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One
THE DANCER

“I'm cold and I'm hungry,” said Pierre Grin-
goire, “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.”

Paris, twelve days after Christmas in the year
1482, was a cold city; and many people who lived
there were as cold, poor and thin as the poet Pierre
Gringoire.

“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 Gréve. ‘“Look at that crowd!
They seem to be warm enough; I'll join them round
their fire.”

Many men and women were standing in the
middle of the square. They looked black against the
red light of a big fire of wood burning on the stones.
Gringoire hurried across. There seemed to be a large
open space between the people and the fire.

“I'm freezing! ” said Gringoire, pushing into the
crowd. “ Why don’t we all move nearer to the fire?

‘“ Because we must leave room for Esmeralda, of
course! " replied a fat fellow beside him.

“Who? I've never heard . . .”

“Well, use your eyes. Look at her; isn’t she
lovely? ”

1
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Gringoire made himself tall enough to see over
the hat of the woman in front of him, and then he
understood. There was Esmeralda! She was dancing
between the watching crowd and the bright fire.

Gringoire, the poet, was not sure at first whether
the graceful dancer was a girl or a fairy! She was
small, with a dark skin and black hair. Her eyes were
black too, and they shone as she danced. Her little
feet moved on a rich Persian cloth which she had
thrown over the stones of the square. Her dress was
of many colours, bright with gold. Her legs and her
shoulders were beautiful. In her right hand she
carried a little drum with bells on it, and she hit it
as she danced round and round.

“No,” Gringoire said aloud, “she’s not a fairy;
I've seen gipsies with hair and eyes like those—but
not as beautiful! ”

“Of course she’s a gipsy,” said the fat fellow.
“She’s one of those wandering people who live in
tents and move about from place to place, and she
knows all the gipsies’ tricks. . . . See there! ”

Esmeralda picked up two swords from the ground,
and made them stand on their points on her head.
Then she danced round one way, while the swords
went the other way. The red light from the fire
added magic to her trick, and the crowd watched and
wondered 1n silence.

“I could write a poem about this,” thought Grin-
goire. He looked across the fire, at the corner of
the square where the terrible gibbet stood. Many
men and women had hung by the neck from that
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wooden arm. Gringoire felt suddenly afraid. * But
why am I afraid? ” he wondered; “I haven’t broken
the law.”

Then he looked at the other corner of the square,
at the little building called the Rat-Hole. Sister
Gudule lived in the Rat-Hole, in one room with iron
bars across its only window. She could never come
out: the Rat-Hole had no door. Everyone knew that
she hated gipsies. She could not have seen Esmeralda,
or she would have shouted curses, as she always did
when gipsies came into the Place de Gréve.

Esmeralda danced faster and faster, and the eyes
of one face in the crowd around Gringoire were
fixed on her with a strange look. The face was calm
and still; but the eyes burned. The man was not
more than thirty-five years old, but there were only
a few hairs left on his head, and they were grey.
Gringoire could see only his head: the man’s clothes
were hidden by the crowd.

The girl, breathless, stopped dancing, and the
crowd shouted for more.

“Djali! 7 cried Esmeralda.

Gringoire then saw a little white goat come up
to her. Its feet were golden, and it wore a silver chain
round its neck. Gringoire had not noticed the goat
before, because it had been lying down to watch
Esmeralda dance.

“Djali,” she said, “now it’s your turn.” She sat
down and held out her drum to the goat.

“Djali,” she asked, “what day of the month is
it?”
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The goat lifted its foot and, to the delight of the
people, hit the drum six times.

“Well done, Djali! " shouted the children in the
front of the crowd.

““What a wonderful beast! "’ cried the fat fellow.

“Djali,” said the gipsy, moving the drum round
a little, ““ which hour of the day is it?

Djali lifted a gold foot and hit the drum seven
times. At that moment the clock in the tower beside
the square struck seven.

“It is all done by black magic,” said an evil voice
in the crowd. It was the voice of the man whose
eyes were always on the gipsy girl. She turned round
quickly, but the crowd shouted and the shouts hid
the man’s words.

