sense

  and too threadbare a coat not to attach a particular value to the circumstance, that several allusions in his prologue, and in particular the glorification of the dolphin, son of the lion of

  France, would fall upon the ear of so eminent a personage. But personal interest is not the ruling motive in the noble nature of poets. Supposing the entity of a poet to be represented by the

  number ten, it is certain that a chemist, on analysing and pharmacopoeising, as Rabelais says, would find it to be composed of one part of self-interest with nine parts of self-esteem. Now, at the

  moment when the door was opened to admit the cardinal, Gringoire’s nine parts of self-esteem, inflated and expanded by the breath of popular admiration, were in a state of prodigious

  enlargement, quite overwhelming and smothering that imperceptible molecule of self-interest which we just now distinguished in the constitution of poets – a precious ingredient, by the way, a

  ballast of reality and humanity, without which they would never touch the earth. It was a delight to Gringoire to see and feel that an entire assemblage were stupefied, petrified, and breathless by

  the immeasurable tirades which burst from every part of his epithalamium. I affirm that he himself shared the general beatitude; and that, quite the reverse of La Fontaine, who, at the performance

  of his play of The Florentine, asked, ‘What poor wretch has written that rhapsody?’ Gringoire would willingly have asked of his neighbour, ‘By whom is this

  masterpiece?’ It may, therefore, be supposed what sort of effect was produced upon him by the brusque and tempestuous arrival of the cardinal.




  His fears were but too fully realised. The entrance of His Eminence disorganised the audience completely. All eyes were turned towards the gallery, and there was a general 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 redoubled. Each one wished to obtain a better

  view of him. Each one stretched his neck over his neighbour’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 espoused the king’s eldest daughter, and at the same time to Charles the Bold, through his mother, Agnès 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 devotion to power. Hence, it may well be supposed in what

  numberless perplexities this double relationship had involved him, and among how many temporal shoals his spiritual bark must have tacked, to have escaped foundering either upon Louis or upon

  Charles, the Charybdis and the Scylla which had swallowed up the Duke of Nemours and the Constable of St Pol. Heaven be praised, however, he had got happily through his voyage, and reached Rome

  without accident. But although he was now in port – and indeed, precisely because he was in port – he never recollected, without a feeling of uneasiness, the various chances of his

  political life, which had so long been both perilous and laborious. So, also, he used 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 mourning the one 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 vintage of Chaillot; did not detest Richarde-la-Gamoise and

  Thomasse-la-Saillarde; gave alms to pretty girls rather than old women; and for all these reasons was in great favour with the populace of Paris. He always went surrounded by a little court of

  bishops and abbots of high degree, gallant, jovial, and fond of good eating; and more than once had the good devotees of St Germain d’Auxerre, in passing at night under the windows of the

  Hôtel de Bourbon, all blazing with light, been scandalised by hearing the same voices which had sung vespers to them in the daytime, chanting to the sound of glasses, the bacchanalian proverb

  of Benedict XII, the pope who had added a third crown to the tiara – Bibamus papaliter.




  No doubt it was this popularity, so justly acquired, which, upon his entrance, prevented any unpleasant reception on the part of the mob, who a few minutes 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 ordering the performance to begin by

  their own authority, 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 vastly

  fine scarlet robe, which he wore in excellent style – which is to say, that he had in his favour all the women, and, consequently, the better part of the audience. Certainly it would be both

  injustice and bad taste to hoot a cardinal for being too late at the play when he is a handsome man, and wears well his scarlet robe.




  He entered, then, saluted the company with that hereditary smile which the great have always in readiness for the people, and moved slowly towards his armchair of crimson velvet placed for his

  reception, looking as if some other matter occupied his mind. His escort – or what we should now call his staff – of bishops and priests, issued after him upon the gallery, 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; one pointing to the Bishop of Marseilles; some to the Dean of St Denis; others to Robert de Lespinasse, Abbot of the great neighbouring monastery of St Germain-des-Prés, the libertine

  brother of a mistress of Louis XI – all their names being repeated with a thousand mistakes and mispronunciations. As for the students, they swore. It was their own day – their Feast of

  Fools – their saturnalia – the annual orgies of the basoche and the schools. No liberty but was permissible that day. And then there were numberless wanton hussies among the

  crowd – Simone Quatre-livres, Agnès-la-Gadine, Robine Pièdebou. Was it not the least that could be expected, that they should swear at their ease, and profane God’s name a

  little, on such a day as that, in such a goodly company of churchmen and courtesans? And accordingly, they did not mince matters; but amidst the uproarious applause a frightful din of blasphemies

  and obscenities 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

  they set him at defiance in his own Palace of Justice! Each one of them had singled out among the newly-arrived company in the gallery some one of the cassocks, black, grey, white, or violet. As

  for Joannes Frollo de Molendino, and his being brother to an archdeacon, 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 mero!’




