THE HUNCHBACK OF NOTRE DAME By Victor Hugo Translated by Isabel F. Hapgood PREFACE. A few years ago, while visiting or, rather, rummaging about Notre-Dame, the author of this book found, in an obscure nook of one of the towers, the following word, engraved by hand u
pon the wall:-- ANArKH. These Greek capitals, black with age, and quite deeply graven in the stone, with | know not what signs peculiar to Gothic caligraphy imprinted upon their forms and upon their attitudes, as though with the purpose of revealing that it had been a hand of the Mi
ddle Ages which had inscribed them there, and especially the fatal and melancholy meaning contained in them, struck the author deeply. He questioned himself; he sought to divine who could have been that soul in torment which had not been willing to quit this world without leavi
ng this stigma of crime or unhappiness upon the brow of the ancient church. Afterwards, the wall was whitewashed or scraped down, | know not which, and the inscription disappeared. For it is thus that people have been in the habit of proceeding with the marvellous churches of t
he Middle Ages for the last two hundred years. Mutilations come to them from every quarter, from within as well as from without. The priest whitewashes them, the archdeacon scrapes them down; then the populace arrives and demolishes them. Thus, with the exception of the fragi
le memory which the author of this book here consecrates to it, there remains to-day nothing whatever of the mysterious word engraved within the gloomy tower of Notre-Dame,--nothing of the destiny which it so sadly summed up. The man who wrote that word upon the wall disap
peared from the midst of the generations of man many centuries ago; the word, in its turn, has been effaced from the wall of the church; the church will, perhaps, itself soon disappear from the face of the earth. It is upon this word that this book is founded. March, 1831. BOOK FIRS
T. CHAPTER I. THE GRAND HALL. Three hundred and forty-eight years, six months, and nineteen days ago to-day, the Parisians awoke to the sound of all the bells in the triple circuit of the city, the university, and the town ringing a full peal. The sixth of January, 1482, is not, howev
er, a day of which history has preserved the memory. There was nothing notable in the event which thus set the bells and the bourgeois of Paris in a ferment from early morning. It was neither an assault by the Picards nor the Burgundians, nor a hunt led along in procession, nor ar
evolt of scholars in the town of Laas, nor an entry of "our much dread lord, monsieur the king," nor even a pretty hanging of male and female thieves by the courts of Paris. Neither was it the arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth century, of some plumed and bedizened embassy. It was

barely two days since the last cavalcade of that nature, that of the Fle
or the sake of pleasing the king, had been obliged to assume an am

n drenched the magnificent tapestries at his door. What put the "w
Fools. On that day, there was to be a bonfire on the Place de Grév
men, clad in handsome, short, sleeveless coats of violet camelo

me one of the three spots designated. Each had made his choic

eir steps towards the bonfire, which was quite in season, or to

antily flowered maypole to shiver all alone beneath the sky of

ed two days previously, intended to be present at the represen

all, although it was then reputed to be the largest covered en
the windows the aspect of a sea; into which five or six stree
cted here and there, like so many promontories, into the irre
ermediate landing-place, flowed in broad waves along its lat

great clamor. From time to time, this noise and clamor redou

e provost's sergeants, which kicked to restore order; an adm

hich it is generally employed, is wholly unsuitable, but wholly
cceeds the architecture of the first period, of which the semi-c
g more; for many Parisians content themselves with the spectacle of
ose Parisians of the fifteenth century, and to enter with them, jostle
ould have about us only things that were so old that they would see
n the midst of that tumultuous crowd in surcoats, short, sleeveless
olden fleurs-de-lis; beneath our feet a pavement of black and white m
entre of its width. Around four of the pillars, stalls of merchants, all s
n the doors, between the windows, between the pillars, the intermina
in the long, pointed windows, glass of a thousand hues; at the wide
le tarnished at the epoch when we behold it, had aimost entirely disa
of a January day, invaded by a motley and noisy throng which drifts
certain, that if Ravaillac had not assassinated Henri IV., there would

mis h ambassadors charged with concluding the marriage between the dauphin and Marguerite of Flanders, had made its entry into Paris, to the great annoyance of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon, who, f

iable mien towards this whole rustic rabble of Flemish burgomasters, and to regale them at his Hotel de Bourbon, with a very "pretty morality, allegorical satire, and farce,” while a driving rai

