
  [image: cover]



  


  [image: ]





  Contents


  1 The Great Hall


  2 Pierre Gringoire


  3 The Cardinal


  4 Master Jacques Coppenole


  5 Quasimodo


  6 Esmeralda


  7 From Charybdis into Scylla


  8 The Place de Grve


  9 Kisses for Blows


  10 The Danger of Following a Pretty Woman in the Streets by Night


  11 Continuation of the Danger


  12 The Broken Jug


  13 A Wedding Night


  14 The Cathedral of Notre-Dame


  15 A Birds-eye View of Paris


  16 Good, Honest Souls


  17 Claude Frollo


  18 Immanis Pecoris Custos, Immanior Ipse


  19 The Dog and his Master


  20 Claude Frollo, continued


  21 Unpopularity


  22 Abbas Beati Martini


  23 One Shall Destroy the Other


  24 An Impartial Glance at the Ancient Magistracy


  25 The Rat Hole


  26 The Story of a Wheaten Cake


  27 A Tear for a Drop of Water


  28 End of the Story of the Cake


  29 On the Danger of Confiding Ones Secret to a Goat


  30 Showing that a Priest and a Philosopher are Different Persons


  31 The Bells


  32 Claude Frollos Cell


  33 The Two Men in Black


  34 The Effect which Seven Oaths Produce in the Open Air


  35 The Spectre Monk


  36 The Advantage of Windows Overlooking the River


  37 The Crown Changed into a Withered Leaf


  38 Continuation of the Crown Changed into a Withered Leaf


  39 The End of the Crown Changed into a Withered Leaf


  40 Leave All Hope Behind


  41 The Mother


  42 Three Human Hearts Differently Constituted


  43 Delirium


  44 Hunchbacked, One-eyed, Lame


  45 Deaf


  46 Earthenware and Crystal


  47 The Key of the Red Door


  48 Sequel to the Key of the Red Door


  49 Gringoire has a Succession of Bright Ideas in the Rue des Bernardins


  50 Turn Vagabond!


  51 Long Live Mirth!


  52 An Awkward Friend


  53 The Retreat in which Monsieur Louis of France says his Prayers


  54 The Password


  55 Chteaupers to the Rescue


  56 The Little Shoe


  57 The Beautiful Creature Clad in White


  58 The Marriage of Phoebus


  59 The Marriage of Quasimodo


  Afterword


  In the Cinema


  Further Reading


  Biography






  CHAPTER 1


  The Great Hall


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


  Yet the 6th of January, 1482, was not a day of which history has preserved any record. There was nothing remarkable in the event that so early in the morning set in commotion the bells and the
  bourgeois of Paris. It was neither a sudden attack made by Picards or by Burgundians, nor a shrine carried in procession, nor a student fight in the city of Laas; nor the entry of our most
  dread lord the king; nor even a goodly stringing up of thieves, male and female, on the Place de la Justice. Nor was it a sudden arrival, so common in the fifteenth century, of some
  ambassador and his train, all belaced and beplumed. Only about two days ago, indeed, the last cavalcade of this kind, Flemish envoys commissioned to conclude the marriage treaty between the young
  dauphin and Margaret of Flanders, had made entry into Paris, to the great annoyance of Cardinal Bourbon. To please the king, his eminence had undertaken to give gracious reception to the rough
  crowd of Flemish burgomasters, and to entertain them at his Htel de Bourbon with a very fine morality, burletta and farce, whilst a beating rain was all the time drenching his
  magnificent tapestries at his portals.


  But on this 6th of January, what set in motion the whole populaire of Paris, as Jehan of Troyes, the old chronicler, phrases it, was the fact of its being a double
  holiday, united since time immemorial  the Epiphany, or Feast of the Kings, and the Fte des Fous, or Feast of the Fools. To celebrate such a day there was to be a bonfire
  kindled on the Place de Grve, a maypole raised at the Chapelle de Braque, and a mystery performed in the Palace of Justice. Proclamation had been made the evening before, to the sound of
  the trumpet, in all the public squares by the provosts men in fine coats of purple camlet, with great white crosses on the breast.


  Crowds of people had accordingly been flocking all the morning, their houses and shops shut up, from all quarters of the town towards one of the three places appointed. Everyone had made his
  selection  the bonfire, the maypole, or the mystery. Thanks to the good common sense so characteristic of the Parisian sightseers, the greater part of the multitude directed their steps
  either towards the bonfire, which was quite in season, or towards the mystery which was to be performed in the Grande Salle, or great hall of the Palace of Justice, well roofed and well sheltered
   wisely leaving the poor, ill-garlanded maypole to shiver all alone under a January sky in the cemetery of the Chapelle de Braque.


  The greatest crowds, however, were to be found on the approaches to the Palace of Justice, because it was known that the Flemish ambassadors, who had arrived two days previously, intended to be
  present, not only at the performance of the mystery, but also at the election of the Fools Pope, which was likewise to take place in the Great Hall.


  On that day it was no easy matter to make ones way into the Great Hall, then and long afterwards considered to be the largest covered apartment in the world. The open square in front of
  the palace, thronged with people, presented to the gazers from the windows the aspect of a sea into which five or six streets, like the mouths of so many rivers, every moment discharged fresh
  floods of human heads. The waves of this deluge, constantly increasing, broke against the angles of the houses that projected here and there, like so many promontories, into the irregularly shaped
  basin of the square. In the centre of the high Gothic faade of the palace, the great triple-faced staircase, continually ascended and descended by the restless multitudes, with currents
  breaking on the intermediate landing or streaming over the two lateral slopes, flowed like a waterfall tumbling into a lake. In the square itself, the noise made by the shouting, laughing, tramping
  of these thousands of feet, great as it was, was redoubled every now and then, as something occurred to check, disturb or eddy the stream that surged towards the great staircase. At one time it was
  an archer clubbing somebody; at another it was the prancing horse of a provosts sergeant kicking right and left  the regular good old way to establish order, handed down from the
  provostry to the constabulary, from the constabulary to the marshalcy, and from the marshalcy to the gendarmerie of our Paris of today.


  At the doors, at the windows, at the skylights, and on the roofs, swarmed thousands of good-natured bourgeois faces, looking calmly and quietly at the palace, at the crowd, and asking nothing
  more to look at; for many honest Paris folks are quite content with gazing at the gazers, and can even regard a wall with intense interest when they think there is something going on behind it.