  All these particulars, which are thus clearly detailed for the reader’s edification, were so completely covered by the general hum of the multitude that they were lost before they could

  reach the reserved gallery; though, indeed, the cardinal would have been little moved by them; so completely did the license of the day belong to the customs of the age. He had something else to

  think of, which preoccupation appeared in his manner – 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 reconciliation between the Duke of Austria and the French king might endure – nor how the King of England would take this slight towards

  his daughter. All this gave him little anxiety; and he did honour each night to the wine of the royal vineyard of Chaillot without ever suspecting that a few flasks of that same wine, cordially

  presented to Edward IV by Louis XI, might possibly, some fine morning, rid Louis XI of Edward IV. The most honourable embassy of the Duke of Austria brought none of these cares to the

  cardinal’s mind, but annoyed him in another respect. It was, in truth, somewhat hard, and we have already said a word or two about it in the first pages of this book, that he should be

  obliged to give welcome and entertainment – he, Charles de Bourbon – to obscure burghers; he, a cardinal, to a pack of scurvy sheriffs – he, a Frenchman 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.




  However, he had so perfectly studied his role that he turned towards the door with the best grace in the world, when the usher announced in a sonorous voice, ‘Messieurs the Envoys of the

  Duke of Austria!’ It is needless to say that the entire hall did likewise.




  Then appeared, two by two, with a gravity which strongly contrasted with the flippant air of the cardinal’s ecclesiastical train, the forty-eight ambassadors from Maximilian of Austria,

  having at their head the reverend father in God, Jehan, Abbot of St Bertin, chancellor of the Golden Fleece, and Jacques de Goy, Lord of Dauby, high bailiff of Ghent. A deep silence now took place

  in the assemblage, occasionally interrupted by smothered laughter at all the uncouth names which each of these personages transmitted 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. There were Maître Loys Roelof, Sheriff of the town of Louvain; Messire Clays d’Etuelde,

  Sheriff of Brussels; Messire Paul de Baeust, Lord of Voirmizelle, president of Flanders; Maître Jehan Coleghens, burgomaster of the city of Antwerp; Maître George de la Moere, principal

  sheriff of the kuere of the city of Ghent; Maître Gheldolf van der Hage, principal sheriff of the parchons of the said city; and the Sieur de Bierbecque, and Jehan Pinnock,

  and Jehan Dimaerzelle, etc., etc., bailiffs, sheriffs and burgomasters – burgomasters, sheriffs and bailiffs – all stiff, sturdy, starched figures, dressed out in Sunday clothes of

  velvet and damask, and hooded with black velvet caps 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 The Night Watch – personages on every one of whose foreheads it was

  written, that Maximilian of Austria was right in ‘confiding to the full’, as his manifesto expressed it, ‘in their sense, valour, experience, loyalty and good prudence’.




  There was one exception, however; it was a face, subtle, intelligent, crafty-looking – a mixture of the monkey and the diplomatist – towards whom the cardinal made three steps in

  advance and a low bow, but who, nevertheless, was called simply Guillaume Rym, counsellor and pensionary of the town of Ghent.




  Few persons at that time knew aught of Guillaume Rym – a rare genius, who, in a time of revolution, would have appeared with éclat on the surface of events, but who, in the

  fifteenth century, was confined to the practice of covert intrigue and to ‘live in the mines’, as the Duke de St Simon expresses it. However, he was appreciated by the first

  ‘miner’ in Europe – he frequently lent a helping hand in the secret operations of Louis XI – all which was perfectly unknown to this multitude, who were amazed at the

  cardinal’s politeness to that sorry-looking Flemish bailiff.










  
CHAPTER 4




  Master Jacques Coppenole




  At the moment when the pensioner 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 Guillaume Rym, looking something like a mastiff dog by the side of a fox. His felt hat 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.




  ‘Hold, friend! you cannot pass.’




  The man of the leathern jerkin shouldered him aside. ‘What would this fellow with me?’ said he, in a thundering voice, which drew the attention of the entire hall to this strange

  colloquy. ‘Seest thou not that I am of the party?’




  ‘Your name?’ demanded the usher.




  ‘Jacques Coppenole.’




  ‘Your titles?’




  ‘A hosier, at the sign of the Three Chains at Ghent.’




  The usher shrank back. To announce sheriffs and burgomasters might indeed be endured – but a hosier! – it was too bad. The cardinal was upon thorns. The people were looking and

  listening. For two days His Eminence had been doing his utmost to smooth these Flemish bears into presentable shape, and this freak was too much for him. Meanwhile Guillaume Rym, with his cunning

  smile, went up to the usher. ‘Announce Maître Jacques Coppenole, clerk to the sheriffs of the city of Ghent,’ said he to the officer in a very low whisper.