hole population of Paris in commotion," as Jehan de Troyes expresses it, on the sixth of January, was the double solemnity, united from time immemorial, of the Epiphany and the Feast of
e, a maypole at the Chapelle de Braque, and a mystery at the Palais de Justice. It had been cried, to the sound of the trumpet, the preceding evening at all the cross roads, by the provost's

t, with large white crosses upon their breasts. So the crowd of citizens, male and female, having closed their houses and shops, thronged from every direction, at early morn, towards so

e; one, the bonfire; another, the maypole; another, the mystery play. It must be stated, in honor of the good sense of the loungers of Paris, that the greater part of this crowd directed th

wards the mystery play, which was to be presented in the grand hall of the Palais de Justice (the courts of law), which was well roofed and walled; and that the curious left the poor, sc

January, in the cemetery of the Chapel of Braque. The populace thronged the avenues of the law courts in particular, because they knew that the Flemish ambassadors, who had arriv
tation of the mystery, and at the election of the Pope of the Fools, which was also to take place in the grand hall. It was no easy matter on that day, to force one's way into that grand h

cl osure in the world (it is true that Sauval had not yet measured the grand hall of the Chateau of Montargis). The palace place, encumbered with people, offered to the curious gazers at
ts, li ke so many mouths of rivers, discharged every moment fresh floods of heads. The waves of this crowd, augmented incessantly, dashed against the angles of the houses which proje

gular basin of the place. In the centre of the lofty Gothic* facade of the palace, the grand staircase, incessantly ascended and descended by a double current, which, after parting on the int
eral sl opes,- -the grand staircase, | say, trickled incessantly into the place, like a cascade into a lake. The cries, the laughter, the trampling of those thousands of feet, produced a great noise and a
bled; th e cur rent which drove the crowd towards the grand staircase flowed backwards, became troubled, formed whirlpools. This was produced by the buffet of an archer, or the horse of one of th
irable t radit = ion which the provostship has bequeathed to the constablery, the constablery to the maréchaussée, the maréchaussée to our gendarmeri of Paris. * The word Gothic, in the sense in w
co n secrated. Hence we accept it and we adopt it, like all the rest of the world, to characterize the architecture of the second half of the Middle Ages, where the ogive is the principle which su

ir cle is the father. Thousands of good, calm, bourgeois faces thronged the windows, the doors, the dormer windows, the roofs, gazing at the palace, gazing at the populace, and asking nothin
the spectators, and a wall behind which something is going on becomes at once, for us, a very curious thing indeed. If it could be granted to us, the men of 1830, to mingle in thought with th

d, elbowed, pulied about, into that immense hall of the palace, which was so cramped on that sixth of January, 1482, the spectacle would not be devoid of either interest or charm, and we sh

m new. With the reader's consent, we will endeavor to retrace in thought, the impression which he would have experienced in company with us on crossing the threshold of that grand hall, i

jacket s, and doublets. And, first of all, there is a buzzing in the ears, a dazzlement in the eyes. Above our heads is a double ogive vault, panelled with wood carving, painted azure, and sown with g

arble, al ternating. A few paces distani, an enormous pillar, then another, then another; seven pillars in all, down the length of the hall, sustaining the spring of the arches of the double vault, in the ¢

parkling with glass and tinsel; around the last three, benches of oak, worn and polished by the trunk hose of the litigants, and the robes of the attorneys. Around the hall, along the lofty wall, betwee

ble row of all the kings of France, from Pharamond down: the lazy kings, with pendent arms and downcast eyes; the valiant and combative kings, with heads and arms raised boldly heavenward. Then
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printing will kill bookselling. It is the end of the world that is drawing nigh." "'l see that plainly, from the progress of velvet stuffs,” said the fur-merchant. At this moment, midd
ace. Then a great hurly-burly ensued; a vast movement of feet, hands, and heads; a general outbreak of coughs and handkerchiefs; each one arranged himself, assumed his p
ained outstretched, all mouths remained open, all glances were directed towards the marble table. Nothing made its appearance there. The baliliif's four sergeants were still the
Flemish envoys. The door remained closed, the platform empty. This crowd had been waiting since daybreak for three things: noonday, ilie embassy from Flanders, the myst
waited one, two, three, five minutes, a quarter of an hour; nothing came. The dais remained empty, the theaire dumb. In the meantime, wrath had succeeded to impatience. Irrit
urmured, in hollow voices. Heads began to ferment. A tempest, which was only rumbling in the distance as yet, was floating on the surface of this crowd. It was Jehan du Mou
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ut a sorry game When at Paris, Dame Justice, Throug
he fire is certain. Very little to-day remains, thanks t