  If we, men of 1830, could possibly mingle in imagination with those Parisians of the fifteenth century, and enter with them, pulled, elbowed, crushed, into the Great Hall, that proved so small
  on this 6th January, 1482, we should witness a spectacle at once interesting and charming, where everything would be so very old as to appear perfectly new.


  If the reader consent, we shall cross the threshold of the Great Hall together. Let me endeavour to reproduce the impression made on his senses as we struggle through the surging crowd in frock,
  smock, jerkin, doublet, and every conceivable dress of the period.


  At first our ears are stunned with the buzzing, our eyes are dazzled with the glare. Over our heads is the roof, consisting of a double vault of pointed arches, lined with carved wood, painted
  light blue, and sprinkled with golden fleurs-de-lis. Under our feet the marble floor, like a chessboard, is alternated with black and white squares. A few paces from us stands an enormous pillar,
  then another, then a third, seven altogether, extending the whole length of the hall, and supporting the central line that separates the double vaults of the roof. Around the first four are
  dealers stands glittering with glass and tinsel ware; around the other three are oaken benches, worn and polished by the gowns of the lawyers and the breeches of those that employ them.
  Everywhere around the building, along the lofty walls, between the doors, between the windows, between the pillars, appears an interminable line of the statues of the kings of France, from
  Pharamond down  the sluggards, with arms pendent and eyes downcast, the warriors, with arms and heads boldly raised on high. In the long Gothic windows, the stained glass shines with a
  thousand colours. In the wide entrances the doors are richly and delicately carved. Everywhere all around  on vaults, pillars, walls, lintels, panels, doors, and statues  glows a rich
  tint of blue and gold, already a little faded, but even seventy years later, in spite of dust and cobwebs, Du Breul, the historian, will see enough to admire it from tradition.


  If the reader now represents to himself this vast hall, visible in the pale light of a January day, filled with a motley and noisy mob drifting along the walls and eddying around the seven
  pillars, he will have some faint idea of the picture in general, whose curious details we shall now try to indicate more precisely.


  It is certain, that if Ravaillac had not assassinated Henry IV, no documents of his trial would have been deposited in the palace registry, no accomplices would have been interested in causing
  the said documents to disappear, no incendiaries would have been obliged, lacking a better method, to burn the registry in order to burn the documents, and to burn the palace in order to burn the
  registry. Therefore there would have been no fire of 1618. The old palace would be still standing, with its Grand Hall, and I could say to my reader, Go and look at it  which
  would be a great convenience for us both; saving me from writing, him from reading, my imperfect description. Which goes to prove the novel truth: the results of great events are beyond
  calculation.


  It is true that it is very possible that Ravaillac did not have any accomplices; secondly, that his accomplices, if by chance he had any, had nothing to do with the conflagration of 1618. There
  are two other explanations, both very plausible. According to the first it was set on fire and consumed by a shooting star, a foot wide and two cubits high, that fell on the palace, as everyone
  knows, on the 7th March after midnight. For the second is quoted the quatrain of Thophile:


  
    
      
        
          
            
              
				
                 
                Certes, ce fut un triste jeu


                Quand  Paris Dame Justice,


                Pour avoir mang trop dpice,


                Se mit tout le palais en feu.1

				

               

              

            

          

        

      

    

  


  But whatever we may think of this triple explanation, political, physical and poetical, one fact is unfortunately but too true  the burning itself. Thanks to this
  catastrophe, thanks especially to the various successive restorations which effectually finished up whatever little the conflagration had spared, we have hardly any remains today of this first
  abode of the kings of France, of this palace, the elder sister of the Louvre, already so old in the times of Philip the Fair that traces could then be found of the magnificent buildings erected by
  King Robert and described by Helgaldus. Almost every portion of it has disappeared. What has become of the chamber of the chancellery, where St Louis consummated his marriage? The
  garden where he administered justice clad in a cotte of camlet, a surcoat of tiretaine without sleeves, and over all a mantle of black sendal, reclining upon carpets by the side of
  Joinville? Where is the chamber of the Emperor Sigismond? That of Charles IV? That of John Lackland? Where is the staircase whence Charles VI proclaimed his gracious amnesty? Where are the
  flagstones on which Marcel murdered, before the young dauphins eyes, the Marshals of Normandy and of Champagne? Where is the gate at which anti-pope Benedicts bull was torn to pieces,
  and from which those who had brought it started on their procession through Paris, coped and mitred in derision, to make amende honorable? Where is the Great Hall itself with its gildings,
  its azure, its pointed arches, its statues, its pillars, its vast vaulted roofs all chequered and variegated with carvings? and the golden chamber? Where is the marble lion, kneeling at the gate,
  like the lions before Solomons throne, head down, tail between legs, in the attitude of humility that force should present when before Justice? Where are the beautiful doors, the splendid
  windows? Where the chiselled ironwork that threw Biscornette into despair? Where is Du Hancys delicate cabinetwork? What has time, what have men done with these wonders? What has been given
  to us in exchange for all this Gallic history, for all this Gothic art? For art, we have the heavy flat arches of De Brosse, the tasteless architect of the portal of St Gervais; and for history, we
  have the twaddling Souvenirs of the Big Pillar, still resounding with the Patrus small gossip. Neither being much to speak of, let us return to the story taking place in the real Great Hall
  of the real old palace.


  The two ends of this gigantic parallelogram were occupied differently. At the west end could be seen the famous marble table, said to be of one single block, and so long, wide and high that
  no other such slice of marble was ever seen in the world, as is recorded by the old chroniclers in a style that would have given an appetite to Gargantua. The east end contained the
  little chapel lately built by Louis XI, in which he had himself sculpted in stone kneeling before the Virgin, and to which he had also brought, without concerning himself with their two niches thus
  left vacant in the file of royal statues, the statues of Charlemagne and St Louis  two saints whom he supposed to be very much in favour in Heaven as kings of France. The little chapel
  itself, in all the charms of newness  it had hardly been built six years  was characterised all through by the exquisite taste in delicate architecture, wonderful sculpture and fine,
  deep carving, which, ending our Gothic era, is perpetuated to the middle of the sixteenth century in the fairy-like fancies of the Renaissance. The little rosace  jour, in
  particular, a wheel-shaped window over the portal, was a masterpiece of such lightness and elegance that it could be called a star of lace.


  Towards the middle of the hall, opposite the main entrance, a balcony covered with gold brocade, backed by the wall, and accessible by a private entrance from a corridor opening into the gilded
  chamber, had been erected for the special honour of the Flemish envoys and the other grand personages invited to the representation of the mystery.