  ‘Usher,’ then said the cardinal aloud, ‘announce Maître Jacques Coppenole, clerk to the sheriffs of the illustrious city of Ghent.’




  This was an error. Guillaume Rym, by himself, would have evaded the difficulty; but Coppenole had heard the cardinal’s direction.




  ‘No! by the Holy Rood!’ he cried, with his voice of thunder: ‘Jacques Coppenole, hosier. Dost thou hear, usher? Neither more nor less. By the Holy Rood! a hosier –

  that’s fine enough. Monsieur the archduke has more than once sought his gloves among my hose.’




  A witticism is quickly appreciated in Paris and this occasioned a burst of laughter and applause from the people below.




  We must add that Coppenole was one of the people, and that the audience around him were of the people also; so that the communication between them and him had been quick, electric, and, as it

  were, on equal footing. The lofty airs which the Flemish hosier gave himself, while humbling the courtiers, had stirred in the plebeian breasts a certain latent feeling of dignity, of independence,

  which, in the fifteenth century, was as yet vague and undefined. They beheld one of their equals in this hosier, who had just borne himself so sturdily before the cardinal – a comforting

  reflection to poor devils accustomed to pay respect and obedience even to the servants of the sergeants of the bailiff of the Abbot of Ste Geneviève, the cardinal’s train-bearer.




  Coppenole bowed haughtily to His Eminence, who returned the salute of the all-powerful burgher, formidable to Louis XI. Then, while Guillaume Rym, sage homme et malicieux, as Philippe

  de Comines expresses it, followed them both with a smile of raillery 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 another, and that Mary of Burgundy, mother of that Margaret for whose marriage he was today treating, would have

  feared less the cardinal than the hosier, for no cardinal would have aroused the people of Ghent against the favourites of the daughter of Charles the Bold; nor could any cardinal, by a single

  word, have hardened 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 the scaffold, while the hosier had

  only to raise his leathern elbow to cause both your heads to be struck off, most illustrious seigneurs, Guy d’Hymbercourt and Chancellor Guillaume Hugonet.




  However, the poor cardinal had not yet finished penance; he was doomed to drain to the dregs the chalice of being in such bad company.




  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 dais reserved for the cardinal. The

  arrival of the illustrious guests had in no way disturbed him; and while the prelates and the ambassadors were packing themselves away like real Flemish herrings within the narrow compass of the

  tribune, he had made himself quite comfortable, with his legs bravely crossed upon the architrave. This insolence was extraordinary; yet nobody had remarked it at the first moment, all attention

  being fixed elsewhere. He, for his part, took notice of nothing in the hall; he was wagging his head backwards and forwards with the unconcern of a Neapolitan beggar, repeating from time to time,

  amidst the general hum, and as if by a mechanical habit, ‘Charity, if you please!’ and indeed, among all present, he was probably the only one who would not have deigned to turn his

  head on hearing the altercation between Coppenole and the usher. Now it so chanced that his hosiership of Ghent, with whom the people already were warmly in sympathy, 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 amazement to see the Flemish ambassador, after

  scrutinising the fellow beneath him, give him a friendly slap upon his ragged shoulder. The beggar turned. Surprise, 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 conversation in a low voice, clasping each other by the hand; while the tattered arm of Clopin

  Trouillefou, displayed at length upon the cloth of gold that decorated the dais, had somewhat the appearance of a caterpillar upon an orange.




  The novelty of this singular scene excited such wild gaiety among the crowd that the cardinal soon remarked it: he leaned forward; and as, from the point where he was situated, he caught only an

  imperfect glimpse of Trouillefou’s ignominious garment, he figured to himself that the beggar was soliciting alms, and, shocked at his audacity, he exclaimed, ‘Monsieur the bailiff of

  the palace, throw me that fellow into the river.’




  ‘By God’s Cross! monseigneur le cardinal,’ said Coppenole, without leaving hold of Clopin’s hand, ‘this is one of my friends.’




  ‘Hurrah! Hurrah!’ cried the mob. And from that moment Maître Coppenole had in Paris, as in Ghent, ‘great credit with the people; as men of great stature have’, said

  Philippe de Comines, ‘when they are thus presuming’. The cardinal bit his lip. He leaned towards the Abbot of Ste Geneviève, who sat next him, and said in a half-whisper:

  ‘Pleasant ambassadors, truly, monsieur the archduke sends us to announce the Lady Margaret.’




  ‘Your Eminence’s politeness,’ returned the abbot, ‘is wasted upon these Flemish grunters – Margaritas ante porcus.’




