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VICTOR HUGO
1802 - 1885

Victor - Mdric Hugo was born on February 26,
1802. He is the third son of Joseph Hugo, an
officer in Napoleon’s army,
Trébuchet, a sea captain’s daughter.

By the time he came into this world, his
parents' marriage was already in trouble,
although they did not formally separate until
he was sixteen years old. When Victor was
two years old, however, his mother took him
with her to live in Paris while his father was
away on military duty. Victor fell in love with
the city and later called Paris «the birthplace
of my soul».

Victor Hugo was given a solid education in
Latin literature and even studied to be a
lawyer, but by 1816 he has already filled
notebook after notebook with a myriad of
pocms and several plays. In 1822, he
published his first book of poems, «Odes et
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Poésies Diverses», and the volume was so
well received that it earned him an award
from King Louis XVIII. That same year, he
married his childhood friend, Adele Foucher.

Hugo continued to wrile prose, poelry,
drama, and political commentary. He
established himself as one of the young

writers who called themselves «<Romantics».

Victor Hugo, a life-long opponent of
capital punishment, consistently lobbied
against it in his work. In March of 1831,
Notre Dame de Paris, or The Hunchback of
Notre Dame, was published. It reworked the

anti-execution theme in a more palatable
manner.

Notre Dame de Paris was an international
success, and assured Hugo a place in the
realm of French letters. In December of 1852,
after Louis Napoleon took control of the
French government and set himself up as its

empror, Hugo organized an unsuccessful
resistance effort. He and his family had to
flee France and live in exile until 1870.

While in exile, Hugo published many
literary works and among which was his most
famous novel, Les Miserables.

Hugo returned to France as a statesman and
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as France's premiere writer. He was elected
Deputy of Paris in February of 1871, but he
resigned in March after his son, Charles,
died. &

On May 22, 1885, Hugo died, the
victim of a congestion of the lungs. His hodjr_
lay under the Arc de Triomphe. His body was
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Chapter 1

AT THE GREAT HALL!

It is the day three hundred and forty-eight
years six months and ninteen days since that
the good people of Paris were awakened by

a grand peal from all the bells in the three

districts of the city, the University, and the
ville, January 6, 1482, was, nevertheless, a
day which history has not preserved anmy
record. There was nothing wnrthy of note in
the event which so early set in motion lhe
bells and the citizens of Paris.

However, what set in motion al' the

population of Paris on January 6, was the
double solemnity of the Epiphany and the
Festival of Fools. On that day there was to
be an exhibition of fireworks in the Place de
Greve, a Maytree planted at the chapel of
Braque and a mystery perfomed at the Palace
of Justice. Proclamation had been made to
this effect on the preceding day, with sound
of trumpet in the public places.
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That morning, therefore, all the houses ]

and shops remained shut, and crowds of
citizens of both sexes were to be seen
wending their way toward one of the three
places specified above. However, the
majority of this concourse were procceding
toward the fireworks, or to the myutenrlyé
which was to be represented in the great hall
of the palace. |

All the avenues to the Palace of Justice
were particularly thronged, becausec it was
known that the Flemish Ambassadors, who
had arrived two days before, purposed 1o
attend the representation of the mystery, mﬂ‘
the election of the Pope of Fools, which was
also to take place at the great hall.

[t was no casy maltler on that day to get

into this great hall, though then reputed to
be the largest room in the world. To the
spectators at the windows, the palace yard
crowded with people had the appearance of
a sea. 1

Great was the noise and the clamor
produced by the cries of some, the laughter
of others, and the tramping of the thousands
of feet. Doors, windows, loopholes, the roofs
of the houses, swarmed with thoudsands of
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calm and honest faces glaring at the palace
and at the crowd, and desiring nothing more.

One of the extremities of that immense
hall was occupied by the famous marble
table, of a single piece, so long, so broad,
and so thick.

In the middle of the hall an inclosed
platform was erected expressly for the
Flemish Envoys, and other distinguished
personages invited to the representation of
the mystery,

It was not till the great clock of the Palace
had struck the hour of twelve that the
performance was to begin, a late hour for a
theatrical representation, but it had been
found necessary (o suil it to the convenience
of the ambassadors. 1

The crowd increased every moment, al'lif.
like water that rises above its level, began to
mount along the walls, to swell about the
pillars, and to cover the cromices.
Accordingly, the weariness, the impatience
and the quarrels occasioned every moment
by a sharp elbow or a hobnailed shoe gwﬁ’ -
sharp, sour tone to the clamor of the
populace squeezed and wedged tugethﬂ'
almost to suffocation. !

Nothing was o be heard but i:nmplnhl& '..
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and imprecations against the Flemings, the
Cardinal of Austria, the sergeant vergers, the
bad weather, the Bishop of Paris and the
Pope of Fools.

There was among others a knot of these
merry wights, who had boldly seated
themselves on the entablature. From their
mimicries and their peals of laughter it was
evident that these young clerks felt none of
the weariness which overpowered the rest of
the assembly.

«Why, 'pon my soul, 'is you, Joannes
Frollo de Molendino!» cried one of them, a
youth with a handsome face, «you are
rightly named, Jehan du Moulin, for your
arms and legs are exactly like the four sails
of a windmill. How long have you been
here?». ‘

«More than four hours, and I hope they
will be counted into my time of purgatory»,
replied Joannes Frollo.

«Silence!» ejaculated a lustry, portly
personage, «How could the King help
founding a mass?».

«Admirably spoken, sir Gilles Lecornu,
Master-Furrier of the King's robes!» shouted
a little scholar.
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A general peal of laughter from his

comrades greeted the unlucky name of the
poor Master-Furrier of the King's robes. All
eyes were fixed on the fat Master-Furrier,
who, without uttering a word, strove 1o

withdraw himself from the public gaze, but

in vain.

Al length, one of these short, pursy, and

venerable as himself, had the courage 1o take

his part, «What abomination! Scholars dare
to talk thus to a citizen!» The whole
burst out.

«Say, 1 know him», said one «'tis Master
Andry Musnier».

«One of the four sworn booksellers to the
University», said another. '

«Everything goes by four at that shop»s,

cricd a third; «The four nations, the four

faculties, the four festivals, the four electors,

the four booksellers».

«The devil fetch you all!» muttered Master
Andry Musnier.

«Master Andry», rejoined Jehan, «hold thy

tongue, man, or I will drop upon thy heads.
He continued.
«Pretty gentry those belonging to our
universities! not even to enforce respect for
our privileges on such day as this!». «Down
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with the
proctors!»,

rector, the electors, and the

«It must surely be the end of the world!»
murmured Master Andry, clapping his hands
to his ears,

«The rector! there goes the rector!» cried
one of those at the window. All eyes wure
instantly turned toward the place.

«Is it really our venerable rector, Master
Thibaut?» inquired Jehan Frollo du Mnulm. J

«Yes, yes», replied the others, «'tis he! 'ti
Master Thibaut, the rector!».

[t was, in fact, the rector and all the
dignitarics of the University, going in
procession to meet the embassy, and at that
moment crossing the palace-yard. The
scholars who had taken post at the window
greeted them as they passed with sarcasms
and ironical plaudits.

«Good morrow, Mr. Rector! Soho! g
morrow then!s

«How has he managed to get hllher-tlid
old gambler?»

«How could he leave his dice?».

«How he rots along on his mule! I declare
the beast’s ears are not so long as his
master'si»,
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Presently it came to the turn of the other
dignitaries: a

«Down with the bedels! down with the
mace-bearers!». _

«Robin Poussepain, who is that yonder?».

«It is Gilbert de Suilly, chancellor of the
college of Autun». '
«Here, take my shoe; you are in a better
place than I am; throw it at his head.? |

Meanwhile, Master Andry  Musnier,
inclining his lips toward the ear of Master
Gilles Lecornu, «l tell you, Sir, it is the end
of the world, never were known such
excesses of the scholars.»

At this moment the clock struck twelve,

«Aha!» said the whole assembled
multitude with one voice. Each individual
took his station, and set himself to rights.
Profound silence succeeded, every meck was
stretched, every mouth open, and every eye
fixed on the marble table, but nothing can be
seen. Every face then turned toward
platform  reserved  for the Flemish
ambassadors. d

The crowd had been waiting ever since the
morning for three things: noon, the Flander
Embassy, and the Mystery. Noon alone hat
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been punctual. Not a creature appearcd
either on the platform or on the stage,
Meanwhile impatience grew into irritati
Angry words were circulated, at first, in @

low tone: «The mystery! the mystery!».

«The mystery, and let the Flemings go to
the devil!» shouted Joannes.
The crowd clapped their hands. «The
mystery!» they repeated, «and send the
Flanders to all the devils!» i
The moment was critical. «Down, down

with them!» was the cry, which resounded
from all sides.

At this instant the tapestry of the dress
room was thrown open, and forth issued a
personage, the mere sight of whom sudd a
nppmnd the crowd, and changed, as if b
magic, its indignation into curiosity.

The personage in question, shaking wilh
fear in every limb, advanced to the edge of
the marble table. Meanwhile, tranquility was
pretty well restored.

«Messieurs les bourgeois, and
Mesdemoiselles les bourgeoises», said he,
«we are to have the honor of declaiming and
performing, before his eminence Monsieur

27 |

i

g....d!.l.ﬁ;—.pﬂi'—hé—huu_hu_,_bq.‘o_—l
Tilalv ¢ Ladis s (g0 LSl SIS itk

L
Ol ple Gl J) OpSaldll cadly Ll

ey Ly TS s da sl 3
P N TE O H

S Gk L kil e G dal)) il
e R e

by N B Ol S B s
o d el el e gagll colil inas ass
‘JJ““ P, ".;"'L"_r"--d-‘_g Vids J o

JE el el Dl | e Lt sda i,
e Wy ke s e B i el
A e g

Sy Ay Oyl ol Bl Ll UG
Lo LWl Lo pedi G O ool I

26



been punctual. Not a creature appearcd
either on the platform or on the stage,
Meanwhile impatience grew into irritati
Angry words were circulated, at first, in @

low tone: «The mystery! the mystery!».

«The mystery, and let the Flemings go to
the devil!» shouted Joannes.
The crowd clapped their hands. «The
mystery!» they repeated, «and send the
Flanders to all the devils!» i
The moment was critical. «Down, down

with them!» was the cry, which resounded
from all sides.

At this instant the tapestry of the dress
room was thrown open, and forth issued a
personage, the mere sight of whom sudd a
nppmnd the crowd, and changed, as if b
magic, its indignation into curiosity.

The personage in question, shaking wilh
fear in every limb, advanced to the edge of
the marble table. Meanwhile, tranquility was
pretty well restored.

«Messieurs les bourgeois, and
Mesdemoiselles les bourgeoises», said he,
«we are to have the honor of declaiming and
performing, before his eminence Monsieur

27 |

i

g....d!.l.ﬁ;—.pﬂi'—hé—huu_hu_,_bq.‘o_—l
Tilalv ¢ Ladis s (g0 LSl SIS itk

L
Ol ple Gl J) OpSaldll cadly Ll

ey Ly TS s da sl 3
P N TE O H

S Gk L kil e G dal)) il
e R e

by N B Ol S B s
o d el el e gagll colil inas ass
‘JJ““ P, ".;"'L"_r"--d-‘_g Vids J o

JE el el Dl | e Lt sda i,
e Wy ke s e B i el
A e g

Sy Ay Oyl ol Bl Ll UG
Lo LWl Lo pedi G O ool I

26



the Cardinal, a very goodly morality, called
The Good Judgment of Madam the Virgin
Mary. The part of Jupiter will be enacted b
myself. The moment his eminence th
Cardinal arrives, we shall begin»,
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Chapter 2
THE MYSTERY

«The Mystery! the mystery! Begin
immediately!» shouted the people, «Down

with Jupiter and the cardinal de Bourbon!s

screeched the young scholar.

Poor Jupiter, affrighted, took off his

helmet knew not what to say. An individual
who had stationed himself within the
balustrade, tall and slender, fair and pale
stepped toward the marble table, «Jupiter!
my dear Jupiter!» «Begin immediately,»

«comply with the wish of the audience. I
undertake to pacify Monsicur the bailiff,

who will pacify Monsicur the cardinal.»

Jupiter breathed with all the force of his
lungs and cried, «Gentlemen citizens! we
shall begin forthwith.»

Meanwhile, the unknown personage, who
had magically laid the tempest, had
withdrawn to where he would have remained
invisible.
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But two inquisitive girls had no mind to
let him go so ecasily.

«Messire,» said Gisquette, one of the girls,
«you must know that soldier who is to play
the part of the Virgin Mary7»

«You mean the part of Jupiter»? rejoined
the unkown.

«Ah, yes,» said lienarde; the other one.

«Michel Giborne?» answered the pale
man, «yes, madam.»

«Will it be fine?.» inquired Gisquette.

«Mightly fine, I assure you,» replied
unknown, «I made it myself. My name is
Picrre Gringoire.»

A band of instruments, high and low,
commenced playing; the tapestry was raised,
and forth came four persons bepainted and
bedecked with various colors, drew up in a
row before the audience.

The symphony ceased, the mystery
commenced. Attention was disturbed by a
ragged beggar, who had probably, not found
a sufficient indemnity in the pockets of his
neighbors, conceived the idea of perching
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himself upon a conspicuous point, for the
purpose of attracting notice and alms.

The prologue was proceeding without
molestation. When, as ill luck would have it,
Joannes Frollo espied the beggar. Merrily

criecd he, «only look at the rapscallion
begging yonder!»

Gringoire started as at an clectric shock;
the prologue stopped, and every head turned
toward the beggar, who regarded this
incident as a favorable opportunity for
making a harvest, began to cry in a weak
tone, «charity, if you please!»

«It is Clopin Trouillefou! My fine fellow!»

said Joannes. Then he threw a picce of small
coin into the beggar's greasy hat,

This episode distracted the attention of the
audience. Gringoire was sorely displeased.

He shouted out angrily to the four actors
«Go on! go on!»

The actors had obeyed his injunction and
the public began to listen again, patiently.

The door of the reserved platform was
thrown open, and the sonorous voice of the
usher announced, «His Eminence
Monseigneur the Cardinal of Bourbon.»
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Chapter 3

THE CARDINAL

The entry of his Eminence upset the
auditory. All heads turned mechanically
toward the platform. «The Cardinal! the
Cardinal!» was upon every tongue. The
unlucky prologue was cut short a second
time. The Cardinal paused for a moment on
the platform, the tumult increased, and cach
striving to raise his head above his
ncighbor's to obtain a better view of his
Eminence.

He entered, bowed to the audience with a
gentle smile, and proceeded slowly toward
his armchair covered with scarlet velvet. His
train of abbots and bishops followed him to
the front of the platform.

As for the scholars. It was their day, their
feast of fools, and their saturnalia.

The cardinal was wholly preoccupied by
another solicitude, which pursued him, and,
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indeed, entered the platform almost at th
same time with him, namely, the Flande
Embassy.

Deep silence pervaded the assembly,
broken only by stifled laughter at the
mention of the uncouth names of the envoys
of the Duke of Austria.

Among them was asharp, intelligent, crafty
looking face, toward the owner of which the
Cardinal advanced three steps with a low
bow. He was Guillaume Rym, councilor and
pensionary of the city of Chent,
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Chapter 4

THE HOSIER

While the Cardinal and Guillaume Rym

were exchanging a few words, a man of

lofty stature and broad shoulders tried to
enter. Persuming that he was some groom,
the usher stopped him. But Guillaume Rym
stepped up to the wusher, and said.
«Announce Master Jacques Coppenole, clerk
to the echevins of the city of Chent.»

«No, by the rood!» cried he, «Jacques
Coppenole, hosier; neither more nor less.
Monsieur the Archduke has more than once
sought his gloves among my hose.»

A burst of laughter and applause ensued.
Then the hosier of Chent took his seat in the
first row in the gallery.

From the moment that the cardinal
entered, Gringoire had not ceased any effort
to salvage his prologue. When some degree
of tranquility was restored, he began to
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shout with all his might: «The mystery!
mystery! go onl»

«No, no,» cried all the scholars led by
Joannes Frollo. «Down with the myster)
down with it!»

This clamor drew the attention of the
cardinal who said, «Bailiff of the palace! are
those scholars in a holy water font, that they
make such an infernal racket?» |

The Bailiff explained to him how that the
comedians had been forced to begin without
waiting for him. The cardinal laughed anc
said,

«Go on, 'lis the same to me.»

The characters on the stage resumed their
cue, but Master Coppenole rose from hi
seat and said;

«Gentlemen, burgesses and yeomen
Paris, I know not what we are about here. I
can't tell whether this is what you call
mystery, il is not amusing. They promisec
me that I should see the festival of fools and
the clection of Pope. We have our Pope of
fools at Chent too. But the way we do is
this:

we collect a crowd, then everyone that
likes puts his head in turn through a hole,
and grins at the others, and who makes the
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ugliest face is chosen Pope by acclamatior
shall we choose your Pope after the fashi
of my country?» _

Gringoire would fain have replied, h
and indignation deprived him of utterance.
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Chapter 5

THE POP OF FOOLS

In the twinkling of an eye, every thing
was ready for carrying into effect the idea of
Coppenole. The little chapel opposite to the
marble table was chosen for the scene of the
grimaces. Having broken the glass in the
litle round window over the door, they

agreed that the competitors should put their
heads through the circle of stone that was
left. In a few minutes the chapel was full of
competitors, and the door was shut upon
them.