  This entertainment was to be given, according to ancient customs, on the marble table, where all the preparations had been made since the morning. The thick marble slab, scratched by the heels
  of the Basochians  a famous guild of lawyers clerks  supported a solid construction of wood, sufficiently elevated, whose upper surface, high enough to be visible from the
  farthest parts of the hall, was to serve as the stage, while the interior, masked with curtains, was to be the actors dressing-room. A ladder, standing artlessly outside, was to connect
  dressing-room and stage, and help exits and entrances by its solid rungs. By this ladder and this only, actor the most unexpected, scene the most entrancing, effect the most telling, was to gain
  access to the stage. Innocent yet venerable infancy of the mechanical resources of theatrical art!


  At each of the four corners of the marble table stood a sergeant of the bailiff of the palace to preserve order. The regular guardians of the peoples amusements, whether on holidays or
  days of execution, there they now stood, stiff and motionless as statues.


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


  The majority of the crowd had been waiting all the morning. A good many of these honest sightseers had shivered on the grand staircase at daybreak; some even insisted that they had passed the
  night close to the great doorway so as to make sure of being the first to enter. The crowd, continually increasing, became by degrees too great for the room and, like a river overflowing its banks,
  began to rise along the walls, to swell around the pillars, and even inundate the windowsills, the tops of the columns, the cornices and every projection of the sculptures. As a matter of course,
  impatience, discomfort, weariness, the unrestraint of the occasion, the quarrels continually springing up from unavoidable causes  a sharp elbow, a heavy heel, the long day  all these
  sources of discontent at last began to tell. The noise made by a crowd so squeezed, packed, crushed, trodden on, smothered, began to assume a tone of decided acrimony. Complaints and imprecations
  began to be plainly heard, against the Flemings, the Provost of the Merchants, Cardinal Bourbon, the Governor of the Palace, Margaret of Austria, the sergeants with their rods, the cold, the heat,
  the bad weather, the Bishop of Paris, the Fools Pope, the pillars, the statues, this closed door, that open window, the whole to the great amusement of the bands of students and lackeys
  scattered through the crowd, who mingled with all this discontentment their teasing remarks and their malicious suggestions, and pricked the general ill humour with a pin, so to speak.


  There was, amongst others, a group of these joyous rascals who, after breaking the glass of a window, had established themselves boldly upon the entablature, and from there cast their looks and
  their railleries alternately within and without, upon the crowd in the hall and the crowd out of doors. From their mimicry of well-known personages, their flippant remarks exchanged with their
  comrades from one end of the hall to the other, and their uproarious laughter, it was easy to see that these young clerks, far from participating in the general languor or vexation, were enjoying
  themselves heartily by making so much out of one spectacle that they never minded waiting for another.


  Upon my soul, its you, Joannes Frollo de Molendino! cried a friend in the crowd to a little blond with a pretty and malicious face straddled on an acanthus of the capital of
  one of the lofty columns. Hello! Jack of the windmill! You are well named today, anyway, for your two legs and your two arms keep moving like the four sails that go in the wind. How long
  have you been perched up there?


  Four hours at least, by the devils mercy, answered Joannes. I hope they will be put to my credit in purgatory. I heard the beginning of the high mass sung in the Ste
  Chapelle by the King of Sicilys eight chanters.


  Sweet chanters they are too! cried one of the students, with voices sharper than their pointed caps. Before founding a mass for Monsieur St John, the king would have done
  well to have found out whether Monsieur St John liked Latin psalmody with a Provenal accent.


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


  Peace, old woman! replied a grave and portly personage, who was stopping his nose at the side of the fishseller; it was quite necessary to found a mass. Would you have had
  the king fall sick again?


  Bravely spoken, Sir Gilles Lecornu, master furrier to the kings wardrobe! cried the little scholar clinging to the capital.


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


  Lecornu! Gilles Lecornu! said some.


  Cornutus et hirsutus, answered another.


  Oh, to be sure, continued the little imp at the top of the pillar; what have they to laugh at? Is not worthy Gilles Lecornu brother to Matre Jehan Lecornu, provost of
  the kings household, son of Matre Mahiet Lecornu, first gatekeeper of the Bois de Vincennes  all citizens of Paris  all married, from father to son?


  The gaiety redoubled. The stout furrier, without answering a word, strove to escape the looks fixed upon him from all sides; but he exerted himself in vain, for all his efforts served only to
  wedge more solidly between the shoulders of his neighbours his great apoplectic face, purple with anger and vexation.


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


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


  At this the whole tribe burst out afresh.


  Hello! who sings that stave? whos that ill-boding screech-owl?


  Oh, I know him, said one; its Matre Andry Musnier.


  Because hes one of the four sworn booksellers to the University, said the other.


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


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


  Musnier, well burn thy books.


  Musnier, well beat thy lackey.


  Musnier, well kiss thy wife  


  The good fat Mademoiselle Oudarde  


  Whos as fresh and buxom as if she were a widow.


  The devil take you! growled Matre Andry Musnier.


  Matre Andry, said Jehan, still hanging by the capital, hold your tongue, or Ill drop on your head.


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


  Jehan, master of the field, continued triumphantly 


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


  Fine fellows, in truth, are our gentlemen of the University, not even to have taken care that our privileges were respected on a day like this: for here are a maypole and a bonfire in the
  Town; a mystery, a fools pope, and Flemish ambassadors, in the City; and in the University, nothing at all!


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


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


  We must build a bonfire tonight in the Champ-Gaillard, continued the other, with Matre Andrys books.


  And the desks of the scribes, said his neighbour.


  And the wands of the beadles.


  And the spitting-boxes of the clans.


  And the buffets of the attorneys.


  And the hutches of the electors.


  And the rectors stools.


  Down, then, said little Jehan, as counterpoint, down with Matre Andry, the beadles, and the scribes  the theologians, the physicians, and the decretists
   the attorneys, the electors, and the rector!


  This is then the end of the world, muttered Matre Andry, stopping his ears.


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


  Everyone now strove to turn towards the place.


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


  Yes, yes, answered all the rest, it is he  he himself  Matre Thibaut, the rector.


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


  Good-day, monsieur le recteur! Hello! good-day to you!


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


  How he goes trotting along on his mule  its ears are not so long as his.


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


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


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


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


  No doubt hes going to seek a lodging in the Rue Thibautod, cried Jehan du Moulin.


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


  You are going to seek lodgings in the Rue Thibautod, arent you, monsieur le recteur, the devils own gamester?