it spared,--very little remains of that first dwellin
he Handsome, that they sought there for the trac
his marriage? the garden where he administered ju
of Charles 1V.? that of Jean the Landless? Where i
re the bulls of Pope Benedict were torn, and whenc

ts immense vault, all fretted with carvings? and the

and the beautiful doors? and the stained glass? a
or all this Gothic art? The heavy flattened arches o
f the Patru. It is not much. Let us return to the veri
long, so broad, and so thick that, as the ancie
re Louis XI. had himself sculptured on his knee
is, two saints whom he supposed to be great in f
ure, of fine and deep chasing, which marks with u
, pierced above the portal, was, in particular,am
t the wall, a special entrance to which had been e
mystery play. It was upon the marble table that th
d a cage of carpenter's work of considerable heig
for the personages of the piece. A ladder, naively
S ho personage, however unexpected, no sudden
, perfunctory guardians of all the pleasures of the
ace clock sounding midday. It was very late, no d
morning. A goodly number of curious, good peop
order to make sure that they should be the first to
pread out on the entablatures, on the cornices, o
sm and folly, the quarrels which break forth for al
ted a harsh and bitter accent to the clamor of the
merchants, the Cardinal de Bourbon, the bailiff of
ars, the statues, that closed door, that open wind
malicious suggestions, and pricked the general b
the entablature, and from that point despatched
ringing laughter, the bantering appeals which the
d that they understood very well the art of extract
oannes Frollo de Molendino!" cried one of them,
named John of the Mill, for your two arms and yo
e mercy of the devil," retorted Joannes
heard the eight singers of the King of S

with voices even more pointed than their cap
fem ploying those accursed singers of the Kin
slan d out of the tax on sea fish in the markets
ound ed. Would you wish the king to fall ill agai
unlu  cky name of the poor furrier of the king's r
they laughing at? An honorable man is Gilles
, fro m father to son." The gayety redoubled. T
ood, his efforts served only to bury still more d
escu e."Abomination! scholars addressing a b
hé!'w ho is scolding so? Who is that screech o
veryt  hing goes by fours in that shop," cried a t
he de vil with them."* * Faire le diable a quatre. "
thou gh she were a widow." "Devil take you!" g
s, se emed to measure in an instant the height
tle,p  ursued triumphantly: "That's what I'll do,
Fine gentry are our people of the university,
ch a day as this! However, there isam
nd FI emish ambassadors in the city; and, at t
curat  ors!" cried Joannes. "We must have a bon
oons of the deans!" "And the cupboards of the
s and the scribes; the theologians, the doctors
's th e rector! see, he is passing through the PI
?" de manded Jehan Frollo du Moulin, who, as h
aut,t  herector." It was, in fact, the rector and al
The students crowded into the window, salute
st br oadside; it was severe. "Good day, monsi
on hi s mule! her ears are not so long as his!" "
n las t night?” "Oh! what a decrepit face, livid a
ackt urned to the university, and trotting towar
edic e. The entire band repeated this quip in a
n the side of the devil?" Then came the turns o
Gilbe rtus de Soliaco, the chancellor of the Coll
sixt  heologians, with their white surplices!" "A
Down with the doctors!" "Down with the cardin
ace i n the nation of Normandy to little Ascanio
cello r of Sainte-Geneviéve!" "Ho hé! Master Jo
And the chaplains of the Sainte-Chap
lack copes! all the fine red copes!" "
here are the canons of Sainte-Genevieve!" "
e She is in the Rue de Glatigny." "She is
wo h undred and fortieth part of a pound. "A
with his wife on the crupper!" "Post equite
e Ele ctress!" "How happy they are to see all
rier of the king's robes, Master Gilles Lecor
h as come. No one has ever beheld such
cu rsed inventions of this century that are
nd, above all, printing, that other German p
ay s ounded. "Ha!" exclaimed the entire cro
ost, raised himself up, and grouped himsel
re, stiff, motionless, as painted statues. All
ery play. Noonday alone had arrived on tim
ate d words circulated in a low tone, still, it
lin who struck the first spark from it. "The
" he exclaimed at the full force of his lun
.T he crowd clapped their hands. "The my
rts, by way of a morality and a comedy." "W
wd h urled itself towards them, and they alre
k!"r ose the cry on all sides. At that moment
ly st opped the crowd, and changed its wrat
eed ge of the marble table with a vast amou
grad ually been restored. All that remained w
ourg eoises, we shall have the honor of decl
gme nt of Madame the Virgin Mary.' | am to p
,atp resent, listening to the harangue of mo
rives , we will begin." It is certain, that nothin
ourts . If we had the happiness of having inve
inst us that the classic precept, Nec deus in
ming the crowd, by attracting all its attentio
ach of which covered one-half of his face,--
soft he initiated easily recognized thunderb
mien was concerned, with a Breton archer fr
sly e xcited by his costume were dissipated
dro wned in a thunder of hooting. "Begin in
e up roar like the fife's derisive serenade: "C
the window. "The morality this very instant!
uge, dropped his thunderbolt, took his cap i
.Int ruth, he was afraid of being hung. Hung
ana byss; that is to say, a gallows. Luckily,
as st anding beyond the railing, in the free sp
from every visual ray by the diameter of the
out t he brow and cheeks, with brilliant eyes
sign to the poor sufferer. But the other was
her d id not hear. At last, the tall blond, drive
start ."I," replied the person clad in black. "
illa ppease monsieur the cardinal." Jupiter