The grimaces began. The first face that
presented itself at the window caused a lot
of convulsions of inextinguishable laughter,
a second and a third grimace succeeded-then

another and another, followed by redoubled

shouts of laughter and the stampings and
chatterings of merriment.

Few minutes passed.
«Huzza! huzza! huzza!» cried the people
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on all sides. The Pope of fools was elected.
It was in truth a miraculous ugliness whi
at this moment shone forth from the circular
aperture. Coppenole himself applauded. The
acclamation was unanimous; the crowd
rushed to the chapel. The lucky Pope of
fools was brought out in triumph.

In fact, his whole person was but one
grimace. His prodigious head was covered
with red bristles; between his shoulders rose
an enormous hump; his thighs and legs w
so strangely put together, that they touched
at no one point but the knees and looked
like two sickles at the handles, his feet were
immense, his hands monstrous. The left eye,
stubbled up with an eyebrow of carroty
bristles, while the right was completely
burried by an enormous wen. His teeth were
jagged and irregular. One of them protruded
upon the lip as the tusk of an elephant, but
with all this deformity, there was a
formidable air of strength and courage.

When this sort of Cyclop appeared, the

populace instantly recongnized him and cried
out with one voice:

«It is Quasimodo, the bell-ringer! il 1s
Quasimodo, the one-cyed!». One of the
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- scholars, Robin Poussecpain, came up close

to him and laughed him in the face.

Quasimodo, without uttering a word, caught

him by the waist, and hurled him to the
distance of ten paces among the crowd.

Coppenole, astonished at the feat,

approached him. «Oh God! you are the
finest piece of ugliness I ever beheld.»

Quasimodo  didn't  stir.  Coppenole
continued, «My fine fellow!». |

«Are you deaf?.» Then he cried «By the
rood! he is an accomplished Pope!».

Mecanwhile all the beggars, all the lackeys,
and all the scholars went in procession to
the store room to fetch the pasteboard tiara
and the mock robe of the Pope of Fools.

The roaring and ragged procession then

moved off, to pass according to custom,

through the galleries in the interior of the
palace before it paraded the streets and
public places of the city,
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Chapter 6

LA ESMERALDA

Gringoire and his play had, nevertheless,

maintained their ground. His actors, egged
on by him, had continued the performance of
his comedy. Indeed, when Quasimodo,
Coppenole and the procession left the hall,
the remained mob was as many as Gringoire
wanted to hear the conclusion of his
mystery.

At that moment, a symphony, destined to

produce a striking effect at the arrival of the

Holy virgin, was not forthcoming. The

musicians had joined the procession of the
Pope of Fools.

«Skip that,» cried he angrily.

Soon after that, «Comrades!» all at once
shouted one of the young scape-graces in the
window, «La Esmeralda! La Esmeralda'»
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This inumation produced a magic effect.
All who were left in the hall ran to the

windows to obtain a sight, repeating «La
Esmeralda! La Esmeralda!»

This was the final blow.

«What can they mean by La Esmeralda?»
asked Gringoire, and with downcast looks he

made his retreat, but not till the very last,
like a general who has been soundly beaten. .
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Chapter 7

WHERE TO GO?

Night comes early in the mouth of

January. It was alrcady dusk when Gringoire
left the palace. To him the nightfall was

doubly welcome, as he proposed seeking
some obscure and tranquillity, and where he

might muse unmolested, and where
philosophy apply the first dressing to the
poet's wounds. In fact, philosophy was his
only refuge. Failing to pay for the six

month’s, lodging, he didn't dare to return to

that which he had occupied in the Rue
Grenier-sur-L.'"Eau,

He recollected having seen a horsing-stone
at the door of a counsclor of the parliament,
in the Rue de la Savaterie, good in case of
emergency as a pillow for a beggar or a

poet.

While he was trying to cross the palace
yard, he saw the procession of the Pope of
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Fools coming out of it with loud shouts. He
resolved to make for the Pont st. Michel.
Boys were running to and fro letting off
squibs and cra:kers, «curse the fireworks!s
ejaculated Gringoire.

Finding that it is impossible to escape the
Pope of Fools, the May-trees, the squibs, he
determined to proceed to Place de Greve,
and to penetrate into the heart of the
rejoicings.

«Al any rate thought he, «I shall be ahle
to get a warm at the bonfire, and perhaps a
supper on some of the fragments of the

collation provided at the public lader of the
city.»
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Chapter 8

THE GYPSY DANCER

When Pierre Gringoire reached the Place
de Greve he was quite benumbed with cold.
It seemed, moreover, as if the failure of h
play rendered him still more chilly
ever. Accordingly, he hastened toward |
bonfire which blazed magnificently in
middle of the place. A large assemblage of
people formed a circle round it.

On looking more closely he perceived that
the circle was much larger than it needed to
have been, and there was a young fe
dancing.

i

Whether this young female was a huma
being, or a fairy, or and angel, Gringoire
couldn't at the first moment decide, so
completely was he fascinated by the dazzling
vision. She was not tall, though she
appeared to be so from the slenderness and
elegance of her shape. Her complexion has
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the beautiful golden tint of the Roman and
Andalusian woman. She danced, whirled,
turned round on an old Persian carpet,
cvery time her radiant face turned, her
black eyes flashed lightning.

Every eye was fixed upon her, in fact,
with her black hair and eyes of flame, she
was a supernatural creature. «Verily
thought Gringoire,

«It is a nymph, a goddess.»

At that moment one of the tresses of th
nymph’s hair got loose, and a piece of br
diopped to the groud.

«Ha! no,» said he, «tis a gypsy!»
The illusion was at end.

She began dancing again and the scene
was fascinating and charming for Gringoi

The girl at length paused, and the |:'h*:.l:r;':li.':ib
applauded with enthusiasm,

«Djali!» said the gypsy, and upstarted a
preity little white goat, a lively, glossy
creature.

«It i1s your turn now», and seating herself,

she gracefully held the tambourine before
the animal.
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«Djali! what month are we in7»

The goat raised her foreleg and struck one
storke upon the tambourine. It was actually
the first month.

The crowd applauded.

«Djali, what day of the month is this?» =
Djali struck six blows upon
mstrument, «Djali» continued the Egyptian,
«What o'clock is it?»

Djali gave seven blows, at the time when
the clock of the Maison aux Piliers struck
seven, s

«There is magic at the bottom of this!»

Said a baldman with a terrible voice

frightened the girl.

The gypsy turned on her heel, and began
to collect the donations of the audience in
her tambourine. She came to Gringoire who
muttered «The devil,» after fumbling in his
pocket and finding the reality, that &
nothing.

An unexpected incident luckily relicved
him. «Will you go? Egyptian grasshopper?s
cried a sharp voice issuing from the corner
of the place. The young girl turned in alarm.
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«Tis the crazy woman in Roland's Tower,»
cried a group of boys with shouts of
laughter. 4

Meanwhile Gringoire had taken advantage
of this to sneak off. He went to the lader,
but nothing was left. It is not pleasant 10 be
obliged to go to bed without supper and
even still less pleasant to have no bed to go
0.

In this melancholy reverie he became more
and more absorbed, when a strange song, but
remarkably sweet, suddenly roused him from

it. The Egyptian girl was singing. Her voice,

like her beauty, was something pure, aerial

and winged. He listened with a kind of

rapture. It was the first respite from

suffering that he had enjoyed for several

hours,

Now, let's go back to Quasimodo. He was

in a state of intoxication and triumph when a
man suddenly dart from among the crowd,
and with angry gesture snatch from his
hands his crosier of gilt wood. This man was
the bald-headed who had thrilled the poor
gypsy by his expressions of menance and
abhorrence.

Gringoire recognized in him an old

acquaintance, and with a cry of astonishment
he said.
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«It is my master in Hermes, Dom Claude
Frollo, the archdeacon'»

Quasimodo leaped from the litter to the

ground; he was before the priest, dropped on
his knees.

The priest pulled off his tiara, broke his
crosier, and tore his cope of tinsel. A
dialogue of strange signs and gestures
ensued between them. The priest, erect,
irritated  and  threatening  motioned

Quasimodo to rise and follow him. |
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Chapter 9

IN A DARK STREET

Gringoire took it into his head to follow
the gypsy girl at all hazards. He saw her wi
her goat in the same street directed

course. Nothing tends to be more beautifu
than following a fair woman.

«She must lodge somewhere. The gipsi
are very good-natured,» thought he.

The streets, meanwhile, became evel
moment darker and more deserted Gringoir:
said, following the girl to a labyrinth o
lanes, alleys and crossways:

«Here are streets which have very
logic!» He might be lost, but the .
proceeded as along a way that was
well-known to her, and at a more and more
rapid pace.

He had, by this time, begun to attract the
notice of the young girl; she had more than
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one time turned her head and looked at him
with some uneasiness and a grimace.

This pretty grimace set Gringoire lhnu
inquiring what it might denote. It certainly
conveyed an expression of disdain and
dislike. He began to hang his head and count
the stones of the pavement when he was
startled by a piercing shrick.

The street was extremely dark, but a wick
steeped in oil and burning in an iron cage at
the foot of the Blessed Virgin, enabled him to’
distinguish the gypsy struggling in the grasp
of two men, who were striving to stifle her
cries.

«Watch!» «Watch!» shouted Gringoire,
boldly advancing. One of the men who held
the girl twrned upon him. It was the
formidable visage of Quasimodo. '

Quasimodo went up to Gringoire, and dealt
him a backhanded blow that sent him reeling
three or four yards on the pavement. Then he
caught up the goung girl who cried:

«Murder! murder!»

«Halt, scoundrels, and let the wench gol»
suddenly roared in a voice of thunder, a
horseman.

[t was the captain of the archers of the
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king's ordance, armed cap-a-pie and his
drawn sword in his hand.

He snatched the girl out of the grasp
Quasimodo and laid her across his saddle.
Quasimodo was surrounded, secized an
bound. His companion had disappeared.

The gypsy gracefully raised herselfl upon
the officer's saddle. Clapping her hands upor
his shoulders and looked as if charmed with
his handsome face, and grateful for the
seasonable succor he had afforded, sh
inquired with a sweet tone:

«What is your name, sir?» .

«Captain Phabus de Chateaupers, at y
service, my dear,» replied the officer.

«Thank you,» said she, and while he turn

his head, she slid down and vanished with th
swiftness of lightning.
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Chapter 10

IN THE COUR DES MIRACLES

Gringoire was still extended on the
pavement. He, then, started to come to
himself. A painful sensation of cold awoke
him and recalled his mind to the surface.

After walking for some time withou
knowing where to go, then, a kind of reddish
light which he perceived at the extremity of
long narrow lane helped to cheer his spirit,

Before he had proceeded many steps down
the muddy lane, he perceived something that
had a most extraordinary appearance.

Here and there all the way along it
crawled a number of indistinct and shapeless
masses proceeding toward the red light at the
bottom of the lane. There was a cripple.
hopping along upon both hands.

He overtook another of those muving:
masscs, he was a cripple who had suffered
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such a mutilation in legs and arms that he
looked like a tripod. As Gringoire passed by
him, he took off his hat and asked for charity.

Gringoire would have quickened his pace,
but for the third time, something obstructed
the way. This somebody was a litile blind
man, Gringoire said to him: =

«It is mot a week since T sold" my last
shirt!» - o1 P

blind. The lame, the blind, the lepers, thi
onc-eyed were issuing from houses and
cellars, and rushing toward the light; like
snails after a shower. He tried once more to-
return, but it was too late. The whole legion

had closed behind him and the three beggars
stuck to him,

At length he reached the end of the lane. |
opened into a spacious place, where
thousands of lights flickered. Gringoire
hoped to escape but invain. The cripple with
crutches ran after him throwing his cruiches
down, and the other cripple stood up right
upon his feet, while the blind man was
staring at him with flaming eyes.
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«Where am 1?7» cried the affrighted poet!
«In the Cour des Miracles,» replied another
figure.

He was actually in that dreaded cour des
Miracles; the haunt of thieves; a sewer
disgorging every morning and receiving
every night that fetid torrent of vice;
mendicity, and rougery; a monstrous hive
where the blackguards of all nations dwell.
Beggars by day, and banditti at night. \

Gringoire strove to rally his presence ¢
mind, but his efforts were vain, Al
moment a distin¢t shout arose

«Lead him to the king!»
|

Near a greal fire which burned upon a larg
circular hearth stood a hogshead, and upol
this hogshead was scated a mendicant. Thi
was the king upon his throne,

«What varlet have we here?» asked the
king. Gringoire shuddered, This voic
reminded him of another which had that v
morning given the first blow to his mys
by drawling out a mid the audience:

«Charity il you please!»
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It was Colpin Trouillefou himself.

«You have entered our territories without
bieng of our subjects; you have violated the
privileges of our city. Are you a thief, a
beggar, or a vargant?

«Alas!» said Gringoire, «I have not that
honor. I am an author,»

«Enough!» Exclaimed Trouillefou, «you
should be hanged!» Gringoire made an effort;

«Why poets should not be classed amon
the vagabonds. Esop was a vagabond, Ho ‘
a beggar, Mercury a thief.» Clopin appeare
to be conferring for a moment with the Duke
of Egypt, and the Emperor of Galilee. the: =_
said to Gringoire:

«Fello! There is one way to get out of the

scrape for the moment. Will you be one of
us7»

«Certainly, most assuredly 1 will! [ am one
of the crew! a vagabond! with all my soul'»

«'Tis not enough to have a mind; good will
puts not one more onion into the soup. To be
admitted into our brotherhood, you must
show us your skill at picking a pocket.»
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The vagabonds prepared everything to tes!
Gringoire who failed, lost his balance and fe
plump on the ground.

Clopin stepped up to him, put the rope
about his neck and said, «Farewell, my
friend!.» Then, he stopped short, as if
sudden thought had occured to him.

«Wait a moment! It is customary with
not to hang a blade till the women have been
asked whether any of them will have him.»

«This 1s your last chance!» Then he cried:
«Gentle folks! is there any strumpet amon
you who will have this knave?»

Three of them stepped forward to take a
look at him but they said:

«No! no, hang him.»

«Comrade!» said

unlucky!»

Clopin, «you

Al that moment cries of «La Esmeraldal»
rose among the vagabonds.

Gringoire shuddered and turned his face
toward the source of the clamor. He saw the
bright and dazzling figure of the gypsy girl.

With light step she approached the sufferer,
Gringoire was more dead than a live.
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«Are you going to hang this man?» asked
she

«Yes, sister. Unless you will take him as a
husband!» replied Clopin. -

«I will take him,» said she.

Gringoire was now completely convinced
that he had been in a dream ecver since
morning. i

The duke of Egypt brought an earthen-ware
Jug. The gypsy girl handed it to Gringoire
and asked him to drop it on the ground.
jug broke into four picces.

«Brother;» said the Duke of Egypt with his
hands upon their heads, «she is your wife.

Sister! he is your husband. For four years.
Go!»
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Chapter 11
A STRANGE WEDDING NIGHT

In a few moments our poet found himself
in a small warm room, and téte-a-18te with a
beautiful girl.

The girl appeared to take no notice of him,
she moved backward and forward. At length
she sat down near the table, and Gringoire
had a good opportunity to scrutinize her.

Absorbed in his reverie, thought Gringnire%

This is la Esmeralda! a celestial creature! a
street dancer! It is she who gave the finishing
stroke to my mystery this afternoon, and it i§
she who saves my life tonight. She must love
me to distraction, to have taken me in this
manner, then he rose all at once, «I am het

husband.»

He approached the girl with such ardent
impetuosity that she drew back and stoopeg
and raised herself with a little dagger in hel
hand.
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«What do you want with me?» inquired
she.

«Can you ask such a question, adorable
Esmeralda?»
«Are you not mine?» rejoined Gringoire
with astonishment she replied:
«] am not yours.»

Our Philosopher stood petrified, then said:

«Pardon me, but why did you take me for
your husband?

«Ought I to have let you be hanged?»

Then rejoined the poet
disappointement.

«you had no other intention in marrying me
but to save me from the gallows?»

«And what other intention do you suppose
[ could have had?» Gringoire bit his lips and
bitterly said:

«] swear to you not to approach youn
without your permission, but for heaven's
sake, give me some supper.»

In a moment a loaf of rye-bread, aslice of
bacon, some wrinkled apples, and a jug of
beer, were set out upon the table.

Gringoire venlured wupon a
question:

«And what should one be, to please you?»,
She eyed him with a serious look and said,

~ with

delicate
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«Never can | love any man but one who s
able to protect me.»

Gringoire hlushd_. and made sure that this
stroke was aimed at him,

«Indeed,» said he «I should begin with that
subject. Forgive me. How did you contrive to
escape from Quasimodo's clutches?»

«Oh, the horrid hunchback!» she exclaimed.

«Horrid, indeed! but huw did you get lwag
from him7»

La Esmeralda smiled, sighed and made
reply. She seemed to be looking at something
through the wall. All at oncc she begar
singing a delicate song, but abruptly broke
off and began to caress her goat.

«Why are you called La Esmeralda?»
inquired the poet. «l can't tell.» | Sy 3

She drew from her bosom a small bag
attached to a necklace of small red seeds. The
outside was green silk, and in the middle of 3
there was a bead of green glass in imitation
of emerald.

Gringoire extended his hand to lay hold of
the bag, but she started back.