  ‘Say rather,’ rejoined the cardinal, smiling, ‘porcus ante Margaritam.’ The whole of the little clerical court were in ecstasy at this play of words. 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 generalising an image or an idea, as we say in the style of today, will permit us to ask them whether they figure to themselves quite clearly

  the spectacle presented, at this moment when we pause to call their attention to the vast parallelogram of the great hall of the palace.




  In the middle of the western wall is a spacious and magnificent gallery hung with drapery of gold brocade, while there enters, in procession, through a small Gothic doorway, a series of

  grave-looking personages, announced successively by the clamorous voice of the usher; on the first benches are already seated a number of reverend figures enveloped in velvet, ermine and scarlet

  cloth. About this gallery, which remains silent and stately – below, in front and around – is the multitude and the noise. A thousand looks are cast from the crowd upon every face in

  the gallery – a thousand murmured repetitions of every name. The spectacle is indeed curious and deserves the attention of the spectators. But what is that down there, quite at the extremity

  of the hall – that sort of scaffolding, with four motley-attired puppets upon it, and four others below? And at one side of the staging, who is that pale-faced man in a long black frock?

  Alas! dear reader, it is Pierre Gringoire and his prologue.




  We had all utterly forgotten him.




  That is precisely what he had feared.




  From the moment at which the cardinal entered, Gringoire had been incessantly exerting himself for the salvation of his prologue. He had first enjoined the actors, who were waiting in suspense,

  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 upon Gisquette and Liénarde, and urging those near him to have the prologue proceeded with – but all in vain. No one could

  be turned aside from the cardinal, the embassy and the gallery – the sole centre of that vast circle of visual rays. It is to be feared also, we regret to say it, that the prologue was

  beginning to be a little tiresome to the audience at the moment His Eminence’s arrival had made so terrible a distraction. And after all, in the gallery, as on the marble table, it was still

  in fact the same spectacle – the conflict of labour with clergy, of nobility with trade; and most people liked better to see them in downright reality, living, breathing, elbowing and pushing

  one another in plain flesh and blood, in that Flemish embassy, in that episcopal court, under the cardinal’s robe, under Coppenole’s jerkin, than tricked out, painted, talking in verse,

  and stuffed, as it were, with straw, wearing the yellow and white gowns in which Gringoire had disguised them.




  Nevertheless, when our poet saw tranquillity a little restored, he bethought himself of a stratagem which might have saved the performance.




  ‘Monsieur,’ said he, turning to one of his neighbours, 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, confounding himself at the same time as much as possible with the crowd.

  ‘Begin the mystery again! – begin again!’




  ‘The devil!’ said Joannes de Molendino. ‘What is it they’re singing out at yon end?’ for Gringoire was making the noise of four people. ‘Tell me, comrades, is

  not that mystery finished? They want to begin it again, ’tis not fair.’




  ‘No! no!’ cried the students, ‘down with the mystery! down with it!’




  But Gringoire only multiplied himself the more, and he bawled the louder – ‘Begin again! – begin again!’




  These clamours attracted the attention of the cardinal. ‘Monsieur the bailiff of the palace,’ quoth he to a tall, dark man who stood but a few paces from him, ‘are those knaves

  in a font of holy water that they make so much noise?’




  The bailiff of the palace was a kind of amphibious magistrate, a sort of bat of the judicial order, a compound of the rat and the bird, of the judge and the soldier.




  He approached His Eminence, and with no small apprehension of his displeasure, he stammered forth an explanation 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 University should e’en have done as much. What say you, Maître Guillaume

  Rym?’




  ‘Monseigneur,’ answered Rym, ‘let us be content with having escaped one-half the play. ’Tis so much gained.’




  ‘May those rogues go on with their farce?’ asked the bailiff.




  ‘Go on – go on,’ said the cardinal, ‘ ’tis all the same to me; I shall read my breviary the while.’




  The bailiff advanced to the edge of the gallery, and shouted, after procuring silence by a motion of his hand – ‘Townsmen! householders! and inhabitants! To satisfy those who will

  that the play should begin again, and those who will that it should 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 left off; and Gringoire hoped that at least the remainder of his composition would be listened to. This hope, however,

  was soon dispelled, like the rest of his illusions. Silence had indeed been somehow or other restored among the audience; but Gringoire had not 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 of the Flemish envoys there were come other persons forming part of the

  escort, whose names and titles, thrown out in the midst of his dialogue by the intermitted cries of the usher, made considerable ravage in it. Only imagine, in the midst of a theatrical piece, the

  yelp of a doorkeeper, throwing in, between the two lines of a couplet, and often between the first half of a line and the last, such parentheses as these: ‘Maître Jacques Charmolue,

  king’s attorney in the ecclesiastical court!’




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




  ‘Messire Galiot de Genoilhac, knight, seigneur of Brussac, master of the king’s artillery!’