  Then came the turn of the other dignitaries.


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


  Tell me, Robin Poussepain, whos that man there?


  Its Gilbert de Suilly, Gilbertus de Soliaco, chancellor of the college of Autun.


  Here, take my shoe  youre better placed than I am  throw it in his face.


  Saturnalitias mittimus ecce nuces.


  Down with the six theologians with their white surplices!


  Are those the theologians? I thought they were the six white geese that St Genevive gave to the town for the fief of Roogny.


  Down with the physicians!


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


  Here goes my cap at yon chancellor of St Genevive  I owe him a grudge.


  True  and he gave my place in the nation of Normandy to little Ascanio Falzaspada, belonging to the province of Bourges, because hes an Italian.


  Its an injustice! exclaimed all the scholars. Down with the chancellor of St Genevive!


  Ho, there! Matre Joachim de Ladehors! Ho! Louis Dahuille! Ho! Lambert Hoctement!


  The devil smother the attorney of the nation of Germany!


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


  Seu de pellibus grisis furratis.


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


  That makes the rector a fine tail!


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


  Now, again, Jehan! the canons of St Genevive!


  The devil take the canons!


  Abb Claude Choart! Doctor Claude Choart, are you seeking Marie-la-Giffarde?


  Shes in the Rue de Glatigny.


  Shes making the bed for the king of the ribalds.


  Shes paying her four deniers, quattuor denarios.


  Aut unum bombum.


  Would you have her pay you in the nose?


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


  Post equitem sedet atra cura.


  Stoutly, Matre Simon!


  Good-day, monsieur llecteur.


  Good-night, madame llectrice.


  Now, arent they happy, to be seeing all that? sighed Joannes de Molendino, still from his perch on the capital.


  Meanwhile the sworn bookseller to the University, Matre Andry Musnier, whispered in the ear of the kings furrier, Matre Gilles Lecornu: I tell you, monsieur, the
  worlds at an end. Never were there seen such breakings-out of the students! Its the accursed inventions of the age that are ruining everything  the artillery  the
  serpentines  the bombards  and, above all, the printing-press, that other German pest! No more manuscripts  no more books! Printing puts an end to bookselling  the end
  of the world is at hand!


  I can see it by velvets coming so much into fashion, sighed the furrier.


  At that moment it struck twelve.


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


  The scholars became quiet.


  Then there was a great shuffling about, a great movement of feet and heads, a general detonation of coughing and blowing of noses; each one arranged himself, posted himself to the best
  advantage, raised himself on his toes. Then there was a deep silence, every neck remaining outstretched, every mouth open, every eye turned towards the marble table  but nothing appeared.
  The bailiffs four sergeants still kept their posts, as stiff and motionless as if they had been four painted statues. All eyes then turned towards the gallery reserved for the Flemish
  envoys. The door remained shut, and the gallery empty. The multitude had been waiting since the early morning for three things, that is to say, for the hour of noon, for the Flemish embassy, and
  for the mystery; but only the first of the three had arrived on time.


  This was really too bad.


  They waited one  two  three  five minutes, a quarter of an hour  but nothing came. The gallery remained empty; the stage, mute. Meanwhile impatience was succeeded by
  displeasure. Angry words began to circulate, though as yet only in whispers. The mystery! the mystery! was uttered in an undertone. The heads of the multitude began to ferment. A
  storm, which as yet only growled, was agitating the surface of that human sea. It was our friend Jehan du Moulin that elicited the first explosion.


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


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


  We must have the mystery immediately! resumed the scholar; or my advice is that we hang the bailiff of the palace in the way of comedy and morality.


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


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


  The moment was critical.


  Bag them! bag them! was shouted from all sides.


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


  Silence! silence! was the cry from all sides.


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


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


  Messieurs les bourgeois, said he, and mesdemoiselles les bourgeoises, we shall have the honour of declaiming and performing before his eminence monsieur le cardinal, a very
  fine morality, entitled The Good Judgement of Madame the Virgin Mary. I play Jupiter. His eminence is at this moment accompanying the most honourable embassy from monsieur the Duke of
  Austria, which is at this moment detained by hearing the harangue of monsieur the rector of the University, at the Baudets gate. As soon as the most eminent cardinal is arrived, we shall
  begin.


  It is certain that nothing less than the intervention of Jupiter was necessary to save the four unhappy sergeants of the bailiff of the palace. If we had had the happiness of inventing this true
  and veritable history, and had consequently been responsible for it before Our Lady of Criticism, it is not in this place, at all events, that we should have incurred any citation against us of the
  classical precept, nec Deus intersit, etc. Furthermore, the costume of Seigneur Jupiter was very fine, and had contributed not a little to quiet the irritated assemblage by attracting all
  their attention. Jupiter was clad in a brigandine covered with black velvet and gilded nails; his head-dress was a helmet ornamented with silver-gilt buttons; and but for the rouge and the great
  beard which covered each one-half of his face  but for the scroll of gilt pasteboard sprinkled with spangles and stuck all over with shreds of tinsel, which he carried in his hand, and in
  which experienced eyes easily recognised his thunderbolts  and but for his flesh-coloured feet, sandal-bound  la Grecque  he might have borne a comparison, for the
  severity of his aspect, with a Breton archer of the corps of Monsieur de Berry.





  CHAPTER 2


  

  Pierre Gringoire


  While, however, Jupiter was delivering his harangue, the satisfaction, the admiration unanimously excited by his costume, were dissipated by his words; and when he arrived at
  that unhappy conclusion, as soon as the most eminent cardinal is arrived, we shall begin, his voice was lost in a thunder of hooting.


  Begin immediately! The mystery! the mystery at once! cried the people. And above all the other voices was heard that of Joannes de Molendino, piercing through the general uproar,
  like the sound of the fife in a charivari at Nimes. Begin directly! squeaked the scholar.


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


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


  Poor Jupiter, haggard, frightened, pale under his rouge, let fall his thunderbolts, took his helmet in his hand; then, bowing and trembling, he stammered: His eminence  the
  ambassadors  Madame Margaret of Flanders  he knew not what to say.


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


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


  An individual who stood within the railing, in the space which it left clear around the marble table, and whom no one had yet perceived, so completely was his long and slender person sheltered
  from every visual ray by the diameter of the pillar against which he had set his back  this individual, we say, tall, thin, pale, light complexioned  still young, though wrinkles were
  already visible in his forehead and his cheeks  with sparkling eyes and a smiling mouth  clad in a garment of black serge, threadbare and shining with age  approached the
  marble table, and made a sign to the poor sufferer. But the other, in his perturbation, did not observe it.


