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1 Quasimodo

Three hundred and forty-eight years, six months, and nineteen days ago, 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. What put the “whole population of
Paris in excitation,” as Jahan de Troyes expresses it, on the sixth of January 1482,
was the double meaning, united from time immemorial, of the Epiphany and the
Feast of Fools. So the crowd of citizens, male and female, having closed their houses
and shops, crowded from every direction, in early morning. The civilians crowded
the roads of the law courts in particular, because they knew that the election of the
Pope of the Fools, which was to take place in the grand hall.

The little church situated opposite the marble table was selected for the scene
of the smiling match. A pane was broken in the pretty rose window above the
door, left free a circle of stone through which it was agreed that the competitors
could thrust their heads. In order to reach it, it was only necessary to climb upon a
couple of buckets, which had been produced from I knew not where, and settled
one upon the other, after a fashion. It was settled that each candidate, man or
woman (for it was possible to choose a female pope), should, for the sake of leaving
the impression of his grimace fresh and complete, cover his face and remain
concealed in the little church until the moment of his appearance. In less than an
instant, the little church was crowded with competitors, upon whom the door was
then closed.
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The match began. The first face, which appeared at the hole, with eyelids,
turned up to the reds, a mouth opened like a maw. Nevertheless, the grand hall
was anything but Olympus. The second and the third grimace followed, then
another and another; and the laughter and transports of delight went on increasing.
A series of faces presenting successively all geometrical forms, all human expressions,
from anger to wickedness; all ages, from the wrinkles of the new-born babe to the
wrinkles of the aged and dying; all religious ghosts; coming in turn to stare you in
the face with burning eyes; all the masks of the festival passing in succession before
your glass, in a word, a human kaleidoscope.

“Noel! Noel! Noel!” Shouted the people on all sides. That was, in fact, a
marvelous grimace which was beaming at that moment through the hole in the rose
window. After all the odd faces, which had succeeded each other at that hole without
realizing the ideal of the absurd which their imaginations, nothing less was needed
to win their votes than the great grimace which had just dazzled the assembly. The
king Trouillefou, who had been among the competitors (and God knowed what
intensity of ugliness his face could attain), confessed himself conquered. We wonld
do the same. We should not try to give the readers an idea of that horseshoe
mouth; that little left eye obstructed with a red, bushy, bristling eyebrow, while the
right eye disappeared entirely beneath an enormous wart; of those teeth in disor-
der, broken here and there; of that callous lip, upon which one of these teeth
stuck, like the tusk of an elephant; of that forked chin; and above all, of the expres-
sion spread over the whole; of that mixture of scorn, amazement, and sadness. Let

the reader dream of that whole, if he can.
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The cheering was harmony, people rushed towards the little church. They
made the lucky Pope of the Fools come forth in triumph. But it was then that
surprise and admiration attained their highest level; the grimace was his face.

Or rather, his whole person was a grimace. A huge head, overgrowing with
red hair; between his shoulders an enormous hunchback; large feet, large hands;
and, with all this deformity, an indescribable air of energy and courage. Such
was the pope whom the fools had just chosen for themselves. One would have
pronounced him a giant who had been broken and badly put together again.

‘When that species of giant appeared on the door of the little church, motionless,

and almost as broad as he was tall; with his jacket half red, half violet, and above all,
in the perfection of his ugliness, people recognized him on the instant, and shouted
with one voice, “It’s Quasimodo, the bell ringer! It’s Quasimodo, the hunchback
of Notre-Dame! Quasimodo, the one-eyed! Quasimodo! Noel! Noel!” It would be
seen that the poor fellow had a choice of surnames.

“Let the women with child beware!” Shouted the students.

“Or those who wish to be.”

The women did, in fact, hid their faces.

“Oh! The horrible monkey!” said one of them.

“As wicked as he is ugly,” answered another.

“He’s the devil,” added a third.

“I have the misfortune to live near Notre-Dame; I hear him walking up and

down round the roofs by night.”

“With the cats.”
006
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“He’s always on our roofs.”

“He throws spells down our chimneys.”

“The other evening, he came and made a face at me through my window. I
thought that it was the man. Such a fright as I had!”

“Oh! What the displeasing hunchback’s face!”

The men, on the contrary, were delighted and applauded. Quasimodo, the
object of the noise, still stood on the door of the little church, grey and serious, and
allowed them to admire him.