«Don’t touch it! you might do an injury to
the charm, or the charm to you.»
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Gringoire ventured upon further questions:'
«What is the meaning of La Esmeralda?»

«1 can't know» said she.

«To what language does the word belong7»

«I believe it is Egyptian.»
«Are your parents living7»

She began singing an old song showing
that she knew not them.

«The man you call the Duke of Egypt is
the chief of your tribe? it was he who married
us.»

«Yes,» she replied and continued:

«I don't know your name!»

« I am Pierre Gringoire. My father was
hanged by the Burgundians, and my mother
was murdered by the Picards. At six years old
[ was left an orphan, with no sole to my foot
but the pavements of Paris.

I began to think of adopting a profession

and tried my hand at everything. 1 was fit for
nothing. Therefore set up for a poet. This is a
profession to which a man who is a vagabond
may always betake himself,

[ had not learned to read, but as good luck
would have it, I met with Dom Claude Frollo,
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the reserved archdeacon of Notre Dame. I
owe to him it that I am a learned man.

I am wholly at your service, my body and
soul my science and learning, as a husband

and a wife, or as a brother and sister if you
like bettern,

Gringoire paused, waiting the effect of his
address on his hearer, Her eyes were fixed on
the ground:

«Pheebus,» said she in a low tone, and then
truned to the poet:

«Phacbus, what does that mean?»

«It is a Latin word, and means the sun.»

also, «It is the name of a certain handsome
archer who was a god.»

«The sun! A god!» repeated the Egyptian
and there was in her tone something pensive
and impassioned.

At this moment one of her barcelets fell to

the ground. Gringoire stooped to pick it up;
when he raised himself the damsel and the
goat were gone,

«No matter, so she has left me a bed!»
Then he stretched himself upon a long coffer
saying:

«Well, at any rate this is a strange wedding
night.»
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Chapter 12

A STRANGE LIVING CREATURE

One fine morning a living creature was laid
in the church of Notre Dame in a wooden
bed. On this wooden bed it was customary to
expose foundings to ' the public charity.
Anyone took them who felt so disposed.

That living creature appeared (o excite a
high degree of curiosity in the considerable
concourse of persons who had  collected
around it.

«What is that, sister?» asked a lady.

«It 1s not a child!» replied another, «It is a
misshapen ape.»

«[t is a real monster of abomination, and

ought to be burned or drowned,» commented
a third.

«This little monster is at least four years
old!» said the first one.

In fact, this little monster was not a
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newborn infant. It was a little, shapeless,
moving mass, tied up in a hempen bag; the
head only was exposed. That head was so
deformed. Nothing was to be seen upon it but
a forest of red hair, one eye, a mouth, and
teeth.

«In my opinion,» a woman said, «it would
be better for the people of Paris if that little

sorcerer were put upon a bonny blazzing
plank.»

For some moments, a young priest had
been listening to the comments of the women.
Pushing aside the crowd without speaking, he
examined «the little sorcerer.» then said:

«1 adopt this child.»

«Sister!» said a lady, «did I not tell you
that clerk, Monsieur Claude Frollo, is a
sorcerer».
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Chapter 13

THE PRIEST

Claude Frollo was, in fact, no ordinary
personage. He belonged to one of those
families who were called, to be distinguished,
haute bourgeoisie.

Claude Frollo had from his childhood been
destined by his parents for the church. He
was taught to read Latin, to cast down his
eyes, and to speak low. His father had placed
him in the college of Torchi and there he had
grown up on the missal and the lexicon.

He studied theology, law, medicine and
arts. In 1466 the destructive pestilence swept
away more than forty thousand human beings
in Paris among them were Claude Frollo's
parents.

The young Priest hastened to the parental
residence and found only an infant brother
was still ahive.
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This catastrophe was a crisis in the
existence of Clande. Moved with pity, he
conceived a passionate fondness for this
delightful thing, this human affection, to him
who here 1o for had loved nothing but books.
He had no time to find out where his heart
lay.

He gave himself up to the love of his little
Jehan Frollo, the passion of a character
already ardent, energetic and concentrated.
He, therefore, resolved to devote himself to

the care of him, and never to have any other
wife, or other child.

Pushed by this love for Jehan, he
approached the unfortunate creature. He

baptized his adopted child and named him
Quasimodo.
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CHapter 14

HIS ONLY WORLD

By the year 1482, Quasimodo had grown
up. He had been several years bell-ringer to
the cathedral of Notre Dame. In process of
time, the strongest attachment took place
between the bell-ringer and the church, Cut
off from society by being of unknown
parentage and by his deformity, he
imprisoned himself within the religious walls.

Notre Dame had been to him his egg, his
nest his home, his country, and the universe.

It was not without great difficulty and great
patience that Claude Frollo had taught him to
speak, but having become ringer of the bells
of Notre Dame at the age of fourtecn, the
volume of sound had broken the drum of his
ear, and deafness was the consequence. The
only gate which was open between him and
the universe was closed, and lorever.

As a result, and to avoid the ridicule of
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others, he resorted to silence. Thus, he
voluntarily tied up the tongue which Claude
Frollo had taken such pains to loosen.

In consequence, Quasimodo began to
confuse the view which he took of things.
Furthermore, his misfortune rendered him
mischievous. He was, in truth, mischevous
because he was savage: he was savage
because he was ugly. His strength, developed
in a most extraordinary mannar.

From his earliest intercourse with men he
had felt and seen himself despised, rejected
and cast off.

He had found nothing but hatred about
him. He had adotped it. After all, he turned
toward mankind with reluctance; his
cathedral was enough for him. He loved ils
walls, statues, saints, bishops and even the
bells.

He loved the bells which, however,
deafened him: but mothers are often fondest
of the child which has caused them the

greatest pain.

There was, however, one human being to
whom Quasimodo was as much, even more
strongly attached than the cathedral that
being was Claude Frollo. Claude had taught
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him to speak, to read, to write. To crown all,
Claude Frollo had made him bell ringer.

Nothing on the carth can be compared to
the empire of the archdeacon over the
bell-ringer. A sign from Claude, would have
made Quasimodo throw himself from the top
of the towers of Notre Dame.

Quasimode was more obedient to Claude
than his little Jehan Frollo who had not as he
grew up taken that which Claude was

solicituous to give him.

m

P RSy el A Gl s Gl g 0 LGl 4
W 6 e U a8

oo A Olale alay JWI G Otk e
R R R S s = e e [
g S gl el e i

@il e ST G5 008 J ke gailys Ols,
SRR F RS VIR [ IRt s U e

110



Chapter 15

THE PUNISHMENT

The court was a low hall, with covered
ceiling. There was a table, and an armchair
reserved for the provost Robert
d'Estouteville, and on the left a stool for the
auditor, Master Florian who was deaf. Below
was the clerk busily writing. In front were the
people.

Among the auditory was our merciless
young friend, Jehan Frollo, who was sure to
be scen everywhere except before the
professors chairs,

«Look you,» said he to his companion
Robin Poussepain, «It is our Prince, our Pope
of Fools, our bell-ringer, the one-cyed, the
hunchbacked,... Quasimodo’»

It was, in fact, Quasimodo, bound and
corded. Mean while Master Florian was
intently persuing the endorsement of paper
containing the charges alleged against
Quasimodo. In this way he acquainted
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himself with the name, age.condition and
offence of the prisoner before examination.
And, thus, he was able to have readiness
replies to expected answers.

The auditor commenced his examination:

«Your name?».,

Now, herc was a casc whrch the law had
not provided for: the deafl interrogating the
deal.

Quasimodo, unware of the question, looked
at the judge without answering. The deaf
judge, unw of Quasimodo’s deafness,
- conceiving that he had answered, he went on:

«Very well: your age?»

Quasimodo remained as silent as before.
The judge continued:

«Now your business?

Still Quasimodo was silent.

The people who witnessed this curious
scene began to whisper and to look at one
another.

«You are accused before us, in the first
place, of making disturbance; secondly, of an
assault upon the person of a lewd woman;
thirdly of resistance to the archers of the
guard of our lord the king. what do you say?

Clerk, have you taken down the prisoner's
answers thus far?»
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At this unlucky question, a roar of laughter
burst from both clerk and audience. Master
Florian, astonished, and supposing that the
mirth of the spectators had been provoked by
some disrespectful reply of the prisonor’s, he
exclaimed:

«For that answer, fellow, you deserve a
halter.»
This comment caused an explosion of the
general mirth. The judge cried:
«Here. Vergers, take this fellow to the
pillory of the Greve; let him be flogged, and
then turn him for an hour.»
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Chapter

ROLAND TOWER'S PRISONER

In the Place de Greve there is an ancienl
Gothic, half Roman building, called Roland's
Tower. At the angle of the facade a large
public breviary is made perceived. Beside
this breviary is a small room, looking upon
the place and has only one aperture for light
and air to enter a small cell without door,
formed in the basement of the wall of the old
building.

This cell is caused by Madame Rolande
who out of affection for her killed father shut
herselfl up it and waited death for twenty
years, praying day and night, lying upon
ashes and on a stone for a pillow.

Al her death, she bequeathed it forever to
afflicted females, maids, or widows who
should wish to pray and bury themselves
alive for others on account of some heavy
calamity.

Now, to know by whom this cell is
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occupied, we have tc listen to the
conversation of three women who were
proceeding from ﬁe Chateau toward the
Greve. | *.,

Two of them were dl‘med like wives of
respectable  citizens of  Paris.  Their
companion was attired ncarly in the same
fashion, but in her dress was something
which betrayed the country woman. She held
a big boy by one hll'lll. and a large nh: in
the other. -

«See what a cmwﬂ.. is uulhctbd at mmroag |

of the bridge,» cried Oudarde.

«l hear the sound of a tambuunnt » said’. .

Gervaise.

«l dare say it is young Esmenldl_- playing
antics with her goat.»

«The FEgyptian» Exclaimed Mahiette,
starting back and [ nrmbljr grasping the arm of
her son.

«God forbid! she might steal my bny..}

Come, Eustache.»

«That Egyptian steal your boy. Sister
Gudule has the same notion of the
Egyptians.» said Oudarde.

«Who is sister Gudule?» inquired Mahiette.

«The recluse of the Trou aux Rats, the poor

121

ol oS ol O Sye ) pen O Lde cpLYY wda
o Al ) Al e

gty bl il g ol Ol g O] S
IS oSy cdaadt el By g BT S o 2
by hesd SIS LTk W@ e Ju L) b S
LIPS, (R R S P N PAY RS R RS e
S S o

‘3 layl JG

Gy doe Bloa |pmand pddl L V3 1y KD
LI |

e LN FRC ey S B e

Clgre me Ll pas ol W NI OF BT

dy Bpk sy s ) e s olal 26
)

nlu.-t...,i b | Ll Gt L] 1 el

23 jlay] I
..a-‘:n .:1 $eliak G il O T paicas ae

II:.,-.JU:LLIILJ_,;.JPF

JO IAPRFCS |

. '*I."’L_P'" I_..P‘!!' l.."l.'l"-"
42“ i{-l;‘iJ_} i.:l:—'l'l iJ::-.l-'} ﬂ.‘i,n]i et b 0

120



woman to whom we are carrying the cake,»
replied Gervaise.

«Let us make haste. 1 wouldn't for the
world that the same thing should happen to
me as befell Paquette la Chante Fleurie,» said
Mabhiette,

«You must tell us that story, good
Mahiette,» said Gervaise.

«l will,» answered Mabhiette.

«Paquette la Chante-Fleuric was a
handsome girl of cighteen. Her father died
while she was an infant. She lived with her
mother at Rheims. They had great difficulties
to earn a livehood. They worked in
needlework and finery which helped to keep
them very poor. When her mother died,
Paquette had nothing in the world to love,
and none to love her. She led a miserable life
and became a lewd woman.

She set her whole heart upon a child, and
prayed to God night and day for one. And he
took compassion on her and gave her a little
girl.

Her joy is not to be described. She huged
her with tempest of tears and kisses, She
suckled her herself, and made her clothes,
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and laid all the money she received on frocks,
caps, lace and all sorts of finery for her child.
Among other things she had a pair of little
rose-colored shoes was never seen. She had
embroidered them herself, with the utmost art
of her needle and skill.»

«Paquette's baby,» resumed Mahiette, «was
four months old. She had handsome feet! Her
eyes were larger than her mouth, and she had
the most beautiful dark hair. Her mother
became everyday more and more dotingly
fond of her.»

«The story is well enough, but where are
the Egyptians?», said Gervaise.

«Why! here!» replied Mahiette.

«One day a party of strange people,
beggars and vagabonds with tawny faces,
curly hair and silver rings in their ears,
arrived at Rheims, They came from Egypt to
Rheims through Poland. There were various
reports about their stealing children, cutting
purses and cating human flesh. They read the
palm and fortold wonderful things.»

«One day poor Paquette wanted to know
Agnes’ - that is the child’s name -, luck, The
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child was not quite a year old. The women
admired the infant and kissed her with their
dark lips. They told that Agnes would be a
beauty, a virtue a queen.»

«Next day, the mother went out while the
baby lay asleep on the bed. On her return, she
found the door wider open than she had left
it. She ran to the bed. Poor mother! the infant
was gone, and nothing belonging to her was
left except one of her pretty shoes.

She rushed out of the room screaming:
«My child! my child! who has taken my
child»! she went through the town, searched
every street crying «Tell me where to find my
child, and I will be your slave!»

While she was away, a neighbor told her
that two Egyptian women slip slyly up her
stairs with a large bundle, then ran away
quickly.

Paquette laughed with joy believing that
she would find her daughter. But instead she
found a sort of little monster, deformed,
one-eyed limping thing creeping on the floor.
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The neighbours took the little imp, which
was about four years old, away.

Al length, Chante Fleurie suddenly sprang
up, ran through the streets, shouting: «to the
camp of the Egyptian!».

The Egyptians were gone.

The day alter her hair was quite gray, and
on the next she disappeared.

«A strange story, indeed, I am no longer
surprised that you are so dreadfully afraid of

the Egyptians.»

Amid such conversation the three women
reached the Place de Greve and arrived at
Roland's Tower-Oudarde said.

«We must not look at once lest we should
frighten sister Gudule. I will tell you when to
comc.»

A moment afterward, she made a sign for
Mahiette to come; she went on tiptoe and
looked in.

«Let us not disturb her, she is praying»
said Oudarde.

Upon the stone floor a female was seated.
Her chin rested on her knees, her arms
encircled her legs. She was wrapped up in
brown sack-cloth, and her gray hair falling
over her face down to her feet.
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Mahiette scrutinized the wan, death-like
face with her eyes filled with tears. Then she
drew back her head from the window, she
said to Oudarde.

«What do you call this woman?»

«Sister Gudule.»

«For my part, 1 call her Paquette la Chante
Fleurie! look at the corner upon which her
eyes were riveted!»

Oudarde put her head through the aperture
and beheld in the corner a tiny shoe of pink
satin, embroided all over with gold and
silver.

The three women looked and wept without
uttering a word.

At length Gervaise called to the recluse:
«Sister! Sister Gudule!». The recluse stirred

not, nor looked, nor sighed nor gave a sign of
life.

«What shall we do to rouse her?» inquired
Oudarde. Then said: «Take this cake we have
brought you.»

She pushed aside the cake.

«Would you like a little fire7»
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She shook her head in refusal. Then said:
a«Fire!»

«Would you make one for the poor baby

who has been underground these fifteen
years?»

Then, all at once, she extended her white
skinny hand toward the boy «Take away that
child! The Egyptians will presently pass.»

She then sank upon her face and her
forchead struck the floor with a dreadful
sound.

«She must have killed herselfl» said
Gervaise shouting: «Sister! Sister Gudule!»

The recluse didn't stir. Later, she raised
herself and cried, «The Egyptian that calls
me!», just when she heard Mahiette calling in
tears:

«Paquette! Paquette La Chante Fleurie!»
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Chapter 17

A DEAR TEAR

The crowd was collecting in the place de
Greve around the pillory and the gallows.
People were accustomed to wait patiently
whole hours for public executions, They
amused themselves with gazing at the pillory,
a very simple contrivance, consisting of a
cube of masonry some ten feet high upon
which was seen a horizontal wheel of oak.

Upon this wheel the culprit was bound
upon his knees and with his hands tied
behind him. Then the wheel was caused to
revolve horizontaly exposing the culprit's
face to every point of the place.

Quasimodo, tied to the tail of a cart was, al
length, brought forward bound with cord and
thongs upon the wheel of the pillory; hooting
and laughter burst from the mob.

He was placed on his knees upon the
circular floor. His doublet and shirt were
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taken off exposing his naked hump and hairy
breast to the populace who burst in laughter.
Then the sworn tormentor stamped with his
foot and the wheel began to turn.

While the wheel was turning the tormentor
raised his arms, with a thong armed with
sharp bits of metal, and descended with fury

upon the back of the unlucky wight.

Quasimodo shook, and started like one
awakened from a dream. He began lo
comprehend.

A violent contraction of surprise and pain
distorted the muscles of his face, but he
heaved not a single sigh. The wheel
continued to turn and the blows to fall. The
blood began to trickle in a hundred litile
streams down the swart shoulders of the
hunchback.

Quasimodo sank down exhausted. He
closed his only eye, dropped his head upon
his breast and stirred not. The executioner
held his hand; the wheel stopped;
Quasimodo's eye slowly opened.