  The newcomer advanced another step forward.


  Jupiter, said he, my dear Jupiter!


  The other did not hear him.


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


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


  I do, answered the personage clad in black.


  Ah! exclaimed Jupiter.


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


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


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


  Hooray! Hooray! cried the people.


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


  Meanwhile, the unknown, who had so magically changed the tempest into calm, as says our old and dear Corneille, had modestly retired into the penumbra of his pillar, and would no
  doubt have remained there, invisible, and motionless, and mute as before, if he had not been drawn from it by two young women, who, being in the first line of the spectators, had remarked his
  colloquy with Michel Giborne-Jupiter.


  Matre, said one of them, beckoning to him to approach.


  Hush! my dear Linarde, said her fair neighbour, pretty, blooming, and quite courageous by virtue of her holiday attire  it is not a clerk, it is a layman. You
  should not say Matre, but  Messire.


  Messire! then said Linarde.


  The unknown approached the balustrade.


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


  Oh, nothing, said Linarde, all confused. Its my neighbour here, Gisquette la Gencienne, that wants to speak to you.


  No, no, rejoined Gisquette, blushing; it was Linarde that said Matre to you  I only told her that she should say Messire.


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


  Oh, no, nothing at all, answered Gisquette.


  Nothing, said Linarde.


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


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


  You mean the role of Jupiter, returned the unknown.


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


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


  He has a grand beard! answered Linarde.


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


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


  What will it be? asked Linarde.


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


  Ah! thats different, returned Linarde.


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


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


  As sirens, interrupted Linarde.


  And quite naked, added the young man.


  Linarde modestly cast down her eyes. Gisquette looked at her, and did likewise. The other continued, smiling, It was a very pretty thing to see. But today it is a morality made on
  purpose for the Lady of Flanders.


  Will they sing pastorals? asked Gisquette.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Here the young gossips, warming in the recollection of the legates entry, talked both at once.


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


  And do you remember, at St Innocents fountain, that huntsman following a hind, with a great noise of dogs and hunting horns?  


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


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


  And what fine characters there were over by the Chtelet gate!


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Yes, in truth, answered the poet, bridling a little  that is to say, there are two of us  Jehan Marchand, who has sawn the planks and put together the
  framework of the theatre; and I, who have written the piece. My name is Pierre Gringoire.


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


  The reader may have observed that some time must already have elapsed since the moment at which Jupiter retired behind the drapery and that at which the author of the new morality revealed
  himself thus abruptly to the simple admiration of Gisquette and Linarde. It is worthy of remark that all that assemblage, who a few minutes before had been so tumultuous, now waited quietly
  on the faith of the players promise  an evidence of this everlasting truth, still daily noted in our theatres  that the best means of making the audience wait patiently is to
  assure them that the performance is about to begin.


  However, the schoolboy Joannes was not asleep. Hello! shouted he suddenly, amidst the peaceful expectation which had succeeded the disturbance. Jupiter! Madame the Virgin!
  you devils boatmen! are you joking with one another? The piece! the piece! Begin! or it is we who will begin again!


  This was enough. A music of high- and low-keyed instruments now struck up underneath the stage; the hangings were lifted, and four characters in motley attire, with painted faces, issued forth,
  clambered up the steep ladder already mentioned, and reaching the upper platform, drew up in line before the audience, whom they saluted with a profound obeisance, whereupon the musical sounds
  ceased and the mystery began.


  The four characters, after receiving abundant payment for their salutations in the plaudits of the multitude, commenced, amidst a profound silence, the delivery of a prologue, which we gladly
  spare the reader. However, as is still the case in our own time, the audience paid more attention to the gowns they wore than to the parts they were enacting  and in truth they did right.
  They were all four clad in robes half yellow and half white, differing only in the nature of the material; the first being of gold and silver brocade, the second of silk, and the third of wool, and
  the fourth of coarse linen. The first character carried in the right hand a sword; the second, two golden keys; the third, a pair of scales; and the fourth, a spade: and in order to assist such
  indolent minds as might not have seen clearly through the transparency of these attributes, there might be read in large black letters worked at the bottom of the brocade gown, My name is Nobility;
  at the bottom of the silken one, My name is Clergy; at the bottom of the woollen, My name is Trade; and at the bottom of the linen garment, My name is Labour. The sex of the two male characters was
  clearly indicated to every judicious spectator by the comparative shortness of their garments and the caps which they wore upon their heads; while the two female characters, besides that their
  robes were of ampler length, were distinguishable by their hoods.


  One would also have been very dull not to have discovered through the poetic drapery of the prologue, that labour was married to trade, and clergy to nobility, and that these two happy couples
  possessed in common a magnificent golden dolphin which they intended to adjudge only to the most beautiful damsel. Accordingly, they were going over the world in search of this beauty; and after
  successively rejecting the Queen of Golconda, the Princess of Trebizond, the daughter of the Cham of Tartary, etc., etc.; labour and clergy, nobility and trade, were come to rest themselves upon
  the marble table of the Palace of Justice, and deliver at the same time to the worthy auditory as many moral sentences and maxims as might in that day be expended upon the members of the faculty of
  arts, at the examinations, sophisms, determinances, figures and acts, at which the masters took their degrees.


  All this was truly very fine.


  Meanwhile, in all that assemblage upon which the four allegorical personages seemed to be striving which could pour out the most copious floods of metaphor, no ear was so attentive, no heart so
  palpitating, no eye so eager, no neck so outstretched, as were the eye, ear, neck and heart of the author, the poet, the brave Pierre Gringoire, who a moment before had been unable to forgo the joy
  of telling his name to two fair damsels.


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


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


  A tattered mendicant who, lost as he was among the crowd, could receive no contributions, and who, we may suppose, had not found sufficient indemnity in the pockets of his neighbours, had
  bethought himself of roosting on some conspicuous perch from which to attract the attention and the alms of the good people. Accordingly, during the first lines of the prologue, he had hoisted
  himself up by means of the pillars that supported the reserved gallery, to the cornice which ran along the bottom of its balustrade; and there he had seated himself, soliciting the attention and
  the pity of the multitude by the display of his rags, and of a hideous sore that covered his right arm. He did not, however, utter a word.