“Djali,” said the girl to please the crowd, *“ how
do priests speak to people in church? ”

The goat sat down and began to make a silly noise,
waving its front feet in the air in a funny way. The
people laughed and shouted as loud as they could.

“It is wrong! It is bad! " cried the voice of the
man with only a few grey hairs.

The gipsy turned round again.

“Oh!” she said, “it’s that ugly man! ” and she
put out her tongue at him. But there was fear in her
eyes as she turned from him and went round among
the crowd to collect money on her drum.

The people were generous, and when she came to
Gringoire her drum was covered with big and little
coins of gold and silver. Without thinking, Grin-
goire put his hand in his pocket. Of course he found
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that it was empty. “The Devil! ” said Gringoire,
feeling hot and foolish while the pretty girl stood
in front of him with her drum. She watched him
with her beautiful eyes, while he felt more and more
silly. If he had been rich, he would have given all his
wealth to her!

A voice saved him, the voice of a woman from the
far corner of the square.

“Go away! Bad girl! Gipsy! " cried the voice of
the holy woman from the Rat-Hole.

This voice, which frightened Esmeralda, pleased
the children and made them laugh.

“It’s Sister Gudule! ”’ they shouted. ““ Hasn’t she
had her supper? She must be hungry! We’ll find her
some food! ” And they ran away.

That made Gringoire remember how hungry he was
and wonder where he would find any supper himself.

“Poor Sister Gudule! ” said the fat fellow be-
side him. “She doesn’t have much fun. I wonder
what sorrow made her leave the world and go to
live a holy life in the Rat-Hole.”

“Don’t you know her story?” asked Gringoire.
“I thought everybody in Paris knew that.”

“Of course 1 know the story that her baby
daughter was stolen by gipsies, but I don’t believe
one word of it. Poor old Sister Gudule is far too ugly
ever to have a child worth stealing.”

“Sorrow has made her ugly,” said Gringoire. “1
can believe that she was beautiful sixteen years ago,
when the gipsies changed her baby for a boy who
was four years old.”
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‘“ A boy with only one eye, and arms and legs all
the wrong shape. I know that story, but I still don’t
believe that Sister Gudule . . .”

“Haven't you seen the little baby’s shoe in her
Rat-Hole? And haven’t you seen her weeping over
it? Her heart is broken. If you had any poetry in
you, you would understand that the story fits the
facts.”

“Poetry! " he laughed. “You’ll tell me next that
you're a poet yourself!

Gringoire said nothing, because he heard the
music of a strange but very sweet song. Esmeralda
was singing it. The words, in the gipsy language,
were full of joy, and her voice was as bright and pure
as that of a bird.

The children had gone to find some food for Sister
Gudule; they came back from a dark, narrow street
into the square. The biggest girl carried a cake. They
came to the front of the crowd and stood there, listen-
ing to the wonderful song. The children were hungry
too; they broke pieces off the cake and ate them while
they listened to Esmeralda singing.

The music did not last long.

From the Rat-Hole came another ugly shout in
Sister Gudule’s voice. “Won’t you be silent? Won't
you stop that noise and let us have some peace? ”

The song stopped suddenly. “You have broken
the loveliest music I ever heard! ”” Gringoire cried.

The people were angry too, and shouted. Some of
them called :

“The Devil take Sister Gudule! ” and, as they
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cursed her, the crowd began to move angrily to-
wards the Rat-Hole.

Just then something caused them all to turn round
and move towards the other side of the square. Out
of the dark, winter evening, another crowd was
marching towards them with lights and shouts and
strange, ugly music.

The children quickly ate the rest of the cake as
they ran towards the marching crowd: they forgot
Sister Gudule. So did all the other people in the
square, because the men and women marching
towards them were carrying in the air somebody
whom they very much wanted to see: they were
carrying the High Priest of Fools.

Two
QUASIMODO

Every year the people of Paris chose a different
High Priest of Fools, and that morning they had
chosen one in a new way.