  ‘Maître 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, guardian of the Bois de Vincennes!’




  ‘Maître Denis le Mercier, governor of the house of the blind at Paris!’ etc., etc.




  It was becoming insupportable.




  All this strange accompaniment, which made it difficult to follow the tenor of the piece, was the more provoking to Gringoire as it was obvious to him that the interest was increasing, and that

  nothing was needed for his composition but to be listened to. It was, indeed, difficult 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 coat of mail, having blazoned fair upon its

  front the ship displayed on the escutcheon 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 to say, frankly, to espouse monsieur the dauphin – when a little girl dressed in white damask, and carrying

  a marguerite or daisy in her hand, had come to contend with Venus. Here were at once theatrical effect and sudden transformation. After a proper dispute, Venus, Margaret, and those behind the

  scenes had agreed to refer the matter to the wise judgement 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 his exact utility. All these personages climbed up the ladder to the stage.




  But it was of no use; not one of these beauties was felt or understood. 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 disenchant the audience; all eyes remained fixed in that direction, and the persons

  who successively arrived, and their cursed names, and their faces, and their dresses, made a continual diversion. The case was desperate. Save Gisquette and Liénarde, who turned aside from

  time to time when Gringoire pulled them by the sleeve – save the patient fat man who stood near him – no one listened to, no one looked at, the poor abandoned morality. Gringoire, in

  looking back upon his audience, could see 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 multitude 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 were indifferent about it – that same performance which had begun amid such unanimous acclamation! Everlasting

  ebb and flow of the popular favour! Only to think, that they had been on the point of hanging the bailiff’s sergeants – what would he not have given to have returned to that blissful

  hour!




  The usher’s brutal monologue ceased at last; everybody had arrived: so that Gringoire took breath; and the actors were going on bravely, when Maître Coppenole, the hosier, rose

  suddenly, and Gringoire heard him deliver, in the midst of the universal attention to his piece, this abominable harangue: ‘Messieurs the citizens and squires of Paris – by the Holy

  Rood! I know not what we be doing here. I do indeed see, down in that corner, upon that stage, some people who look as if they wanted to fight. I know not whether that be what ye call a mystery;

  but I do know that ’tis not amusing. They belabour one another with their tongues, but nothing more. For this quarter of an hour I’ve been waiting the first blow – but nothing

  comes – they’re cowards, and maul one another but with foul words. You should have had boxers from London or Rotterdam. Aye! then indeed we should have had hard knocks, which ye might

  have heard even out upon the square – but those creatures there are 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 the Lord of Misrule. We at Ghent, too, have our Fools’ Pope; and in that, by the Rood! we’re behind nobody. But

  we do thus – a mob comes 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 who makes the ugliest face according to

  general acclamation, 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 be less tiresome than

  listening to those babblers. If they’ve a mind to come and try their hands at face-making, they shall be in the game. What say ye, my masters? Here’s a droll sample enough of both sexes

  to give us a right hearty Flemish laugh, and we can show ugly mugs 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

  townsfolk, flattered at being called squires, that all resistance would have been unavailing. All he could now do was to go with the stream. Gringoire 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 5




  Quasimodo




  In the twinkling of an eye, everything was ready for putting Coppenole’s idea into execution. Townspeople, students and clerks had all set themselves to work. The small

  chapel, situated opposite to the marble table, was fixed upon to be the scene of the grimaces. The glass being broken out of one of the divisions of the pretty rose-shaped window over the doorway,

  left free a circle of stone through which it was agreed that the candidates should pass their heads. To reach it they had to climb upon two casks which had been laid hold of somewhere and placed

  one upon another. It was settled that each candidate, whether man or woman, in order to leave fresh and entire the impression of their grimace, should cover their faces and keep themselves unseen

  in the chapel until the moment of making their appearance. In less than an instant 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 confusion, the cardinal, no less out of countenance than Gringoire himself,

  had, on pretext of business and of the hour of vespers, retired with all his suite; while the crowd, among whom his arrival had caused so great a sensation, seemed not to be in the slightest degree

  interested in his departure. Guillaume Rym was the only one who remarked the retreat of His Eminence. The popular attention, like the sun, pursued its revolution; after beginning at one end of the

  hall it had stayed for a while at the middle, 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 XI’s

  chapel. The field was henceforward clear for every sort of extravagance; no one remained but the Flemings and the mob.