  His silence allowed the prologue to proceed without any distraction  and no noticeable disorder would have occurred had not, as ill luck would have it, the boy Joannes espied, from his
  perch at the top of one of the great pillars, the beggar and his grimaces. The young wag burst into an immoderate fit of laughter; and, regardless of the interruption to the performance, and the
  disturbance of the general attention, cried out in a tone of gaiety, See now! The mangy beggar there asking alms!


  Anyone that has ever thrown a stone into a pond full of frogs or fired a gun among a flock of birds, may form an idea of the effect produced by these unseasonable words dropped in the midst of
  the universal attention. Gringoire started as if he had felt an electric shock. The prologue stopped short; and all heads were turned tumultuously towards the mendicant, who, far from being
  disconcerted, found in this incident a good opportunity of reaping a harvest, and began to cry out with a doleful whine, half shutting his eyes, Charity! if you please.


  I say, on my soul, cried Joannes, its Clopin Trouillefou. Hello! friend  so thy sore wasnt comfortable on thy leg, that thoust changed it to
  thine arm?


  So saying he threw, with the dexterity of a monkey, a small white coin into the old greasy hat which the beggar held out with his diseased arm. The beggar received without change of expression
  both the alms and the sarcasm, and continued in a piteous tones Charity! if you please.


  This episode had considerably distracted the audience; and a goodly number of the spectators, with Robin Poussepain and all the clerks leading, merrily applauded this whimsical duet which had
  been struck up thus unexpectedly in the middle of the prologue, between the urchin with his shrill voice, and the beggar with his imperturbable drone.


  Gringoire was grievously displeased. Having recovered from his first stupefaction, he shouted earnestly to the four characters on the stage, Go on  what the devil!  go
  on; without even deigning to cast a look of disdain at the two interrupters.


  At that moment he felt someone pulling at the skirt of his coat; he turned round, not without some little annoyance, and forced with some difficulty a smile. Nevertheless he found it necessary
  to do so, for it was the pretty arm of Gisquette la Gencienne, which, extended through the balustrade, thus solicited his attention.


  Monsieur, said the girl, will they go on?


  Surely, answered Gringoire, shocked at the question.


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


  What they are going to say? interrupted Gringoire. Well  listen. 


  No, said Gisquette, but what they have said already.


  Gringoire started as if touched to the quick.


  A plague on the little stupid, witless wench! said he between his teeth.


  From that moment Gisquette ceased to exist in his mind.


  Meanwhile the actors had obeyed his injunction; and the audience, observing that they were once again trying to make themselves heard, had set themselves to listen  not, however, without
  having lost certain points of beauty in the soldering together of the two parts of the piece which had been so abruptly cut short, Gringoire reflected bitterly. However, tranquillity had been
  gradually restored; the schoolboy held his tongue, the beggar counted some coin in his hat, and the piece had resumed its sway.


  It was really a very fine composition, and we think it might be turned to some account, even now, by means of a few changes. The performance, rather long indeed, and rather dry, was simple; and
  Gringoire, in the candid sanctuary of his own judgement, admired its clearness. As may well be supposed, the four allegorical personages were a little fatigued with travelling over the three known
  quarters of the world without finding an opportunity of suitably disposing of their golden dolphin. Thereupon followed a long eulogy upon the marvellous fish with numberless delicate allusions to
  the young prince betrothed to Margaret of Flanders  which young prince was at that time in very dismal seclusion at Amboise, without the slightest suspicion that Labour and Clergy, Nobility
  and Trade, had just been making the tour of the world on his account. The dolphin aforesaid, then, was young, was handsome, was vigorous, and above all was son of the lion of France. I declare that
  this bold metaphor is admirable, and that dramatic natural history, on a day of allegory and of a royal epithalamium, finds nothing at all shocking in a dolphin the son of a lion. On the contrary,
  it is precisely those rare and pindaric mixtures that prove the popular enthusiasm. However, to have disarmed criticism altogether, the poet might have developed this fine idea in less than two
  hundred verses. It is true that the mystery was to last, according to the order of monsieur the provost, from noon till four oclock, and that it was necessary to say something. Moreover, it
  was patiently listened to.


  All at once, in the midst of a fine quarrel between Mademoiselle Trade and Madame Nobility, at the moment when Master Labour was pronouncing this predictive line: Beast more triumphant
  neer in woods was seen. the door of the reserved gallery, which had until then been so inopportunely shut, opened still more inopportunely, and the stentorian voice of the usher,
  abruptly announced, His Eminence Monseigneur, the Cardinal of Bourbon!

  


  CHAPTER 3


  The Cardinal


  Poor Gringoire! The noise of all the great double petards let off on St Johns day  the discharge of a score of crooked arquebusses  the report of that
  famous serpentine of the Tour de Billy which, during the siege of Paris, on Sunday, the 29th of September, 1465, killed seven Burgundians at a shot  the explosion of all the gunpowder stored
  at the Temple gate  would have split his ears less violently at that solemn and dramatic moment, than those few words from the lips of an usher, His Eminence Monseigneur, the Cardinal
  of Bourbon.


  It is not that Pierre Gringoire either feared the cardinal or despised him. He was neither weak enough to do the one, nor presumptuous enough to do the other. A true eclectic, as one would say
  nowadays, Gringoire was one of those firm and elevated spirits, calm and temperate, who can preserve their composure under all circumstances  stare in dimidio rerum  and who
  are full of reason and of a liberal philosophy even while making some account of cardinals. Invaluable and uninterrupted line of philosophers  to whom wisdom, like another Ariadne, seems to
  have given a skein which they have gone on unwinding from the beginning of the world through the labyrinth of human affairs. They are to be found in all times, and ever the same  that is to
  say, ever in accord with the times. And not to mention our Pierre Gringoire, who would be their representative of the fifteenth century if we could succeed in obtaining for him the distinction
  which he deserves, it was certainly their spirit which animated Father du Breul in the sixteenth, when writing these words of sublime simplicity, worthy of any age: I am a Parisian by birth,
  and a parrhisian by my speech; for parrhisia in Greek signifies liberty of speech, which liberty I have used even to messeigneurs the cardinals, uncle and brother to monseigneur
  the Prince of Conti, albeit with respect for their greatness, and without giving offence to any of their train, and that is a great deal to say.