In one of the churches there was a broken window
with a hole in it as big as a man’s head. All the
ugliest men of Paris went into the church, and one
after another they pushed their faces through the
hole where the glass had been, so that the crowd
outside could decide which face was the ugliest of
them all. The man with the ugliest face would be
the High Priest of Fools for the year 1482.

The crowd had a lot of fun choosing him.
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“Curse me if I ever saw a nose as big as that be-
fore! ”’ shouted an old soldier.

“Only look at that mouth! " cried a farmer with
a cow on a rope.

“ Let’s see another. Come on! ”

Another face appeared. “Look! ” shouted a tall
man. “ He’s just like that cow over there! ”

“What big ears! He can’t get them through the
window.”

The crowd laughed louder and louder at the
different faces, until at last one face made them all
shout out together:

“That’'s him! That's the face our High Priest
should have! We want him! The ugliest of them
all! ”

The face had dirty red hair all round it. There was
only one eye, yellow and dim. There was a big bush
of hair above that eye, and an even bigger bush of hair
stood above the grey circle where the other eye
should have been. A few big teeth stuck out of the
great, smiling cave of a mouth, and the skin was
covered with black spots.

“ Bring him out of the church! " shouted the crowd.
“We must carry our High Priest through all the
streets and squares of our city. Come out! We want
you, High Priest of Fools! ”

Quasimodo, the hunchback, was laughing
happily as he came onto the steps of the church. This
was a wonderful moment for him : he had never been
famous before. People usually hated and feared him
because he was so ugly, with his nasty great back, his
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ugly big head sunk down below his shoulders, and
his thick arms and legs all the wrong shape. But now
the crowd wanted him. He did not know why: he
could not understand because he could hear nothing.
The drums of his big ears had been broken by the
noise of the bells which he rang every day in the
church of Notre-Dame. He loved his bells, although
he could not hear them until they made their loudest
music. He could only feel them ringing, and the bells
pleased him more than anything in his sad life.

Gilles Clopin, a nasty young man, danced up the
steps of the church and stood like Quasimodo, with
his head down below his shoulders. He made a rude
face at Quasimodo. Although the hunchback could
not hear, he could see with one eye. Clopin was
making fun of him, and the hunchback was angry.
The crowd laughed, but the hunchback did not. He
stepped quickly to Clopin, picked up the young man
in his strong, ugly hands, lifted him high into the air
as if Clopin were as light as a baby, and threw him
down the steps.

The people were silent; then they shouted more
loudly than ever: but most of the women felt afraid
of Quasimodo.

‘“He’s as ugly as a monkey! "’ said one woman.

“ And as evil as he is ugly! " said another.

“I live near Notre-Dame, and I hear him running
about on the roof all night long.”

“Like a cat.”

“If you're going to have a baby, Louise, keep
away from the hunchback,” said a grandmother.

‘“He’s really terrible.”
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But the men were pleased with the hunchback,
and they laughed and shouted when they saw his
strength. The beggars in the crowd brought a crown
of paper and a length of bright, painted cloth. They
put the crown on Quasimodo’s head and hung the
cloth over his ugly body. Then they pushed a big
cross of rough wood into his hands. They lifted him
onto an old door which they had broken down, and
carried him through the city with ugly music, songs
and laughter. “Quasimodo! " they shouted, “ High
Priest Quasimodo! Make way for the High Priest of
Fools! ”

Sixteen years before the beginning of this story,
on a fine day in spring, a child was found after the
morning service in the church of Notre-Dame. He
was lying on a step. His body was covered with a
dirty old cloth, and he was crying in a strange way.

Little babies, whom their mothers did not want,
were often left at that place in the church: kind
women took them away and cared for them as if the
children were their own. But this little boy was
already four years old; he had red hair, only one eye,
and a body all the wrong shape. Nobody wanted this
child.

Some women stood looking at him.

“What can it be? " asked one.

“God help us if that is how babies are born now! ”
said another.