Two attendants of the sworn tormentor
washed the bleeding back of the sufferer, and
rubbed it with a sort of oinitment.
Quasimodo's punishment was not yet over.
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He had still to remain in the pillory an extra
hour.

Quasimodo was generally hated. The mob
was without pity; the scene exciled a
universal joy. Time passed and Quasimodo
had been exposed for an hour and a half.

All at once, he cried in a furious voice:

«Waler!»

This cry of distress served only 1o increase
the mirth of the merciless people. Quasimodo
surveyed the crowd with anxious eye and
repeated:

«Water!» He was answered with peals of
laughter.

«There is water for thee!» cried
Poussepain, throwing in his face a sponge
soaked in the kennel. Further more, a woman
hurled a stone at his head.

«Water'» roared the panting Quasimodo for
the third time.

Al that moment he saw a young lemale
approaching the pillory. Quasimodo’s eyes
sparkled, It was the gypsy whom he had
attempted to carry off the preceding night and
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for this he was suffering. He thought that she
was coming to revenge also.

Without uttering a word, she approached
the sufferer, loosend a gourd from her girdle
and gently lifted it to the lips of the
exhausted wreich.

A big tear was scen to start from his dry
and bloodshot eye. It was perhaps the first he
had shed since he arrived at manhood.

He drank greedily and extended his lips to
kiss the kind hand for the welcome relief, but
the damsel quickly withdrew back her hand
with terror.

[t is no doubt a touching scene. A girl so
fresh, so pure, so lovely and so weak,
humanely hastening to relieve of a so much
distress, deformity and malice. The populace
themselves were moved, and began clapping
their hands.

Al, exactly, this time the recluse perceived
the Egyption from the window of her den
cried:

«Cursed you! spawn of Egypt! cursed!»

Gel down! baby-stealer,»

La Esmeralda turned pale, and with
faltering step descended from the pillory.
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Chaptre 18

THE UNCOVERED SECRET

Many weeks had elapsed and it was now
the beginning of March. Oppositc to the
cathedral, upon a stone balcony over the
porch of a rich Gothic building, some young
and handsome females were chatling,
laughing and disporting themselves.

It was, in fact, Damoiselle Fleur de Lys de
Gondelaurier and her companions, Diane de
Christeuil, Amelotie de Montmichel and little
de Champchevrier. They were staying at the
house of Dame de Gondelaurier a widow
lady.

The damsels were- seated partly’ in the
room, partly in the balcony, each held a
portion of a large piece of tapestry; working
on it together. They were chatting together in
that low tone and with those titters so
common in a young party of young females
when there is a young man among them.

He appeared himself 1o care very little
aboul it.
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Now and then the old lady spoke to him in
a very low tone. He was an accepted lover
and it was easy to see that a match would be
concluded between the young officer and
Fleur de Lys. The captain was indifferent
while the mother strove to make him notice
the grace with which Fleur piled her needle.

«Why don't you go and talk to her?» said
the lady pushing him toward Fleur de Lys.
«Go and say something to her.» The captain
felt the necessity Lo allemplt al conversation:

«A charming piece of work!» cried he.

Al this moment Berangere de Champchevrier

looking down upon the place, cried:

«Oh! look; look at the pretty dancer dancing
onthe pavement!»

«Some Egyptian | dare say,» r:phod Fleur
-de lys.

«Let's see!» cried her, lively companions,
running to the front of the balcony.

The captain stood for some moments, lost

in  thought, leaning on the carved
mantel-piece. Fleur suddenly addressed him,
«Did you not tell us, cousin, of a little

gypsy, whom you rescued one night from the
hands of robbers?»
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«l think I did, cousin» replied the captain.

«Come and sece whether you know her! Is it
your Bohemain?»

Phaebus looked. «Yes, I know her by her
goal.»

Berangere said again: «Who is the man in
black up yonder?»

All the young ladies looked up toward the
towers of Notre-Dame.

It was a priest. His eyes were fixed on the
place as intently as that of a hawk on a nest.

«Tis the archdeacon of Josas,» said Fleur
de lys.

«How he looks at the dancing-girl!»
exclaimed Diane

«Let the Egyptian take care of herself!»
«he is not fond of Egyptians» said Fleur.

«Good cousin, Phaebus, since you know the
Bohemain, just call her up. It will amuse us.»

«Yes, do» exclaimed the girls.

Leaning over the balustrade, he called out:

«My girl!» beckoning her to come to him.

The dancer twwrned her head and her
sparkling eye fell on Phwbus. She stood
motionless. Blushed deeply, she made her
way toward the house.
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«My pretty girl,» said Phacbus, «I know not
whether you recollect me.»

«Oh, yes!» said she interrupting him with a
smile and a look expressing kindness.

«How was it, that you slipped away? Did |
frighten you?s

«Oh, no'»

In the accent with which this «Oh, no!»
was uttered, there was an undefinable
something which wounded Fleur de Lys to
the quick.

«What did that devil want with you? He
was severely punished!»

«I don't know.» She added, «Poor fellow!».

The captain cried laughing: «A fine girl,
upon my soul!s

«Dear me!» exclaimed the fair
Gaillefontaine with a sarcastic smile,

«How soon the gentleman archer of the
king's ordance take fire at bright Egyptian
eyes!»

«Why not?» said Phaebus.

A tear started at the same time into the cye
of Fleur de Lys. The Bohemain raised her
eyes glistening with pride and joy, and fixed
them on Phaebus.
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«Oh! here i1s the pretty goat with golden
feet!» cried Berangere.

«Well, the goat must perform a miracle, a
picce of magic, and amuse wus.» Said
Colombe.

«I know nol what you mean,» replied the
dancer.

At this moment Fleur de lys remarked a

small embroided bag hung round the neck of
the goat,

«What i1s that?»

«That is my secret,» answered the
Egyptian.

Then the inquisitive Berangere loosened
the little bag from the neck of the animal,
opened il, and emptied its contents upon the
mat; they consisted of an alphabet.

The goat soon sorted oul certain letters
with her golden foot, arranged them together
s0 as to make a word. Berangere, clapping
her hands in admiration, suddenly cried:

«Good Fleur de Lys! come and see'»

The letters which the goat had arranged
formed the name: PH(EBUS.
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«The secret is out,» thought Fleur de Lys
«she is a sorceress!» and sank fainting on the
floor, tnen taken away through a door.

La Esmeralda changed color, trembled. She
picked up the unlucky letters in a twinkiling

of an eye an signed to her Djali to follow her
out of the door.

Pheebus eyed her with a smile, wavered for
a moment between the two doors, and then
followed the gypsy girl.
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Chapter 19

BAD NEWS

The priest who was seen on the top of the
tower, Claude Frollo, hastily descended, and
in a few minutes he was in the place.

The gypsy, at this moment was still in that
house, the archdeacon found a man in red and
yellow surtout. He, to earn a few picces of
coin, moved round the circle, with his elbow
against his lips, his head thrown back, his
neck stretched, his face flushed, and a chair
between his teeth, on this chair was tied a
cat.

«Oh, what is Pierre Gringoire about here?»
exclaimed the archdeacon. Hearing the stern
voice. Pierre lost his balance, and chair and
cat fell upon the heads of the spectators.

«Come hither, Master Pierre. There are
many things which I want you to explain.»

«Messire, it is indeed a strange and sad
thing, I admit. What could I do? Civiliratien
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is not yet so far advanced that one may go
stark naked. The blame rests with my old
coat.

«A respectable profession truly, this that
you have taken up!» replied the archdeacon.

«| grant that it is a sorry employment of my
intellectual faculties, but my reverned master,
in order to live one must get a livelihood.»

«Well, Master Pierre; but how happens is
that you are now in the company of that
Egyptian dancing-girl7»

«It 1s because she is my wife,» replied
Gringoire.

The gloomy eye of the priest glared like
fire. «Wretch! Is this really so?» cried he
furiously.

«Have you so completely forsaken your
God as to become the husband of that
creature ?»

«I swear that she allows me not to touch
her.» Then Gringoire explained the
circumstances of his marriage. He continued:

«She 1s a provoking thing, a mysterious
creature. It is a superstition. An old fellow
told me that she has been either lost or found.
She has a charm round her neck to find her
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parents. It would lose its virtue if the girl
were to lose hers.»

«So then, you believe that this creature is
still virtuous?» asked the priest.

«That what was told to me. In fact,» added

Gringoire. «She is handsome. Fascinating and

clever.»

«She had trained her animal, within two
months only, to put together the word
Phaebus,»

«Phacbus? why Phabus?» Exclaimed the

priest with astonishment.

Then he suddenly said, «you will swear

that you have never touched her?»

«| swear [ never did. But how can this
concern you?»

The pale face of the archdeacon crimsoned
and answered with a visible embarrassment:

«Listen, Master Pierre Gringoire. You are
not yet eternally lost. I take an interest in
your welfare. The moment you but lay hand
on that Egyptian, you become the vassal of
satan. That is all. Now get thee gonel» cried
the priest with his terrible look.
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Chapter 20

ANOTHER LOVE!

Ever since the morning that Quasimodo
underwent the punishment of the pillory, the
people in the neighbourhood of Notre Dame
perceived a greal abalement in his ador for
bell-ringing.

One day, however, the air was so light and
serene that Quasimodo felt some reviving
affection for bells.

He gazed for some time at the six bells
with a sad shake of the head, as if lamenting
that some other subject had intruded itself
into his heart between them and him.

But when he had set them in motion, he
was once more happy, he forgot all his
troubles, his heart expanded, and his face
brightened up.

All at once, casting his eye down, he saw
in the place a young female, stopped and
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spread a carpet upon the ground on which a
little goat came and posted itself. A circle of
spectators was soon formed round them.

This scene suddenly changed the current of
his ideas. He paused, turned his back to his
bells and gazed al the dancing-girl with that
pensive, and tender look which had once
before astonished the archdeacon.
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Chapter 21

A FATAL SHOCK

One fine morning our friend Jehan Frollo
perceived, while dressing himself no metallic
piece in his pocket.

«Oh! not one little parisis. [ must got to my
brother, 1 shall get a lecture, but then I shall
get a crown,» thought he and went to the
cathedral.

«What brings you here?» Dom Claude
asked.

«Brother, | am come to ask you a little
advice and a little money which I need still
more. »

«1 am highly displeased with you. Every
day complaints are brought to me of your
misconduct!» further, your study is at a low
ebb.»

«Alas! | am sorry», replied Jehan.
Screwing up his courage he added:

165

Dartally golodl fuadl

an dalo

U5 Ly Olage Lipde heY far pn rle J
pa] JUb 5 il e S 4y al o T

Li‘rﬂ-‘ dai] ;.ﬂ —— 11J_ih‘JL-lJ.‘I '_'_3-1_'] 1ol
Cipnd dnhiy Lae b S0, e ) e g,

AN ) ar g o0

a8 ppe Jlo et b I il L

rola e JG

o M ALy W e B bl e 1D
o 51 gl A s pa

5 Al B g g T Ske e b S
S A G Ll ) BN T IS
L

0. U

1By sl i sl panids

164



«] want money.»
«What would you do with it?7»
«It is for an act of charity.»

«A likely story!»

«Well, then I'll go to the tavern!»
«The tavern leads to the pillory, and the
pillory to the gallows.» '

«The gallows is a balance, which has a man
at one end, and all the world at the other. It is
a fine thing to be the man.»

«The gallows lcads to hell.»

«That is arousing firé.»

At this moment the sound uf a footfall was

heard on the stairs.

«Give me a florin to go!»

«There, take it.» said the archdeacon
angrily throwing him his pouch.

Jehan was getting out when he heard aloud

and sonorous voice behind him.

«Upon my soul,» cried Jehan, «that can be |

nobody but my friend captain Phoaebus!»

The name Phaebus struck the ear of the
archdeacon. He shuddered, stopped short,
turned round, looked and saw his brother
with a tall handsome officer
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«Will you come and drink with me?» asked
Jehan.
«l fain would, but I have no money.»

Meanwhile, the archdeacon had approached
them without being aware of him.

«But I have.» Jehan showed him the pouch.

«Real money!» muttered Phaebus, «let us
go and drink.»

The two friends bent their steps toward the
tavern known by the sign of la Pomme d'Eve.

The archdeacon followed them with wild
and gloomy look. Was this the Phatbus whose
name has haunted all his thoughts since his
interview with Gringoire?

Al a turning of a street, the two friends
heard the sound of a tambourine.

«Let us quicken our pace! I don't want the
girl to speak to me in the street.» Said
Phaebus.

«Are vyou then acquainted with her,
Phoebus?» asked Jehan.

Here the archdeacon saw the officer grin,
stoop to Jehan's ear, and whisper a few words
in it, then burst into a loud laugh.
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«Indeed!» said Jehan.
«Upon my soul! This very night» replied
Phaebus.

«Are you sure she will come?»
«Not the least doubt of it.»
«Captain Phoebus, you are a lucky fellow.»

The archdeacon heard every word of the
conversation. His teeth chattered, he
shuddred, and like a drunken man, he

followed the two companions.

17

ol g JU

(0) 5 L LD

QAL eda 1 o L

ﬂj;. el oo ly 2l Jar
el el Oy

l'q.l‘".l"-..# 2L t‘gl Lome J.l:-_] lﬂil‘

O < P ._,&FJILLh;,.-LJSL}:;,.ALﬂch_,
ool Gl el ey deder il s kel

170



Chapter 22

THE CRIME

The archdeacon kept walking to and fro
before the tavern, muffled up in a cloak to
the very eyes.

At length the tavern door opened and two
drunken men came out.

«The clock has just struck seven, that is the
time for my oppointment,» exclaimed one of
them.

«Then go, leave me!» replied the other.

«Jehan, have you any money left, only one
parisis!»

«I tell you, I don't live in the Rue-des
Manvaises!»

«Jehan! rally your senses. It 15 seven
o'clock, and r want but one sou parisis.»

Jehan began to sing. The officer gave him a
voilent push which sent him reeling against
the wall, and then sunk upon the pavement on
a plane of cabbage-stalks.
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The man in the cloak heard and saw
everything He paused for a moment before
the helpless youth, then he continued to
follow the captain.

Captain Pheebus perceived that someone
was following him. Chancing (o turn his eyes,
he saw a shadow creeping behind him along
the walls. He turned and broke silence by a
forced laugh:

«If you are a robber, then, I am the hopeful
of a ruined family. Seck some better game.»

The hand of the figure was stretched from
bencath the cloak, and grasped the arm of
Phabus with the force of an eagle's talons.

«Captain Phaebus de Chateaupers!» said the
specter.

«You know my name!» cricd Phacbus.

«Not only your name; you have an
assignation this evening.» Replied the
mysterious man.

«Al the hour of seven.»

«Yes. To meet a female at Falourdel's at
the pont st. Michel. Her name is....»

«La Esmeralda.» said Phabus, payly,
having by degrees recovered his levity.
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«Captain Phaebus, thou liest!»

Pheebus withdrew his arm and clapped it to
the hilt of his sword and cried:

«That is a word to which the ear of a
Chateaupers is nol accustomed.»

«Thou liest!» said the specter, dryly.

Phoebus drew his sword and cried:

«Here! on the spot! The blood of one of us
must dye this pavement!»

Mcanwhile the other neither flinched nor
stirred. He said bitterly:

«Captain Phabus, you forget your
appointment.» And continued:

«lt is very true it will be time enough
tomorrow, the day after tomorrow, a month, a
year, ten years hence, you will find me ready
to cut your throat; but first got o your
assignation.»

«Many thanks, sir. Ah, I forgot! I must
have money.»

«Here is money.» said the stranger.

«Oh! you are a good fellow!»

«On condition! Prove to me that you spoke
the truth. Conceal me in some corner where |
may see whether the girl is really the same
whose name you mentioned.»
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«Oh! that will make no difference to me.»

They walked away with hasty steps. In few
minutes they were on the bridge of st
Michel.

«1 will first introduce you, and then go and
fetch the wench,» said Phebus to his
companion who made no reply- Phabus
stopped befrore a low door and kicked it
violently.

«Who is ihere?» cried a mumbling voice,
then the door was opened. An old woman
dressed in rags appeared- Pheebus put into her
hand the coin and entered the den. The lady
put it in a drawer and while her back was
turned, a boy took out the piece of money,
and put a dry leaf in its place.

The old lady then called the two men to
follow, and ascended a ladder before them.
On reaching the room above, she set the lamp
upon a coffer, and Pheebus opened a door that
led 1o a dark closet and said to the man.

«This way, my good fellow.»

The door was closed upon him, and
Pheebus descended to bring the girl.

All at once he hcard the stairs creak;
someone was coming up. In the door of the
closet there was a crevice, to which the priest
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applied his cye. It was wide enough to allow
him to see all that passed in the adjoining
room.

Upon looking through the crevice, he saw
the beautiful graceful La Esmeralda. She rase
above the floor like a dazzling apparition.
Claude trembled; a cloud darkened his eyes;
his arteries beat with violence; cverything
about him secemed to whirl round; and
presently sight and hearing forsook him.

When he came to himself, Pheebus and La
Esmeralda were sitting on the wooden coffer
by the side of the lamp.

«Oh! despise me nol, Monseigneur
Pheebus,» said the girl without raising her
eyes.

«Despise you, my pretty dear! why?»
replied the officer.

«For having accompanied you, [ am
breaking a vow. This charm will lose its
virtue. I shall never find my parents. But no
matter! What need have I at present of father
and mother?»