  So there was neither hatred for the cardinal, nor contempt of his presence in the disagreeable impression which he made upon Pierre Gringoire. On the contrary, our poet had too much good sense
  and too threadbare a coat not to attach a particular value to the circumstance, that several allusions in his prologue, and in particular the glorification of the dolphin, son of the lion of
  France, would fall upon the ear of so eminent a personage. But personal interest is not the ruling motive in the noble nature of poets. Supposing the entity of a poet to be represented by the
  number ten, it is certain that a chemist, on analysing and pharmacopoeising, as Rabelais says, would find it to be composed of one part of self-interest with nine parts of self-esteem. Now, at the
  moment when the door was opened to admit the cardinal, Gringoires nine parts of self-esteem, inflated and expanded by the breath of popular admiration, were in a state of prodigious
  enlargement, quite overwhelming and smothering that imperceptible molecule of self-interest which we just now distinguished in the constitution of poets  a precious ingredient, by the way, a
  ballast of reality and humanity, without which they would never touch the earth. It was a delight to Gringoire to see and feel that an entire assemblage were stupefied, petrified, and breathless by
  the immeasurable tirades which burst from every part of his epithalamium. I affirm that he himself shared the general beatitude; and that, quite the reverse of La Fontaine, who, at the performance
  of his play of The Florentine, asked, What poor wretch has written that rhapsody? Gringoire would willingly have asked of his neighbour, By whom is this
  masterpiece? It may, therefore, be supposed what sort of effect was produced upon him by the brusque and tempestuous arrival of the cardinal.


  His fears were but too fully realised. The entrance of His Eminence disorganised the audience completely. All eyes were turned towards the gallery, and there was a general buzz: The
  cardinal! the cardinal! repeated every tongue. The unfortunate prologue was cut short a second time.


  The cardinal stopped a moment upon the threshold of the gallery; and while casting his eyes with great indifference over the assemblage the tumult redoubled. Each one wished to obtain a better
  view of him. Each one stretched his neck over his neighbours shoulder.


  He was in truth an exalted personage, the sight of whom was worth almost any other spectacle. Charles, Cardinal de Bourbon, Archbishop and Count of Lyons, and Primate of Gaul, was allied both to
  Louis XI, through his brother Pierre, Seigneur of Beaujeu, who had espoused the kings eldest daughter, and at the same time to Charles the Bold, through his mother, Agns of Burgundy.
  Now, the ruling, the characteristic, the distinctive feature in the character of the Primate of Gaul, was his courtier-like spirit and his devotion to power. Hence, it may well be supposed in what
  numberless perplexities this double relationship had involved him, and among how many temporal shoals his spiritual bark must have tacked, to have escaped foundering either upon Louis or upon
  Charles, the Charybdis and the Scylla which had swallowed up the Duke of Nemours and the Constable of St Pol. Heaven be praised, however, he had got happily through his voyage, and reached Rome
  without accident. But although he was now in port  and indeed, precisely because he was in port  he never recollected, without a feeling of uneasiness, the various chances of his
  political life, which had so long been both perilous and laborious. So, also, he used to say, that the year 1476 had been to him both a black and white year, meaning thereby that he had lost in
  that one year his mother, the Duchess of Bourbonnais, and his cousin, the Duke of Burgundy, and that mourning the one had consoled him for the other.


  However, he was a very worthy man; he led a joyous cardinals life; was wont to make merry with wine of the royal vintage of Chaillot; did not detest Richarde-la-Gamoise and
  Thomasse-la-Saillarde; gave alms to pretty girls rather than old women; and for all these reasons was in great favour with the populace of Paris. He always went surrounded by a little court of
  bishops and abbots of high degree, gallant, jovial, and fond of good eating; and more than once had the good devotees of St Germain dAuxerre, in passing at night under the windows of the
  Htel de Bourbon, all blazing with light, been scandalised by hearing the same voices which had sung vespers to them in the daytime, chanting to the sound of glasses, the bacchanalian proverb
  of Benedict XII, the pope who had added a third crown to the tiara  Bibamus papaliter.


  No doubt it was this popularity, so justly acquired, which, upon his entrance, prevented any unpleasant reception on the part of the mob, who a few minutes before had been so dissatisfied, and
  so little disposed to pay respect to a cardinal, even on the day when they were going to elect a pope. But the Parisians bear little malice; and besides, by ordering the performance to begin by
  their own authority, the good citizens had had the better of the cardinal, and this triumph satisfied them. Moreover, Monsieur le Cardinal de Bourbon was a handsome man  he had on a vastly
  fine scarlet robe, which he wore in excellent style  which is to say, that he had in his favour all the women, and, consequently, the better part of the audience. Certainly it would be both
  injustice and bad taste to hoot a cardinal for being too late at the play when he is a handsome man, and wears well his scarlet robe.


  He entered, then, saluted the company with that hereditary smile which the great have always in readiness for the people, and moved slowly towards his armchair of crimson velvet placed for his
  reception, looking as if some other matter occupied his mind. His escort  or what we should now call his staff  of bishops and priests, issued after him upon the gallery, not without
  exciting redoubled tumult and curiosity among the spectators below. All were busied in pointing them out, or in telling their names, each one striving to show that he knew at least some one of
  them; one pointing to the Bishop of Marseilles; some to the Dean of St Denis; others to Robert de Lespinasse, Abbot of the great neighbouring monastery of St Germain-des-Prs, the libertine
  brother of a mistress of Louis XI  all their names being repeated with a thousand mistakes and mispronunciations. As for the students, they swore. It was their own day  their Feast of
  Fools  their saturnalia  the annual orgies of the basoche and the schools. No liberty but was permissible that day. And then there were numberless wanton hussies among the
  crowd  Simone Quatre-livres, Agns-la-Gadine, Robine Pidebou. Was it not the least that could be expected, that they should swear at their ease, and profane Gods name a
  little, on such a day as that, in such a goodly company of churchmen and courtesans? And accordingly, they did not mince matters; but amidst the uproarious applause a frightful din of blasphemies
  and obscenities proceeded from all those tongues let loose, those tongues of clerks and scholars, tied up all the rest of the year by the fear of St Louiss branding-iron. Poor St Louis! how
  they set him at defiance in his own Palace of Justice! Each one of them had singled out among the newly-arrived company in the gallery some one of the cassocks, black, grey, white, or violet. As
  for Joannes Frollo de Molendino, and his being brother to an archdeacon, it was the red robe that he audaciously assailed, singing out as loud as he could bawl, and fixing his shameless eyes upon
  the cardinal, Cappa repleta mero!