d, at the top of his lungs to the crowd,
"Evoe Jupiter! Plaudite cives! All hail,

Jupiter! Applaud, citizens!" shouted the scholars. "Noel! Noel! good, good," shouted the people. The hand clapping was deafening, and Jupiter had already withdrawn under his tapestry, while the hall still trembled with acclamations. In the meanwhile, the personage who had so ma
gically turned the tempest into dead calm, as our old and dear Corneille puts it, had modestly retreated to the half-shadow of his pillar, and would, no doubt, have remained invisible there, motionless, and mute as before, had he not been plucked by the sleeve by two young women,
who, standing in the front row of the spectators, had noticed his colloquy with Michel Giborne-Jupiter. "Master," said one of them, making him a sign to approach. "Hold your tongue, my dear Liénarde," said her neighbor, pretty, fresh, and very brave, in consequence of being dress
ed up in her best attire. "He is not a clerk, he is a layman; you must not say master to him, but messire.” "Messire," said Liénarde. The stranger approached the railing. "What would you have of me, damsels?" he asked, with alacrity. "Oh! nothing," replied Liénarde, in great confusio
n; "it is my neighbor, Gisquette la Gencienne, who wishes to speak with you." "Not so," replied Gisquette, blushing; "it was Liénarde who called you master; | only told her to say messire." The two young girls dropped their eyes. The man, who asked nothing better than to enter into
conversation, looked at them with a smile. "So you have nothing to say to me, damsels?" "Oh! nothing at all,” replied Gisquette. "Nothing," said Liénarde. The tall, light-haired young man retreated a step; but the two curious maidens had no mind to let slip their prize. "Messire," sai
d Gisquette, with the impetuosity of an open sluice, or of a woman who has made up her mind, "do you know that soldier who is to play the part of Madame the Virgin in the mystery?" "You mean the part of Jupiter?" replied the stranger. "Hé! yes," said Liénarde, "isn't she stupid? S
o you know Jupiter?"” "Michel Giborne?" replied the unknown; "yes, madam.” "He has a fine beard!" said Liénarde. "Will what they are about to say here be fine?" inquired Gisquette, timidly. "Very fine, mademoiselle,"” replied the unknown, without the slightest hesitation. "What is it
to be?" said Liénarde. ""The Good Judgment of Madame the Virgin,'--a morality, if you please, damsel.” "Ah! that makes a difference,” responded Liénarde. A brief silence ensued--broken by the stranger. "It is a perfectly new morality, and one which has never yet been played.” "Th
en it is not the same one,” said Gisquette, "that was given two years ago, on the day of the entrance of monsieur the legate, and where three handsome maids played the parts--" "Of sirens,” said Liénarde. "And all naked," added the young man. Liénarde lowered her eyes modestly.