“Let me see! I can’t see! " cried a pretty little
girl in lovely clothes.

“No, Fleur dear, it’s not nice, it’s not at all nice,
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come away this minute! ” and Fleur’s rich mother
pulled her away by the hand.

The little baby boy wept loudly. He did not cry
like other children.

“I think it’s a magic animal, not a boy at all,” said
a frightened old woman. ““ A bad magician has made
it.”’

“You're right,” said another. “It’s a strange, evil
animal.”

A man stood behind the women and listened to
their talk. He was young Claude Frollo, an im-
portant priest in the church of Notre-Dame, and
already one of the most learnéd men in Paris. People
were afraid of his serious face, and some even
whispered that he was so clever he knew how to
do magic. When the women noticed Frollo they
hurried away.

Frollo stood looking at the little boy, and his
heart filled with pity. “ No woman wants you, child,
because you are different from other children,” he
thought. ““ But God made you, and God wants every-
body whom He has made. We must love the ugly
people as well as the beautiful ones, just as He does.
Come to me, poor boy! "

Frollo picked the child up in his arms, and it
stopped crying. The priest felt suddenly at peace. He
knew that he was doing what God wanted him to do.

“I will take care of you, my boy,” said Frollo.
“Now you belong to me, my child. Come.” He
walked through the church with the child in his

arms.
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Frollo named the little boy Quasimodo. Quasi-
modo had only one eye, but there was nothing wrong
with his ears at first. He could speak, too, but not as
clearly as he could hear. His voice was rough and
strange. Frollo tried to teach him to speak better,
and the child worked very hard to improve. But
Quasimodo’s body was so ugly that he did not want
other people to see him. He ran away from men and
women and other children, and hid in the tower of
the church. He would stay with Frollo, but with no
one else. Frollo cared for him and taught him to ring
the bells of Notre-Dame.

The bells ruined his ears, and made them deaf,
so that he could not hear anything: then Quasimodo
stopped speaking. He was too afraid of other people
to let them hear his strange voice. If he spoke they
might laugh. Frollo had tried to set Quasimodo’s
tongue free, but Quasimodo made it silent.

Although he could not speak with his own tongue,
the hunchback could speak to the whole of Paris
through the bells of Notre-Dame. He loved every-
thing in that beautiful church, but he loved the bells
most of all, especially the great bell named Marie.
Marie hung in the south tower, with a small bell
called Jacqueline. In the second tower there were
six other bells; and the six smallest were in the
centre tower, with the wooden bell that was only
rung when people died. So Quasimodo had fifteen
bells to love. But Marie was his favourite.

Quasimodo’s joy when he could ring all the bells
on special days was wonderful. He and Frollo spoke
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together by strange signs. As soon as Frollo told the
hunchback that he could start the bells, Quasimodo
rushed up the stairs quicker than any other man
could run down. He hurried into the room of the
great bell, and touched Marie with his hands as if
she were a good horse setting out on a long journey.
He pitied her for the work that she was about to do.

Then he made a sign to the men down below who
pulled the ropes. The first sound of the metal
tongue made the floor on which Quasimodo stood
shake like a leaf in a storm. Quasimodo shook with
the bell. His breath came louder and quicker as the bell
rang faster. His one eye opened wide, and seemed
to shine with a light of its own in the dark tower.

Then all the bells began to ring and the whole
tower shook, stone and wood and metal together,
from the top to the bottom. Quasimodo seemed to
go mad. He ran from bell to bell, and laughed at the
great noise, which was almost the only noise that his
ears could hear. Then he stood beside a little bell,
and jumped up and down as it swung. At last he left
it: he ran to Marie, jumped into the air and hung
onto the bell with his feet and his hands. He felt as
if he were riding on the clouds of a storm, as he did
in his dreams.

The people of Paris often stopped in the streets
and listened to the wonderful music of the bells.
When it was all finished, Quasimodo came down to
Frollo and they talked to each other with the signs
which only they knew.

Now Quasimodo, High Priest of Fools, was