She was silent for a moment; a tear then
trickled from her eye, a sigh burst from her
lips, and said:

«Oh, monseigneur, | love you.»
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«You do love me!» said he throwing his
arm round her waist, Then said she:

«Pheebus, you are kind, generous and
handsome. You saved me. | have long been
dreaming about an officer handsome and
gentle, with a sword. Your name is fine. |
love your name, | love your sword!»

Phabus came and seated himself beside
her, but much closer than before.
«Listen, my dear.»

The Egyptian put her hand upon his lips
and said:

«No, no! 1 won't listen to you. Do you love
me? | want you to tell me if you love me.»

«Do 1 love you? Angel of my life! I love
you, and never loved any but you.»

«Oh!» She softly murmured, «this is the
moment at which one ought to die!»

«To die! Why? it is the very time to livel»
Cried the amorous captain.
«Phcebus, instruct me in thy religion»
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«My religion! what for?» said he laughing.

«That we may be married.»

The captain was surprised, he said:
«My sweet one, of what use is marriage?»

Dom Claude, meanwhile, was watching all
that passed.

«Oh, mademoiselle! | see plainly that you
love me not,» said Pheebus and raised himself
up.

«Not love you!» exclaimed the girl, at the
same time clinging to the Captain, and
making him sit down by her.

«Not love you! would you break my
heart?» As she thus spoke, she threw her
arms round the neck of the officer, and with a
sweet smile and tearful eye fixed upon him a
beseeching look.

All at once above the head of the captain
she beheld a green convulsive face, with the
look of one of the damned; close to this face
was a hand holding a dagger.

It was the face and hand of the priest.
Unperceived by them, he had contrived to
break the door, and there was he!
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The girl was struck speechless and
motionless with horror; she had not even the
power to shrick. She saw the dagger descend
upon the captain, and rise again reeking,

«Perdition!» he exclaimed, and fell. She
swooned. On coming to herself, she was
surrounded by soldiers belonging to the
watch. The captain was carried away bathed
in his blood. The priest was gone.

She heard the men saying to one another,
«Tis a sorceress who has stabbed a captain.»
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Chapter 23

INNOCENT OR GUILTY?

For upward of a month Gringoire and the
whole of the crew in the Cour des Miracles
had been in state of extreme anxiety La
Esmeralda was missing, and all researches
had proved bootless. Gringoire so deeply
took it to heart.

One day, while he was walking, he saw a
concourse of people about one of the doors of
the palace of Justice.

«What is going forward here?» he asked a
young man.

«] know not, sir. I am told that they are
trying a woman for murdering an officer of
the king's ordance. As there seems to be
something of sorcery in the business, the
bishop and the official have interfered, and
my brother the archdeacon of Josas.»

Gringoire followed the crowd who were
ascending the great staircase. Then arrvied at
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a hall which was occupied by a crowd:
lawyers, many judges and men of religoin.

«Sir,» said Gringoire to one of his
neighbors.

«Who is that crocodile, on the right?»

«Master Philippe Lheulier, advocate
extraordinary to the king,» answered the
neighbour.

«And that great cat on the left?7»

«Master Jacques  Charmolue, the King's
proctor in the ecclesiastical court.»

«What are all these folks about here?

«They are trying a woman. She stands with

her back toward us, sir.»
«Do you know her name?»
«No, sir.»

Here the bystanders imposed silence on

them, an important witness was under

examination.

«Gentlemen,» said an old woman looked .'

like a walking bundle of rags, «gentlemen, |
have a house at the pont st. Michel. One
night 1 heard a knock at the door, I opened
and two men came in, a man in black, with a
comely officer. Nothing was to be scen of the
man in black but his eyes.

They gave me a crown. I put it into my
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drawer. We went upstairs, and while my back
was turned, the man in black was gone. The
officer went downstairs, then came in with a

pretty damsel. [ left them alone.

Well, all at once | heard such a scream
upstairs, and something fall upon the floor. I
ran (o the window, and saw a black figure
drop before my eyes and tumble into the
water. | called the watch and you know the
rest. What is worse than all, I went to the

drawer and found nothing but a withered
leaf!»

The crocodile said, «Witness, have vou
brought with you the leafl into which the
crown of the demon was changed?»

«Yes, sir. Here it is.»

She handed him the leaf which he passed to
the president, then it went the round of all.

«Upon my word, a birch leaf, a fresh proof
of sorcery!» ejaculated Jucques Charmolue.

A murmur of horror arose from the
auditory.

. «A man in black, the goat, a withered leaf,
all that look very like sorcery.»

193

syt Jr OIS o duh J) A st 0y W
W Wy ol O el dea us Rl L L sl G
OB sy S B il

Al B pmr biie iy e cans iy
Bis olaye A 5F o P Bl K cas s (B
Gl 0 =l t,.n,.n ol ol 5 Jjs o8 Ll
.LPHJJ,LJMFI,..‘:‘I,_,;L.I gal O], iadll
Bl Dy S ] o) Sy LAl Tadail

Bl T Gae sl e cadalall b
190U 2l Lal) kel A Ll dakdll ) o jle

i & st o con?

Sy cdasl 5 sl e e e T STURS PR
el g g0

:_’JJ.IJL: _ﬂh- JLas

Gl dagi et Ola s L

ragls dadss Ly o sl

PR PR | £ & 9l Gy 03 gl o
LR

192



«Gentlemen are in possession of the
papers, they can refer to the deposition of
captain Phabus de Chateaupers,» said the
king's advocate.

Al that moment, the accused rose. Her head
was seen above the crowd. To his horror,
Gringoire recognized La Esmeralda. Her face
was pale, her hair was disheveled, and her
eyes hollow.

«Phaebus! where is he? my lords, before
you pul me to death, tell me if he still lives!»

«Silence, prisoner, we have nothing to do
with that.» Said the president.

«If you have any pity, tell me if he lives.»

«Well, he is dead, are you satisfied?» said
the king's advocate,

The unhappy girl sank down upon her seal,
voiceless, tearless, white as a waxen figure.
Cold perspiration covered the face of
Gringoire.

In order to arouse her, a sergeant went to
the accused, and shook her unmercifully
while the president thus spoke:

«Girl, you did, and by the aid ol charms
and unawful practices, stab and slay Phabus
de Chateaupers. Do you persist in denying
this?»
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«Oh! horrors of horrors! oh, my Phebus!'
This is hell indeed!» cried she covering her
face with her hands.

«Do you persist in denying it7»

«] do deny it!»

«How do you explain the facts laid to your
charge!»

«] have already told you. I know not. It
was a pniest! a priest who haunts me!»

«In consequence of the painful obstinacy
of the prisoner, I demand the application of
torture.» Said Jacques charmolue.

«Granted.» replied the president.

The unhappy girl shook all over. She rose
and preceded by Charmolue and the officers
of the officiality toward a low door, which
suddenly opened, and closed after her.
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Chapter 24

GUSTICE IS ENLIGHTENED?!

La Esmeralda was thrust into a room of
sinister aspect. [t was a circular room with
no windows. Neither was any aperture but
the low entrance closed by a strong iron
door, There was a furnace in which burned a
large fire,

Tongs, pincers, broad plowshares, lay
pellmell heating in the fire in the pell-mell
interior of the furnace. On the leather bed,
in the middle of the room, was carelessly
secated Pierrat  Torterue, the «swom
tormentor», and his assistants.

Master Jacques Charmolue approached the
girl with a kind smile!

«My dear girl, do you persist in your
denmial?»
«Yes», she replied.
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«Then, take the trouble and sit down on
this bed. Master Pierrat, give place to this
young woman where is the doctor?».

«Here», answered a man in a black gown.
«Damoiselle, for the third time, do you
persist in denying the charges preferrred
against you?» said the Proctor of the court,
La Esmeralda nod an affirmative.

«] am very sorry, | am obliged to perform '

the duty of my office». Cried Charmolue.
«Mr. Proctor, what shall we begin with?»

asked Pierrat. Charmolue stopped fora moment,
thencried:

«With the buskin»,

Meanwhile the horny hands of Pierrat's
men had brutally stripped that beautiful leg.
«[t is a pity!» muttered the tormentor,
Presently her foot was hidden from sight in
the iron-bound apparatus. Terror then
restored her strength.

«Take it off! For mercy's sake!» She cried
wildly and sprang from the bed to throw
herself at the feet of the king's proctor, but
being bound, she sank down powerless.
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On a sign from Charmolue two coarse
hands fastened round her slender waist the
thong that hung from the ceiling.

«For the last time», said Charmolue, «Do
you confess the crimes laid to your
charge?»,

«l am innocent».

«Begin», said he to Pierrat.

Pierrat turned a screw; the buskin became
more and more contracted, and the wretch
sufferer shricked fiercely.

«Hold!»

«Do you confess?» said Charmolue.

«Everything!» cried the miserable girl, «l
confess, mercy! mercy!»,

The King's Proctor then said.

«Humanity obliges me to tell you that,
though you confess, you have nothing but
death to expect».

«] wish for it», said she. And she sank
upon the lcathern bed, suspended, as if
lifeless, by the thong buckled round her
waist. It was evident that her spirit was
utterly broken.

«Write clerk.» said Charmolue.

Then turning to Pierrat's men:

203

s Jp= OERG Oly o1 Ja )l e 5
Who Bae il hoy 5 Gl 05 % 533
e

Gl A 3l i et W Gl
g

Coodlyp Ih.‘,,,.Il

oo g T O3y

Oy Shdndl sl hadi (L) Lade ol bl
ggede i LU calbl L

gl Jla

11’3_,:.:. J,.l

Dl o ey

i I s 301G el U] 1 2 1S

Tl LSy Ju

i oL 8,1 o1 L DLW bl | a0
oA odh ::_,J’Iqq

A D

i T e P O e o
O Tty O .bajas Jpm Juy il giladl ol
ey gl B s e 2 IS ey

P el JLa

ropdadl ) g o3 S Ll s

202



«Loose the prisoner, and let her be taken CoaSomall &6 ) bajlosty ol 36, 1,Si0

back into court.»

Then addressing the priests of the
officiality.
«Justice is enlightened at last!»
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Chapter 25

The Sentencel!

When she again entered the court, pale
and halting, she was greeted with a general
buzz of pleasure. She advanced with
faltering steps to her place. Charmolue said:

«The accused has confessed the crime.»
«Bohemain girl,» said the president

«You have confessed then all your
misdeeds of magic, of prostitution, and of
murder commited on the body of Pheaebus de
Chateaupers?»

«Whatever you please; only put me to
death soon!».

The president, after conferring with others,
annonced:

«Bohemain girl, on such a day, at the hour
of noon, you shall be drawn in a tumbril,
stripped to your chemise barefoot, with a
rope about your neck, to the great porch of
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the church of Notre Dame, holding in your
hand a wax taper of two pounds’ weight, and
hence you shall be taken to the Place de
Greve, and there hanged by the neck on the
gallows. God receive your soul!»

«OH! it s a dream!» murmured the
prisoner.
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Chapter 26

WAITING FOR DEATH

La Esmeralda was thrust after her
condemnation into a cell under the palace of
Justice. It was, infact, a dungeon. There she
was, wrapped in darkness, buried, entombed
and immured. Cold as night, cold as death,
not a breath of air in her dark locks, not a
human sound in her ear, not a glimmer of
light in her eyes. She was weighed down
with chains, bent double, crouched beside a
pitcher and a loal of bread on a lintle straw,
in the pool formed from the walls of her
dungeon. She could no more distinguish
waking from slecping, dream [rom reality
than night from day. She had ccased to feel,
1o know, and to think.

Al length, she heard above her a louder
noise than usually made by the jailer, when
he brought her loaf and her pitcher ol water.
She raised her head, and saw a reddish ray
cntering the place. She could sce, also, a
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lantern, a hand, and the nether extremities of
a person. The light so painfully affected her
that she closed her cyes.

When she opened them again she saw a
black form with wrapper descended to ils
feet, stood before her. Nothing was to be
seen of the person, not even the hands. At
length, the prisoner broke silence:

«Who are you?
«A pricst.» «Are you prepared?»
«For what?»

«To die.»

«Oh! will it be soon?» said she with joy.

«Tomorrow.»

«It is a long time till then, why not
today?»

«You must be very unhappy, then?»
«] am very cold», she replied and clasped
her feet with her hands.

All at once, she burst out a-crying like a
child.

«I want to leave this place, sir. I am cold,
[ am afraid, and there are loathsome things
which crawl up me.»

«Well, come along with me.»
With these words the priest took hold of

her arm, the girl was chilled to her inmost
vitals.
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«Oh! it is the icy hand of death.» She
murmured, «who are you?»

The priest pushed back his hood. She
looked at him. It was the sinister face which
had so long haunted her, that demon-hecad
which had appeared to her adored Pheaebus,
that eye which glistened near a dagger,

«Ha!» cried she with terror, holding her
hands over her eyes.
«It is the priest!»

She dropped her hands, remained silting,
her eyes fixed on the ground, mute and
trembling.

At length he asked.
«Are you afraid of me then?»

«Yes,» said she, «the excutioner jeers the
condemn, it is you who killed him-who
killed my Phaebus!»

«Who are you? what have | done to you?
why should you hate me thus?»

«l love thee!» said the priest. «I love
thee.»

«Ah! What love?»

«The love of the damned,» said he, then
resumed!
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«Listen! before 1 saw you T was happy.»
«And I!» she sighed forth faintly.

«Interrupt me not, [ was innocent, no head
was lifted so proudly as mine. Priests and
doctors consulted me. Science was all in all
to me. One day | was sitting at the window
of my cell was reading. |1 heard the sound of

a tambourine. I cast my cyes upon the place.
What | saw was not sight made for human
eye. There, in the middle of the pavement, a
creature was dancing, a creature so beautiful
that she might have served as a model for
the mother of the Graces.

I looked ull I shuddered, | felt that the
hand of Fate was upon me. Meanwhile the
charm began to operate by degrees. The
dancing turned my brain. All at once you
began to sing. What could 1 do? your
singing was more fascinating than your
dancing. At last T saw you depart. | sank
into the corner of the window, stiff and
helpless as a fallen statue, I couldn't raise
up; something had come upon me, from
which 1 couldn't flee.»

He stopped short then continued:
«] was present at your trial. 1 foreboded
not the torture. [ saw your foot encased in
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the horrible buskin. At that shrick which was
forced from you, T plunged into my bosom a
dagger, that 1 carried beneath my wrapper.
Look, it still bleeds.»

He throw open his cassock, his breast was
lacerated as by the claw of a tiger. The
prisoner recoiled in horror

«Oh, maiden! take pity on me. You know
not what misery is. It is to love a woman, to
be a priest to be hated to love with all the
energies of your soul, to feel you would give
for her smile your blood, life, salvation and
to see her fond of another man. Torture!
these, these are pincers heated in the fire of
hell,» -

The wretched girl kept repeating in a low
tone:

«Oh my Phabus!»

The priest crawled toward her upon his

knees:

«I love you. If you go to perdition, I must
go with you. All that I have done, I have
done for this.»

«I you would, how happy might we be!
we would flee. I would enable you to
escape.»

«Let us loose no time. You will have
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enough time to love me after 1 have saved
you. Tomorrow! tomorrow! the gallows! save

yourself! spare me!»

With her eyes fixed on him, she inquired:
«What is become of my Phaebus?»
«He is dead.»

«Dead!, then why persuade me to hive7»
Then, the girl rushed upon him like an
enraged ugress:

«Begone, monster! begone murderer! leave
me to die. Never, never! Nothing will bring
us together.»

The priest had stumble upon the steps,
picked up his lantern and began slowly to

ascend to the door; he opened it and went
out.
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Chapter 27

THE LONG-WAITED-FOR HOUR

The next morning the recluse of Rolande’s
Tower heard the rumbling of wheels, the
tramp of horses, and the clanking of iron in
the Place de Greve. The noise, first, roused
her, but she fell again upon her knees 1o
gaze at the inamimate object which she had
thus adored for fifteen years. The prelty
little shoe has become an instrument of
torture, which is incessantly racking the
heart of the mother.

On this particular morning her grief
seemed to burst forth with greater violence
than usual, and she was heard crying in a
loud voice which wrung the heart.

«Oh, my child! better she had not given to

me at all than to have her taken from me sO
soon! my God! Ah! wretch that 1 was, to go

out that day!
Oh! my poor, dear little child.» «I want
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my child, but once more, only once!»

Grief like this never grows old, though the
garments of mourning become thrcadbare
and lose their color, the heart remains black
as ever.

At this moment the brisk and merry voices
of boys passed before her cell.

«They are going to hang an Egyptan
H)dl)’.l

She sprang to the aperture and looked
toward the gibbet A few people were
standing around. She recognized the
Archdeacon of Josas, he was reading the
breviary.

«Father» she inquired, «whom arc they
going to hang?»

«l know not,» said he.

«Some boys said that it was an Egyptian.»

«I believe so. Sister, you seem to hate the
Egyptians with all your heart.»

«Hate them!, they are child-stealers! They
devoured my little girl! They ate my heart
along with her. [ have none now!»

«There is one in particular,» resumed the
recluse, «that 1 hate and curse; a young girl
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about the same age of my child, Whenever
she passes my cell ,she sets all my blood-a
boiling.»

«Well .then sister, rejoice It's for her that
these preparations are making.»