  The grimaces commenced. The first face that appeared at the hole, with eyelids turned up to show the red, cavernous mouth, and a forehead wrinkled 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 Grande 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 another, the spectators each time laughing and stamping their feet with

  delight. There was in this spectacle a certain delirious joy – a certain intoxication and fascination – of which it is difficult to give an idea to the reader of the present day and

  polite society. Let him imagine a series of visages, presenting 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 – every age, from the wrinkles of the new-born infant to those of extreme old age – every religious phantasm, from Faunus to Beelzebub

  – every animal profile, from the jowl to the beak, from the snout to the muzzle. Picture to yourself all the grotesque heads carved on the Pont-Neuf, those nightmares petrified by 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.




  The orgy became more and more Flemish. Teniers himself would have given but a very imperfect idea of it. Imagine the ‘battle’ of Salvator Rosa turned to a bacchanal. There was no

  longer any distinction of scholars, ambassadors, townspeople, men, or women. There was now neither Clopin Trouillefou, nor Gilles Lecornu, nor Marie Quartre-Livres, nor Robin Poussepain. All were

  confounded in the common licence. The Grande Salle had become, as it were, one vast furnace of audacity and joviality, in which every mouth was a shout, every face a grimace, every figure a posture

  – the sum total howling 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 effervescent multitude there escaped, as the exhalation of the furnace, a noise, sharp, penetrating like the buzzing of the wings of gnats.




  ‘Curse me,’ cries one, ‘if ever I saw the like of that.’




  ‘Only look at that face.’




  ‘It’s nothing.’




  ‘Let’s have another.’




  ‘Guillemette Maugerepuis, just look at that bull’s muzzle – it wants nothing but horns. It can’t be thy husband.’




  ‘Here comes another.’




  ‘By the pope! what sort of a grin’s that?’




  ‘Hello! that’s not fair. You must show but thy face.’




  ‘That devil, Perette Calebotte! She is capable of such a trick.’




  ‘Hooray! Hooray!’




  ‘Oh! I smother!’




  ‘There’s one that can’t get his ears through’ – etc., etc.




  We must, however, do justice to our friend Jehan. In the midst of this infernal revel, he was still to be seen at the top of his pillar like a middy on a topsail. He was exerting himself with

  incredible fury. His mouth was wide open, and there issued from it a shriek which, however, no one heard – not that it was drowned by the general clamour, all intense as that was – but

  because, no doubt, it attained the utmost limit of perceptible sharp notes, of the twelve thousand vibrations of Sauveur, or the eight thousand of Biot.




  As for Gringoire – as soon as the first moment of depression was over, he had regained his self-possession. He had hardened himself against adversity. ‘Go on,’ he had said for

  the third time to his players – who, after all, were mere talking machines – then he strode up and down before the marble table; he felt tempted 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 – grimaces or

  belles-lettres.’




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




  This was worse than before; for instead of profiles, he now saw only backs.




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

  ago.




  Gringoire was touched to the heart by the fidelity of his only remaining spectator; he went up and accosted him, at the same time slightly shaking him by the arm, for the good man had leaned

  himself against the balustrade, and was taking a gentle nap.




  ‘Monsieur,’ said Gringoire, ‘I thank you.’




  ‘Monsieur,’ answered the big man with a yawn, ‘what for?’




  ‘I see what annoys you,’ returned the poet; ‘all that noise prevents you from hearing comfortably; but make yourself easy – your name shall go down to posterity. Your

  name, if you please?’




  ‘Renauld Chateau, Keeper of the Seals of the Châtelet of Paris, at your service.’




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




  ‘You are too polite, monsieur,’ answered the Keeper of the Seals of the Châtelet.




  ‘You are the only one,’ continued Gringoire, ‘who has given suitable attention to the piece. What do you think of it?’




  ‘Why – why,’ returned the portly magistrate, but half awake – ‘in effect, it was very diverting.’




  Gringoire was obliged to content himself with this eulogy, for a thunder of applause, mingled with a prodigious exclamation, cut short their conversation. The Lord of Misrule was at last

  elected.




  ‘Hurrah! Hurrah!’ cried the people from all sides.




  It was indeed a miraculous grin that now beamed through the Gothic aperture. After all the figures, pentagonal, hexagonal and heteroclite, which had succeeded each other at the window, without

  realising that idea of the grotesque which had formed itself in the imagination of the people heated by the orgy, it required nothing less to gain their suffrages than the sublime grimace which now

  dazzled the assemblage. Maître Coppenole himself applauded; and Clopin Trouillefou, who had been a candidate, acknowledged himself to be outdone. We shall do likewise. We shall not attempt to

  give the reader an idea of that tetrahedron nose – that horseshoe mouth – that small left eye overshadowed by a red bushy brow, while the right eye disappeared entirely under a

  monstrous wart – of those straggling teeth with breaches here and there like the battlements 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 expression diffused over the whole – that mixture of malice, astonishment and melancholy. Imagination alone can picture

  this combination.