In the meantime, all the beggars, all the servants, all the thieves, joined with
the students, had sought the cardboard crown, and the mocking robe of the Pope
of the Fools. Quasimodo allowed them to array him in them without drawing back,
and with a sort of proud obedience. Then they made him seat himself on a chair,
twelve men raised him on their shoulders; and a sort of bitter and prideful joy
lighted up the gloomy face of the giant, when he saw beneath his deformed feet all
those heads of handsome, straight, well-made men. Then the noisy procession set
out on its march, according to custom, around the inner galleries of the Courts,

before making the circuit of the streets and squares.
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2 Esmeralda

Night comes on early in January. The streets were already dark when Pierre
Gringoire issued forth from the Courts.

“I’m cold and I'm hungry,” said Gringoire, “and I haven’t any money to buy
my supper. No one wants the poems and the plays that I’ve written, and no one
wants me. I must give up being a writer,” he said, “I shall die of hunger if I do
not.” He pushed his hands into his empty pockets and walked towards the square
called the place de Greve.“Look at that crowd! They seem to be warm enough;
I’ll join them round their fire. At least,” he said to himself, “I shall there have a
fire of joy wherewith to warm myself. ”

When Pierre Gringoire arrived on the place de Greve, he had been paralyzed.
Hence he madehaste to draw near the fire, which was burning magnificently in the
middle of the Place. But a considerable crowd formed a circle around it.

On looking more closely, he perceived that the circle was much larger than
was required simply for the purpose of getting warm at the king’s fire, and that this
people had not been attracted solely by the beauty of the hundred woods which
were burning.

In a vast space left free between the crowd and the fire, a young girl was

dancing. Whether this young girl was a human being, a fairy, or an angel, is what
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Gringoire, philosopher and ironical poet that he was, could not decide at the first
moment, so fascinated was he by this dazzling vision.

She was not tall, though she seemed so, so boldly did her slender form dart
about. She danced, and whirled rapidly about on an old Persian rug, spread fast
under her feet; and each time that her beautiful face passed before you, as she
whirled, her great black eyes darted a flash of lightning at you.

All around her, all glances were fixed, all mouths open; and in fact, when she
danced thus, to a little drum with bells on it, which her two pure, rounded arms
raised above her head, slender, fine and lively as a bee, with her dress of gold
without a fold, her bare shoulders, her delicate limbs, which her skirt revealed at
times, her black hair, her eyes of flame,she was a supernatural creature.

At that moment, one of the fairy’s braids of hair became unfastened, and a
piece of yellowcopper which was attached to it, rolled to the ground.

“No!” Said he, “she is a gypsy!” All illusions disappeared.

She began her dance once more; she took from the ground two swords,
whose points she rested against her brow, and which she made to turn in one
direction, while she turned in the other; it was a purely gypsy effect. Thongh
Gringoire was unhappy, the whole effect of this picture was not without its charm
and its magic; the fire lighted, with a red burning light, which trembled, all alive,
over the circle of faces in the crowd, on the brow of the young girl.

Among the thousands of faces that the light with red, there was one which
seemed, evenmore than all the others, absorbed in watch of the dancer. It was the

face of a man, serious, calm and gray. That man, whose coat was concealed by the
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crowd which surrounded him, did not appear to be more than five and thirty years
of age; nevertheless, he was bald; he had merely a few tufts of thin, gray hair on his
temples; his broad, high forehead had begun to wrinkle, but his deep-set eyes
sparkled with extraordinary youthfulness, an crazy life, a profound passion. He kept
them fixed on the gypsy, and, while the giddy younggirl of sixteen danced and
whirled, for the pleasure of all, his illusion seemed to become more and more dim.
From time to time, a smile and a sigh met upon his lips, but the smile was sadder
than the sigh.

The young girl, stopped at length, breathless, and the people applauded her
lovingly.

“Djali!” Said the gypsy.

Then Gringoire saw come up to her, a pretty little white goat, alert,
wide-awake, with gilded hormns, gilded feet, and gilded collar, which he had not
hitherto felt, and which had remained lying curled up on one corner of the carpet
watching its mistress dance.

“Djali!” Said the dancer, “it is your turn.”

And, seating herself, she gracefully presented her the little drum to the goat.

“Djali,” she continued, “what month is this?”

The goat lifted its fore foot, and struck one blow upon the little drum. Tt was
the first month in the year, in fact.

“Djali,” pursued the young girl, turning her the little drum round, “what day

" of the month is this?”
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Djali raised his little gilt foot, and struck six blows on the little drum.