The recluse waved her hands in triumph.

«Thanks, sir priest,» cried she. «I told her
what she would come to.»

She began to pace to and fro before her
window hurriedly with glaring eyes, just as a
caged she-wolf which has long been hungry
and is aware that the hour for her repast is
appproaching.

Phaebus, meanwhile, was not dead, In fact,
his wound was severe, but he was cured. He
joined his company in garrison a few relays
from Paris. When he called to mind his
adventure with La Esmeralda, he imagined
that there was much more of magic than of
love in this history.

He therefore soon set his mind at easc
respecting the sorceress Esmeralda. But
sooner was his heart vacant on this score
than the image of Fleur-de-lys returned
thither. He persumed that the affair with the
Bohemain must after the lapse of two
months be completely blown over and
forgotien.
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One morning he came swaggering to the
door of the Gondclaurie mansion. The noble
damoiselle was herself more charming than
ever,

«What have you been doing with yourself
for these two months?»

«My dear cousin, | was ordered away 1o
keep garrison,» answered he.

«How is that you have not been once (o
see me7»

Here Phacbus was seriously embarrassed.

«Why our duty and besides, 1 have been
ill.»

«I17»

«Yes, wounded. 1 had a squabble with
licutenant Mahe Fedy, and each of us ripped
up a few inches of the other's skin. That is
all.»

«Ah! Phecebus, how I rejoice that you are
quite well again.»

Then, in order to change the conversation
he cricd:

«What a crowd there is in the place?»

«I heard that a witch is to do penance this
morning before the church, and to be hung
afterward.»
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«What is the name of the witch?»

«] know not. Oh! | am hot,» said Fleur.

«Will 1 draw the curtains?»

«No, no! I have need of air,» then she ran
out to the balcony.

The wide portals of the church were
closed, contrasting with the numberless
windows around the place which displayed
thousands of heads heaped one above
another.

A cart, drawn by a strong Norman bay,
and surrounded by horsemen had just
entered the place. In the fatal vehicle was
seated a young female, with her hands ted
behind her and a knotty cord twined itself
around her neck. At her feet there was a
little goat, also bound.

«Only look, fair cousin,» said Fleur de
Lys «'tis that Bohemian hussy with the
goat.» She turned round toward Phabus. His
eyes were fixed on the cart. He was
unusually pale.

«1 know not what you mean,» said Phabus
and tried to step back to return to the room,
but Fleur de lys said:

«Stay, and let us look on till all is over.»

The cart stopped before the central porch.
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When the great door was opened, heads of
priesis were seen moving about in the distant
stalls of the choir. There burst from the
church a grave, loud and monotonous chant.
It belonged to the mass for the dead.

The excutioner’'s man went to assist her to
alight from the cart. She seemed to lose both
sight and thought. Her pale lips moved, as if
in prayer, repeating in a low tone:
«Phabus!»

She was then made to walk barefoot on
the hard pavement which led to the porch.
Her eyes were [ixed on him who walked at
the head of the group. She muttered to her
self, shuddering, «therc he is again, the
priest!»

The archdeacon approached her slowly. In
a loud voice he addressed her:

«Bohemian girl, have you prayed God to
pardon your crimes?»

Then stooping, he whispered:

«Will you be mine? 1 can even yel save
youl»

«What have you done with my Phabus?»

«Well, then die!» said he. «No one shall
have you.»

Al that moment the wretched archdeacon
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raiscd his head mechanically and saw
Pheebus in that balcony. He shuddered, then
lifted his hand over the Egyptian and
pronounced some Latin words to conclude
the gloomy cerenomy. It was the signal
given by the prizst to the excutioner.

He turned his back on the prisoner, his
head sank upon his bosom, his hands crossed
each other and receded from sight.

Master Charmolue gave a sign and two
men approached the Egyptian to tie her
hands again, and take her again to the cart.
She raised her dry eyes toward heaven,
toward the sun, the silvery clouds, and then
cast them down around her upon the earth,
the crowd, and the houses, as if bidding life
a farewell look.

All at once, she gave a startling scream, a
scream of joy. She saw him in the balcony:
her lord, her Phacbus just as he looked when
a live. The judges and the priest had told her
a falsehood!

«Pheebus!» she cried, «My Phebus!».

She would stretch her arms trembling with
love and transport, but they were bound.
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She then saw the caplain knit his brow;
and a young handsome lady leaning upon
him. He uttered a few words, which she was
too far off to hear, then entered the room
with the young lady.

«Phocbus!» cried she, «Do you too believe
it?».

She had borne up thus far against
everything. This last shock was too violent.
She fell senseless upon the pavement.

No one had yet observed in the gallery of
the royal statues, a strange-looking spectator,
who had till then been watching all that

passed, with attitude so motionless, head so
outstretched and visage so deformed. He

had been watching every scene of the
tragedy ever since noon, and had tied to one
of the small pillars of the gallery a knotted
rope, the end of which reached the
pavement.

Al the exact time, he strode across the
balustrade of the gallery, seized the rope
with feet, knees and hands glided down, ran
up to the two men, felled both of them to
the ground with his enormous fists, bore off
the Egyptain on one arm, and at one bound
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he was in the church shouting with his
terrific voice:
«Sanctuary! Sanctuary!»

This was all done with the speed of
lightning.

«Sanctuary! Sanctuary!» repeated the mob,
and the claping of ten thousand hands
caused Quasimodo’s only eye to sparkle with
joy and exultation. For that moment
Quasimodo was really beautiful.

After a triumph of a few minutes,
Quasimodo hastened into the interior of the
church with his burden. Within the walls of
Notre-Dame the prisoner was secure from
molestation. The cathedral was a place of

refuge. Human justice dared not cross its
threshold.
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Chapter 28

A SPIRIT OR A LIVING HUMAN?

Claude Frollo was no longer in Notre
Dame when Quasimodo saved the Egyptian.
He hurried out the church and ordered a
boatman to carry him across the river, and
wandered among the streets pale and
haggard, blinded and bewildered.

A crowd of frightful ideas then rushed
upon his mind.

He Shuddered. He thought of that unhappy
girl who had undone him, and whom he had
undone. He was almost mad since he had
lost the hope and the will to save her. His
mind retained but two distinct images: La
Esmeralda and the gibbet; all rest was black.

The sun was nearly setting. Dom Claude
found a boatman, near the other bank, who
took him up the Seine to the point of the
city. The sun had set and lights begin to
glimmer here and there in the windows.
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Distracted, he knew not whither he went.
Presently he was upon the pont st. Michel.
He, then, made up his mind and ran toward
Notre-Dame. The door of the cloisters was
shut, but he always carried the key of the
tower in which was his room,

On entering one of the aisles he perceived
a reddish light behind a cluster of pillars. He
ran toward it.

It was the petty lamp on the public
breviary of Notre-Dame. He hurried 1o the
sacred book, in hopes of finding in 1t some
consolation or encouragement. [t was open at
the passage of Job:

«Then a spirit passed before my face, and
the hair of my flesh stood up.»

At length, recovering some degree of
consciousness, he thought of seeking refuge
in the tower near his trusty Quasimodo. He
slowly ascended the staircase of the tower,
filled with secret dread.

All at once a gust of wind extinguished
his lamp, and at the same moment he saw

something white, a shade, a female, appear
at the opposite angle of the tower. He
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shuddered. By the side of this female there
was a little goat.

«It was she herself!» pale, sad, unbound
and habited in light white robe. She came
toward him slowly, and all he could do was

to recede a step for every one that she
advanced.

He began to descend the stair case when
heard a voice laughing and repeating
distinctly in his ear, «A spirit passed before
my face, and the hair of my flesh stood up.»
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Chapter 29

THE SANCTUARY

All churches in the Middle Ages had the
right of sanctuary. When the criminal set
foot in the sanctuary, he was sacred, but he
was obliged (o beware of leaving it.

At Notre Dame it was a small cell on the
top of the aisle where Quasimode deposit La
Esmeralda unconscious.

Her ideas awoke and rcturned to her one
by one. She saw she was in the church; she
recollected having been snatched out of the
hands of the executioner; that Phacbus was
alive, and that he no longer loved her. She
turned toward Quasimodo, frightened by his
aspect, said:

«Why did you save me?7»

He looked anxiously at her striving (o
guess what she said. She repeated the
question. He then cast on her a look deeply
sorrowful, and withdrew.
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A few moments afterwards he returned
with a bundle contained & white robe with a
white veil. He left again allowing her to
dress herself. He returned with a
basket-contained a bottle, bread, and some
provision and a matress. He said:

«Eat'», Handing her the matress, said:

«sleep!»

It was his own dinner, his own bed, that
the bellringer had brought her.

The Egyptian lifted her eyes to thank him,

but she could not utter a word. She dropped
her head with a thrill of horror.

«Ah!» said he, | frighten you, I see. | am
ugly enough. Don't look at me. Listen only
in the day time you shall stay here; at night
you can walk about all over the church But
stir not a step out, they will caich you and
kill you, and it will be the death of me.»

She raised her head to reply, but he was

gone.

Next morning she perceived that she had
slept. It was so long that she had been un
accustomed to sleep! The sun threw its
cheering rays upon her face. But besides the
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sun she saw at the aperture the unlucky face
of Quasimodo. She involuntarily closed her
eyes. She heard a hoarse voice saying very
kindly: |

«Don't be a fraid. I came to see you asleep. |
am going, you canopen youreyes.»

The Egyptian was deeply affected, she
opened her eyes but he was nol al the
window. She went to it and said:

«Come!»

Quasimodo, being deaf, saw the motion of
her lips imagined that she was bidding him
to go away. She then darted out of the cell,
ran to him and took hold of his arm, On

feeling her touch, Quasimodo trembled in

every limb.

She drew him toward her,
«No, nol»

Said he, «the owl never enters the nest of
the lark.» He insisted on staying at her
threshold.

Every moment she discovered in
Quasimodo some new deformity. At the same
time an air of such sadness and gentleness
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prevaded his whole figure, that she began to
reconcile with it

«Did you not call me back?» said he.

«Yes,» said shz with a nod of affirmation,

«Alas! you must know, | am deafl»

«Poor fellow!»

«You think nothing else was wanting, don’t
you?»

«l am dcaf. It is terrible! while you are...
s0 beautifull»

He smiled sadly and resumed:

«Never till now was | aware how hideous |
am. When compare mysell with you, | cannot
help pittying myself, poor unhappy monster
that 1 am!. | am deaf, but you will speak to
me by gestures, by signs, and 1 understand
from the motion of your lips.»

The girl said with a smile:

«Well, then, tell me why you saved me?»
«| understand.»

You have forgotten a wretch to whom you
brought relief on the pillory. A draught of
water and a look of pity are more than I could
repay with my life.»
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«Look you! we have very high towers here,
when you wish to be rid of me, tell me to
throw myself from the top.»

He then rose, «1 must not stay longer. I'll
seek some place where I can look at you
without your seeing me.»

He drew from his pocket a small metal
whistle.

«Take this, when you want me, whistle
with this. I shall hear the sound.»

Time passed on. Tranquillity returned by
degrees to the soul of La Esmecralda,
Excessive grief, like excessive joy, is oo
violent to last, The terrible images which she
had been haunted by, were leaving her by
degrees. Of the bitter feelings she had
experienced, astonishment alone was left.

All the terrible phantoms, Pierrat,
Charmolue and even the priest himself had
faded from her mind. And then, Phatbus was
yet living. She was sure of it; she had seen
him. To her Phacbus' life was everything.

She believed that Pheebus still loved her,
and loved but her. Had he not sworn it?
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No doubt La Esmeralda did not think of the
captian without pain. It was terrible to think
that the wound to be inflicted by one who
would have given a thousand lives for his
sake,

There was no reason to be angry with him;
had she not confessed her crime? had she not
yielded to the torture?

When the thoughts of Phacbus allowed her
time, the Egyptian would sometimes think of
Quasimodo. He was the only bond, the only
link that was left her with mankind.

Quasimodo, nevertheless, looked in from
time to time, she strove as much as she could
to conceal her aversion, but he was able to
perceive the slightest movement of that kind.

One time he came to the door of the cell,
La Esmeralda was singing a Spanish ballad,
at the abrupt appearance of the ugly face she
stopped short. The unhappy bell-ringer
dropped upon his knees, at the threshold, and
with a beseeching look clasped his clumsy
shapeless hands.

«Oh!» said he, «go on, I pray you, and fire
me not away.»

Not wishing to vex him, the trembling girl
continued the song. He remained upon his
knees, with his hands joined as in prayer. He
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was listening to her song with his eye.

One morning, La Esmecralda, having
advanced to the parapet of the roof, was
looking at the place. Quasimodo was behind
her. On a sudden the Bohemain shuddered, a
tear and a flash of joy sparkled at once in her
eyes. She fell on the knees, and extended her
arms in anguish toward the place, crying:

«Phebus'! come! come! one word, for
God's sake! Phacbus!»,

The officer was too far off 1o hear the call
of the unhappy girl. Quasimodo bending
forward, perceived the object of this wild and
tender appeal. He was a young and a
handsome horseman, an armed captain who
was bowing to a fair lady in the balcony.
Quasimodo sighed, turned around. his heart
was swollen with tears which he repressed;
he dashed his fists against his head; and when
he removed them there was in each a handful
of red hair.

He said in a lowtone, «Perdition! That is
how one ought to look, then! One need but
have a handsome outside!».

Then he gently pulled her sleeve and said:
«Shall 1 go and fetch him?»,
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She gave a cry of joy, «Oh! go! go! run
quick!».

When he reached the place, nothing was to
be seen but the fine horse fastened to the gate
of the Gondalaurier mansion. La Esmeralda
wasstill at the same place. He leaned with his
back against one of the pillars of the porch,
determined to await the captain's departure.

The whole day passed in this manner,
Quasimodo at the pillar, La Esmeralda on the
roof, and Pheebus no doubt at the feet of
Fleur de Lys.

Al length night arrived; a few hours
passed, and a horse was pancing bencath the
porch. The brilliant officer, wrapped in his
cloak, passed swiftly before Quasimodo who
ran after him.

«Ho! Captain!».

The captain pulled up. Quasimodo came up
to him, boldly laid hold of the horse's bridle
and said:

«There is one who would speak with you!
Follow me, captain».

«Let go the bridle!».

«Loose my horse, I tell you» cried Pheebus.

«Come, captain; it is a female who is
waiting for you a female who loves you. It is
the Egyptian whom you are acquainted with».
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This intimation made a strong impression
upon Phacbus, the gallant officer had retired
to the room with Fleur before Quasimodo
rescued the girl.

«The Egyptian'», he exclaimed, with
almost a feeling of terror.

«What, then, are you from the other
world?»

Pheebus dealt Quasimodo a smart stroke
with his whip across the arm,

He returned to Notre-Dame, lighted his
lamp and ascended the tower. As he
expected, La Esmeralda was in the same
place. She ran to him.

«Alone!» She exclaimed, sorrowfully
clasping her hands.

«1 couldn't meet with him», said
Quasimodo dryly.

«You should have waited all night», she
cried angrily.

«l will watch him better another time».

«Go you away!» cried she.

He left her. He had rather be ill-used by
her than give her pain. He kept all the
mortification to himself.
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From that day he ceased to come to her
cell. She saw him not, but she felt the
presence of a good genius around her.

Her fresh supplies of provisions were
brought by an invisible hand while she was
asleep. One morning she found over her
window a cage with birds, in another, she
found two vases with flowers.

Sometimes, in the evening, she heard the
voice of some unseen person singing a sad
strain, as il to lull her to sleep. One night,
however, she heard a sigh near her cell. She
rose, and by the light of the moon she saw a
shapeless mass lying outside across the door
way. It was Quasimodo asleep upon the
stones.
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Chapter 30

EVEN OF QUASIMODO?

Meanwhile public rumor had communicated
to the archdeacon the miraculous manner in
which the Egyptian had been saved. He had
made up his mind to the death of La
Esmeralda, and was therefore easy on that
point. He had drained the cup of misery to
the dregs. The human heart cannot contain
more than a certain quantity of despair. When
a sponge is thoroughly soaked, the sea may
pass over it without introducing into it one
additional drop.

He kept himseif inside his cell whose door
never opened even to Jehan, his beloved
brother. He passed whole days with his face
close to the panes of his window where he
could see La Esmeralda with herself, with her
goal, and could see also the hunchback and
his respectful and submissive manners toward
the Egyptian. This idea distracted him,

267

O faadl)

!?"3_’44‘3"5 ol

o LY =S INE RNCHPIC) TRCA ) U P
A s il g ol steudl 2 e

Gyt sdgy sl el e b ok el B O
gy sl (VI Glesl o sl L i) ke OIS
O ey ¥ g LBl O e s e elanll S
S OB JUb ..rL‘ Bl LaS e N Gy
ciay Ol Op Galdl i) G5 e O el ey
il A WL

pote Yy ol g iy ¥ i i e
ials Ll ai O .0l g ol oY Tl b
G WM e p U5 S GUIL gl ey LaoY
b= 05, Jgre & \gits o Wl o5 Y
wyasy dihlll oy wslby wiey sopajlys Lal
cacdadl SAUL 3 S e a4 eall Glladlt

266



Every night he imagined La Esmeralda in
all pictures that made the blood boil in his
veins. One night, however, they inflamed him
to such a degree, that he leapt out of his bed,
and with a lamp in his hand, left his cell. He
knew where to find the key of the Porte
Rouge, the communication between the
cloisters and the church.