  The acclamation was unanimous; the crowd precipitated itself towards the chapel, and the happy Lord of Misrule was led out in triumph. And now the surprise and admiration of the people

  redoubled. They found the wondrous grin to be but his ordinary face.




  Or rather, his whole person was a grimace. His large head, bristling with red hair – between his shoulders an enormous hump, to which he had a corresponding projection in front – a

  framework of thighs and legs, so strangely gone astray that they touched only at the knees, and when viewed in front, looked like two sickles joined together by the handles – sprawling feet

  – monstrous hands – and yet, with all that deformity, a certain awe-inspiring vigour, agility and courage – 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.




  One would have said he was a giant that had been broken and awkwardly mended.




  When this sort of cyclop appeared on the threshold of the chapel, motionless, squat, almost as broad as he was high – ‘squared by the base’, as a great man has expressed it

  – the populace recognised him at once by his coat half red and half violet, figured over with little silver bells, and still more by the perfection of his ugliness – and exclaimed with

  one voice: ‘It’s Quasimodo the bell-ringer! It’s Quasimodo the hunchback of Notre-Dame! Quasimodo the one-eyed! Quasimodo the bandy-legged! Hooray! Hooray!’




  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,’ added Joannes.




  The women, in fact, hid their faces.




  ‘Oh, the horrid baboon!’ said one.




  ‘As wicked as he is ugly,’ added another.




  ‘It’s the devil!’ added a third.




  ‘I have the misfortune to live near Notre-Dame, and at night I hear him scrambling in the gutter on the roof.’




  ‘With the cats.’




  ‘He is always on our roofs.’




  ‘He casts spells at us down our chimneys.’




  ‘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!’




  ‘I’m sure he goes to meet the witches – he once left a broomstick on my leads.’




  ‘Oh, the shocking face of the hunchback!’




  ‘Oh, the horrid creature!’




  ‘Ugh!’




  The men, on the contrary, were delighted, applauding loudly.




  Quasimodo, the object of the tumult, stood in the doorway of the chapel, gloomy and grave, letting himself be admired.




  One of the students, Robin Poussepain, we believe, laughed in his face, rather too near. Quasimodo quietly took him by the belt and threw him half a score yards among the crowd, without uttering

  a word.




  Maître Coppenole, wondering, went up to him. ‘By the Rood! Holy Father! why, thou hast the prettiest ugliness I did ever see in my life! Thou wouldst deserve to be pope at Rome as

  well as at Paris.’




  So saying, he clapped his hand merrily upon the other’s shoulder. Quasimodo never moved. Coppenole continued: ‘Thou art a fellow with whom I long to feast, though it should cost me a

  new douzain of twelve livres tournois. What say’st thou to it?’




  Quasimodo made no answer.




  ‘By the Holy Rood!’ cried the hosier, ‘art thou deaf?’




  He was indeed deaf.




  However, he began to be impatient at Coppenole’s manners, and he all at once turned towards him with so formidable a grinding of his teeth that the Flemish giant recoiled like a bulldog

  before a cat.




  A circle of terror and respect was instantly made round this strange personage, the radius of which was at least fifteen geometrical paces. And an old woman explained to Maître Coppenole

  that Quasimodo was deaf.




  ‘Deaf?’ cried the hosier, with his boisterous Flemish laugh. ‘Holy Rood! then he’s a pope indeed!’




  ‘Ho! I know him,’ cried Jehan, who was at last come down from his capital to have a nearer look at Quasimodo; ‘it’s my brother the archdeacon’s bell-ringer.

  Good-day to you, Quasimodo.’




  ‘What a devil of a man,’ said Robin Poussepain, who was bruised from 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 an eye. You talk to him – and you find he’s deaf. Why, what does this Polyphemus with his tongue?’




  ‘He talks when he lists,’ said the old woman. ‘He’s lost his hearing with ringing of the bells. He’s not dumb.’




  ‘No – he’s that perfection short,’ observed Jehan.




  ‘And has 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 lackeys, all the cutpurses, together with the students, had gone in procession to fetch from the wardrobe of the clerks the pasteboard tiara and the mock robe

  appropriated to the Fools’ Pope or Lord of Misrule. 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-coloured litter. 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 overspread the sullen face of the cyclop when he beheld under his deformed feet all those heads of handsome and well-shaped men. Then the whole bawling and tattered procession set forth

  to make, according to custom, the inner circuit of the galleries of the palace, before parading through the streets and squares.










  
CHAPTER 6




  Esmeralda




  We are delighted to inform our readers that during all this scene Gringoire and his piece had held out. His actors, goaded on by himself, had not ceased spouting their parts,

  nor had he ceased to listen. He had resigned himself to the uproar, and was determined to go on to the end, not despairing of a return of public attention. This gleam of hope revived when he saw

  Quasimodo, Coppenole, and the noisy train of the Fools’ Pope march with great clamour out of the hall. The rest of the crowd rushed eagerly after them. ‘Good!’ said he to himself

  – ‘there go all the marplots at last!’ But, unfortunately, all the hare-brained people composed the audience. 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 – women, old men and children – exhausted with the crush and the tumult.