  All these particulars, which are thus clearly detailed for the readers edification, were so completely covered by the general hum of the multitude that they were lost before they could
  reach the reserved gallery; though, indeed, the cardinal would have been little moved by them; so completely did the license of the day belong to the customs of the age. He had something else to
  think of, which preoccupation appeared in his manner  another cause of solicitude, which followed closely behind him, and made its appearance in the gallery almost at the same time as
  himself. This was the Flemish embassy.


  Not that he was a profound politician, or concerned himself about the possible consequences of the marriage of madame, his cousin, Margaret of Burgundy, with monsieur, his cousin, Charles,
  Dauphin of Vienne  nor how long the patched-up reconciliation between the Duke of Austria and the French king might endure  nor how the King of England would take this slight towards
  his daughter. All this gave him little anxiety; and he did honour each night to the wine of the royal vineyard of Chaillot without ever suspecting that a few flasks of that same wine, cordially
  presented to Edward IV by Louis XI, might possibly, some fine morning, rid Louis XI of Edward IV. The most honourable embassy of the Duke of Austria brought none of these cares to the
  cardinals mind, but annoyed him in another respect. It was, in truth, somewhat hard, and we have already said a word or two about it in the first pages of this book, that he should be
  obliged to give welcome and entertainment  he, Charles de Bourbon  to obscure burghers; he, a cardinal, to a pack of scurvy sheriffs  he, a Frenchman and a connoisseur in good
  living, to Flemish beer drinkers  and in public, too! Certes, it was one of the most irksome parts he had ever gone through for the bon plaisir of the king.


  However, he had so perfectly studied his role that he turned towards the door with the best grace in the world, when the usher announced in a sonorous voice, Messieurs the Envoys of the
  Duke of Austria! It is needless to say that the entire hall did likewise.


  Then appeared, two by two, with a gravity which strongly contrasted with the flippant air of the cardinals ecclesiastical train, the forty-eight ambassadors from Maximilian of Austria,
  having at their head the reverend father in God, Jehan, Abbot of St Bertin, chancellor of the Golden Fleece, and Jacques de Goy, Lord of Dauby, high bailiff of Ghent. A deep silence now took place
  in the assemblage, occasionally interrupted by smothered laughter at all the uncouth names which each of these personages transmitted with imperturbable gravity to the usher, who then gave out
  their names and callings, pell-mell and with all sorts of mutilations, to the crowd below. There were Matre Loys Roelof, Sheriff of the town of Louvain; Messire Clays dEtuelde,
  Sheriff of Brussels; Messire Paul de Baeust, Lord of Voirmizelle, president of Flanders; Matre Jehan Coleghens, burgomaster of the city of Antwerp; Matre George de la Moere, principal
  sheriff of the kuere of the city of Ghent; Matre Gheldolf van der Hage, principal sheriff of the parchons of the said city; and the Sieur de Bierbecque, and Jehan Pinnock,
  and Jehan Dimaerzelle, etc., etc., bailiffs, sheriffs and burgomasters  burgomasters, sheriffs and bailiffs  all stiff, sturdy, starched figures, dressed out in Sunday clothes of
  velvet and damask, and hooded with black velvet caps decorated with great tufts of gold thread of Cyprus  good Flemish heads after all, with severe and respectable countenances, akin to
  those which Rembrandt has made stand out with such force and gravity from the dark background of his picture of The Night Watch  personages on every one of whose foreheads it was
  written, that Maximilian of Austria was right in confiding to the full, as his manifesto expressed it, in their sense, valour, experience, loyalty and good prudence.


  There was one exception, however; it was a face, subtle, intelligent, crafty-looking  a mixture of the monkey and the diplomatist  towards whom the cardinal made three steps in
  advance and a low bow, but who, nevertheless, was called simply Guillaume Rym, counsellor and pensionary of the town of Ghent.


  Few persons at that time knew aught of Guillaume Rym  a rare genius, who, in a time of revolution, would have appeared with clat on the surface of events, but who, in the
  fifteenth century, was confined to the practice of covert intrigue and to live in the mines, as the Duke de St Simon expresses it. However, he was appreciated by the first
  miner in Europe  he frequently lent a helping hand in the secret operations of Louis XI  all which was perfectly unknown to this multitude, who were amazed at the
  cardinals politeness to that sorry-looking Flemish bailiff.





  CHAPTER 4


  Master Jacques Coppenole


  At the moment when the pensioner of Ghent and His Eminence were exchanging a very low bow, and a few words in a tone still lower, a man of lofty stature, large-featured, and
  broad-shouldered, presented himself to enter abreast with Guillaume Rym, looking something like a mastiff dog by the side of a fox. His felt hat and his leathern jerkin were oddly conspicuous
  amidst the velvet and silk that surrounded him. Presuming it to be some groom who knew not whither he was going, the usher stopped him.


  Hold, friend! you cannot pass.


  The man of the leathern jerkin shouldered him aside. What would this fellow with me? said he, in a thundering voice, which drew the attention of the entire hall to this strange
  colloquy. Seest thou not that I am of the party?


  Your name? demanded the usher.


  Jacques Coppenole.


  Your titles?


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


  The usher shrank back. To announce sheriffs and burgomasters might indeed be endured  but a hosier!  it was too bad. The cardinal was upon thorns. The people were looking and
  listening. For two days His Eminence had been doing his utmost to smooth these Flemish bears into presentable shape, and this freak was too much for him. Meanwhile Guillaume Rym, with his cunning
  smile, went up to the usher. Announce Matre Jacques Coppenole, clerk to the sheriffs of the city of Ghent, said he to the officer in a very low whisper.


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


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


  No! by the Holy Rood! he cried, with his voice of thunder: Jacques Coppenole, hosier. Dost thou hear, usher? Neither more nor less. By the Holy Rood! a hosier 
  thats fine enough. Monsieur the archduke has more than once sought his gloves among my hose.


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


  We must add that Coppenole was one of the people, and that the audience around him were of the people also; so that the communication between them and him had been quick, electric, and, as it
  were, on equal footing. The lofty airs which the Flemish hosier gave himself, while humbling the courtiers, had stirred in the plebeian breasts a certain latent feeling of dignity, of independence,
  which, in the fifteenth century, was as yet vague and undefined. They beheld one of their equals in this hosier, who had just borne himself so sturdily before the cardinal  a comforting
  reflection to poor devils accustomed to pay respect and obedience even to the servants of the sergeants of the bailiff of the Abbot of Ste Genevive, the cardinals train-bearer.


  Coppenole bowed haughtily to His Eminence, who returned the salute of the all-powerful burgher, formidable to Louis XI. Then
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