On that night La Esmeralda had fallen
asleep in her lodge. She seemed to hear a
kind of noise about her. The night was very
dark. She nevertheless saw at the window a
face looking at her, there was a lamp which
threw a light upon this apparition. He, then,
put out his lamp.

«Oh!» she cried in a faint voice. «The
Priest!».

A moment, afterward, she felt something
touch her. She shuddered, raised hersell
furiously into a sitting posture.

«Begone, murderer! monster!» she said.

«Mercy! mercy!» muttered the priest, «My
love to you is a thousand daggers in my
heart»,

«Begone, demon!» said she and drew
hersell backwards.
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All at once, her hand touched something
cold, that felt like metal. It was Quasimodo's
whistle. She whistled with all the force she
had left. Almost at the same moment the
Pricst felt himself grasped by a vigorous arm.
The cell was dark, there was just little light to
enable him to see the broad blade of a cutlass
glistening above his head.

But the Priest imagined that he perceived
the figure of Quasimodo. In the twinkling of
an cye, the Priest was stretched on the floor,
and felt a leaden knec pressing upon his

breast. But Quasimodo hesitated, and said in
a muttering voice:

«No, no blood upon herl».

The Priest recognized the voice of
Quasimodo.

The Priest then felt a huge hand dragging
him by the leg out of the cell, it was there
that he was to die. Luckily for him, the moon
had just burst forth.

Quasimodo looked at his face, seized with
a trembling, released him and started back.
The Egyptian, saw with surprise the actors
suddenly exchanging characters. It was now
the Priest's turn to threaten, Quasimodo's to
supplicate.
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Quasimodo stood for a moment with bowed
head. and then, falling on his knces before
the door of the Egyptian,

«Monseigneur. Kill me first!».

He offered him the cutlass, but la
Esmeralda was too quick for him, and
bursting into a hysteric laugh.

«Come on' come on coward», she cried «l
know that Phaebus is not dead!».

The Priest, with a violent kick, overthrew
Quasimodo and rushed quivering with rage to
the vaulted staircase. The thing was
conclusive. Dom Claude was jealous of
Quasimodo! With pensive look he repeated
the fatal phrase.

«Nobody shall have her!».
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Chapter 31

KNOW NOT DESPAIR

Pierre Gringoire was standing at the corner
of a beautiful chapel of the fourteenth
century. He was intently examining the
sculptures on the outside, he was being
absorbed and seemed to see nothing but his
art.

All at once, he felt a hand fall heavily upon
his shoulder. He turned about. It was his old
friend, his old master, the archdeacon. He
was surprised.

The Priest broke silence, saying, in a
grave, freezing tone, «How goes it with you,
Master Pierre?»

«As to my health, | may say, so - so».

«And what are you doing now7».

«You see, master, [ am examining the cut
of these stoness.

«And that amuses you?».

«It is paradise!»,

«You are happy, then?».
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«Yes, upon my honor».

«And you wish for nothing, and regret
nothing?7».

«Neither wishes nor regrets. [ have
arranged my life»,

«And how do you earn a livelihood?».

«[ still make epics and tragedies; but what
brings in most money is the trade you have
seen me follows.

«You are then as poor as ever?»,

«Poor enough, but not unhappy».

«What have you done with the young
Egyptian dancing-girl?».

«La Esmeralda? my wife of a broken jug!
you seem to be always thinking of hers,

«And do you never think of her now?»,
«Very little, I am so busy».
«Didn't she save your life?».

«True enough; Alas, they hanged her!».
«You believe»,

«I am not sure, 1 go out of the way», «I
was told that she had taken sanctuary in
Notre-Dame, and that she was safe there. I
was very glad to hear, but | was nol certain».

«l can tell you more», said Dom Claude.
«She has actually taken sanctuary In
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Notre-Dame. But in three days Justice will

again scize her, and she will be hanged in the
Greve. The Parliament has issued a decree».

«That is a pity! who the devil has amused
himself with soliciting an order of
restitution?».

«There are Satans in the world». «Will you
then not try to do something for her?».

«] desire no better, Dom Claude, but
perhaps, 1 may get my own neck into an ugly
noose»,

«What significs that? she did save your life
and you are only paying a debt».

«How many of my debts besides that are

unpaid!».
«Master Pierre, I have well weighed the

matter, there is but one way to save hers.
«And which?».

«Listen, Master Pierre, the church is
watched night and day and those who enter
must be seen go out. You would be allowed
to go in. 1 will take you to her. You must
change clothes with her»,

«So far, so good and then?».

«She will go away in your clothes, and you
will remain in hers. You will be hanged
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perhaps; but she will escape».

Gringoire rubbed his brow with a
profoundly serious look, and said:

« will think about it. After all, who
knows! Perhaps they will not hang me. They
may only laugh».

«Are we agreed? Is it settled, then? will
you come tomorrow7».

«No. no'»s said Gringoire in the tone of a
man awakening from sleep, and persumed.

«Be hanged I beg to be excused».
«Farewell then! I will find you out again».

Then, Gringoire ran after him saying:
«A capital idea has just occured lo me».
«What is your proposal?».

«She is a favorite with the dark race. They
will rise at the first word. Nothing casier. A
sudden attack. In the confusion, carry her
away!».

«But the means?» inquired Claude angrily.

Gringoire bent his lips to the archdeacon
car, and whispered very softly. When he had
finished, Dom Claude grasped his hand, and
said coldly:
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«Good! tomorrow 7».
«Tomorrow!» repeated Gringoire and each
one went in a different way,

In returning to his cell, the archdeacon
found his brother, Jehan.

«Brother, 1 have come o see you» said
Jehan dryly.

«What do you want7»,

«Brother, you are so good to me, and you
give me such exccllent advice, that | always
come back to you.

«What now?».

«Brother, you see standing here a sinner, a
criminal, a wretch. | would like to live a
better life. And I come to you, brother, with
my heart full of contrition».

«Is that all?».

«Yes», said Jehan. «A little moncy».,
«[ have none».

«Well, my brother, you will not give me
any money? No! In that case, I will become a
Truand».

“ Go to the devil'! Then become a Traund»
said the archdeacon coldly.

Jehan made a low bow, and descended the
staircasc whistling.
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When he was under the window of his
brother's cell, the window was opened. He
raised his head. He heard his brother say:

«This is the last money you will get from
mc»,

So saying, the Priest threw out a purse to
Jehan.
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Chapter 32

TO THE LAST BLOOD DROP!

One evening, there was a greater tumalt
than usual in the tavern of the vagabonds, as
when some important enterprise is planning.
The vagabonds appeaed to be in higher
spirits than ordinary, and between the legs of
cach was seen glistening some weapon or
other.

In this multitude three principal groups
were crowding around three personages, One
of these personages, was the Duke of Egypt -
(as named by the gypsies). The other was
Clopin Trouillefou who was superintending

the pillage of a large hogshead full of arms;
hatchets, swords, knives and saws.

Each took from the heap what he pleased.
The very children armed themselves. Al one
table, upon the bench in the chimney corner

was scated a philosopher absorbed in
meditation. It was Gringoire.
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The third party was gathered around a
young warrior armed to the very teeth.

«Come, make haste, arm yourselves! We
shall start in an hour!» said Clopin
Trouillefou to his crew.

The voice of a young warrior was heard.
He cried:

«A vagabond! What am I but a vagabond!
my friends. my name is Jehan Frollo! We are
going, brothers, on a rare expedition. Lay
siege to the chruch, break open the doors,
carry off the damsel, rescue her from the
judges, save her from the priests. We'll hang

Quasimodo. T am a vagabond to my heart's
COrcs»,

«Well then, comrades!» cried a peddler,

«10 Notre-Dame! the sooner the better! In
the chapel there are two statues, both of gold
and the pedestals of silver gilt. 1 know this to
a certainty. 1 am a goldsmith by trade».

«We should get our sister out of their
clutches. No resistance to fear in the church,»

cried Clopin and shouted with a voice of
thunder:
«Midnight!».

The moon was overcast. The immence
multitude, of both sexes armed with weapons
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of all sorts, appeared to be forming In
column. The voice of Clopin was heard:

«Now, silence in passing through the
streets! No torch is to be lit till we are at
Notre-Dame.

That same night Quasimodo slept not. He
had just gone his last round in the church. He
was fastening the doors when he saw the
archdeacon pass.

Dom Claude appeared that night to be more
deeply absorbed in thought than usual. Ever
since his nocturnal adventure in the cell, he
had treated Quasimodo with great harshness
and even went so far to strike him. But
nothing could shake the submission, the
patience, the devoted resignation of the
faithful bell-ringer.

That night, then Quasimodo, after taking a
glance at his bells began to take a survey of
Paris.

He has observed suspicious looking men
prowling incessantly about the church, and
keeping their eyes {ixed on the young girl's
asylum. He imagined that some plot against
the unfortunate refugee might be on foot. He
redoubled his attention.

The sight was alarming, he perceived the
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head of a column approaching through the
streets and spread itself over the Place de
Parvis. He could distinguish nothing but that
it was a crowd.

At this critical moment he began to
consider what course he had best pursue.
Ought he to wake the Egyptian? o assist her
to escape? How? which way? the streets were
invested; the church was backed by the river.
There was no boat.

He had, therefore, but one course - to die
on the threshold of Notre-Dame; to make all
the resistance in his power until succor
should arrive, and not to disturb the slumbers
of La Esmeralda.

After a moment's pause round the church,
Clopin cried:
«Forward! my lads! To your business».

Thirty stout men made for the great door of
the church and were at work with their
pincers and their levers. The door, however,
held firm. «Devil! it is tough and obstinate!».

«Courage, comrades! Hold, 1 think the lock
is giving way» replied Clopin.

Clopin was interrupted by a tremendous
crash behind him. He turned around. An
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enormous beam had fallen from the sky; it
had crushed a dozen of the vagabonds on the
steps of the church. The beggars, with cries
of horror, scramped in every direction. The
blacksmiths abandoned the door, and the area
of the Parvis was cleared in a twinkling.

Mecanwhile nothing was to be seen on the
facade, the top of which was too high for the
light of the torches to reach.

The report of the fircarms awoke the
peaceful inhabitants of the neighboring
houses; windows might be seen opening, and
hands holding candles,

«Fire at the windows!» roared out Clopin.

The poor citizens retired with fright into
their houses.

«To work, then, scoundrels! Pretty fellows,
these» cried Clopin, «Who are frightened out
of their wits by a bit of wood!».

«Captain», rejoind an old smith, «the door
is all clamped with iron bars, We wanl
battering rams».

«Here it is then.» He pointed at the beam.
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The vagabonds battered the door with the
more fury, but it yielded not, though the
whole cathedral shook.

At the same instant a shower of stones
began to rain upon the heads of the
assailants. Sometime later, the stones ceased
falling. The vagabonds no longer looked up.
They crowded round the great door, shattered
by the battering engines, but still standing.
They awaited, with a thrill of impaticnce, the
last grand blow. Each was striving to get
nearest to the door to dart into the rich
magazine of treasures.

All of a sudden, a howling more hideous
than that which followed the fall of the beam,
burst forth from among the vagabonds. Two
streams of molten lead were pouring from the
building upon the thickest part of the crowd.
The sea of men had subsided bencath the
boiling metal.

The vagabonds, fled, pell-mell, and the
Parvis was cleared a second time.

All eyes were raised to the top of the
building. They beheld a sight of an
extraordinary kind. A vast body of flame,
accompanied by showers of sparks, ascended
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between the two towers. Below this fire two

spouts, in the shape of the jaws of monsters,
vomited those streams.

The principals of the vagabonds had retired
to the Porch of the Gondelauricr mansion.
They were holding consultation.

Clopin struck his clumsy fists together with
rage, «It is impossible to break in!»,

«Do you see that demon passing to and fro,
before the fire?» cried the Duke of Egypt.

«It is that cursed Dbell-ringer, the
Quasimodo» said Colpin. He added:

«Let us make one more trial. Shall we
lcave our sister belund, to be hanged
tomorrow by these wolves?».

«We shall not get in at the door, that's
certain?» said one of the assailants.

«] shall go back», said Clopin. «Who will
come with me? Where is little Jehan7»,

«Dead, no doubt», replied somecone. «l
have not heard his laugh for some time».
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«And Master Pierre Gringoire?».
«He sneaked off as soon as we reached the
Parvis».

«Captain», cried the same person, «yonder
comes the little scholar».

«What is he dragging after him?», rejoined
Clopin. Clopin went up to him. «What are
you going at with that ladder?».

Jehan eyed him with a look of spite and
importance. Al that moment he was really
sublime. He said:

«Do you see that row of statues?».

«Yes, what then?».

«That is the gallery of the kings of France.
At the end of it, there is a door which 1s
always on the latch. With this ladder I will
mount to it, and then I am in the church».

In an instant the ladder was raised and
placed against the balustrade of the lower
gallery, above one of the side doors. He
mounted slowly, being impeded by his heavy
armor. He then continued to ascend, followed
by the vagabonds, He at length touched the
balcony and nimbly leaped upon it. But all at
once he was struck dumb with horror. He
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perceived Quasimodo crouching in the dark
behind one of the royal statues and his eye
flashing fire.

The formidable hunchback sprang to the
top of the ladder, and, without uttering a
word, caught hold of the two sides ol the
ladder with his nervous hands, and pushed
them from the wall with superhuman force. It
fell with its load and shrieks of horror rent
the air.

Jehan Frollo found himself in a critical
situation. Seperated from his comrades by a
perpendicular wall of eighty feet, and alone
with the formidable bell-ringer. The scholar
ran to the door. He was disappointed. It was
locked. Jehan hid himself behind a statue and
held his breath.

Quasimodo lcaped upon Jchan like a
grasshopper and disarmed him. Founding him
self powerless, he began to laugh him in the
face with all the thoughtless gaiety of a boy
of sixsteen.

But he did not laugh long.

Quasimodo was seen holding the scholar
by the leg and swinging him round over the
abyss like a sling. Presently was heard a
sound like that of a coconut broken by being
dashed against a wall, then, some thing was
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scen falling. It was a dead body that struck
there, bent double, the back broken, and the

skull empty.

A cry of horror burst from the vagabonds.
«Revenge!».

The death of poor Jehan kindled a fury in
the crowd. They were filled with shame at
having been so long held in check before a
church by a hunchback.

In a few moments, some had ladders, others
knotted rope, these crawling figures were
now closing in upon Quasimodo.

Some churches had sent succor and the
place was soon illumined with a thousand
torches. Distant alarm bells were heard
ringing.

Quasimodo, powerless against such a host
of enemies, shuddering for the Egyptian,
praved to heaven for a miracle.
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Chapter 33

IT MUST BE HE!

Gringoire was wandering in the streets at
night when he saw in the dark a figure in a
black dress and a cowl.

«It is you, master?» said Gringoire.
«You make my blood boil, Gringoire, It is
half-past onex».

You are never in time for anything. But let
us be gone. Have you the watchword of the
vagabonds7».

«Be casy, | haves..

«We should not else be able to reach the
church. The rabble block up all the streetss».

«How are we to get into the church?».

«] have a key to the towers».

«And how shall we get out».

«Behind the cloisters there is an opening to
the river. I moored a boat there this
morrning»,
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Al this moment the church was on the point
of being carried by the mob. All at once the

tramp of horses in full gallop arrived at the
Place like a hurricane.

The conflict was terrible. The vagabonds at
length gave way. They fled in all directions,
leaving the Parvis strewed with dead.

When Quasimodo perceived their defeat, he
fell on his knees and lifted his hands to
heaven; then frantic with joy, he flew swiftly
to the little cell. When he reached the cell, he
found it empty,

La Esmeralda, when the vagabonds
attacked, was asleep. It was not long before
she was roused by the noise around the
cathedral. She hurried out of the cell to see
what was the matter. She then hurried back in
affright to bury her face in the bedclothes,
ignorant of what the multitude were doing
and what they meant to do. She, however,
anticipated some terrible catastrophe.

Amid this anguish she heard a foot step
close to her. She looked up. Two men had
just entered her cell. She gave a faint shriek.
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«Fear nothing», said a voice, «It s I».

«And who are you?» she inquired.
«Pierre Gringoire».

That name gave her fresh courage. She
lifted her eyes, and saw a black figure, which
struck her mute, standing at his side.

«Who is that with you?»,

«Be ecasy, it is one of my friends. We are
your friends, and are come 0 save Yyou,
Follow us»,

«ls it true?»,
«Quite true, I assure you. Come quick!»,

«But how is il that your friend does not
speak».

Gringoire took her by the hand; his
companion picked up the lantern and walked
on before.

Behind the church, at the river bank, lay a
small skiff. Gringoire and La Esmeralda got
in, the man in black seated himself in the
forepart and began to row. The girl watched
the mysterious unknown with secret terror.
The light of his dark lantern made him look
as a spacter.
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He rowed toward the landing place of the
Port au-Foin in the isle of Notre-Dame.

The tumult around Notre-Dame was raging
with increasing vchemence, and distant
shouts of, «The Egyptian! the sorceress!
death to the Egyptian!» were plainly heard.

The unhappy girl dropped her head upon
her hands, and the unknown began Lo row
furiously toward the shore. Our philosopher
was musing. He hugged the goat in his arms.
He looked at the Egyptian and then at it with
eyes brimful of tears muttering:

«And yet I connot save you both!»