  A few students still remained astride the window seats looking out into the place.




  ‘Well,’ thought Gringoire, ‘here are still enough to hear the end of my mystery. They are few, but they are a select, a literary audience.’




  But a moment later a symphony, which was to have produced the greatest impression at the arrival of the Holy Virgin, was missing. Gringoire discovered that his music had been carried off by the

  procession of the Fools’ Pope. ‘Do without,’ said he stoically.




  He approached a group of townspeople who seemed to him to be talking about his piece. Here is the fragment of their conversation which he heard: ‘Maître Cheneteau, you know the

  Hôtel de Navarre, which belonged to Monsieur de Nemours?’




  ‘Oh, yes – opposite to the Chapelle de Braque.’




  ‘Well – the Treasury has just let it to Guillaume Alexandre, heraldry painter, for six livres eight Paris pence a year.’




  ‘How rents are rising!’




  ‘Well, well!’ said Gringoire, with a sigh – ‘but the others are listening.’




  ‘Comrades!’ suddenly cried one of the young fellows in the windows, ‘Esmeralda! Esmeralda is in the place!’




  This word produced a magical effect. All who remained in the hall rushed towards the windows, climbing up the walls to see, and repeating ‘Esmeralda! Esmeralda!’




  At the same time was heard a great noise of applause without.




  ‘What do they mean by Esmeralda?’ said Gringoire, clasping his hands in despair. ‘Heavens! it seems to be the turn of the windows now!’




  He turned towards the marble table, and saw that the performance was interrupted. It was precisely the moment when Jupiter was to enter with his thunder. But Jupiter remained motionless at the

  foot of the stage.




  ‘Michel Giborne!’ cried the irritated poet, ‘what art thou doing there? Is that thy part? – Go up, I tell thee.’




  ‘Alas!’ exclaimed Jupiter, ‘one of the students has taken away the ladder.’




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




  ‘The rascal!’ he muttered; ‘and why did he take that ladder?’




  ‘To go and see Esmeralda,’ cried Jupiter in a piteous tone. ‘He said: “Hello! here’s a ladder nobody’s using”; 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, but the last in the field, like a general who has fought well.




  And as he descended the winding staircase of the palace, ‘A fine drove of asses and dolts are these Parisians!’ he muttered between his teeth. ‘They come to hear a mystery, and

  pay no attention to it. They were occupied with everybody else – with Clopin Trouillefou – with the cardinal – with Coppenole – with Quasimodo – with the devil!

  – but with Our Lady, the Virgin, not at all. Had I but known it, I’d have given you Virgin Marys, you wretched gapers! And I! 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 Homer begged his bread through the villages of Greece, and that Naso died in exile among the Muscovites. But the

  devil flay me if I understand what they mean by their Esmeralda. Of what language can that word be? – it must be Egyptian!’










  
CHAPTER 7




  From Charybdis into Scylla




  The night comes on early in January. The streets were already growing dark when Gringoire quitted the palace. 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 healing balm to the wounds of the poet. Philosophy was, indeed, his only refuge, for he knew

  not where to find a lodging place. After the signal failure of his first dramatic attempt, he dared not return to that which he occupied in the Rue Grenier sur l’Eau, opposite to the Port au

  Foin; having reckoned upon what the provost was to give him for his epithalamium to enable him to pay to Maître Guillaume Doulx-Sire, collector of the taxes upon cloven-footed beasts brought

  into Paris, the six months’ rent which he owed him, that is to say, twelve pence of Paris, twelve times the value of all he possessed in the world, including his breeches, his shirt and his

  hat. After a moment’s reflection, while sheltered under the wicket-gate of the prison belonging to the treasurer of the Ste Chapelle, as to what place of refuge he should select for the

  night, all the pavements of Paris being at his service, he recollected having espied, the week before, in the Rue de la Savaterie, at the door of a parliamentary counsellor, a footstone for

  mounting on mule-back, and having remarked to himself that this stone might serve upon occasion as an excellent pillow for a beggar or a poet. He thanked Providence for having sent him this happy

  idea; but as he was preparing to cross the Square of the Palace in order to reach the tortuous 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 la Juiverie, etc., which are still standing, with their houses of nine storeys, he saw the procession of the Fools’ Pope, which was

  also issuing from the palace, and rushing across the courtyard with loud shouts, with great glare of torches, and with Gringoire’s own band of music. This sight revived the blow to his pride,

  and he fled. 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.
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