The skiff had reached the shore. The
unknown rose, offered her his arm to assist
her to land. She refused it and clung to the
sleeve of Gringoire. She stood for a moment
with her eyes fixed on the water. When she
came 1o herself a little she was alone with the
unknown man.

She strove to speak, to cry out, to call
Gringoire, but her tongue refused its office.
The man spoke not a word. With hasty step
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he began to move toward the Place de Greve,
drawing her slowly by the hand.

At that moment she had a feeling that Fate
is an irresistible power.

At length she mustered a little strength and
asked:
«Who are you? who are you?».

He made no reply. They arrived at the
Greve she now knew where she was. The man
stopped, and raised his cowl,

«Oh!» stammered she,  petrified with
horror: -
«I knew that it must be he!».
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Chapter 34

FOR FEW MOMENTS ONLY!

It was in truth the Priest. He looked like a
ghost.

«Listen to me!» said he; «This is the
Greve. We go no farther. Fate delivers us up
into the hands cof each other. Thy life is at
my disposal; my soul at thine. I would tell
you-but no a word about Phabus. I know not
what I shall do; but it will be terrible».

«An order has been issued by the
Parliament which consigns you again to the
gallows. I have rescued you from their hands.

But younder they are searching for you.
Look».

«I love you. I can save you. All depends on
your will. Whatever you will shall be done»,
He went straight to the foot of the gibbet, and
said coldly:

«Choose between us.»
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«I feel less horror of that than of you», she
replied.

«No.., no! It can't be! No fire can be fiercer
than that which consumes my heart. Will you
never take compassion on me, then?»,

He burried his face in his hands. La
Esmeralda heard him weep; it was for the
first time,

«1 must tell you still more, something very
horrible! What have you done with him?

What have | done with him? Oh! Lord! 1 have
fed him, brought him up, loved him, and |
have slain him! on her account».

Then, he cried wildly:

«Cain, what have you done with your
brother?».

«You are an assassin'» said she,

«Loose me. I tell you I belong to my
Phaebus! That it is Phaecbus [ loves,

He gave a violent shrick, like a wreich to
whose flesh a red-hot iron is apphied.

«Die then!», said he.

She tricd to flee. He caught her again,
shook and dragged her after him by her
beautiful arms toward the angle of Roland’s
Tower. Then cried aloud:
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«Gudule! Sister Gudule! Here 1is the
Egyptian! Revenge yourself on her!».

The damsel felt herself suddenly seized by
the wrist. She looked; it was a skeleton arm
thrust through a hole in the wall which held
her like a vice.

«Hold fast! Let her not escape. | will fetch
the sergeants, you shall see her hanged».

The girl presently recognized the malicious
recluse. Panting with terror, she strove 1o
release herself. She felt horror mounting to
the very roots of her hair. Then, she sank
against the wall exhausted.

«You arc to be hanged! ha! ha!» said the
recluse with a sinister laugh.

«What harm have 1 done to you?» said La
Esmeralda in a faint voice.

«What harm? The Egyptians' the gypsy!”
«] had a pretty little girl. My Agnes» she
resumed kissing something in the dark,
«Well, they stole my child they ate my child.
That is the harm you have done me»,

«Most probably I was not even born then».

«You must have been born. She would be
about your age. It is fifteen years that 1 have
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been here; fifteen years have 1 suffered.
fifteen years have I prayed; Now it is my
turn. Ah, Egyptian mothers! you ate my
child! Come and see how [ will serve yours».

The day began to dawn., A gray light
faintly illuminated this scene; the gibbet
became more and more distinct. On the other
side, the poor girl imagined that she heard the
tramp of horses approaching.

«Mistress! take pity on me!» cried la
Esmeralda sinking on her knees. «Loose me -
let me escape. Have mercy I shoudn't like to
die thus!",

«Give me back my child».

«Mercy! Mercy!».

«Give me my little Agnes».

The poor girl sank down, overcome,
exhausted, and stammered:

«You seck your child, and 1 seek my
parents!:

«Tell me, where my little daughter is? 1
will show you. There is her shoe, all that is
left me of her. Know you where is its fellow?
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If it is at the end of the world, T'll crawle
there on hands and knees».

She put her hand out of the aperture. It was
alrcady light enough for the gypsy o
distinguish its form and colors.

The girl, shuddering, said:
«Let me see this shoe! oh! my God!»

«Let me look at the shoe», said the girl,
shuddering, «Gracious God!».

Then. with her free hand, she tore open the
little bag with green beads which she still
wore about her neck.

«Go to! Go to!» muttered Gudule, and
trembling in every joint. She cried with
hissing from her very bowels.

«My child! My child!».

The Egyptian had taken out of the hag 4
little shoe that was the precise fellow to the
other.

Gudule thrusted her face, beaming with
celestial joy, against the bars of the window,

«My daughter! my daughter!».

«My mother! my mother!» responded the
Egypuan.
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«Oh! this wall!» cried the recluse. «To see
her yet not able to clasp her to my heart! your
hand! give me your hand».

The girl put her hand through the window;
the recluse fastened her lips to it and stood
absorbed in that kiss giving no other sign of
life, but a sigh. Mcanwhile tears gushed from
her eyes in silence, like a shower at night.

The mother began to pull and thrust at the
bars of her window more furiously than a
lioness. The bars defied her utmost strength.
She then fetched her stone pillow and dashed
it against them. A second blow drove out the
old iron cross which barricaded the window.
There are moments when the hands of a
woman possess superhuman force.

She clasped her daughter in her arms and
drew her into the cell. «Come!» murmured
she.

She set her down upon the floor, then
caught her up again, and carrying her in her
arms, as if she had still been her infant
Agnes. She, with frantic joy, began singing,
shouting, kissing the girl, laughing, weeping,
all at once and with vehemence.

«My child! my dear child! The gracious
God has restored her to me. How beautiful
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she is! How | love the Egyptians! And it is
you yourself! And this was the reason why
my heart always leaped within me whenever
you were passing? Fool that | was to take this
for hatred! Forgive me, my Agnes, forgive
me! Oh! How happy we shall be!l»

At that moment the cell rang with the clank
of arms and the tramp of horses. The
Egyptian threw herself into the arms of the
recluse.

«Save me!» she cried; «Save me, mother!
They are coming!».

The recluse turned pale and remained
motionless for some moments, She then
shook her head and suddenly burst into a
loud laugh.

«No, no, you must be dreaming. It cannot
be. To lose her for fifteen years, and then to
find her for a single minute!».

By this time a distant voice was heard
calling out:

«This way Messire Tristan! The Priest says
that we shall find her at the Trou-aux-Rats».

The recluse put her head out at the window
and quickly drew it back again.

«Stay! hold your breath! the Place is full of
soldiers!» said she in a low, doleful voice.
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With hurried steps she paced up and down
her cell, stopping now and then, and tearing
out handfuls of her gray I!!air,

«They are coming. Hide yourself in the
corner, they will not see you. [ will tell them
that I let you go».

At that moment, the voice passed very
close to the cell crying:

«This way, Captain Phaebus de
Chateaupers!».

Al that name, at that voice, La Esmeralda
made a slight movement.
«Str not!» said Gudule,

The commander advanced toward her and
said:

«0Old woman, we are seeking a sorceress (0
hang her, we are told that you had her».

« know not what you mean?».

«Let us have the truth! A sorceress was
given to you to hold. What have you done
with her?».

The recluse, apprehensive lest denying
every thing she might awaken suspicion.

If you mean the young girl, I can tell you
that she bit me, and I let her go»,
«And which way is she gone?».
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«Down the Rue du Mouton, | believes.

«Monseigneur» said one of the archers,
«ask the old witch why the bars of her
window are broken in this fashion?».

«They were always so», stammered she
with anguish.

«They formed but yesterday a fair cross».

«The fellow is drunk. It is more than a year
since the tail of a cart backed against my
window and broke the grating».

«It is true enough», said another archer, «I
was present».,

A soldier now came up, crying,
«Monseigneur, the old witch lies, the girl has
not been in the Rue du Mouton».

«Old woman, you lie!», exclaimed Tristan,
«A quarter of an hour's torture will bring the
truth out of your throat».

«Go 10, go to! The torture! [ am ready.»

Meanwhile, thought she, my daughter will
have opportunity to escape.

Then the provost approached saying:
«Let us be off and pursue our search».

Gudule wavered between life and death, on
seeing him cast around the Place a restless
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look and was unwilling to leave the spot. At

length he shook his head and vaulted into the

saddle. Gudule ejaculated in a low tone,
«Saved!».

At this moment she heard the voice of
Phwebus saying to the provost,

«Mr. Provost, it is no business of mine lo
hang witches, I must leave and join my
company».

La Esmeralda sprang up. ar{ before her
mother could prevent her, darted to the
window, crying,

«Pheebus! My Pheebus! come here!».

Pheebus was gone. But Tristan was there
still. The recluse rushed upon her daughter
with the roar of a wild beast. Striking her into
her neck, she drew her back with violence.
But it was too late. Tristan had seen her.

«Eigh! Eigh!» cried he, «ilwo mice inone
trap!»

A man stepped forth from the ranks.
Tristan said to him,

«My friend, younder is the sorceress whom
we are seeking, you will hang her forwiths.

Ever since Tristan had espied the gt and
all hope was at cnd. the recluse had nol
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uttered a word. She had thrown the poor
Egyptian, half dead, in the corner of the cell,
and posted herself again at the window, with
her two hands like claws resting upon the
corner of the entablature. When the hangman,
Henriet Cousin, reached the cell, her look
was so ferocious, that he started back.

She shook her head, crying:

«There is nobody, I tell you. nobody! no
body!».

«Let me take the girl. I will not harm you»,
said Cousin.

«Look then's said the recluse, grinning.
«Put your head in at the hole».

The hangman eyed her nails, and durst not
venture.

«Monseigneur», he asked, «how are we 10
get in7»

«Enlarge the window,» said Tristan.

Five or six of the provost's men armed
themselves with mattocks and crowbars and
Tristan proceeded with them 1o the cell. He
said:

«Old woman, yield up the girl to us
quietly. What reason prevents you from
yiclding up the sorceress?»

«What reason have 1? 'tis my daughter!».
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The accent with which she uttered that
word made even Cousin himself shudder.

«Break down the walls», said Tristan.

The recluse had sat down in front of her
daughter, covering her with her body,
listening with fixed eye to the poor girl, who
stirred not, who spoke not, save that she
murmured in a low tone:

«Phcebus! Phaebus!».

All at once she saw the stone shake. She
cried:

«l tell you it is my daughter! Oh! the
cowards! the hangman's lackeys! murderers!
Help! Help!».

«Down with the stone!s said Tristan, «it is
loosencd».

The mother scowled at the soldiers in so
formidable a manner that they were much
more disposed to fall back than to advance.

«Henriet Cousin, on!» shouted the provost
«What! men - at - arms a fraid of a woman!»,

«Monseigneur», said Heariet, «Call you
that a woman? She has the mane of a lion»,
said another.
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«Advance! the gap is large enough», said
the provost.

When the recluse saw this she suddenly
raised herself upon her knees. Big tears
started from her eyes, trickling one by one
down the wrinkles in her cheeks. She began
to speak with a faint voice:

«Gentlemen, and messicurs sergeants, one
word! vou will leave me my child when you
know all. I was a poor unfortunate girl. The
Bohemians stole my infant. Stay, here is her

shoe, which 1 have kept for fifteen years. |
have lived here fifteen years in this den
without fire in winter. [ have prayed so
carnestly that God has heard me. It is a
miracle of his doing. She was not dead, you
see. You will not take her from me, I am
sure. I have none bul her. How I love her. Let
us pass, then! We are from Rheims. Oh, you
are very kind messieurs sergeants; [ love you
all. You will not take my darling from me. It
is impossible. Is it not?».

Conquering his weakness, Hermit said.
«Finish out of hand!».

The hangman and the sergeants entered the
cell. The mother made no resistance. She
threw herself wupon her ° dauchter.
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The Egyptian saw the soldiers approaching.
The horror of death roused her. She said in a
tone of inexpressible anguish.

«Mother! they are coming; defend me!».

«Yes, my love, I will defend you», replied
the mother clasping her closely in her arms
and covering her with kisses.

The hangman, with eyes full ol tears, tried
to lift her, but was prevented by the mother
who clung so lirmly to her daughter, Henriet,
as it was impossible to part them, dragged the
girl out of the cell and the mother after her.
She appeared insensible.

There was not a creature at the windows.
There were only to be seem on the top of the
tower of Notre-Dame, two men standing and
looking at the Greve.

Henriet stopped at the foot of the fatal
ladder and slipped the cord about the lovely
neck of the girl. She opened her eyes and saw
the hideous arms of the gibbet extended over
her head. The mother sank down mute and
motionless. The hangman lifted the dansel on
his shoulders and began to ascend the ladder,

In a loud and heart - rending voice she
cried :
«No, no! I will not»s,
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At that moment the mother sprang up with
a terrific look, then, like & beast of prey, she
seized the hand of the hang-man and bit him.

The excutioner roared with pain. Some of
the sergeants ran to him and thrust her back
in a brutal manner. It was remarked that her
head fell heavily upon the pavement. They
lifted her up, but again she sank to the
ground. She was dead.

The hangman, therefore, continued to
mount the ladder.
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Chapter 35

«THERE IS ALL | EVER LOVED!»!

When Quasimodo ascertained that the cell
was vacant. He began to run all ‘over the
church, setting up Strange shouts at every
corners. and strewing his red hair upon the
pavement. |

He traversed the church twenty times, a
hundred times, from top to bottom, mounting,
descending, running, calling, crying, shouting
and poking his head into every hole, thrusting
a torch into every dark commer, distracted,
mad.

At length, when he was sure, quite surﬁ.
that she had been stolen away from him, he
slowly ascended the tower stairs.

When he reached her cell, he frantically
dashed his hcad against the wall and fell
swooning on the floor. When his senses
returned, he threw himself upon the bed, he
rolled upon it, and widely kissed the spot
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where the damsel had lain, and, again, began
to beat his head against the wall with the
resolution of one who is determined to dash
out his brains.

It appears that then, seeking in his doleful
reverie to discover who could have carried
off the Egyptian, he bethought himself of the
archdeacon. He recollected that none but
Dom Claude had a key to the staircase
leading to the cell; he called to mind his
nocturnal attempts upon the damsel, and
recollected many other things.

Quasimodo then described a figure in
motion on a higher storey of the cathedral.
The face of the figure was turned toward him,

It was that of Dom Claude. Quasimodo
followed him silently.

He went up, after him, to the tower. He was
full of rage, jealousy and full of
apprehension. The archdeacon and the

Egyptian clashed together in his heart. When
he reached the top of the tower, Claude was

standing, with his back toward him, and
looking down at something  with
concentration.

Quasimodo stole with wolf's step behind
him, and perceived what the priest was
looking at.
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The ladder was sct up against the
permanent gibbet. There were a few people in
the Place and a great number of soldiers. A
man was dragging along the pavement
something white to which something black
was clinging.

Quasimodo now saw distinctly. A Young
female upon the man's shoulders had a rope
about her neck. Quadimodo knew her. It was
the Egyptian! The man, upon reaching the top
of the ladder, arranged the rope.

The priest, in order to see better, now knelt
down upon the balustrade. The man suddenly
kiched away the ladder, and Quasimodo, who
had not breathed for some moments, saw the
unfortunate girl dangling at the end of the

rope within two or three yards of the
pavement,

Al this most awful moment, a demon laugh,
a laugh of one who has ceased to be human,
burst forth upon the livid face of the priest.

Quasimodo heard not this laugh, but he
saw it. The bell-ringer rushed furiously upon
the archdeacon, thrust him with his two huge
hands.

«Damnation!» cried the priest as he fell.
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The abyss was beneath him - a fall of more
than two hundred feet and the pavement.
Down he went, and rebounded on the
pavement, He never stirred more.

Quasimodo bent upon the balustrade. He
looked at the Greve. He looked at the
Egyptian. He looked at the gibbet. He was
mute and motionless as a thunderstruck:
while a stream flowed in silence from that
eye, which till then had not shed a single
tear,

La Esmeralda was dangling from the
gallows, quiverring beneath her white robe in
the last, convulsive agonies of death.
Quasimodo looked at her, then at the
archdeacon, and, heaving a deep sigh, he
cried,

«There is all I ever loved!».
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Chapter 36

THE ETERNAL HUG

On the day when the Egyptian and the
archdeacon died, Quasimodo was not to be
found in Notre-Dame. He was never seen
afterward, nor was it ever known what
became of him.

About a year and a half or two years after
the events on that day, when search was made
in the vault of Mont Faucon for the body of a
person who had been hung two days
previously, were two skeletons in a singular
posture among some hideous carcases. One
was that of a female about its neck was still a
necklace and a little empty bag braided with
green beads.

The other, by which this first was closely
embraced, was a skeleton of a male. It was
remarked that the spine was crooked. The
head depressed between the shoulders, and
one leg shorter than the other.
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There was no rapture of the vertebra of the
neck which made it clear that this person had
not been hanged. He must have come here
and died. When those who found the
skeletons attempted to part it from what it
held in its grasp, it crumbled to dust,

357

e O ety b S 4 Gl plae B S oy
O T PR C A S B [ VI P Ry P
oA S5 s SN G ey ol Uyl
AR willie O oA aedy O8N SY1 KN
YO |



